What it was like then
Compiled by Darryl Parker
Chapter 1
Ida’s Story
Ida did not set out to construct a detailed history, but to put together a story of her most vivid memories of Violet Town and its people. As she wrote, her own story so closely interwoven with that of the town, also emerges.
City beginnings
The big timber strike was also one which affected employment and many other areas. Many people were very poor. I remember how ashamed I was to own shoes and socks when others did not have a school bag.
The school I attended was known as the big school. It was very cold, and there were bricks missing from the room I was in. We could look out and see what was going on in the playground. I remember my teacher in the fifth Grade, a Mr Hallam. If anyone spoke during a lesson, he would throw a long ruler at you, and never miss!
There was also a dark girl who came from the islands, and the other girls would give her a hard time. My father, Duncan McDiarmid, used to say to me that her father was a very good man, so I would go to her aid. Annie Webber and I became very good friends. As kids we would call each other names, and they would do the same to us.
Grandparents
We knew quite a bit about Violet Town as we had often come by train to stay with my mother’s family, my grandparents, John and Jane Field. They lived on a property, “Rosebank” at Boho, about six miles from Violet Town. At least once a year we would come from Coburg to have a holiday with them.
My mother would come up in Christmas school holidays with my three brothers, one sister, then at Easter my younger sister, Rita and I would go up by train. My mother, sister Elsie and my brother Ken, Ian and Alan also went by train. There were few cars at that time.
My grandparents would meet us at Violet Town Railway Station with a double-seated buggy, drawn by a horse named “Ginger”. It would take about an hour to get home to the farm, but before they went home, they usually did some shopping for things such as a big bag of flour, cream of tartar, a large bag of sugar, potatoes, also in a big bag, many other things in big amounts. The Griffith’s Tea man used to come to the farm with big tins of tea, or you bought it from the estate agents. Of course, the men also had to go to the saddlery to get something for the horses.
While I was at my grandparents’ I remember seeing on a couple of occasions, the bullocks with the bullock team pulling logs down from the hills, and I clearly remember too, the rabbit plague.
The move to St Elmo
My family left Coburg in November 1922. My mother and brothers and sisters and I travelled up by train. Father, a carpenter, left the next day. His boss had given him a spring cart and an old horse. He brought up most of our belongings and the furniture for our new home, and the rest came up in a van. The journey took him about four days.
I was twelve years of age. We came to live in a house called “St Elmo”, at the west end of Cowslip Street. The house was the first doctor’s surgery in Violet Town. The first doctor was Dr Wilmot, who was then followed by a Dr Charles Sabelburg. Some of the timber and doors in the house were brought out from England. Later on, I believe the house was thought to be too far out of town, so a house and surgery were built where the Lily Street units are now.
Mr Paddy McShane owned a house in Lily Street, and the doctors rented it from him and later from his family.
“St Elmo” was a very comfortable home - three bedrooms, lounge room, dining-sitting room, a very large kitchen and pantry, large sleep out, bathroom and laundry, known in those days as a wash house.
The hall was six feet wide with lovely glass doors half way down and with an even wider hall, which we used as a sitting room. There were open fireplaces in all the rooms. The lounge fireplace had white and gold tiles on the hearth and a white marble surround to it. The toilet was away down near the stables. Later on it was brought up nearer the house. The verandah was around two-and-a-half sides of the house, and there was a bay window in front.
My mother had a large flower garden at the front and two sides, while at the back it was vegetables and fruit trees. Also, there was a cellar just out from the kitchen.
My family lived there for 54 years. The house is still standing and owned by Mr and Mrs Trevor Wilson’s daughter Jennie, who rents it out.
School
I didn’t like the idea of leaving the city, but I grew to love the country life very quickly.
After Coburg, the Violet Town School was such a small school, and so different. It had only three rooms and three teachers. We played jacks, marbles, hopscotch and basketball. The boys also played football. They used to come and ask to join the girls playing jacks, because they thought they could win, but the girls were better than they were. When I came to Violet Town there were only a few children riding ponies to school, but before this 1 believe there were a lot more that did. There was a horse yard for them in the school grounds.
Violet Town before the war
The Shops used to close for lunch every day and on Wednesday afternoons but they stayed open for all of Saturday, and until 9 o’clock on Christmas Eve.
I particularly remember Harcourt’s General Store. It had windows with small panes like you would see on an English Christmas card, and they sold everything from groceries to frocks, hats and shoes. They also had a dressmaker and someone to make hats. You could also buy such things as grain there, or just about anything you could want. Later, larger panes were put in the shop front windows.
Coming from Melbourne, one was used to finding everything in a separate store. There wasn’t the same variety available in the country, especially in such things as fresh fruit. It was the same with many little things. You couldn’t get the little luxury items you’d find in Melbourne.
The country store was more than a grocery store. In the one I have in mind, you could buy anything from a bag of wheat to a hairpin. The wheat, oats, pollard, bran etc., you could purchase in big bags or small lots in brown paper bags. Sugar and flour were also in large bags but again could be bought in small lots of 61bs. or 12 Ibs. if you wished. Biscuits were in large tins and weighed out in small lots, all on lovely brass scales and weights. Also cheese was in large rounds (mature or fresh). The grocer would cut it into wedges for you. There would also be large bars of soap - Velvet I think. Some farmers would bring in their chaff and sell it to the store, also eggs and the fruit and vegetables in season.
The shelves would be lined with jars and packets. The counter was quite long with plain wooden tops. The floor was timber and uncovered; it would creak as you walked on it. You could enter the ladies’ department where you bought everything from frocks, hats, material by the yard and underwear to ribbons and lace. The men’s section was in the centre, between the grocery and the ladies’ departments.
The pavement outside was just an earthen path. As I look back, there was so much “feeling” in the old store. Today’s store is so stark. No cat walking around looking for mice. No lolly jar on the counter. The men wore their white aprons. There was no hurry or bustle then. They stopped and talked to their customers and you spoke to them. Well, it is gone now, and in its place, there’s a neat little supermarket.
Biscuits in brown paper bags were sold by Harcourt. The butcher used newspaper to wrap the meat, and we sold our old newspapers to him at one penny per pound.
For bazaars or fetes they sent away to the factories for samplers of Swallows and Ariel biscuits - small milk and arrowroot biscuits in little tins, and also Velvet soap in small boxes.
Riddell’s Store
The old Violet Town Hardware Shop in Cowslip Street was a place, which sold everything from lino and carpets to a hammer and nails. You could buy anything there except food and haberdashery.
The storekeeper could look at an article you needed and he would look and say, “Yes, I think I have one somewhere to match it “ and lo and behold, back he would come up with exactly what you wanted. If you required just one nut and bolt, you could buy just one, not the whole packet as you have to today.
The shop and the back rooms were quite dark, but anything you wanted could be found there. The counter was always piled high with odds and ends, but if no one tidied it up, the storekeeper could always find exactly what he needed, even things from years past. I remember in the early 1930s, they kept very good quality Stuart crystal and lovely English china.
At that time, Riddell’s were also the district Funeral Undertakers and they had a hearse, later they had an International truck that was used for deliveries and they also used it as a hearse when required. When a death occurred, a blind in one of the windows was drawn and the funeral notice, edged in black, with the death and the arrangements was placed there. People passing by knew then that there had been a death in the district.
Mr Frank Peacock owned the store after Riddell’s - later his son, Edward continued the business. As well as selling hardware of all kinds they were also building agents. Behind the hardware store, they ran a blacksmith’s shop where you could order carriages, wheels and other farm needs.
Hotels
There were several hotels. There was the Farmers’ Arms burnt down, the Violet Town Hotel, currently owned by David Marks, The Railway Hotel, also burnt down and then rebuilt to become the Ellen Frances. Meakin’s hotel, up on the old highway near the Anglican Church, also burnt down. All that’s left now of the hotel at the old coach stop, The Commercial, is a brick wall. The rest had to be pulled down, because as they fell into disrepair, they became unsafe.
It is strange to think of it now, but at first the Anglicans used to meet in a private house, and then they met in a room in the then Railway Hotel.
Halls
The town had several halls. To begin with, the Friendlies, where I learnt the piano, the Rechabites, the Druids, the Parish Hall, and opposite the old railway station, the Manchester Unity. After the war, the Mechanics Hall became the Memorial Hall, and later was replaced by the one we still have today. The Mechanics, or Memorial Hall is the only one that has survived. There were a lot of dances and other activities held in the halls, such as the pictures.
Wood mills
Violet Town also had a lot of wood mills. There was McDonald’s, Jim and Tom King’s Brady’s, McShane’s, Herman Myers and Burden’s run by my father-in-law, Jim’s father. There were others too, but I don’t recall the names of the people who ran them.
The wood was brought in by drays, and as we lived in Cowslip Street and near to the road, when the drays would come in the morning and return for home at about six o’clock, my mother would see that all the windows were closed. The dust was so thick you could not see through it - just like a red cloud,
The wood, red gum, yellow and red box was taken by drays to the wood mills near the railway station - it was further south than it is now - and loaded directly on to railway carriages to be taken to Melbourne where it was sold as firewood.
Butter Factory
The butter factory was in Tulip Street. Some of the farmers delivered their cream directly to the factory, and those who were on the route left the cream out at their front gate to be collected in horse and cart. One of the drivers was Weary Dunlop’s uncle. People who bought milk, collected it in billies.
Eventually, most of the small town butter factories disappeared, and Benalla factory became the centre.
Other features
There were water troughs and drinking fonts in the main street, and also at the hotels, and general store’s yards. There was a doctor’s surgery and the doctor dispensed his own medicines. There was also a saddlery in Cowslip Street.
The baker was behind the general store’s two-storey weatherboard house and shop, at the railway end of Cowslip Street. The bootmaker also did harness repairs.
Near where the railway station is now, Bill Ramage the blacksmith had his forge.
The one-room building between Railway Hotel and the Op Shop was a solicitor’s office, which was open one day a week.
A character, some notes on sport, electricity, the garden, interesting moments etc. .
There were lots of little things which happened around Violet Town throughout those early times - some happy, some sad, some just funny or amusing and some just naughty. I wish I could remember them all, especially some of the pranks the young fellows got up to.
One incident stands out in my memory.
The young lads around town had been helping themselves to the oranges off the trees at the Doctor’s residence. He decided to get even by injecting something into the few that were left. Next day, some mothers brought their sons to him with severe tummy aches. The Doctor only laughed, and said, ‘They’ll be alright tomorrow - the diarrhoea will only last a day.”
Lost and found
My father, Duncan McDiarmid, told me a story of when he and a friend were camped in a stone hut near Sugarloaf while trapping rabbits. One night while going around their traps by lantern light, they came across two boys who had lost their way. Apparently, they had gone rabbiting and time had quickly passed and they had become lost in the darkness. Father and his friend took them back to the hut where they fed them, and at daylight, took them back home in Violet Town. The boys were Peacock children - Frank and, I think, Arthur. A search party had gathered ready to try to find the lads.
A tragedy
Another story, without a happy ending, was of a twelve-year-old boy, Atholric Buckley. One election day, there was an unusually severe snowstorm, the snow being right down to Violet Town. Atholric and his father were working out in the snow when Mr Buckley had to go home to repair a piece of machinery. Atholric was told to stay there until his father came back. On his return, Mr Buckley found his son had disappeared. His body was found next day, 8th August 1920. He had perished in the snow. Atholric was buried in the Violet Town Cemetery.
Electricity
One of my first memories of Violet Town was going out into the street at six at night to watch Fred Block light the street lamps. Years later, my father, along with some others, was active in organising for the town to get the power on.
The Shire Councillors decided to provide electricity to the town. Grandfather John Field was approached to lend the required amount, and so the first power station was built at the end of Railway Street.
The switching on ceremony was a big event, a formal dinner followed by a ball. With the turning on of the street lights, the dangerous use of candles at the bedside was eliminated.
Ironing was another great change, particularly in the heat of summer when a hot wood burning stove had been needed to heat the flat irons which had been used previously.
Roads
Another great change over the years has been the building and upgrading of roads. Better roads have made for great improvements in life style.
Sport
The Boxing Day Sports were a big event. There was horse riding, bike riding, running, swimming and all types of foot races for men women and children.
People came from the other towns around the area to take part, and my husband Jim was very involved in most activities. My brother Ian and son Keith rode bikes, and eventually the bike races became a big event, there being a very strong cycling club in Violet Town.
The swimming pool was in the creek, near the footy shed. During the drought, they used to let the water go.
There was a horse racetrack and two race meetings a year. There are still quite a few people with gallopers around the district.
Mick Reardon
Dear old Mick was an Irishman who many years ago was a farmer in the district of Warrenbayne, and about once or twice a week would drive his horse and buggy to Violet Town to collect his mail and buy his groceries, etc. Mick was always a great source of amusement to local folk with his quaint Irish expressions and accent, which were often repeated with much humour.
Another special of his sayings which intrigued the locals was, “It’s a long way to go to Violet Town, but surely it’s a lot shorter on the way home.”
One particular day, when on his way home, he knocked on the door of a farmhouse and when Mrs Wilson came to the door, he said, “O, Mrs Wilson, Dolly (his horse) had just dropped dead - she surely never did that before.”
After that, a Mr Bill O’Neil would bring him to Church in his car. One day, after coming out of Church, Bill could not start his car. He went to Mick and explained the car was “missing”. “Well,” said Mick, “fancy someone doing a thing like that, and while we were in Church, too.”
Another time, Bill was late, so Mick started to walk along the road. When Bill finally picked him up, he said he was sorry he was late, but his car would not start and he had to ring for a mechanic. Mick was quite annoyed and replied, “Fancy that, and I walked alongside the telephone line and I didn’t hear a thing.”
He was a great character, as were many other local identities who, in their own particular way enriched the history of the district - they are really missed.
The Depression
During the early years of our marriage, Jim and I lived with my grandmother Jane Field, at her home “The Pines”. Being close to the Hume Highway and the bridge over the Honeysuckle Creek we saw a lot of people walking the roads. Many travellers who were out of work travelled from Melbourne to the country, hoping to find work. The Honeysuckle Bridge was a common camping site and we had many callers asking for boiling water, milk, bread etc.
One of my most vivid memories of that time was, when walking in the paddock of “The Pines” and seeing a tent pitched beside the creek. Inside was a young woman lying on a blanket. He found that she was very ill and while there, her husband and a little girl returned to the tent. He told us that they had come to the country desperately looking for work and his wife had become very sick.
Jim arranged for the woman to be taken to hospital to recover. He also found a vacant house and collected a few pieces of furniture for them and found a little work for the man - it wasn’t much but they were good people and most of the towns folk were very sympathetic and helpful, as there was no social welfare in those days. I think relatives in Melbourne were looking after their other children.
However, it was really sad because after a time a few people, as they will, began to talk and called him a bludger. He was a proud man and came to see us and told us that he had decided to move on. We never heard from them again and I often wondered what happened to them. I gave the woman some clothes and made the little girl a golliwog - the same as I had made for my own children.
We later realised that the gate near the creek was marked as a sign to others that food would be given at that home. Most were good, genuine people - we only had one incident, which frightened me.
Farm life and the garden
Jim had worked for my father, and his father, who had been a farmer as well, also worked at the wood mill, and as a road contractor.
Jim and I bought a farm in 1936 at Boho and built a new house. We had three children at this time, and three more were born at the farm.
Three years of drought followed, and we found that we had a lot to learn. After that, things got better.
In the garden, I planted lots of trees early on, only to see many of them eaten by the cattle. When the children got older and I had more time, I was able to set up the garden the way I liked it. It is a rambling garden, after the Edna Walling style. Some of the rocks I carted into it were pretty heavy.
My son Keith looks after it for me now, and all the trees are making it very shady. Talking of trees, there was a lonely old pine tree that was a beautiful shape, up near the old police station, near where Nelly lives now. The developers were told not to cut it down, and so they poisoned it.
The garden Ida created has been widely admired throughout the district, and has often been an inspiration for her writing and reading.
The garden gate
There was this old red gate at a clearing sale. I said to my husband “I want that gate”. He said “It is not worth much” but I said, “I do not care how much it costs.”
Well, I got it for ten dollars. It was wooden, had to be mended, but it was lovely. I found out it was from a church out in the country. I spent hours stripping the obstinate red paint off, then renewing its beauty with a new coat of white paint. I remember my husband saying, “For the time and trouble you’ve spent, you could have had a beautiful new gate.” It would not have been the same though, would it?
I had that gate for many years in my garden, but sadly it has gone, and been replaced with a picket gate, but it has not as much feeling as my lovely old gate.
A day in the garden
I plan a day in the garden. I hope! I collect all my tools of trade and go off with great enthusiasm. I forget my hat and back I go to get it. I will start at the bottom near Snowy’s seat.
Someone calls, “The phone is ringing”. After half an hour, I get back into the garden. I weed steadily for quite a while, when a car drives in, “Could you tell me where Mr Jones lives?” I was not familiar with the name, but suggest perhaps he could be in Boho South, not Boho. Finally he leaves. Back to my weeding, but not very much done and it is lunchtime.
At last I get back to my weeding again, leaving the dishes in the sink and lots of jobs to be done inside. Never mind, more weeding and tidying done and I decide to lay those flat rocks near the pergola. Quite a bit of work done there and I’m looking pretty untidy and very grubby, when a voice says, “Hello, you look busy.” I have a visitor.
So much for my good intentions - not a lot achieved, and a big mess in both the garden and the house. Later when my friend leaves, I look longingly at the garden, but no way, I have to do those dishes and all the other jobs I have left.
Well, I thought, I might have better luck next time, but when tomorrow comes, I don’t feel quite so keen.
The Kellys
My mother used to tell a story about the Kelly Gang. She said they came to our place up in Boho and they tied up their horses at what was known as the big flat stone, just outside the front gate. They came in for a billy of water or a billy of tea, I’m not really sure which, and some salt. My grandmother gave it to my mother to take it out to them. I have a feeling it was Steve Hart who came in. They never did any harm, and never interfered in any way.
In the evening they’d sometimes see the Kellys going along the brow of the hill - the outline of the four riders. My mother also remembered her mother speaking about a dance at Violet Town, which was attended by the Kellys. They had a couple of dances and then went off.
My father used to say that there were a great many stories which circulated about the Kellys but he thought they were exaggerated. My grandmother obviously thought they were harmless, or she never would have allowed her daughter to take the billy out to them.
Min Min lights
Soon after we came to Violet Town my father told us about the strange lights down the Murchison Road near where Alan Walters lives now. As you drove along the road the lights appeared to be in front of you but you did not get any nearer to them. Then perhaps they would hover over you, behind you or over the paddock near you. They were quite weird.
I believe they were caused by phosphorous and known as Min Mins.
My daughter Jill, who lives in New South Wales, said she had also seen them at night hovering around where her husband was ploughing.
At first you think it is a car light. My grandson Neville said he had also heard about them in New South Wales. He said he had been told some horsemen used to chase them and try to catch them, but of course they never did.
Ida Burden, Towners’ Tales 2001
Chapter 2
What's in a name
Is it Violet Ponds, Violet Creek, Honeysuckle, Duck Ponds or Violet Town?
The first explorers to traverse this area, were Hamilton, Hume and William Hovell on the 28th of December, 1824. Their mission, was to achieve an overland link between Sydney, and the southern sea, that had been mentioned by George Bass and Matthew Flinders in 1803. This mission however, was not accomplished, because when they arrived at the lower region of the Tallarook mountain range, at Mt. Disappointment near the present day town of Whittlesea, due to fog, they could not see the ocean. They were only about thirty miles from their destination. Unfortunately, they returned back to Sydney not achieving their aim. On the old Sydney Road (now High Street) is a Plaque to commemorate that epic voyage.
On the 11th of October, 1836 the explorer and Surveyor General of New South Wales, Major Mitchell passed through the now known township of Benalla, and on that day, camped on the banks of Honeysuckle Creek. He was in search of Australia's best pasture land. In his report to the authorities, he indicated that Benalla was not the place for a town, because of its swampy nature. Hume and Hovell had already made this assessment of both Benalla and Euroa (Uroa). Little did he realise, that Violet Ponds, as he had named it, after the profusion of native Violets growing along the creek, and indeed most of the area, (the present day township) was swamp land. Although Violet Town is recognised as the first Surveyed Inland Town, at this time that would not have been correct, because this part of Australia, was still a portion of New South Wales, and towns within the area of Sydney had already been surveyed. It is true however, to claim Violet Town as being the earliest inland township of Victoria to be surveyed. After the survey of Violet Creek. 1838 had been completed the plans were transmitted to the Colonial Secretary by V.A. Perry in his letter No. 39/333, and submitted to the Executive Council of New South Wales, on the 9th of August, 1839. It was announced in the Sydney Gazette on the 9th of September, 1839. Suburban allotments will be sold in Sydney on the 6th of January, 1840. This information was transmitted to the Colonial Secretary of Port Phillip district for the purpose of being- forwarded to Lieutenant-Governor Charles LaTrobe from Mr. V.A. Perry in his letter No. 40.
The previous explorers had little trouble with the Aboriginal people. However, with the coming of European pastoralists the scene changed, it was quiet common for these pastoralists to employ shepherds to watch over their flocks. In performing this task they became lonely and often sought the company of Aboriginal women. If they had understood the customs of the natives of this area, they would have known that this behaviour could be accepted by those people, had they have given some of the sheep that were in their charge, to the Aboriginal elders as payment, for having the friendship of these women.
Two scenes of Cowslip Street circa 1900. Underwood's Railway Hotel, showing the Charles Williams Memorial,(abave) and Lane's Farmers Arms Hotel, (below) A part of this problem, caused the "Faithfull Massacre" in April 1838. To this day thereis .uncertainty, a& to 4he tribal areas as described in many manuscripts. Pastoral activities, had now became very important, in this generally fertile area with reasonable rainfall. As this happened, a town began to evolve, albeit very slowly. Violet Town, as we know it today, was given many names in those days of early settlement. As the area evolved, so did so did the town. Produce merchants, Publicans and retailers, set up their businesses. During the fifties, as gold supplies began to become depleted in Ballarat and Bendigo, the prospectors' moved further afield to Beechworth. Violet Town was now geographically located, at the centre, between all of these towns, and Melbourne. It was during this time that Victoria, susceeded from New South Wales, to become a separate Colony. As the town grew, so did the need for law enforcement.The position was carried out by different people, until the arrival of Constable Lonigan. It was during this period, that the Gold-escort, had been robbed at Violet Town, although at this time the name, Town was an overstatement. It, in the minds of the local residents, was a hamlet rather than a town. Constable Lonigan was later to be killed, at Stringy-bark Creek to the east of Mansfield by the Kelly gang. However, before this happened, came the long awaited arrival of the North Eastern Railway. This was to be the "new beginning" for Violet Town.
This area was well known for its diversity of weather, warm on the plains, cool on the Strathbogie tablelands, in summer. The climate was found to be well suited to the growing of cereal crops and the pasturing of sheep and cattle. To the west, and indeed within the town boundaries, vineyards and fruit growing had commenced in the fifties. Apart from the array of shops in the town, including Bakers, Bootmakers, General Stores, Drapery and Milliners, at different times there were two Newspapers. The Violet Town Herald and at a later stage the Violet Town Sentinel. The easy access by railway from 1873, when the North Eastern Railway reached Violet Town, to the demands of the now greatly expanding township of Melbourne, put a strain on what was then termed, an emerging "railway" town. To the north and west of the township, were large forests of Box and Red-Gum. It was at this time that the felling of these stands of timber began with great haste, to supply the ever growing need for both firewood, and milled timber for Melbourne. It was not unusual for two freight-trains per day to leave Violet Town, each loaded with up to 800 tons of forest products bound for Melbourne. Although the area was not classified as dairying country the town did have a large butter factory and creamery. One problem that faced this growing township, was drainage, or more important the lack thereof. This caused, on various occasions, quite significant flooding with the associated damage and loss of property. Little seems to have changed since that time, as testimony of the recent flood of October 3rd 1993 revealed. Although by most standards, the population of the town would have been considered small around the turn of the century, and during the first half of the twentieth, it was surprising to note how many residents, Gallantly served their Country, In the Memorial Hall the Honour Rolls show that in the Great War 149 residents, World War n 198, and in Vietnam 7 residents from the town and surrounding districts. With the building of the standard gauge railway line, from Melbourne to Albury freight operations increased enormously. The railway now had become the busiest line in Australia. This situation, was in part to lead to one of the most recent rail tragedies in Victoria. The new express passenger train, the Southern Aurora, travelling south from Sydney to Melbourne, on February 7th 1969 at about 7.50 am, failed to stop and divert onto the loop, to allow a north-bound freight train direct passage through to Albury. Apparently, the driver of the Southern Aurora had died, shortly after leaving Benalla. The trains collided at the McDiarmid road level crossing, causing the deaths of eight people and injuring one hundred and seventeen. Over the past few years little has changed, except for the fire that guttered the Ellen Francis Hotel in 1993. In 1994, just one year short of it's centenary, the Shire of Violet Town became part of the Shire of Strathbogie, due to the Victorian Governments legislation regarding Municipal boundary restructuring.
Chapter 3
Profile on the Shire of Violet Town
Violet Town Shire had a total population in 1981 of 1350. 14.5% of its population is over aged 65 and 28.4% are under 14 years. The shire is located on the north and south sides of the Hume highway, and the town is situated equally between Euroa and Benalla (12 miles either way}. Euroa relates for most of its services to three service centres, Benalla, Euroa and the region's major service centre, Shepparton (34 miles to the north-west). The shire's economy is based on agriculture (sheep, wheat, oats, cattle). The shire is presently a drought declared area and farmers report of a serious economic situation already for landholders and the likelihood of the local economy worsening. Livestock sales are said to be 20% only of the previous year's returns. The problems of the sheep farmers have been exacerbated by the loss of revenue with the curtailment of the livestock export market. The shire itself, who employs some 30-40 people faces the prospect of retrenchment if conditions do not improve. The shire has a very small service centre comprising one main store, two banks, milk bar/delicatessen, a butcher and two garages. There is a local sawmill with 20 employees, most of whom come from Euroa. The shire has a pre-school, primary school and two halls. Students travel by bus to high schools in Benalla, Euroa and to Shepparton from the north riding of the shire. The town has no bus services to Euroa, Benalla, or Shepparton. The train service is not able to be used effectively due to a changed timetable which precludes a return journey on the same day. The shire has 7 aged persons units, most of which have been filled by people from outside the shire. There is however a waiting list for accommodation in the proposed aged person hostel. The shire's Bush Nursing Hospital provides basic medical and hospital services. The hospital is proposing to establish a 15 bed nursing home in the area. A meals on wheels service is provided locally as is a homehelp service for the housebound and the aged. Medical services are restricted to a visiting service.
In the family services area, Violet Town has playgroups, activity and craft centre, swimming pool, golf course, horse racing track e library services child care is provided, by private arrangement At the end of June quarter, 1982, the following numbers of people were in receipt of pensions, benefits and alto in the Violet Town shire. Number % of poj: Aged persons pension 178 14.0 Invalid pension 24 _ 1,9 Wives pension 9 0.3 Widows pension "i 0 0,4 Supp. Mothers and Fathers Ben 7 0.2 Unemployment Benefit 33 f-.1-% o Special Benefit Nil Family allowances 204 Hand. Ch. Allowance 3 0.1 <..">% ci t.h.e workforce are receiving unemployment indicating that the actual rate of unemployment is prob? in the vicinity of 5%. One of Violet Town's major inhibitors to development is the shire's salinity problem. The Violet Town Land Degradation Survey was conducted in November and December of 1981. The survey identified six land degradation processes within shire. They are gully, sheet, rill and tunnel erosion, slumping and dryland salting. These processes were assessed, measured, mapped and recorded. The results showed that 2.7 million dollars are required restore degraded land to a stable and/or productive state. In the case of dryland salting, the assessment only estimated the cost of stabilising the affected areas. No attempt has been made to calculate the social and economic implications of treating the cause of dryland salting. The implications of the land degradation problem extend beyond the shire's boundaries in the region. The shire has made numerous submissions to state and federal authorities on the subject. It is evident that the solution to the problem will be a long term and difficult one.
Sweet Violet Town
VI0LET TOWN. You remember, that place on the Hume just past Euroa. Well it used to be. The freeway gives it a miss now, and so does, just about everything else.
There’s a main street of a few old, peeling-paint shopfronts, with verandahs, of course, half of which seem unused, a new supermarket-type general store, a couple of banks - one of them in the old stone residence attached style, one of them sixties modern - Lions Park, with barbecue and playground, the council offices and hall and two pubs.
A look in the shop windows gives you an idea of what the town is about: flowered crockery, footballs (one of them from the 1930s), footy boots, thongs, saddlery and stock medicines. The butcher has tripe on special at $3.20 a kilogram. There are notices advertising the fire brigade ladies’ plant evening and a dlsco, at the hall - $2 admission and NO passouts. There is nothing remotely resembling a craft or souvenir shop.
It is a town where kids ride their bicycles down the middle of the street, with a dog attached by an invisible lead to each rear wheel hub; where people stroll, and everything that matters is within walking distance.
It is, not to put too fine a point on it, a quiet town. Life goes on here, but it sets its own pace. So what are a dozen or so people from the city doing here for a weekend?
Well, one of the pubs, the Ellen Frances has a lot to do with it. It began life as a Cobb & Co staging post on the highway, but shifted to the present site beside the station in 1873, when the railway went through.
Jane Murphy, who runs it now, says her grandfather bought it in 1933 and it has been owned by the family ever since. It was named after her grandmother when she died in 1955, but before then it acquired something virtually unheard of in those days - ensuite bathrooms. It was the only place between Melbourne and Albury to have them. Miss Murphy says, and she remembers it being booked out weeks in advance.
She lived there for some time as a child, after her father died and recalls it as a relaxed happy, comfortable place. For a long time the hotel was leased but when the lease ran out in 1980 she decided to go ‘home’. Now she is busy recreating the feel the place used to have renovating and restoring the building, and trying for the ambience of the past.
Guests who come for the weekend find a friendly homely admosphere. “After all I live here” Miss Murphy says. They also find accommodation in comfortable rooms flowers and fruit on the. dressing tableland, meals the like of which I thought had disappeared with the old highway.
We had enormous breakfasts of bacon, eggs sausages, tomatoes, chops, or vlrtually whatever we wanted, and lunches - served under a tree on the lawn in front of the hotel - of prawns, sliced, rare roast beef, chicken, pork, salads, the best vinaigrette I’ve tasted and well, it could have gone on, but we couldn’t eat anymore.
Dinner on Saturday offered five courses if you could manage them - hardly anyone could and the wine list is good and reasonably priced. There’s always entertainment, of some sort on Saturday nights.
You can fill in the days with winery or sightseeing tours, looking at the work of a local painter, a spot of fishing, horse-riding (Let them know in advance if you want to hire horses) or simply relaxing and building yourself up for the meal. We could also have watched the local football team if we’d had a mind to, and in summer there’s the pool.
All of this indulgence cost $50 a heart for two nights’ accommodation and meals, plus drinks, which were very reasonably priced. Violet Town, don’t go away; we’re coming back.
Ellen Frances Hotel Violet Town telephone (057) 98 1207. Weekend accommodation and meals $50.
The Age 30 June 1984, By Graham Betley
Chapter 4
Violet Town has its diversions
Violet Town can be used as a starting point for day trips in the surrounding district but the town itself can provide daytrippers with some interesting historical diversions. Violet Town is situated off the Hume Highway and Shepparton daytrippers can take the Midland Highway, then turn right at Nalinga and go down the Nalinga-Violet Town Rd.
The name of Violet Town has an interesting history. It was first named Violet Ponds by Major Mitchell in 1836 because it was spring and all the violets were blooming. The town went through subsequent name changes from Violet Creek to Honeysuckle Creek (the honeysuckle was blooming this time).
The owner of the Royal Mail, the first, hotel in town. Thomas Clarke won his argument for the name Violet Town in 1846. Following the floral tradition, most of the streets are named after flowers. This happened as a joke in 1838 after the township of Violet Ponds, had been surveyed by a Sydney surveyor. Apparently Governor Gipps was not amused but did not forbid the naming and so they have remained since October 24, 1838. These days there are some ordinary names such as Railway St and High St, but Hyacinth, Tulip, Primrose, Cowslip and Dahlia and others still remain.
An 108 year-old hotel which serves delicious counter meals and is popular for functions and dinners is situated in Cowslip St. The Ellen Frances has been run by only two families in the past 108 years. The hotel was first built in 1876 by the Underwood family, one of the first families to settle in Violet Town, and was called the Violet Town Hotel. In 1910 the building was doubled to its present size.
In 1935, Henry Main bought the hotel and named it after his wife. His daughter, Mary Anne Ellis, carried on the business after her father died. The Ellen Frances was altered extensively to provide ensuite accommodation. It was the first of its kind in that sort of accommodation and was known through-out the State. Owner Jane Murphy, granddaughter of Henry Main, aims to restore the Ellen Frances to its former glory. It has had famous guests including Sir Robert Menzies, Googie Withers, the first Japanese ambassador to Australia after the war and a Dean of Melbourne University.
Sixteen kilometres from Violet Town is the Dorset Hill Wild Life and Game Bird Farm. It is run by Bill and Lorraine Asbury and is open seven days a week from 9 am to 6 pm. At the Wild Life Park there are plenty of native animals such as emus and kangaroos, and people can also look over the gamebird section of the farm. The Asburys sell dressed game birds and squab to restaurants. They have 13 varieties of pheasant, pigeon squabs, guinea fowl and quail. Their incubators hatch about 200 000 eggs a year.
At the Dorset Hill Park there are picnic and barbecue facilities and there are collections such as a doll collection, shell collection and a Bottle Room where old bottles are housed.
‘Blueberry Haven’ is another interesting place for daytrippers to visit that’s not too far from Violet Town. ‘Blueberry Haven’ is run by Bill and Sue Motram and is about 24 kilometres from Euroa, Violet Town and Merton.
Traveling News, February-March, 1985—Page 29
Chapter 5
No longer flowers by the ponds
VIOLET TOWN
Claimed to be the oldest existing surveyed country township in Victoria, Violet Town, between Euroa and Benalla, was originally named Violet Ponds by the men of Major Mitchell’s party in 1836 after the flowers that grew in profusion around the many ponds in the district.
Later, when a settlement was established, the name Violet was retained, and later still, following the visit of the Governor of Tasmania, Sir John Franklin, and his wife whilst travelling from Melbourne to Sydney by coach, the following was recorded: “The name of the creek was chosen as Honeysuckle because of the native honeysuckles that grew there, and Lady Violet Franklin was invited to name the streets then being surveyed, and all, with one exception, were named after flowers.”
Although this part of Victoria is ‘notorious’ for its early association with bushrangers and many Violet Town men were sworn in as special constables, there is no record of any serious incident occurring in the town apart from the robbing of the gold escort around 1858. The box containing 1,000 oz. of gold was taken from the coach at Violet Town but the robbers were never captured and rumour has it that their spoil lies buried somewhere beneath the township.
Violet Town’s principal industry for many years was the milling of locally grown wheat, but when the mill closed the building was converted into a creamery. This, too, has since ceased to function and the district is now a centre for wool growing and fat lamb raising.
With the arrival of the railway, the town was moved to its present site in 1872, and in 1873, when our Branch was established, the following was recorded - “An old slab building, with shingles on it and papered walls, known as The National Bank, surrounded by gum scrub, was used for the saying of Mass, the priest travelling from Wangaratta on horseback two or three times a year, mostly on weekdays.”
Today, although the Branch is no longer used for Church purposes, the accent still is on “service” - good old National Bank service dispensed by an all-male staff of three.
At the helm is Manager Alex Young who, having arrived from Kerang (Accountant) in December 1960, has since taken an active interest in community affairs as a member of several committees, in the bowling club, and in golf, a sport he finds enjoyable but exasperating.
Teller Carl Sherman came to us from Bairnsdale (Teller) in January 1962. His leisure time is taken up working hard in the interests of both the tennis and golf clubs. Boosting our staff to four when he joined the Bank here in March. Wangaratta boy John Parkinson has since taken over the manual ledgers (yes, they still exist in some parts!) from Clerk/Ledgerkeeper Ray Anker who was appointed Ledgerkeeper. Dookie. in June.
Ray, who hails from nearby Creek Junction, also joined the Bank here in January last year. We wish both John and Ray every good wish for future success in their banking careers.
That’s all for now from Violet Town; regards, everyone!
[NAUTILUS Spring 1964 No. 129 a National Bank magazine]
Chapter 6
A Place of History and National Bank Service
By Charles Taylor, V.R.S
VIOLET TOWN
Location -105 miles N.E. of Melbourne, just off the Hume Highway; Status - Shire (so declared. 1895); Electoral Division - Indi; Economy - Rural (mostly sheep); Population - Shire 1500, including town, 300: History ---- Hume and Hovell camped 1824. Major Mitchell ditto 1836 (named the place Violet Ponds), surveyed 1839 (Lady Franklin gave the streets floral names), officially named Violet Town 1849, railway and National Bank arrived 1873, centenary celebrated 1949. Southern Aurora train crash 1969 - five local people awarded B.E.M’s: Next event of historical importance - Violet Town Branch to celebrate centenary in 1973.
“The Bank was a slab hut with a green-frosted window, in dense scrub and timber” ... “An old slab building with shingles on it and papered walls, known as the National Bank, situated near the railway line.”
These non-flattering comments were directed at the first building in Violet Town to bear the name of the National Bank, the branch that opened for business on October 2, 1873.
Situated in the old part of the town, the remains of which today flank the Hume Highway, this building catered for the baking needs of local people for many years before being replaced by a weatherboard structure built on the present site on the corner of Cowslip and Lily streets. No photographs are available of this old building but a local resident remembers demolishing a building quite recently on the old site that answered to the original description.
The weatherboard bank saw the new century in, but it wasn’t long before something better was required and in !910 a land Tax Assessment document (still on file at the branch) noted that a new 13-room brick bank building, incorporating manager’s residence, and complete with wash-house, stable, and out houses, had been built. Today, the manager, teller and clerk/ledger-keeper muster for daily duty in these enduring (and architecturally attractive) premises. The manager interviews customers in his little-altered original office; the teller stacks his books and marshals his cash in the commodious and well-worn teller’s box behind a solid four-foot wide wooden counter: and the ledger keeper, still carrying on the tradition of his predecessors, hunches himself atop his four-legged stool to laboriously post the daily cheques and credits.
The first customer to go on record in the initial signature book was Mr. James Hart, a boot and shoe maker, while, the third was. Mr Thomas Kelly farmer of Stony Creek. Of course, neither was related to the Hart and Kelly who conducted a certain “business’’ transaction at nearby Euroa Branch some years later, but the manager of the day must certainly have had just misgivings when ever he was informed that Mr. Hart or Mr Kelly wished to see him!
Of the early customers, farmers were in the majority. The branch and the era of selection had arrived at about the same time and the old pastoral runs were beginning to shrink as they were thrown open to all who were willing to give farming a try. The little “squatter” was becoming a rarity and only one customer of the early days, Charles F. Ralston, is recorded as such. The name of William Denning Crocker who started in Violet Town as a storekeeper a good 20 years before the bank arrived, appears in 1874 as customer number 24 this time quoted as a landowner, a title well merited as three years later he was to become the last owner of the old Honeysuckle pastoral run in which the town itself was situated.
In the opening pages of the original signature register many of the ancestors of present-day Violet Town families who still do business with the National Bank also appear as farmers Maher, Wall, Croxford, Ramage, Ellis and Block are names still found among today’s accounts and other names can also be traced back to district pioneers.
To single out any one particular family would unfair to many others who have generations or National banking behind them; but to name one as an example we return to WD Crocker. Recently it was the privilege of the writer to conduct a banking transaction for one of Mr. Crocker’s great - granddaughters; at the same counter as used by his son in 1909 to open an account as a captain with the Australian Light Horse Regiment.
As we write, four generations of Crockers have banked with the branch continuously since the bank opened in 1873, and the family will almost certainly be represented when the branch celebrates its centenary two years hence.
An item we hope to preserve for our centenary is the teller’s coin drawer, the wooden surface of which is etched with the names and dates of occupancy of some 60 years of bank tellers dating from the earliest legible entry made by A. C Winter in 1911 to that of the present teller, G. M. Walker, 1971. Over the years this practice has become an almost obligatory ritual and has resulted in possibly one of the most unique ‘attendance’ books of any branch. A similar record is also to be found in the ledger department where one of the drawers is “autographed”. The names are fewer and of more recent date, but are of interest as one or two can be identified with senior officers still with the Bank, including one name recorded in 1940, that of Mr. E.M. Balcke, now Regional Manager, Victoria.
Unlike the records held on our customers, those of early staff members are rather sparse and lacking in detail, most of the information before the advent of the coin drawer coming from the signature book.
From 1924 on, names appear that would still be known to some Bank officers today. In his early years, John N. Stow, who joined the Bank at Fitzroy in 1924, had an account with the branch, possibly because he came from an old Violet Town family. Shortly before his retirement in 1968 as Relieving Branch Manager, Mr. Stow served in this capacity at Violet Town.
In 1924 there appears the signature of Mr. H. J. Weatherill well known and popular in Victoria as a Branch Inspector for nine years until his retirement in February 1970. Although Mr. Weatherill joined the Bank at Benalla in 1924 and served there until transferred to Cobram in 1926, he must have been ‘on loan’ to Violet Town for a period.
And then there’s the signature of Mr. N.N.P. Lyle who served as Ledgerkeeper from 1912-1914 returning in 1921 for a two-year term as manager.
The present-day Violet Town team is led by Mr. Evan Philpot, who took up his first managerial appointment when transferred from Accountant, Wangaratta in November last year.
Soon after his arrival he was informed that his name was on a tombstone in the local cemetery. Feeling very much alive, he investigated and found that the tombstone in question had been erected by his grandfather in 1900 in memory of his first wife. Now accepted as a resident of distinguished local ancestry, Mr. Philpot works hard at the branch, makes many property-inspection tours around the Kelly country, and as is a keen bowler in off-duty hours.
Teller Malcolm Walker, veteran of the branch in that he has been here the longest (ex-Teller. Wodonga. May 1969), is an ardent tennis player and a member of the local fire brigade.
And completing the branch trio is Clerk/Ledgerkeeper Geoffrey Jacka, a member of the fast disappearing race of manual ‘keepers. An inhabitant of this Kelly country in that he lives at Strathbogie, in true bushranger style he sweeps down from the ranges each day demolishes the day’s work at the branch and then retreats back to the hills each evening. On weekends he “holds up” Euroa to relieve tennis opponents of as many games and sets as possible.
In now bidding farewell to readers and sending greetings to all fellow officers, we promise to “make”’ the pages of Nautilus again in 1973 when the branch celebrates its 100th year of Service.
[Nautilus Autumn 1971 No 150]
Chapter 7
Items of Interest
The Welfare Centre established in 1947 replaced an effective voluntary service given over a period of years by the Sister-in-Charge of the Hospital.
The present Council Chambers were erected in 1899.
The Memorial Hall, erected in honour of the district’s gallant dead, was opened during the last ‘Back To’ Celebrations in April, 1925.
The Bush Nursing Hospital has served the town and district over a period of 20 years.
The Recreation Reserve has seen vast changes in its area and appointments during the past 12 months. Steady progress has been made through extensive efforts to acquire money and materials for tasks ahead. An Olympic Swimming Pool looms large on the horizon.
The enrolment at the School is now 94 pupils. Many senior pupils take advantage of the free school ‘bus to the High School, Benalla. Until this service was provided those interested in the education of their children and the children of other locals conveyed the young folk in private cars to Benalla.
The local School Committee meets regularly, and attends to matters affecting the grounds and buildings.
The Mothers’ Club also takes a keen interest in the welfare of the School and plays a worthy part in maintaining equipment for the head teacher, his staff, and the children.
Did you know that ....?
The ‘Lock Up’ from the original police camp, which was opposite Mr. T. P. Underwood’s home, was made of logs, and is now being used by Mr. Alex. Gordon for a shed. In this ‘lock up’ in 1880 were three burglars, taken single-handed by Constable Mormant whilst they were camped under the Honeysuckle Bridge.
The gravestone of Dr. Clark can be seen opposite the sale yards, a little off Mary Lane.
The Commercial Hotel, now residence of Miss F. Williams, was the stopping place of Cobb & Co. coaches on their way to Beechworth.
On the occasion of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, when the then local brass band was on parade, a small boy was picked up and thrown through the bass drum. When the band was to be re-formed it was found that the secretary had ‘popped’ the instruments!
The first Public Hall was situated on the Railway Hotel premises. The first Raceourse in the district was on the property belonging to the late J. Fields and situated on he Murchison Road. The site is known today as ‘the old racecourse paddock.’
The late Mr. W. Davis was ‘star’ cricketer in the 90’s. He played against the English at Benalla, doing well with both bat and ball.
Mr. Ireland built the present Roman Catholic Church. It was his first venture as a contractor.
The first local school was built in 1879. Children and teacher assembled in a private house before the school was opened. The house was the home of Mr. H. Carter.
Violet Town’s earliest Sunday school was one conducted by Mrs. Cochrane in the State school for children of any denomination.
Dr. John Dunmore Lang - stormy politician of 100 or more years ago - was in Violet Town in 1843, and declared ‘Honeysuckle’ homestead, then owned by Mr. Scobie, to be the finest “betwixt Sydney and Melbourne”; in fact, he burst into poetry about the district; two lines run as follows: “This is my rest here still I’ll stay, For I do like it well.”
Reminiscences
The following is extracted from Mrs. Hoskin’s reminiscences:—
We left England in the East Indian sailing vessel, the ‘Hoogly’, and landed at Port Adelaide in 1856. My brother and a friend went to the Ovens goldfield, travelling by an eight-horse coach, fare £8, from Melbourne. We left for Sydney and returned in ‘57 to Adelaide, thence to Melbourne, and reached Violet Town per eight-horse waggon. My husband had built premises for a butchering business, and we boarded at Underwood’s until our own home was built. Building materials were very expensive: 70/- per 100 super ft brought from the sawpits at Baddaginnie. Carting the timber was a very risky business, as there were no bridges or culverts on the road, and one of the carters narrowly escaped drowning. Some of the residents started a distillery and made very good whisky, but the venture failed for want of good support.
We had a general store, butchery and bakery. Flour was £5 the 200 Ib. bag, salt 6d. Ib., sugar 9d., tea 3/-, butter 3/-, eggs; 2/6 per dozen, jam 2/6 1 Ib. jar, candles 2/6, beef 4d. Ib, by the quarter, joints 6d Ib., steak 6d. Ib., mutton 6d., but very scarce; Cross & Blackwell’s bottled fruit 2/6 per bottle, tobacco 6d. Ib., Epsom salts 3/- lb and all other commodities in the same proportion. There was a temporary iron police station near where the State School now stands, and later the new police station was built opposite Underwood’s in 1857. This section of the Sydney-Melbourne telegraph line was made about this time. The gold escort from the Ovens goldfields stopped fortnightly at Mr. T. Clarke’s (on the site of Mr. I. Brown’s house). A new bridge was built over the Honeysuckle Creek in 1885, Mr. T. Hoskin being the contractor. On the occasion of the separation of Violet Town from the Euroa Shire a fancy dress ball was held in the Mechanics’. The clearing of the road for the telegraph poles made the track more suitable for traffic.
Copy taken from our first account book: Violet Town, Sept. 16, 1857.
Mr. Snow, Contractor for Melbourne-Sydney Telegraph Line.
Dr. to THOMAS HOSKIN, Butcher.
1857
Sept. 17 To 662 Ibs. of beef at 4d. per Ib. 1 1/2 bags flour at 90/- per bag.
Sept. 17 6 loaves bread, 1/6 per 4 Ib. loaf. 4 bags at 2/- each.
Mrs. J. Weaver writes the following:
“My grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. James Lundy, went to Violet Town in 1848. Their first house was on the bank of the creek near where the State School now stands. They afterwards moved to where our old homestead stood. Mr. and Mrs. T. Clarke and their son Hugh, were the only residents before them. They kept the old hotel near the creek, where the coaches stopped and changed horses. My father was married and brought his wife to Violet Town in the year 1860, and kept a store on the Sydney road for some time. When my grand parents lived on the bank of the creek, a Mr. Myers, a station holder from N.S.W., stayed with them on his way to Melbourne. He had a black boy with him, and some members of another tribe followed him from Albury, and when he went out to get the horses in the morning they killed him. His master was in great distress about it. He and my father buried him on the bank of the creek. You will remember the old grave with the post and rail fence around it. The blacks came many times around the house when grandma was there alone, and often camped near the old homestead. I attended the old school when Mr. George Berkley was the teacher, and I was amongst the scholars on the day of the opening of the present State School. I can remember being at a tea meeting with my mother in Mr. Ryan’s time. I was also at a party given one New Year’s Eve, with the late Mr. and Mrs. N. Brown, at the opening of the flour mills.”
Recollections by C. L. DeBoos, Esq.:
On the earliest maps the place was named Violet Creek, near the Honeysuckle Creek, and a township was surveyed in 1849. The pioneers were Messrs. Tom Clarke and Joseph Underwood. Clarke had an hotel on the first road to Sydney, near the bridge. This may have been Major Mitchell’s track. Moglonemby was owned by Mr. Chas. Mullins, Caniambo and Gowangardie by Mr. John Vidler, who sold Gowangardie to Mr. Humphrey Grattan.
Honeysuckle was owned by Mr. T. Turnbull and Warrenbayne by Mr. Moore. Mr. Mullins sold to Mr. T. Beggs, Turnbull to William Furlonge, followed by Messrs. Ralston and William Crocker. Mr. Bond owned Upotipotpon. The first stores and hotels were opened by Messrs. Hobson, Valiere and Underwood, the exact order of precedence is doubtful. Mr. Geo. Pilgrim became a partner with Hobson and Valiere. The latter married the widow of Mr. T. Clark. Mr. W. D. Crocker followed in the store, and H. Williams in the hotel, and the coaches changed horses there for many years. The building still stands. Only four-horse coaches were run by Bevan & Co. about 1856, changing horses at each township. The first drivers were Morton Stobie and Archie Hall. In winter, when the creeks were flooded and the roads bad, the coach would not arrive for many hours after it was due. The first Court of Petty Sessions was held in a room near Underwood’s hotel, and Mr. Carige, Clerk of Courts, used to come from Benalla. The first policeman I have knowledge of was P. Crosbie. The municipal district was the Benalla Road Board, afterward Benalla Shire, Violet Town being in the South-west Riding. This Riding extended from the Broken River to beyond Longwood. The Euroa Shire was formed in 1879, Mr. McGuinness and myself being the promoters of severance from Benalla. Mr. McGuinness was the first president of Euroa Shire, Mr. White secretary, and Mr. W. T. Garrett, rate collector. Violet Town was excised and became a separate shire in 1895, and the first president was Mr. J. J. Hammond. The railway was opened in 1873, and Mr. S. Fenton (father of the secretary to “Back to Violet Town”) was the first porter at the Violet Town railway station. In the early days the mails were carried from Melbourne to Albury three days a week, by springcart in summer and by pack horse in winter. There were no post offices between Benalla and Seymour. In some places the mail-bag would be left in the hollow of a tree, where people would collect their letters and leave letters for the post. The first mailmen were Jimmy Hilet and ‘Brandy’ Siddell.
Up to 1st January, 1873, the schools were called Rural or Common Schools. From School Board records in my possession, Mr. Geo. Berkeley was the first State School teacher in 1873, and he was succeeded by Messrs. M. Wilson and Cookson. Our Board of Advice district comprised the whole of the South-west Riding. We had some trouble in fixing on a site for the Violet Town School, after which the Department wrote that it was intended to erect a W.B. building, 36 x 20, considering this of ample size, without undue crowding, for 90 children, as facts within their knowledge would not warrant a larger building. Among the first members of the Board of Advice were Messrs. Crocker and Linard, who were also the first JP’s, and Dr. Clarke. Sir Francis Murphy was the first M.P. for Murray Boroughs, following Messrs. P. Hanna, J. Orr, and Wm. Witt.
Re Churches: Father Galen, from Wangaratta, used to hold services occasionally, as did the Protestant ministers from Benalla. Archdeacon Tucker visited occasionally; also ministers from Euroa. Mr. DeBoos, Snr., was a lay reader, and conducted services in Violet Town, and the writer assisted the Archdeacon in getting the church built by getting the bricks made by my brickmaker at Violet Town, and giving long terms for payment. Rev. Archibald will be remembered by some in 1871. Church of England and Roman Catholic services were held in the Court House.
Among the early residents were: ‘Warrigal’ Mullins (brother of Chas. Mullins) Jack Hoskin, ‘Dr. Kingsford’ Thos. Hoskin, G. Whiting, Grogan, Tom Coghlan, Pat McGeary, Pat Boyle, Tom Maher, T. Britnell, Sanderson, Adam Dodd (coach-groom), Eden White, T. Ramage, S. Block, Ben Howes, W. Cochran, W. Croxford, Field, Mrs. Castree, Mrs. Neil (later Mrs. Fivey), Bob Mackay (famed for stock riding), McLellan, Sherman, Wm. and Tom Bond, J. Stivey, Hill, P. Keane, Luscombe, W. Allen, Fletcher, Reilly, G. Bradford, James Croxford, Joe Sheppard, W. Lansley, Paul O’Halloran, Pickerin, D. White, Bill Garrett, ‘Nosey’ Clarke, Steve Hoskin, Schoolbred, Whelan, ‘Lord’ Raglan, Frank Beggs, Bob Craven, Hugh Clarke, Johnny and Bob Ellis, P. Keane (hotel and store on north side of creek, and after Tom Clarke’s hotel), Herman Meyer, Riley, Eldridge, ‘Old Mog’ Hart, Wm. Piper
(P.M. from Benalla), C. Witt (Crown Lands bailiff), Geo. Fawkes (Rate Collector, followed by Chandler).
Mrs. Coman writes:—
“I was born in High Street, Violet Town, on 7th March, 1859. Father had a business, and catered for carriers. Violet Town was so called from the quantity of violets growing everywhere. Our school was situated on the block where Mr. Cunningham lives at present. Mass used to be celebrated in the Court House, and later in a little church near the police station. Farming was a different matter in those days, as the crops were cut with reaping-hooks, the men getting 15/- to £1 per acre; then it was threshed with a flail, winnowed with a machine.”
Memoirs by W. M. Crocker: —
Violet Town, in the early 1870s, consisted of a long line of houses widely separated, well built, mainly in brick, and extending for about a mile and a half along what was then known as the Sydney Road, now the Hume Highway.
Commencing about 1/4 mile east of the 104 mile post there were: a blacksmith shop, large hotel with post office on verandah, coaching stables and large general store. Opposite these, on the north side, were the blacksmith’s residence, a huge hay shed and steam chaffcutting plant, and the postmaster’s residence. The telegraph line ran on the south side of the road.
I do not remember the coaches running, but there was some activity about the stpbles and chaffcutting plant, probably connected with the road waggons, which had not completely left the road, though the railway was open - just opened, I should think, as the little trains used to come in, do a bit of shunting and return towards Melbourne with the engine running backwards. This, no doubt, because there was no turn-table; or was it because the line was not open as far as Benalla?
Even now I clearly recollect the houses and other buildings which straggled along each side of the main road and through the town as it then was. I remember the names of most of the residents, where they lived, and can vividly recall the scenes of those far-off days.
The Bank was a slab hut, with a green frosted window, in dense scrub and timber, about where the police station now is.
Other buildings in the town were the flour mill (now S. Godden’s), miller’s residence (Harcourt’s residence), a hotel in Tulip Street about opposite Baird Street, a general store and drapery about on the site of D. McDiarmid’s house. I don’t remember the school. Of the present main street there was no sign - all was dense scrub and timber, with a swampy watercourse with large natural waterholes a chain or so to the north of Cowslip Street. I have seen the whole of the rest of the town built.
The first to move towards the railway station was probably the Railway Hotel, first a small brick building standing back from the building line. There was a hall almost attached to the hotel, available for public meetings, church services, etc.
The Church of England was built about 1879 and coins of the date and newspapers were put under the foundation stone.
Mechanics’ Institute (the rear portion of Memorial Hall) appeared in 1887. Water was laid on about 1890 from a small weir just below the present one. It was soon discovered that the creek could not be depended on to run through the summer, and thus the town was without water at the critical time, so the present weir was later built and is still not large enough.
The Shire was created in 1895, consisting of parts of Euroa, Benalla and, I think, Shepparton shires.
This brings us to a date which plenty of people remember as well as I do.
As far as the adjacent country is concerned, in the early 1870s most of the land was under forest.
The whole area, 60,000 acres, was held by my late father as Honeysuckle North and South stations under squatter’s licence, with some areas of freehold land. The squatter’s licence gave no security of tenure - only grazing rights, to the exclusion of anyone not holding a better title. The Land Act 1869 gave anyone not already having done so the right of free selection on a ‘run’ of up to 320 acres, for which, complying with certain conditions, a freehold title issued. The Honeysuckle Run, being mostly poor and unproductive because of the forest, did not attract settlers till later. Some of the better land in Balmattum and Boho and a few miles west of the town had been bought direct from the Government before 1869, and was under cultivation (wheat and oats). The area, 320 acres, was found to be too small, and most of the settlers were forced to abandon their holdings.
Pioneer Graves
There are three graves of pioneers in and around the town. One is the grave of Dr. Clarke, who died, I should say, in the early 1870s and is buried in the corner of an allotment facing Mary Lane, opposite Watts, Turnbull & Co.’s sale yards. The lone pine still stands sentinel. Another is the grave of Miss Scobie, daughter, I believe, of a station manager (Honeysuckle). Her grave is beautifully situated across the lake from Honeysuckle homestead. Judging from the apparent age of the enclosing fence as I first knew it, it probably dates back to early 1840’s. Another is without records, but it was always known to be a grave and an ornamental tree grew at one end. Nothing is left now but the raised earth with a depression where the tree grew. It is situated on the flat in the south-westerly portion of Honeysuckle P.R.
In 1824 Hume and Hovell camped on the banks of a creek not far above a junction. They called it Barry’s Creek, obviously the creek now known as Harry’s Creek.
[The stories and items of interest in this section have been extracted from the Official Souvenir Publication and Programme ‘Violet Town Centenary Celebrations’, Easter 1949, published by Matthews Publishing Company, Melbourne]
Chapter 8
A review of Violet Town’s history.
By T. R. Collis, Member R.A.H.S., R.H.S., Vic.
Dim ages ago, before the advent of the white man, Violet Town lay sleeping at the foot of the Strathbogie Ranges. Aborigines roamed the countryside, making their homes beside the ponds and creeks in the district. The silent hills that surround the town could tell a very interesting story if they could speak, but even in their silence as they change to misty blue, then deepen to a shadowy violet, they blow to us a message of security and peace, which speaks of an age gone by and of conditions known then to men, but unknown to us who live in this 20th century. Feel the breeze that sweeps toward us from the hills—a breeze which has known the magic of many miles, and played carelessly with lofty mountain snows, and you will realise that it was no haphazard choice that made men pause beside a creek and decide to settle on a site known today as Violet Town.
Violet Town has been known for the past hundred years. It was originally named Violet Ponds by the men of Major Mitchell’s party in 1836, because of the flowers growing about the margins of some ponds. Later, when a settlement was established the name ‘Violet’ was retained. Some three years later, the Governor of Tasmania, Sir John Franklin, accompanied by his wife, travelling from Melbourne to Sydney, overland by special horse drawn coaches, made this record of their visit: “After passing on October 10th over various other chains of ponds, we encamped at the 1 4£ miles near the bank of a running stream in which were also deep pools, and which from some flowers growing there, were named Violet Ponds.” Sir John asked the surveyor, who was then making a survey of the town, the name of the creek, and was told “Honeysuckle,” so named because of the native honeysuckles that grew there. Lady Franklin was invited to name the streets, then being surveyed, and all with one exception were named after flowers. It is fitting to note that Her Excellency’s Christian name was Violet, so in keeping with her visit, the violet flowers growing on the pools, the town was named Violet Town.
Although surveyed in September, 1838, by S. A. Perry, then by H. W. H. Smythe in the following month, the first land sale did not take place until 1 840, a survey being made of the area prior to the sale by I. G. W. Wilmot. First township sales were made on 9th January, 1840. (From Department of Lands and Survey) : Allot. 1 Section 1, sold to David McLean, of Sydney, price £6/6/8. Other names appearing on the list are: G. W. Newcombe, A. E. Elyard, J. G. Lennen, C. W. Roemer, J. T. Hughes and T. Hocking, S. Emanuel, all of Sydney.
Six years later another sale was held during the month of August, but it was not until September, 1848, that the name Violet Town is definitely affixed to the deeds, as until then it is spoken of as either Violet Creek, Ponds, or Honeysuckle. A title deed in the bank, bearing the date of that year reveals the fact in quaint language that this portion of Victoria was known as part of New South Wales, and was spoken of as Port Phillip district. The signature of Sir Charles Augustus Fitz Roy, then Governor of New South Wales, appears on the deed of the land, situated near the present railway station. The purchase money was £4/15/-, but the purchaser (and his assigns) covenanted to pay a “Quit-rent of one peppercorn per year for ever, if demanded.”
Special tribute must be paid to the early settlers and pioneers. The men and women who blazed the trail, fought the trials of wild bush, faced drought and flood, and made a home for their children.
We owe a debt of gratitude to them for their courage, perseverance and endurance under almost insuperable hardships and difficulties. Whilst we may not now be called upon to face to the same extent the physical conditions of those years, yet, even with a century of effort and accomplishment behind us, our country is still young.
With this in view, let us face the future in the same spirit of adventure and determination which we admire so much in our pioneers - our own fathers and grandfathers. Then will our country which we love, and our country’s future be great!
One of the first settlers was Mr. W. Bond. His sheep and cattle run extended for several miles, the remains of which is today seen in portion of a boundary fence and hut on the Stoney Creek.
The following is an extract from the Lands Department - Original Plans: Honeysuckle Creek run granted to Mitchell Forbes Scoby in October, 1846. Area 64,000 acres. Sheep grazing run granted in England - 500 head cattle, 8,000 sheep. Transferred to Scoby and Mathieson, then to James Mathieson. 1856, transferred to William Furlonge; 1867, transferred to Bank of Australasia. Subdivided in 1861 into North and South. North transferred to Turnbull 1853, Sir James Mathieson applied for Pre-emptive right of Honeysuckle South Run of 640 acres. Granted, 1856.
Another extract of interest supplied in records of the Victorian Historical Society is as follows: “Honeysuckle Creek (including Stony Creek), 64,000 acres with 500 cattle and 8,000 sheep in 1839, was taken up by William Speid, John Birmey, Alex Anderson. In March, 1842, the area was subdivided into Honeysuckle Creek and Stony Creek. Wm. Speid and John Hay are the names mentioned in connection with Honeysuckle. In 1842 Mitchell Forbes Scobie (note Scoby above) and Sir James Mathieson were granted the run, and in 1853 Sir James acquired Scobie’s share, and he retained it until 1856 when William Furlonge had it transferred to him.”
In 1861 the run was subdivided into North and South, the North being transferred to Thomas Turnbull. April saw the transfer of the run to Goldsbrough & Co. William Denning Crocker settled at Honeysuckle that same year and became the owner before twelve months had passed.
Early selectors in the Stony Creek run were Messrs. G. Luscombe (who has Mr. Bond’s old pre-emptive right), R. G. McKay, C. Dickens, R. White, A. White, J. Ramage and McAuley, J. Johnstone, P. O. Halloran, A Luxford, J. Brennan and McArdle.
Both Caniambo and Gowangardie were formerly part of cattle and sheep runs. The first land was taken up in Caniambo by Thos. Graham in 1872. Upotipotpon was part of the area owned by Mr. Bond. Later it was transferred to L. A. Turnbull, Thos. Ballantyne and P. Clarey. Moglonemby Pre-emptive Right, 320 acres, was granted to Charles Mullins in 1860. It is interesting to note that, according to a Special Country Lands Plan, the Parish of Boho was surveyed by Thomas Nixon in 1861, and that the selection of 80 acres on the south side of the Sydney track was made by one Jonah Britnell some three years later. The site is marked to-day by the house where Mr. N. T. Wilson lives.
As can be seen by the foregoing record for many years the town was the centre of large holdings, and the business people sought to supply the needs of the settlers as well as the requirements of the many travellers who journeyed from Melbourne to Sydney to the diggings at Beechworth and other places in the North East. The Hume Highway was known as the Beechworth Road for many years, whilst the town itself was spoken of as being on the Road to Port Phillip. The New South Wales Government Gazette supplies the following: “Village site fixed upon as Violet Creek, on the Road to Port Phillip - Sydney, 9th September, 1839. (Gaz. Sept. 11th. 1839, p. 998).
“Violet Town, Sale of Town Allotments, 9th Jan., 1840. Section 1. Nos. 1-10, each i an acre, £4 per acre. County unnamed, Parish unnamed. 60 acres at £1 per acre. Nine suburban allotments, 8th Jan., 1840.”
From the same Gazette we learn that in the year 1890, the population was 300 souls.
In the old coaching days the road was more tortuous through the town, and the chief changing place was at Williams’ on the Hume Highway (Sydney Road). The road was such that the horses coming from Balmattum, and pulling for the 6-8 mile had to change, whilst between the town and Baddaginnie in the winter was nigh impassable, often horses and coach sinking knee and axle deep in mud and mire. Section of the road in those days was constructed under convict labour, evidences are still to be seen. The business centre was on the Sydney road, many of the buildings standing to this day, testifying that they have known commercial activity and accommodation for travellers. When the Nalinga road became the link between Violet Town and Dookie, and later Shepparton, the business centre removed to its present site as the stopping place for the coach was at the corner where Mr. Harcourt’s business stands to-day. When the railway was opened to Shepparton, a great deal of traffic was diverted to that town with local repercussion.
The Victorian Gazette of 1865 has this to say: “Violet Town, or Honeysuckle, is a small township in the electoral district of Murray; it is situated on the Honeysuckle Creek, the Goulburn River lying about 20 miles away west, and the Strathbogie Ranges on the east. It is on the Melbourne and Beechworth road. The district is agricultural and pastoral. It has 3 hotels named Commercial, Union and the Violet Town.”
The above makes no mention of The Royal Mail Hotel, owned by Thos. Clarke, one of the earliest townspeople. Local information speaks of him, and his name is recorded in the land sales report as having purchased allotments 16, 17, 18, 19, 20 and 21 in Section 1. In each case he paid a deposit of £1, and forfeited. With his name appears that of James Lundy, who paid £15 and £22 for allotment 1 and 2 in Section 6, and who fulfilled for many years the important position of mailman betwen Seymour and Violet Town.
Aboriginals were well represented in the district, and whilst they found ample food of fish, duck and kangaroo in Violet Town, Baddaginnie proved otherwise, so was shunned by them, and carries the name which they gave it, meaning “hunger.” It was extremely poor, so provided no habitat for the nomadic peoples of Australia. Many of the stone axes made by the blacks have been found by settlers and farmers in latter years when ploughing. All these axes are made of stone, but not of local origin, proving that the local material was not hard enough for the black folk. The stone used by them is to be found in the Strathbogie Ranges.
Although considerable trouble arose; with the blacks on either side of Violet Town, especially in Benalla, where a party led by the Faithful Brothers were massacred on the banks of the Broken River one April morning during the year 1838. Grim struggles between the new comer and the native are recorded in the area known today as Euroa; with one exception, this town and early settlers knew only the friendliest terms with the aborigines.
Dr. Anderson, who settled on the Honeysuckle Station on the Honeysuckle Creek, seems to be the only person who had the misfortune to suffer at the hands of the blacks. It so happened that the Doctor’s housekeeper was approached by a black one day at the kitchen, who on finding that she was alone at the time, asked for food, but because he did not get all he expected drove his spear into her side and killed her. That was in 1856. No longer do we know the black man and his gin as neighbours or as travellers asking for some small trifle that caught their attention. Slowly but surely the white army has pushed its van into their happy hunting grounds, and they, themselves, are pushed further and further back from the centres of civilisation. Gone are the corroboree, the thrill of the hunt, and only a few scattered remnants in reservations and mission stations remind us of the kings of the land of which we are so proud; yet even in our pride of conquest we cannot but feel a pang for the sacrifice to civilisation.
The year 1851 has a special significance to Victoria, for the agitation for severance culminated in the Port Phillip district of New South Wales being proclaimed the separate Colony of Victoria on 1st July that year. Bush fires raged that same year, and ‘Black Thursday’ will be remembered in our State history as the day when the whole State was ablaze. Many of the early settlers saw all they had gathered around them perish in the flames, but with great hearts they set to work to build again - that heritage they have handed down to us - their heirs and successors - but who can lift the veil from that wonderful, yet toiling past, wherein is hidden the story: “Where the hardy settlers battle, beaten back to rise again,
And the brave bush wives their toil and silence share.”
Violet Town was part of the Benalla Shire in those days which then included Longwood in its boundary. Later Euroa made representation, and was made a shire, including Violet Town, but it was not until 1895 that Violet Town was made a separate shire. The first Shire President was J. Hammond, Esq.
Although this part of the State is well known for its associations with the bushrangers, and many a local man in those days was sworn in as a special constable, there is no record of any serious incident occurring in the town, except for the robbery to the gold escort in or about 1858. A box containing 1,000 ozs. of gold was taken out of the coach at Violet Town, but the robbers were never captured, and rumour has it that their spoil lies buried under the site of the present township.
The eyes of all were turning toward the south-western horizon during the years of 1870-73, looking for the latest mode of transport - the railway train. Considerable controversy as to the site of the station was engaged in, but a compromise eventually was effected, and the station located at the southern end of the present site.
Principal industries over the years have been flour-milling to treat the wheat from the surrounding district, and when the mill closed down, the building was converted into a creamery and butter factory, but that too has passed. Nevertheless, firewood still is an important factor in the life of the district. Large quantities of wheat and wool are sent away in the season. Good use is being made of the land for dairying, and fat cattle and fat lambs.
District wool has realised very high prices on more than one season.
As Violet Town prepares to celebrate its centenary, the past comes with its message that history is never finished, that the yesterdays of to-day are the ashes from which the to-morrows will arise, and the future will pulsate with life and vitality only as the men and women of to-day realise their opportunities and privileges. Hand on the torch with confidence, and the cry’—
“God Save the King! God bless the people!”
T. R. Collis.
Our Churches.
Throughout the land, wherever settlement has spread out, the Church has closely followed. In no other sphere of the country’s early activities has the pioneering spirit been more keenly exemplified than by the various denominations of the Christian Church in their eagerness to minister to the spiritual needs of the people, and many stories of devotion to duty could be told.
Church Of England.
During the year 1849 Bishop Perry came through the North Eastern district and journeyed as far as the Ovens, but there is no record that he stopped between Jones Bros, station at Avenel and a home on the Broken River. The following year, he with Mrs. Perry stayed overnight at the home of Mr. Turnbull in Violet Town, and conducted a house-hold service there. Later in the same year, the Rev. S. L. Chase, recently arrived from England, was appointed by the Bishop of the N.E., on an itinerating ministry. He ministered in Violet Town, and with his colleague, a Mr. Palmer, sold Testaments and Tracts. Mr. Chase was followed in succeeding years by other itinerant ministers. The Rev. E. Ruckle arrived in Benalla in 1856, and the country round about came under his care, which included this town. Later in 1878, Violet Town was transferred to Euroa Parish, and in the following year, on 12th February, the Venerable Archdeacon Tucker, D.D, laid the foundation stone of the present church. The Church Hall and Rectory were erected at a later date, the rectory being first used by Rev. F. A. Scott, 1908-13.
In the year 1905 Violet Town became a separate parochial district with a resident clergyman, the Rev. F. Taton, and he was in charge for about three years.
Before the present church was built, Public Halls in Violet Town were used for worship, and it is probable that the old building, which stood opposite Mr. Underwood’s property, and used by other denominations was also used by itinerant ministers and rectors from Benalla.
St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church.
The first minister to conduct a Presbyterian service in Violet Town was the Rev. Geo. Tait. These earliest services were held in a slab building in Primrose Street, near Mr. Palmer’s residence. Later services were conducted in a building near the then police station, but as time passed the Friendly Societies’ Hall came into use for the same purpose.
The Rev. J. Gilsennon was the first minister appointed to the Violet Town charge. That was in 1885, and the following year saw the work of the church spread to the surrounding districts; the home of the late Mr. Isaac Wallace being used for that purpose at Earlston. Services were commenced at Marraweeny in 1887, and at a later date a mid-weekly service was conducted by the late Rev. Chas. Attwood in the home of the late Mr. Osbert Henderson at Harry’s Creek, pending permission to use the State School.
The site upon which St. Andrew’s stands today was purchased from the late Joseph Stivey on 9th March, 1888, for the sum of £50. The church building was erected in 1893, and the first service conducted in it by the late Rev. J. J. Black, of Euroa.
The earliest marriages solemnised in the church were those of Mr. Frank Wallace with Miss Sarah Lane on 16th January, 1894, and of Mr. John Lane with Miss Louisa Henderson on August 17th, 1896.
At present there are four out-stations grouped with the charge, Moglonemby, Karramomus, Baddaginnie and Strathbogie. In each fortnightly services are conducted by the present minister, Mr. M. Campbell.
Methodist Church.
In December, 1860, the Quarterly Meeting —presumably of the Benalla Circuit—resolved “That Mr. Walton be allowed one Sunday a month for Violet Town and Euroa.” Whether services began immediately, or whether they began and were discontinued, is not clear. In 1866 the records disclose, “That the Wesleyans also built a chapel in Crocus Street; the land was presented by Mr. Hillias.” Circumstances were such that the Benalla Quarterly meeting lost interest and withdrew its agent. However, with the appointment of Mr. Mordecai Wilson as school teacher in 1877, the position altered. He wrote to the Benalla minister urging that some arrangements be made for divine service. He was told “that it would not pay for horseshoes.” A letter was then sent to the minister of the United Methodist Free Church at Shepparton, to which a favourable reply was received, a monthly service being arranged. The church of 1866 having been shifted to Euroa, public worship was held in the school house, until permission to use it was withdrawn. The situation was met by Mr. S. Fenton,a member of another denomination, offering his sitting room for worship. On the arrival of the Rev. William Dixon, who was an architect, a building was erected in 1880, now known as the Friendly Societies’ Hall. The present church was erected in Cowslip Street in 1908.
Roman Catholic.
The first building in which Mass was said in Violet Town was in a building erected on the property of the late Mr. and Mrs. Underwood on the Hume Highway, the site today is the home of the grandson, Mr. T. P. Underwood. The building, used by all denominations, was known as the Court House. The Rev. Father Scanlon travelled per horseback from Beechworth, and Mass was said 2 or 3 times a year, mostly on week days. That was in the years 1860-70. With the arrival of the railway, the town shifted to its present site in 1872. An old slab building, with shingles on it and papered walls, known as the National Bank, situated near the railway line, close to the present site of the Police Station, surrounded by gum scrub was the next building used for the saying of Mass, the priest travelling from Wangaratta per horseback. With the increase of worshippers a meeting was called to discuss the erection of a church. A site was procured and a wooden building was erected thereon. This chapel served upon a site near the presenl church until sufficient funds were in hand to erect the building near the station to-day. With careful planning and much hard work the present church was opened free of debt by the late Archbishop Revelle in October 1898. The cost involved amounted to £1200 The Rev. Dean Davey offered to marry the first couple in the new church free of charge and Mr. and Mrs. MacHugh, of Benalla, who have recently celebrated their golden wedding anniversary availed themselves of the offer. The old wooden church was removed to Rothsey, and still serves as a place of worship in that district.
Chapter 9
Shire Of Violet Town.
Shire was created by proclamation on 11th April, 1895, by severance of Warranbayne Riding from Shire of Benalla and parts of North and South Ridings of Shire of Euroa. Area 359 sq. miles.
First Shire President: John Hammond. Other Councillors were William Lane, Alexander MacDonald, John McShane, John Underwood, John Hill, James Thorne, William Brown, James William Wilkins.
First Secretary and Engineer: Richard Horsfield, C.E.
[The stories and items of interest in this section have been extracted from the Official Souvenir Publication and Programme ‘Violet Town Centenary Celebrations’, Easter 1949, published by Matthews Publishing Company, Melbourne]
The old Commercial Hotel, Violet Town
For one hundred and fourteen years, this building has been held by the Williams family, the last member, Miss Florence Williams, dying in February this year. The Commercial was the third Hotel built at Violet Town, the first Victorian town surveyed on the Hume Highway. Henry Williams brought his bride there in a bullock waggon in 1853, just as the miners were surging Northwards to the Ovens Goldfields. Until the age of the “iron horse,” which displaced the colorful Coaching teams, this hotel was a hive of industry. The Coaches, dashing along the Hume Highway, pulled up there for a change of horses which would be waiting in the stables built against the high brick and stone wall, now crumbling at the rear. The little negro cook was ready with his huge iron pots of food to appease the appetites of the hungry travellers, and the bar rang with the clink of cold and silver coin. The bench at which this little cook worked, and the old iron pots are still in the kitchen. The doorway of the bar facing the Highway has been bricked up, as has the exit door which opened on to the front, verandah. This is obvious from the more modern bricks and mortar. Over the sitting room window near rhe exit door from the bar was an iron grille, possibly to save the window from alcoholic mishaps. The grille is still over that window in that now silent house.
The original house and bar were built of handmade bricks, and the long sportsroom, then the biggest room in the area, from sandstone. Unfortunately very little lime was, used with the mud which fcrmed the mortar and now, after well over a century, this romantic building is crumbling. Also there is iron on the roof instead of shingles; the verandah is sagging, as is the building generally, and now a threat of demolition by the Housing Commission, over shadows all. Last week I saw it from the town just as the sun was setting. The handmade bricks glowed an earthy red, and the sandstone was a multitude of golds and browns, and I visualised the happenings that this place had lived through down the long years.... the bullock waggons which rumbled by laden with stores for the goldfielde; the old men who sat in the cart to which was harnessed a little donkey and who played airs on his fiddle in front of the hotel; the gleaming American coaches of Cobb & Co; Mr Williams, playing host in the bar with a little monkey sitting snugly on his shoulder ... the pair of Indian mocassins displeyed in the bar, and the tale relating to them. An Indian had injured Henry William’s leg while he was in America, and Henry had retaliated by shooting the Indian, and souveniring the mocassins he was wearing. The young man brought them to Australia, and they were displayed in a place of honor in the bar. The large brass knob of the door of Mrs. William’s private sitting room, which opened on to the front verandah, shone brilliantly down the years until February of this year. Hundreds of regular traveller on the Hume Highway guessed from that dulled door knob that this fine old family had passed on, and that the old building so closely linked with the Coaching era and the roaring days of the goldfields, could be doomed.
It is doomed, unless through an awareness of the value of this sprawling old building, a restoration can be effected. So little is left of our links with the past that we cannot afford for this one to fade out of existence.
We have no such places, authentically restored and furnished on our major Highway. In this, Tasmania has shown us the way, not only in their cities but throughout their countryside. This one is the ideal, as it stands alone, in an idyllic spot flanked by the hills of the colorful Strathbogie ranges, right on the very verges of our busy Hume Highway, the link between our main cities.
It is situated in the district which figures prominently in the pastoral history of this State because of its association with the Furlonge family and Honeysuckle Creek, once the horme of Flora Scroble. It is believed that Flora was killed by Aborigines in 1848 and her grave is just inside the gate of the Honeysuckle Creek property, now owned by Mr. and Mrs. Roger Green and their daughters.
The hotel’s architecture is pure Colonial. It is not a copy of an English inn or of anything. It is built of the earth and stone of the site where it stands. It was built for one purpose and that was to meet the needs of travellers on a new road in a new and harsh country.
Seeing the old building in darkness as we pass in the night arouses in me a little nostalgic sadness - and memories. The long stone room was the setting for entertainment provided by celebrities from the world of theatre. The original Tom Thumb company of four dwarf entertainers were among the many who graced that room. Glamorously dressed ladies arrived by coach to enjoy the lavish balls held on the premises.
However, as the years went on, the blacksmith’ s shop and store beside the hotel became defunct as with the coming of the railway, housing moved closer to the line and business abandoned the highway.
When the gold era languished the coaches ceased to run and the bullock teams gave way to the goods trains.
Henry Williams died in 1899, one year before his son Charles was killed in the Boer War. There is a monument to his memory in the town and his uniform and bridle are still held in the Commercial. Another son wss married to Katherine Kennedy, daughter of Sergeant Kennedy who was killed in the Wombat episode in the days of the Kelly Gang.
The restoration of this building is important, not just to the North-East. As it lies right on the Hume Highway and is a vivid reminder of so much of our heritage, Australia needs the Commercial Hotel in good shape.
[By Mrs Hoy, Hoys Bus Lines (possibly) about 1994]
Where The Gold Diggers Assembled.
An Old Lady Remembers.
In this age of petrol and ‘Going Places’ most motorists, with one eye on the speedo, the other on the road, rush unheeding past the old Half-way House. But actually it is easy to see this ancient brick and granite building stretched out long and low beside the Hume Highway just south of Violet Town.
Built in 1862, Williams’ Commercial Hotel, as it was then called, was a stopping place for the old-time coaches. The third hotel to be erected in Violet Town, it is now the oldest remaining, and - unique distinction - the original proprietress, Mrs. Williams, aged 96, still lives there.
Her face surprisingly unmarked by age and framed by the loveliness of snowy hair, the old lady lies bed-ridden in what was formerly the enormous bar-room.
Today that room is cool and peaceful - strangely different from the coaching days that saw it thronged with eager-eyed miners off to the Ovens Diggings, top-coated coachmen, bewhiskered passengers, smartly uniformed gold-escort troopers, and sturdy teamsters in moleskins, leggings and blucher boots.
Clay pipes and clouds of smoke from black twist tobacco; talk of the latest ‘find’ or bushranging exploit; the inviting fragrance of good liquor; sovereigns ringing and beer mugs thumping on the counter.
And behind the bar (with his pet monkey), presiding in the discreet manner that had given the hotel its excellent reputation, was the genial host, Williams himself.
Preserved in family records, his history reads like a romance. English sailor; immigrant to America (gashed by Indian tomahawks while crossing the continent with the second waggon train); South American revolutionary soldier; Californian miner; gold-rush immigrant to Australia; digger at Forest Creek (now Castlemaine); teamster carting from Melbourne to Bendigo (115 Pounds per ton); transporter of soldiers to the Ballarat riots and
Eureka Stockade - his was a colourful career. Then in 1863 he married, and purchased the newly built Commercial Hotel at Violet Town.
Cobb and Co.’s coaching office, the Post Office, Crocker’s general store, a butcher’s shop, Cochrane’s smithy, all were carried on either in or adjacent to the Hotel.
Early Day Pastimes
The vacant space opposite, where two or three score of teamsters’ horses or bullocks customarily grazed, served for the travelling circuses andlocal sports meetings, to which settlers from far and near would come on foot, horseback and in drays.
Matches played with iron quoits and climbing the greasy pole for the watch set on top were the favourite sports of the young bloods. Youngsters looked on awe-struck at the native corroborees held there at night. And in flickering torchlight Blondin rode a penny-farthing bicycle along the taut steel wire while another man performed on a trapeze suspended from the front axle.
But most evening entertainments were held in the large granite portion of the hotel called the “long room” or the “stone room”. In it appeared mesmerists, waxwork showmen, Madame Caradini, lectures,concert parties, the Lynch Bell ringers, and the celebrated Tom Thumb and his troupe.
One of the most cherished possessions of the Williams family is a letter dated September 15, 1870, signed by the diminutive members of that band, expressing thanks for hospitality received.
Skittle Alley and ballroom, this room, the largest in the district served as both. As many present came long distances, and dancing continued till daylight, suppers included such toothsome and substantial delicacies as whole roast lambs and smoking-hot sucking pigs prepared by Adam Washington, the negro cook.
Came By Bullock Dray
“Granny minds it all”. Mrs. Williams’s eyes twinkle as she relates some of the incidents of those far-off nights.
And her memories go back a long, long way, for she was born only seven years after the founding of Melbourne, in what she describes as “the place with the green shutters, next to the old Red Lion Hotel in Lonsdale Street.
As a little girl she played about the first permanent Melbourne Hospital, then being built ‘in the bush’.
Burke and Wills expedition, dusty history to most people, is a personal matter to Mrs. Williams. As an 18-year-old pupil at Miss Kelly’s Finishing School for Young Ladies, she saw the ill-fated explorers set out.
Then a few years later, as a young bride, came her own memorable bullock-dray journey to Violet Town, followed by the bustle of life with big American coaches (often carrying 25 passengers) stopping twice daily at the hotel.
But no more do the coaches make a sprint for the last half-mile up to the door; all is changed.
In the early 1870s the ‘iron horse’ ousted the coach horse. The new railway station drew the business centre of the town away from Williams’ Commercial Hotel. Less than a decade later they bricked up the two outside doors leading into the great bar-room. The butcher’s shop, the smithy and the store closed, and the buildings were demolished. The post office business was taken elsewhere. Of the coaching stables all that now remain is a long, isolated, weather-beaten wall of brick and granite.
But the old, old hotel still lies stretched-out somnolent in the slanting sunshine beside the track that has become a highway. Some of the interior doors still bear the old numbers and special legends and the shingled roof (albeit now covered with iron) still shelters the well-beloved old lady - and her memories.
By Shamus O’Shea.*
Extract from the “Age” Saturday, April 29th, 1939.
* To: Margaret Broadhurst..Euroa Gazette
From: Shirley Eller 8th march 1994
Re: Article on The Commercial Hotel (Violet Town)
The articles were sent to me from Mr. Pat Pelly, Harrietville Historical Society.
Pat is confident that the article was written by a Mrs Hoy, of Hoys Bus Lines. Wangaratta. She was apparently a very active local historian.
I have been given a copy of the Shamus O’Shea article that may have come from an earlier edition of the Euroa Gazette. Possibly around 1970. It has a rider in the form of a comment by Harold Godden a farmer from Tamleugh who later moved to Violet Town and was a member of the North East Historical Society. He mentions that it was filmed by the ABC.
Shamus O’Shea (James Carroll) was a local school teacher at the time Mrs Williams died.
Mrs Henry Willams /Frances) died on the 18th July 1939 aged 96 years. She is buried in the Methodist section, plot # 775 at the Violet Town cemetery. The funeral service was conducted by the Rev. Parker. Her occupation was recorded as home duties. The cost of the grave site was three pounds. Mrs Williams was survived by her daughter Florence Williams who lived on at the hotel. Florence died 1967 aged 81 years.
Chapter 10
Mitchell’s Flat
The story of Mitchell’s Flat is also the story of the family of one of the town’s oldest and best loved personalities, George Hoskins.
George’s grandfather William, a native of Cornwall, came to Australia in 1854 on the ‘James Carson’. He then went to Benalla to renew his acquaintance with Sarah Jane Brown who he had met aboard ship. They were married in Benalla in 1856. William was a butcher and he set up shop in Benalla until 1863 when they moved to Jamieson as the new gold town would need a butcher. Soon becoming tired of this trade he made a selection 5 miles up the Jamieson River calling it ‘Poplar Farm’ after his home in Cornwall. In May 1878 tragedy struck this happy family. One Saturday morning while doing the washing Sarah pricked her finger. Thinking nothing of it at the time the family went into Jamieson that night to the dance, this would be the last time her friends in Jamieson would see Sarah. Infection set in to the small wound and by Monday morning she was dead. Without Sarah “Poplar Farm” was an empty place for William and his children and he began to lose interest in the farm.
In 1881, while riding with his son Stephen, they came across Mitchell’s Flat Gold had been discovered in the area in the early 1860s by Robert Wren and Thomas Laklen while they were searching for a stolen horse. They didn’t catch the horse but they worked their claim for two years before selling it to a man named Fred Mitchell who named the creek after himself: Mitchell’s Creek. Others would soon stake claims in the area, among them a Mr. Hanford, Alec Miller and Matthew Delapetra. By 1881 they had come and gone. As miners, they had no interest in settling or developing the land, but William could see its potential. He decided to keep ‘Poplar Farm’ but also take out a lease of 1000 acres (400 ha) by Mitchell’s Creek and move his family out there. They were to be the real pioneers of Mitchell’s Flat.
They cleared 300 acres (120 ha), fenced it with shoe and log fencing, erected a house, stables, stockyards and sheds, planted an orchard, gardens and an avenue of beautiful English trees and ran it as a mixed farm. There were chickens, pigs and beef shorthorn cattle with various feed crops. It was hard work as the family battled the elements, wild dogs and dingoes, weeds and the blackberries planted by those early miners.
But life was not all hard work for the Hoskins. Mitchell’s became well know for its hospitality and despite their isolated position they were never short of visitors. They were renowned for their parties, some lasting 3 or 4 days with entertainment including steer riding, buck jumping or rifle practice with singing and dancing into the early hours.
Lots of work but lots of play. Life continued this way until gradually the family married and moved away. By now William’s youngest son, George Robinson Hoskins, was managing both properties. He married his cousin Frances ‘Fanny’ Lavinia Hoskins at Poplar Farm. George and Frances stayed on to raise their children at Mitchell’s until 1913 when they moved back to Poplar Farm. For the young George and some of his siblings this was their first taste of school life as until now their education had been provided by a tutor who was a hard and sometimes cruel taskmaster. Life had turned full circle.
A cattle dealing partnership was formed between George Snr and Richard Dale with the old homestead used as a base on which to run their cattle. To get the cattle to market they were driven out along the narrow bridle track which had been put in to the Quick Silver Mine in 1891 and extended to Mitchell’s in 1894. Driving cattle along this path was an incredible feat in itself as the track is only a few feet wide in places, with a sheer drop on one side. However, our George tells us there were very few casualties - horses and cattle are smarter than that.
William Hoskins died at Jamieson in 1920 aged 91 and was buried in the Jamieson Cemetery with his beloved Sarah Jane. George and Francis have passed away and only two of their children are left - our George and his younger sister Verna Trenfield.
The lease was relinquished in 1929 and Mitchell’s Homestead has gone, burnt down in 1989 by careless campers. Slowly the bush is reclaiming the land, soon there will be nothing left but the memories but what memories they are, of a courageous pioneering family.
Did You Know?
The bridge that spans the Honeysuckle Creek near the caravan park in High Street is hiding an old treasure... well at least the remnants of one.
If you clamber down beside the creek and look under the bridge you find the original stone work and foundations of the bridge built by David Lennox who later became the chief bridge builder for NSW David was an English bridge builder who also built, the first bridge across the Yarra at Princess Bridge which was replaced after some years to cope with the growing population of Melbourne. He was also responsible for several bridges along the Sydney Road.
A plaque marked CRB 1929 is set into one end of the bridge. From the upstream side you can see some of the original shape of the old bridge.
What a shame the Freeway wasn’t built before the ‘Highway’; maybe we would still have our lovely old stone bridge. The saying “they don’t make them like that anymore” could never be more apt.
What other treasures have been forgotten in Violet Town? If you know of one would you please share it with us.
Call Shirley on 5798 1325 or leave a message at the Shire Office.
History of Violet Town
Cobb and Co were located in Sydney Road (High Street). The bricks remaining on that site is where Miss Williams and Mr Botton lived. They sold milk, soft drinks, raspberry and ginger beer. They also had a milk round. Mr Botton drove a little cart.
There were four churches in Violet Town. The Church of England in High Street where it is now, Methodist in Cowslip Street, which is now an empty block, Catholic where it stands now and the Uniting Church in Tulip Street, formerly the Presbyterian Church. They all had their own tennis courts and there was the public tennis courts in the Sports complex where it stands now.
There was the memorial hall in Cowslip Street, which was a two storey building and it had a caretaker by the name of Mr Fentin. There were dances, picture shows and bizarres.
There were three road contractors in Violet Town and all had six to eight cows and sold milk. They were Mr Jack Ramage who lived in Cowslip Street, Mr Jim Ramage who lived in Railway Street and Mr Norman Ramage who lived in Cowslip Street opposite the BP garage. The cows were kept very close to town.
There were two boot makers, Mr Stroane repaired and made boots and made saddles and did saddle work. He lived in a two storey building with his wife who owned a lolly shop in Cowslip Street.
There had two men’s barbers, Mr Saunders and Mr Sinclair.
Cowslip Street
There were four hotels, the Ellen Frances was known as the Railway Hotel, owned by Maurice and Underwood. The Violet Town Hotel in the middle of the street where it still stands and the Farmers Arms opposite the supermarket. In Meakins Avenue was the Meakins Hotel. Three of the four hotels were burnt down. The Ellen Frances was burnt down in 1993, Farmers Arms and the Meakins Avenue hotel were also burnt down. The only one to survive a fire was the Violet Town. An attempt was made to burn it down recently but fortunately the owners came home unexpectedly and disturbed the arsonists.
The Ellen Frances was used as a business house. A dentist used to come to practice and commercial travellers would set up all their wares. There was a display room which they used. There were two solicitors who came from Euroa a Mr Turner and Mr Vroland.
Mr Saxon was the owner of the Sentinel office, the local paper.
The old hardware shop in Cowslip Street (now the Op Shop) was owned by Riddle Brothers. They sold everything from materials to build a house to acting as the local undertakers.
There were two general stores, one in the middle of Cowslip Street owned by Mr Grogan and Mr Cook and Mr Harcourt Senior owned the other one opposite the supermarket. They handled all the wares that were possible to be used in town.
There were two bakers shops in Cowslip Street. There were three bakers ovens. VT boasted three butchers shops, one owned by a Mr Russell and one owned by a Mr Watkins both located in Cowslip Street and one in Tulip Street owned by a Mr Hoskins.
Two doctors residents one in Lily Street and one on the Corner of Murchison Road and Orchard Street.
There was a butter factory in Tulip Street now a private house.
We had our own electricity generator located at the power house. This generated the towns electricity.
Two blacksmiths owned by a Mr Ramage and a Mr Croxford and Mr Hogan.
The Victorian Railways employed 15-20 men. The office and signals were down the end of the current platform opposite Taig’s (Puddleduck Nursery). Puddleduck Nursery was formerly the railway tea rooms. There was one station master, two assistant station masters and a porter.
The works on the railway line were undertaken by four men and one ganger. One group worked on the section towards Baddaginnie and the other on the sections to Balmattum. Their mode of transport was a hand pushed trolley that ran on the railway line and the ganger had a single hand pushed trolley. They also had a road foreman who came from Seymour to patrol from Seymour to Benalla.
There were three wood mills in the railway yard. There were three to four men working at the mill. One would lump the wood to the bench, another would put it over the bench and saw it into 12” blocks, another with a horse drawn vehicle to cart the wood from the stacks and one man stacking the cut wood into trucks to go to Melbourne. Hard work I can tell you. The farmers would bring the wood into town with drays and horses. The owners of the mills were a Mr King (Australian born), Mr Myers (German) and Mr MacDonald was (Scottish). They all owned lovely homes. Mr King’s house is where the tea rooms were, now Puddleduck Nursery. Mr Myers owned the house in Primrose Street opposite the police station, and Mr MacDonald owned the house in Lily Street that Val Brooks now owns. The last surviving member of Mr MacDonald’s lived in this house until a few years ago.
The Thrifty Link store has been a bakers shops/fruit shop, three times as a cafe, chemist shop, the State Savings Bank opened there for the first time in Violet Town, and now it is the local hardware.
The Post Office had a postmaster, clerk, post boy, and telephonists, one would start at 7.00am until 3.00pm and one from 3.00pm until 10.00pm then a night boy who would do the night shift.
There were cattle and sheep saleyards opposite the hospital. They would hold a sale once a month or six weeks. There were trucking yards in Lily Street.
The council yards were located behind the old Shire Offices.
There was a racecourse and regular meetings were held. They would bring the horses in by train. A lot of locals owned racehorses.
Margeret Hogan (Aldridge) remembers - Probus February 2000.
My childhood days and memories of Violet Town
My Mother before she was married was Blanch Gillian and worked as governess to Irela and Shiela Crocker whose father had a large sheep run some where around these parts.
My father was carrying the mail from Euroa to Strathbogie and Boho on horseback in those days, Ned Kelly used to often meet him to find out where the Police were.
However, my father married Back Gillian and they lived in Boho for awhile and then went to Feltrim Station to live and Gowangardie Sheep stations to look after them and oversee everything. I was born at Euroa and lived at Feltrim till I was eight years of age. As I grew I was able to have a pony and was able to ride I was not allowed to have a saddle , I used to pull the pony alongside a reail fence to get on her back.
How I used to fly across those paddocks, chase a fox to his brower [burrow? Editor] or log was great. I remember Mr Harcourt and Mr Peacock a the shop, where the supermarket now stands and the Farmers’ Arms hotel on the other side.
The bills at the shop were paid every three months and they would give my Mother a large jar of boiled lollies; they would have to last three months.
We had a Doctor Davies, plocie [police], George Carter and a solicitor a Mr Home. I remember the first motor car to come to Violet Town a T-model Ford, then the people who had Feltrim came out in one, tried to get me to have a ride with them, no way you were getting me in there try as they might.
The roads were not much more than dirt tracks, no made roads like we have today. Cowslip St, one wide street just dirt, Sydney Road made of 2” blue mettle [metal] very hard on a horse feet and legs.
I remember the great flu plarge [plague], I don’t know if it hit Violet Town but I was not allowd off Feltrim while it was on. We also had a bakery here and a soft drink shop, run by Tottie Williams, also a music teacher.
In the 1914-1915 drought my Farther [took] 3,000 sheep off Feltrim and left 3,000 to fend for themselves, he was away for two years came home each month to look around and see things.
One after[noon] a swaggie came to the door and wanted something to eat. My Mother told him she only had bread and jam. “I don’t like jam” he said “will the dog bite” Mum said “Yes, don’t come any closer, she will tear you to pieces” and he went off. However Mum and her sister sat at the door with the dog and gun all that night while us two boys were asleep.
Honeysuckle Creek was quite a big creek in the early days, plenty of swimming and fishing plenty of black fish and brim [bream], us kids would find all the old lead we could and melt it down and make sinkers and use a cork for a floater.
I used to watch the wood drays going out Feltrim Road in the mornings and coming home in late afternoon with wood it was stacked at the Station and cut up in the winter for Melbourne.
The sheep yards to send sheep away by rail were where the weigh bridge is now. Pocket money I received 12/- a lb for rabbit skins from Mr Harcourt when the first World War was on.
Uncle Fred Block paid me for any bottles, bones and dead wool. He was married to Dad’s sister. Plus leatchers [leeches] from Honeysuckle Creek the Dr would take them and send them on to Melbourne hospitals there were plenty of them if you stopped in the water in one place they would be on to you.
The turkey, my Father had 45lb weight, stolen one night from Feltrim. George Carter rode his horse down to Burtons store at Euroa and found the turkey packed ready for Melbourne. He returned to Violet Town and arrested a man called a Mr Bradick, he got six months.
I did not have much school in those days, nearly nine before I went to school and it was hard.
I remember the floods at Violet Town, one very big one about 1916 I think it was. Jam melons that were grown around Violet Town were washed down onto road and through paddocks, they were everywhere.
The mob of wild horses that used to roam the Feltrim Sheep Run, they used to come to the creek on a hot summer’s evening for water, I was giving my pony a drink one evening when she took fright at them and off she went with me, I can still hear my Dad and Mum singing out as she went pst Ferltrim homestead “hold on, hold on” I pulled her up near the Feltrim Road.
Killing the snake a big brown all of six feet I through a 10 foot lump of pipe on to him and pinned him to the ground. Went to get the garden hoe and my Mother would not let me havve it, between Mum, my brother and I we got him killed.
The mouse plague I do not remember what year, the cats would not look at them they were every where, we used to put a bag down and a handfull of wheat and put a stick to keep it open, come back in 10 minutes, grab the bag and swing it down on the ground three or four times and there would be dead mice everywhere.
Some where out east of Feltrim there was a man called a Mr Fletcher had a vin yard [vineyard] grew grapes for wine, had a big cellar. Would would be gone now, we used to get some beautiful grapes.
Denis Johnson remembers - from a hand written story, date unknown.
Chapter 11
Violet Town Uniting Church
The church building in Tulip St was originally the Presbyterian Church built in 1893 on land purchased for 50 pounds Sterling from a J. Stivey.
The original manse bought in 1900 was demolished about 1960 when a new manse was erected.
The hall portion was originally the karramous Church about 1950.
The Methodist which has been sold for removal was situated opposite Violt Town Motors in Cowslip St.
Ian Chanter.
Shire of Violet Town - Farewell
Thank you for coming to share this evening.
We trust you will have a nice time sharing your memories with old friends.
The First Councillors for the Shire, in 1895 were: J. T. Hill, Wm. Brown, A MacDonald, J. Underwood, J.W. Wilkins, J McShane, J. Hammond (President), Jas. Thorne, Wm. Lane. Secretary - C.R. Anderson, Engineer - R. Horsfield.
At the closure of the Shire in November, 1994 the Councillors for the Shire of Violet Town were:
R.D. Burnell, T.C. Maher (President), W.R. Gibbs, E. Battye, I.C. Chanter, N.C. Ellis, R.C. Ramage., R.J. Davis, Act. Chief Executive. Officer - C.J. Smith Shire Engineer - J.E. Dunn
Some Interesting Events
In May 1894 the Violet Town Herald expressed shock at the way the Ministry of Public Works had granted severence to Violet Town on a ‘simple count of noses’. However the pronouncement was received in Violet Town with cheers and ‘hallelujahs’, in all the excitement one man even rode his horse into a hotel passage and had his drink without dismounting.
The new Shire was achieved in April 1895.
The salary for Secretary, Engineer and Valuer jointly was 150 pounds.
During the early time of the Shire 1894/95 high rainfalls were experienced followed by droughts.
The former Shire offices in Lily Street were erected in 1899 for the sum of 480 pounds.
The new Shire complex as it is known today was Officially opened on Wednesday 4th April, 1979 and was built for the sum of approx. $60,000 which was funded from Grants Commission allocations from 1977-79.
The Governor of Victoria - His Excellency the Hon. Brian Murray and his wife Janette visited Violet Town on 7th March, 1984.
Victorian Governor to visit where - His Excellency the Hon. Brian Murray and his wife Janette on 7th March, 1984, and His Excellency the Hon. Richard McGarvie and his wife Lesley on 1st June 1994.
The Shire has experienced quite bad floods the worst being approx. 1917, 1939, 1975 and of course 1993, and also some very dry periods, Violet Town experienced a very bad fire in approximately 1950 when the Railway Engine started about 13 fires along the line between Euroa and Violet Town which went right into the hills. (Anyone with correct dates we would be most grateful to hear from.)
The Swimming Pool was opened in 1957 and qwas built with assistance of voluntary labour by our local community.
The Southern Aurora smash on the 7th February, 25 years ago - many Violet Town citizens assisted in the rescue of passengers and cleaning up.
Regardless of any happenings the citzens and Ratepayers of the Shire of Violet Town have always been proud of their Shire.
We say farewell to the Shire of Violet Town, may you have many happy memories of these years and look forward to the future as part of the Shire of Strathbogie.
History of Violet Town
Cobb and Co were located in Sydney Road (High Street). The bricks remaining on that site is where Miss Williams and Mr Botton lived. They sold milk, soft drinks, raspberry and ginger beer. They also had a milk round. Mr Botton drove a little cart.
There were four churches in Violet Town. The Church of England in High Street where it is now, Methodist in Cowslip Street, which is now an empty block, Catholic where it stands now and the Uniting Church in Tulip Street, formerly the Presbyterian Church. They all had their own tennis courts and there was the public tennis courts in the Sports complex where it stands now.
There was the memorial hall in Cowslip Street, which was a two storey building and it had a caretaker by the name of Mr Fentin. There were dances, picture shows and bazaars.
There were three road contractors in Violet Town and all had six to eight cows and sold milk. They were Mr Jack Ramage who lived in Cowslip Street, Mr Jim Ramage who lived in Railway Street and Mr Norman Ramage who lived in Cowslip Street opposite the BP garage. The cows were kept very close to town.
There were two bootmakers, Mr Stroane repaired and made boots and made saddles and did saddle work. He lived in a two storey building with his wife who owned a lolly shop in Cowslip Street.
There had two men’s barbers, Mr Saunders and Mr Sinclair.
Cowslip Street
There were four hotels, the Ellen Frances was known as the Railway Hotel, owned by Maurice and Underwood. The Violet Town Hotel in the middle of the street where it still stands and the Farmers Arms opposite the supermarket. In Meakins Avenue was the Meakin’s Hotel. Three of the four hotels were burnt down. The Ellen Frances was burnt down in 1993, Farmers Arms and the Meakins Avenue hotel were also burnt down. The only one to survive a fire was the Violet Town. An attempt was made to burn it down recently but fortunately the owners came home unexpectedly and disturbed the arsonists.
The Ellen Frances was used as a business house. A dentist used to come to practice and commercial travellers would set up all their wares. There was a display room which they used. There were two solicitors who came from Euroa, a Mr Turner and Mr Vroland.
Mr Saxon was the owner of The Sentinel office, the local paper.
The old hardware shop in Cowslip Street (now the Op Shop) was owned by Riddle Brothers. They sold everything from materials to build a house to acting as the local undertakers.
There were two general stores, one in the middle of Cowslip Street owned by Mr Grogan and Mr Cook and Mr Harcourt Senior owned the other one opposite the supermarket. They handled all the wares that were possible to be used in town.
There were two bakers shops in Cowslip Street. There were three bakers ovens. Violet Town boasted three butchers shops, one owned by a Mr Russell and one owned by a Mr Watkiris both located in Cowslip Street and one in Tulip Street owned by a Mr Hoskins.
Two doctors residents one in Lily Street and one on the Comer of Murchison Road and Orchard Street.
There was a butter factory in Tulip Street now a private house.
We had our own electricity generator located at the power house. This generated the towns electricity.
Two blacksmiths owned by a Mr Ramage and a Mr Croxford and Mr Hogan.
The Victorian Railways employed 15-20 men. The office and signals were down the end of the current platform opposite Taig’s (Puddleduck Nursery). Puddleduck Nursery was formerly the railway tea rooms. There was one station master, two assistant station masters and a porter.
The works on the railway line were undertaken by four men and one ganger. One group worked on the section towards Baddaginnie and the other on the sections to Balmattum.
Their mode of transport was a hand pushed trolley that ran on the railway line and the ganger had a single hand pushed trolley. They also had a road foreman who came from Seymour to patrol from Seymour to Benalla.
There were three wood mills in the railway yard. There were three to four men working at the mill. One would lump the wood to the bench, another would put it over the bench and saw it into 12” blocks, another with a horse drawn vehicle to cart the wood from the stacks and one man stacking the cut wood into trucks to go to Melbourne. Hard work I can tell you. The farmers would bring the wood into town with drays and horses. The owners of the mills were a Mr King (Australian born), Mr Myers (German) and Mr MacDonald was (Scottish). They all owned lovely homes. Mr King’s house is where the tea rooms were, now Puddleduck Nursery. Mr Myers owned the house in Primrose Street opposite the police station, and Mr MacDonald owned the house in Lily Street that Val Brooks now owns. The last surviving member of Mr MacDonald’s family lived in this house until a few years ago.
The Thrifty Link store has been a bakers shops, fruit shop, three times as a cafe, chemist shop, the State Savings Bank opened there for the first time in Violet Town, and now it is the local hardware.
The Post Office had a postmaster, clerk, postboy, and telephonists, one would start at 7.00am until 3.00pm and one from 3.00pm until 10.00pm then a night boy who would do the night shift.
There were cattle and sheep saleyards opposite the hospital. They would hold a sale once a month or six weeks. There were trucking yards in Lily Street.
The council yards were located behind the old Shire Offices.
There was a racecourse and regular meetings were held. They would bring the horses in by train. A lot of locals owned racehorses.
Source unknown
missing title
A part of this problem, caused the “Faithfull Massacre” in April 1838. To this day there is uncertainty, as to the tribal areas as described in many manuscripts. Pastoral activities, had now became very important, in this generally fertile area with reasonable rainfall. As this happened, a town began to evolve, albeit very slowly. Violet Town, as we know it today, was given many names in those days of early settlement. As the area evolved, so did the town. Produce merchants, Publicans and retailers, set up their businesses. During the fifties, as gold supplies began to become depleted in Ballarat and Bendigo, the prospectors moved further afield to Beechworth. Violet Town was now geographically located, as the centre, between all of these towns, and Melbourne.
It was during this time that Victoria, seceded from New South Wales, to become a separate Colony. As the town grew, so did the need for law enforcement.The position was carried out by different people, until the arrival of Constable Lonigan. It was during this period, that the Gold-escort, had been robbed at Violet Town, although at this time the name, ‘Town’ was an overstatement. It, in the minds of the local residents, was a hamlet rather than a town. Constable Lonigan was later to be killed, at Stringy-bark Creek to the east of Mansfield by the Kelly gang. However, before this happened, came the long awaited arrival of the North Eastern Railway. This was to be the “new beginning” for Violet Town.
---------not sure of beginnings or ending---------
This area was well known for its diversity of weather, warm on the plains, cool on the Strathbogie tablelands, in summer. The climate was found to be well suited to the growing of cereal crops and the pasturing of sheep and cattle. To the west, and indeed within the town boundaries, vineyards and fruit growing had commenced in the fifties. Apart from the array of shops in the town, including bakers, bootmakers, general stores, drapery and milliners, at different times there were two newspapers. The Violet Town Herald and at a later stage the Violet Town Sentinel.
The easy access by railway from 1873, when the North Eastern Railway reached Violet Town, to the demands of the now greatly expanding township of Melbourne, put a strain on what was then termed, an emerging ‘railway’ town. To the north and west of the township, were large forests of box and red-gum. It was at this time that the felling of these stands of timber began with great haste, to supply the ever growing need for both firewood, and milled timber for Melbourne. It was not unusual for two freight-trains per day to leave Violet Town, each loaded with up to 800 tons of forest products bound for Melbourne. Although the area was not classified as dairying country the town did have a large butter factory and creamery.
One problem that faced this growing township, was drainage, or more importantly the lack thereof. This caused, on various occasions, quite significant flooding with the associated damage and loss of property. Little seems to have changed since that time, as testimony of the recent flood of October 3 1993 revealed. Although by most standards, the population of the town would have been considered small around the turn of the century, and during the first half of the twentieth, it was surprising to note how many residents, gallantly served their Country, In the Memorial Hall the Honour Rolls show that in the Great War 149 residents, World War 2 198, and in Vietnam 7 residents from the town and surrounding districts.
With the building of the standard gauge railway line, from Melbourne to Albury freight operations increased enormously. The railway now had become the busiest line in Australia. This situation, was in part to lead to one of the most recent rail tragedies in Victoria. The new express passenger train, the Southern Aurora, travelling south from Sydney to Melbourne, on February 7th 1969 at about 7:50 am, failed to stop and divert onto the loop, to allow a north-bound freight train direct passage through to Albury. Apparently, the driver of the Southern Aurora had died, shortly after leaving Benalla. The trains collided at the McDiarmid Road level crossing, causing the deaths of eight people and injuring one hundred and seventeen.
Over the past few years little has changed, except for the fire that gutted the Ellen Frances Hotel in 1993. In 1994, just one year short of its centenary, the Shire of Violet Town became part of the Shire of Strathbogie, due to the Victorian Governments legislation regarding Municipal boundary restructuring.
May have be written by Dot Rae
Chapter 12
Profile On The Shire Of Violet Town
Violet Town Shire had a total population in 1981 of 1350. 14.5% of its population is over aged 65 and 28.4% are under 14 years.
The shire is located on the north and south sides of the Hume highway, and the town is situated equally between Euroa and Benalla (12 miles either way).
Euroa relates for most of its services to three service centres, Benalla, Euroa and the region’s major service centre, Shepparton (34 miles to the north-west).
The shire’s economy is based on agriculture (sheep, wheat, oats, cattle). The shire is presently a drought declared area and farmers report of a serious economic situation already for landholders and the likelihood of the local economy worsening. Livestock sales are said to be 20% only of the previous year’s returns. The problems of the sheepfarmers have been exacerbated by the loss of revenue with the curtailment of the livestock export market.
The shire itself, who employs some 30-40 people faces the prospect of retrenchment if conditions do not improve.
The shire has a very small service centre comprising one main store, two banks, milk bar/delicatessan, a butcher and two garages.
There is a local sawmill with 20 employees, most of whom come from Euroa.
The shire has a pre-school, primary school and two halls. Students travel by bus to high schools in Benalla, Euroa and to Shepparton from the north riding of the shire.
The town has no bus services to Euroa, Benalla, or Shepparton. The train service is not able to be used effectively due to a changed timetable which precludes a return journey on the same day.
The shire has seven aged persons units, most of which have been filled by people from outside the shire. There is however a waiting list for accommodation in the proposed aged person hostel.
The shire’s Bush Nursing Hospital provides basic medical and hospital services. The hospital is proposing to establish a 15 bed nursing home in the area. A meals on wheels service is provided locally as is a homehelp service for the housebound and the aged.
Medical services are restricted to a visiting service. In the family services area, Violet Town has
* playgroups
* activity and craft centre
* swimming pool
* golf course
* horse racing, track
* library services
* child care is provided, by private arrangement
At the end of June quarter, 1982, the following numbers of people were in receipt of pensions, benefits and alto in the Violet Town shire.
Number % of pop’n
Aged persons pension 78 14.0
Invalid pension 24 1.9
Wives pension 9 0.3
Widows pension 10 0.4
Supp. Mothers Fathers Benefit 7 0.2
Unemployment Benefit 33 2.5%
Special Benefit Nil
Family allowances 204
Hand. Ch. Allowance 3 0.1
2.5% of the workforce are receiving unemployment benefits indicating that the actual rate of unemployment is probably in the vicinity of 5%.
One of Violet Town’s major inhibitors to development is the shire’s salinity problem. The Violet Town Land Degration Survey was conducted in November and December of 1981. The survey identified six land degradation processes within shire. They are gully, sheet, rill and tunnel erosion, land slumping arid dryland salting. These processes were asset measured mapped and recorded.
The results showed that 2.7 million dollars are required to restore degraded land to a stable and/or productive state. In the case of dryland salting, the assessment only estimate the cost of stabilising the affected areas. No attempt has been made to calculate the social .and economic implications of treating the cause of dryland salting.
The implications of the land degradation problem extend beyond the shire’s boundaries in the region. The shire has made numerous submissions to state arid federal authorities on the subject. It is evident that the solution to the problem will be a long term and difficult one.
Sweet Violet Town
VI0LET TOWN. You remember, that place on the Hume just past Euroa. Well it used to be. The freeway gives it a miss now, and so does, just about everything else.
There’s a main street of a few old, peeling-paint shopfronts, with verandahs, of course, half of which seem unused, a new supermarket-type general store, a couple of banks - one of them in the old stone residence attached style, one of them sixties modern - Lions Park, with barbecue and playground, the council offices and hall and two pubs.
A look in the shop windows gives you an idea of what the town is about: flowered crockery, footballs (one of them from the 1930s), footy boots, thongs, saddlery and stock medicines. The butcher has tripe on special at $3.20 a kilogram. There are notices advertising the fire brigade ladies’ plant evening and a dlsco, at the hall - $2 admission and NO passouts. There is nothing remotely resembling a craft or souvenir shop.
It is a town where kids ride their bicycles down the middle of the street, with a dog attached by an invisible lead to each rear wheel hub; where people stroll, and everything that matters is within walking distance.
It is, not to put too fine a point on it, a quiet town. Life goes on here, but it sets its own pace. So what are a dozen or so people from the city doing here for a weekend?
Well, one of the pubs, the Ellen Frances has a lot to do with it. It began life as a Cobb & Co staging post on the highway, but shifted to the present site beside the station in 1873, when the railway went through.
Jane Murphy, who runs it now, says her grandfather bought it in 1933 and it has been owned by the family ever since. It was named after her grandmother when she died in 1955, but before then it acquired something virtually unheard of in those days - ensuite bathrooms. It was the only place between Melbourne and Albury to have them. Miss Murphy says, and she remembers it being booked out weeks in advance.
She lived there for some time as a child, after her father died and recalls it as a relaxed happy, comfortable place. For a long time the hotel was leased but when the lease ran out in 1980 she decided to go ‘home’. Now she is busy recreating the feel the place used to have renovating and restoring the building, and trying for the ambience of the past.
Guests who come for the weekend find a friendly homely admosphere. “After all I live here” Miss Murphy says. They also find accommodation in comfortable rooms flowers and fruit on the. dressing tableland, meals the like of which I thought had disappeared with the old highway.
We had enormous breakfasts of bacon, eggs sausages, tomatoes, chops, or vlrtually whatever we wanted, and lunches - served under a tree on the lawn in front of the hotel - of prawns, sliced, rare roast beef, chicken, pork, salads, the best vinaigrette I’ve tasted and well, it could have gone on, but we couldn’t eat anymore.
Dinner on Saturday offered five courses if you could manage them - hardly anyone could and the wine list is good and reasonably priced. There’s always entertainment, of some sort on Saturday nights.
You can fill in the days with winery or sightseeing tours, looking at the work of a local painter, a spot of fishing, horse-riding (Let them know in advance if you want to hire horses) or simply relaxing and building yourself up for the meal. We could also have watched the local football team if we’d had a mind to, and in summer there’s the pool.
All of this indulgence cost $50 a heart for two nights’ accommodation and meals, plus drinks, which were very reasonably priced. Violet Town, don’t go away; we’re coming back.
Ellen Frances Hotel Violet Town telephone (057) 98 1207. Weekend accommodation and meals $50.
The Age 30 June 1984, By Graham Betley
Violet Town has its diversions
Violet Town can be used as a starting point for day trips in the surrounding district but the town itself can provide daytrippers with some interesting historical diversions.
Violet Town is situated off the Hume Highway and Shepparton daytrippers can take the Midland Highway, then turn right at Nalinga and go down the Nalinga-Violet Town Rd.
The name of Violet Town has an interesting history. It was first named Violet Ponds by Major Mitchell in 1836 because it was spring and all the violets were blooming.
The town went through subsequent name changes from Violet Creek to Honeysuckle Creek (the honeysuckle was blooming this time).
The owner of the Royal Mail, the first, hotel in town. Thomas Clarke won his argument for the name Violet Town in 1846.
Following the floral tradition, most of the streets are named after flowers. This happened as a joke in 1838 after the township of Violet Ponds, had been surveyed by a Sydney surveyor.
Apparently Governor Gipps was not amused but did not forbid the naming and so they have remained since October 24, 1838.
These days there are some ordinary names such as Railway St and High St, but Hyacinth, Tulip, Primrose, Cowslip and Dahlia and others still remain.
An 108 year-old hotel which serves delicious counter meals and is popular for functions and dinners is situated in Cowslip St.
The Ellen Frances has been run by only two families in the past 108 years.
The hotel was first built in 1876 by the Underwood family, one of the first families to settle in Violet Town, and was called the Violet Town Hotel. In 1910 the building was doubled to its present size.
In 1935, Henry Main bought the hotel and named it after his wife. His daughter, Mary Anne Ellis, carried on the business after her father died.
The Ellen Frances was altered extensively to provide ensuite accommodation. It was the first of its kind in that sort of accommodation and was known through-out the State.
Owner Jane Murphy, granddaughter of Henry Main, aims to restore the Ellen Frances to its former glory.
It has had famous guests including Sir Robert Menzies, Googie Withers, the first Japanese ambassador to Australia after the war and a Dean of Melbourne University.
Sixteen kilometres from Violet Town is the Dorset Hill Wild Life and Game Bird Farm. It is run by Bill and Lorraine Asbury and is open seven days a week from 9 am to 6 pm.
At the Wild Life Park there are plenty of native animals such as emus and kangaroos, and people can also look over the gamebird section of the farm.
The Asburys sell dressed game birds and squab to restaurants. They have 13 varieties of pheasant, pigeon squabs, guinea fowl and quail. Their incubators hatch about 200 000 eggs a year.
At the Dorset Hill Park there are picnic and barbecue facilities and there are collections such as a doll collection, shell collection and a Bottle Room where old bottles are housed.
‘Blueberry Haven’ is another interesting place for daytrippers to visit that’s not too far from Violet Town.
‘Blueberry Haven’ is run by Bill and Sue Motram and is about 24 kilometres from Euroa, Violet Town and Merton.
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Chapter 13
Back to Violet Town, April 1925.
Historical Sketch.
Compiled and Written by J. J. Johnston.
Printed by T. and W. Saxon, Violet Town.
EDITORS NOTE.
The task of compiling: this little book has been much on the Egyptian principle of making bricks without straw, as early records are very incomplete.
Moreover, the exigencies of business life prevented any amplitude of time, such as was really necessary for the fuller extension of the book.
Prologue.
VIOLET TOWN—Town with floral attributes—is situated 105 miles from Melbourne, under the Shadow of part of the Strathbogie ranges. As a residential town it is most conveniently situated on the bank of the Honeysuckle Creek, and has a good water supply, which is about to be increased. The rainfall averages 30 inches a year, and though fairly hot during the summer months, the climate is healthy and exhilarating, the winter, as a rule, being very mild. There are many beauty spots in the vicinity wit hi a easy driving distance, and now that the roads are so much improved toward the hills, the trip to Strathbogie ranges in well worth making, as there is beautiful scenery all along the route. There is also a very tine reserve for sports, with cricket and football ground, tennis courts, golf links and racecourse, and an up-to-date swimming pool. Education and salvation are well catered for, and one need not go elsewhere for anything.
HISTORICAL MEMOIR.
Violet Town has been well known for nearly 80 years, as verified by a title deed in the bank, bearing date 1848. The wording of this document is most quaint, going back to. the time when Victoria was portion of New South Wales, and’ was known as Port Phillip district. The piece of land is near the railway line in the township, which is described as the ‘Village of Violet Creek.’ The signature of Sir Charles Augustus Fitz Roy, then Governor of New South Wales, appears on the deed. The purchase money was £4 15/-, but the purchaser (and his assigns) covenanted to pay a ‘Quit-rent’ of one peppercorn per year, for ever, if demanded. It appears to be established by the foregoing title that the name was Violet Creek in 1848. J. H. F. Mitchell’s aboriginal dictionary, (2nd edition, volume 2) states that the locality was named Violet Ponds by the men of Major Mitchell’s party, in 1836, because of the flowers growing about the margin of some ponds, and that when a settlement was formed the name ‘Violet’ was retained. Thus by 1848 we have Violet Creek, eventually Violet Town.
For many years the town was surrounded by large holdings and was the centre of supply not only for the station people, but also for the many travellers from Melbourne and elsewhere to Sydney and the diggings at Beechworth and other places in the North-East. In the old coaching days the road was more tortuous through th town, and the chief changing place was at Williams’, on the Sydney road. Part of the road leading from the town towards Baddaginnie was made by convict labour, and evidences of their work are still to be seen. For many years Violet Town was the chief centre for Dookie district, and the Nalinga Road was kept busy with teams from that part, until the railway was opened to Shepparton. Then a great deal of the traffic was diverted to that centre. Violet Town was included in the Benalla shire, which then reached to Longwood. Euroa made representation, and was made a shire, including Violet Town. Subsequently Violet Town was made a separate shire in 1895. With the advent of the railway there was considerable controversy as-to the site of the station, but eventually a compromise was affected, and the station located as at present. At one time there was a flourishing flour-mill to treat the wheat from the surrounding district. Later this mill closed down, and was converted into a creamery and butter factory, which in turn, lay idle for some years, but at present it is a flourishing con-cern and one of the features of the landscape. The principal industry at present is the firewood, while very large quantities of wheat and wool are sent away in the season. Historically, Violet Town will always be associated with the Kelly gang. Nearly every man in the place was sworn in as a special constable. Many amusing and also startling stories are told of ‘characters’ in the early days. One of the stories is told by the late Rev. W. Paton, who was travelling from Dookie, and had to put up for the night at the only hotel in the place. He said “He and his companion, a teacher stayed at the hotel, and their sleeping quarters were only separated from the bar by a sheet of hessian. A number of men were carousing, and their language was not only unpleasant, but threatening, and the travellers spent a very unhappy night. In fact, says the Rev. gentleman, it was the only time in his many travels that he had felt thoroughly frightened.”
At present the town is on the up-grade. The farming community making good use of the land for dairying, wool growing and wheat growing. District wool has realised very high prices, and locally fattened bullocks have also topped the market on a number of occasions. The town is on the eve of having an electric light service installed, and the telephone service will be made continuous at an early date. Great are the anticipations of happy results from the ‘Back to Violet Town’ movement, not only in bringing together old friends, and the making of many new ones, but the ‘piece de resistance’ is the opening of the Memorial Hall, erected in honour of our gallant dead, whose memory will ever be perpetuated by this imposing structure. Just before the brochure of ancient history was sent to the printer, Violet Town suffered from another big fire. The previous large fire cleared the buildings in Cowslip street on the North side, from the corner opposite the bank to Sambell’s (now Mr J. Ramage’s). The recent fire demolished the buildings from the Sentinel office on the east of Mr Ramage’s, up to that of Mr G. Neil.
CHURCHES.
Church of England.
The services at the Church of England were conducted by the following clergymen: Rev. Lawson Wilson, Canon Hancock, Canon Wray (now at Wangaratta, and during his absence at the Boer War by the Rev. Goss), then Rev. Law and Rev Wiltshire (who was killed at Charman’s Falls, near Euroa). All these clergymen visited from Euroa. Rev. Tacon was the first resident minister, followed by Revs. Scott, Tenniswood, McEachern, Williams and Warry (who is present vicar). Mrs R. D. Crocker and Mrs R. Mitchell were organists for some years.
Presbyterian.
REMINISCENCES.
The first services of the Presbyterian Church were held in a hut for some time. The clergymen who officiated were in the following order, as far as can be ascertained: Revs. M. Gilsennan, Walker, Attwood, Ride (now at Seymour, and during whose term the Manse was built), Chamberlain, Reid, Johnston, Thomas, Lee, Norris, Miles and Ray. During the ministry of the above gentlemen the charge was a Missionary Station. It was decided to form Violet Town, Stony Creek and Moglonemby into a full charge, and the Rev. T. C. L. Goble was the first ordained minister. He resigned, and for some months the pulpit was supplied by visiting clergymen from Melbourne, and now Rev. G. Martin is in charge. Mr T. Turnbull was secretary for 10 years, and Mrs. Turnbull was organist. At present the secretary is Mr. D. McKenzie, and Misses Mitchell, Meyer, and Martin act as organists. Services are held twice each Sunday at Violet Town, and fortnightly at Stony Creek and Karramomus.
Methodist.
Prior to 1877 there was a small Wesleyan Church building between Mr. Field’s and Mr Stow’s, but for some time no services were held. On Mr. Wilson’s appointment to the school in 1877 he sent a request to the minister in charge at Benalla that services be held at Violet Town. This was not practicable at the time. Then, a request was sent to the minister of United Free Methodist Church at Shepparton; this was acceded to, and the services were conducted by Rev. T. A. Bailey, early in 1878. Mr. Bailey, who was nearly 80 years of age, used to ride on horseback from Shepparton, over the bush tracks, conduct three services, finishing at Violet Town. For some time the services were conducted in the school, but after a time permission to use the building was cancelled, and the late Mr. S. Fenton generously offered the use of a large room at his house for Sunday evening services. Steps were taken to form Violet Town into an independent circuit and build a church, and the site of the present Friendly Societies’ Hall was secured. The Rev. William Dixon was the first minister, and having been an architect prior to entering the ministry, he supervised the erection of the church building, now known as the Friendly Societies’ Hall. The opening of this new church was celebrated by a tea and public meeting. Since then services have been regularly held the ministers usually remaining three years. In 1908 a new site was purchased and a new church built on the present site.
Chapter 14
An extract from Mrs. Hoskin’s reminiscences:—
We left England in the East Indian sailing vessel, the ‘Hoogly’, and landed at Port Adelaide in 1856. My brother and a friend went to the Ovens gold-field, travelling by an eight-horse coach (American wagon), fare £8 from Melbourne. We left for Sydney and returned in ‘57 to Adelaide, thence to Melbourne, and reached Violet Town per eight-horse wagon. My husband had built premises for a butchering business, and we boarded at Underwood’s until our own home was built. Building materials were very expensive, 70/- per 100 super ft. brought from the sawpits at Baddaginnie. Carting the timber was a very risky business, as there were no bridges or culverts on the road, and one of the carters narrowly escaped drowning. Some of the residents started a distillery and made very good whisky, but the venture failed for want of support. We had a general store, butchery and bakery. Flour was £5 the 200 lb bag, salt 6d lb, sugar 9d, tea 3s, butter 3/-, eggs 2/6 per dozen, jam 2/6 1 lb jar, candles 2/6, beef 4d lb by the quarter, joints 6d lb, steak 6d lb, mutton 6d, but very scarce; Cross & Blackwell’s bottled fruit 2/6 per bottle, tobacco 6d lb, Epsom salts 3/- lb, and all other commodities in the same proportion. There was a temporary iron police station near where the State school now stands, and later the new police station was built opposite Underwood’s in 1857. This section of the Sydney-Melbourne telegraph line was made about this time. The gold escort from the Ovens gold-fields stopped fortnightly at Mr.T. Clarke’s (on the site of Mr. I. Brown’s house). A new bridge was built over the Honeysuckle Creek in 1885, Mr. T. Hoskin being the contractor. On the occasion of the separation of Violet Town from the Euroa shire a fancy dress ball was held in the Mechanics.’ The clearing of the road for the telegraph poles made the track more suitable for traffic.
Mrs. J. Weaver writes:—
“As requested, I have much pleasure in forwarding as many particulars as I can of early days in Violet Town - that is, as far as my memory carries me. My grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. James Lundy, went to Violet Town in 1848. Their first house was on the bank of the creek near where the State school now stands. They afterwards moved to where our old homestead stood on the Boho road. Mr. and Mrs T. Clarke and their son Hugh, were the only residents before then. They kept the old hotel near the creek, where the coaches stopped and changed horses. My father was married and brought his wife to Violet Town in the year 1860, and kept a store on the Sydney road for some time. When my grandparents lived on the bank of the creek, a Mr. Myers, a station-holder from N.S.W., stayed with them on his way to Melbourne. He had a black boy with him, and some members of another tribe followed him from Albury, and when he went out to get the horses in the morning they killed him. His master was in great distress about it. He and my father buried him on the bank of the creek. You will remember the old. grave with the post and rail fence around it. The blacks came many times around the house when grandma was there alone, and often camped near the old homestead. I attended the old school when Mr George Berkley was the teacher and I was amongst the scholars on the day of the opening of the present State school, I can remember being at a tea-meeting with my mother in Mr. Ryan’s time. I was also at a party given one New Year’s Eve, with the late Mr. and Mrs. N. Brown, at the opening of the flour-mills.”
Recollections by C. L. DeBoos, Esq.—
On the earliest maps the place was named Violet Creek, near the Honeysuckle Creek, and a township was surveyed in 1849. The pioneers were Messrs. Tom Clarke and Joseph Underwood. Clarke had an hotel on the first road to Sydney, near the bridge. This may have been Major Mitchell’s track. Moglonemby was owned by Mr Chas. Mullins, Caniambo and Gowangardie by Mr John Vidler, who sold Gowangardie to Mr. Humphrey Grattan; Honeysuckle was owned by Mr. T. Turnbull, and Warrenbayne by Mr. Moore. Mr. Mullins sold to Mr T. Beggs, Turnbull to William Furlonge, followed by Messrs. Ralston and William Crocker. Mr. Bond owned Upotipotpon. The first stores and hotels were opened by Messrs. Hobson, Valiere, and Underwood, the exact order of precedence is doubtful. Mr. Geo. Pilgrim became a partner with Hobson and Valiere. The latter married the widow of Mr. T. Clark, Mr. W. D. Crocker followed in the store, and H. Williams in the hotel, and the coaches changed horse there for many years. The building still stands. Only four-horse coaches were run by Bevan & Co. about 1856, changing horses at each township. The first drivers were Morton Stobie and Archie Hall. In winter when the creeks were flooded and the roads bad, the coach would not arrive for many hours after it was due. The first Court of Petty Sesions was held in a room near Underwood’s hotel, and Mr. Carige, Clerk of Courts, used to come from Benalla. The first policeman I have any knowledge of was P. Crosbie. The municipal district was the Benalla Road Board, afterwards Benalla Shire, Violet Town being in the South west riding. This Riding extended from the Broken River to beyond Longwood. The Euroa shire was formed in 1879, Mr McGuinness and myself being the promoters of severance from Benalla. Mr T McGuinness was the first president of Euroa shire, Mr. White secretary, and Mr. W. T. Garrett rate collector. Violet Town was excised and became a separate shire in 1895, and the first president was Mr. J. J. Hammond. The railway was opened in 1873 and Mr. S. Fenton (father of the secretary to ‘Back to Violet Town’), was the first porter at the Violet Town railway station. In the early days the mails were carried from Melbourne to Albury three days a week, by spring cart in summer, and by pack horse in winter, There were no post-offices between Benalla and Seymour. In some places the mail-bag would be left in the hollow of a tree, where people would collect their letters and leave letters for the post. The first mailmen were Jimmy Hilet and “Brandy” Siddell.
Up to 1st January 1873, the schools were called Rural or Common Schools. From School Board records in my possession, Mr Geo. Berkeley was the first State school teacher in 1873 and he was succeeded by Messrs. M. Wilson and Cookson. Our Board of Advice district comprised the whole of the south-west riding. We had some trouble in fixing on a site for the Violet Town school, after which the Department wrote that it was intended to erect a W.B. building, 36x20,. considering this of ample size, without undue crowding, for 30 children, as facts within their knowledge would not warrant a larger building. Among the first members of the Board of Advice were Messrs. Crocker and Linard, who were also the first J.’s P., and Dr. Clarke. Sir Francis Murphy was the first M.P. for Murray Boroughs, following Messrs. P. Hanna, J. Orr, and Wm. Witt. Re Churches: Father Galen, from Wangaratta used to hold services occasionally, as did the Protestant ministers from Benalla. Archdeacon Tucker visited occasionally, also ministers from Euroa. Mr. DeBoos. Senr, was a lay reader, and conducted services in Violet Town and the writer assisted the Archdeacon in getting the church built by getting the bricks made by my brick maker at Violet Town and giving long terms for payment. Rev. Archibald will be remembered by some in 1871. Church of England and Roman Catholic services were held in the Court house. Among the early residents were - ‘Warrigal’ Mullins, brother of Chas. Mullins; Jack Hoskin. ‘Dr Kingsford’, Thos. Hoskin, G. Whiting, Grogan, Tom Coglan, Pat McGeary, Pat Boyle, Tom Maher, T. Britnell, Sanderson, Adam Dodd (coach-groom), Eden White, T Block, Ben Howes, W. Cochran, W. Croxford, Field, Mrs Neil (later Mrs Fivey), Bob MacKay (famed for stock-riding) Sherman. Wm. and Tom Bond, J. Stivey, Hill, P. Keane, Luscombe, W. Allen, Fletcher, Reilly, G Bradford, James Croxford, Joe Lansley, Paul O’Halloran, Pickerin, D. White, Bill Garrett, ‘Nosey’ Clarke (who shot Hy. Clarke, hotel keeper at Longwood), Steve Hoskin, Schoolbred, Whelan, ‘Lord’ Raglan, Frank Beggs, Bob Craven, Hugh Clarke, Johnny and Bob Ellis, P. Keane (hotel and store on north side of creek, and after Tom Clarke’s hotel), Herman Meyer, Riley Eldridge; ‘Old Mog’ J. Hart, Wm. Piper (P.M. from Benalla); C. Witt (Crown Lands bailiff), Geo. Fawkes (rate collector, followed by Chandler).
Mrs. Coman writes:
“I was horn in High Street, VioletTown 1859. Father had a business, and catered for carriers. Violet Town was so called from the quantity of violets growing everywhere. Our school was situated on the block where Mr. Cunningham lives at present. Mass used to be celebrated in the Courthouse, and later in a little church near the police station. Farming was a different matter in those days, as the crops were cut with reaping-hooks, the men getting 15/- to £1 per acre; then it was threshed with a flail, winnowed with a machine.”
The Presbyterian Church
Our Responsibility
Each of us has a responsibility, according to our talents, to help in some way to benefit the community in which we live.
I believe that the best way in which we can begin to fulfil this duty is through our Church. Stewardship is the Christian living his life responsibly. We can do together what none of us could do alone.
Our prosperity is not ours by right, nor is it entirely personal. It was given to be shared with God in His world. Every family should look upon this call to Stewardship as the opportunity to measure up to our Christian obligations.
THIS is the Challenge to all of us.
Mr. T. O. Errey., Chairman
Our History
The allotment on which the present Church stands was purchased from Joseph Stivey for £50, the Trustees being Andrew and Colin Mitchell, William Riddell and Findlay MacDonald (1888).
The present Church was built in the year 1893, the first service being conducted by Rev. J. G. Black, of Euroa.
Before the erection of the Church, services were held in the Friendly Societies’ Hall and Underwood’s Hall. The first Minister, Rev. J. Gilsennon, was appointed in 1885. In 1886 services were held at Earlston, at the home of the late Mr. Isaac Wallace. In 1887 services were held at Marraweeny in the State School, and later a mid-week service at Harry’s Creek by Rev. Chas. Attwood at the home of the late Mr. Osbert Henderson pending the granting of the use of the State School.
The first marriage - Mr. Frank Wallace and Miss Sarah Lane, 16 January 1894; and the second, that of Mr. John Lane and Miss Louisa Henderson, 17 August 1896.
Miepoll was started in Rev. Lee and Johnston’s time, but later the congregation merged into the cause at Moglonemby.
St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church, Violet Town
The first minister to conduct a Presbyterian service in Violet Town was Rev.George Tait. These early services were held in a slab hut in Primrose Street. Services were later conducted, first in a building near the then police station, until the Friendly Society Hall was built. The Rev. J. Gilsennon was the first minister appointed to the Violet Town charge in 1885. The following year the work of the church spread to surrounding districts.
The home of the late Isaac Wallace was used for services at Earlston. These services were commenced in 1887. At a later date a mid-week service was conducted by Rev. Charles Attwood in the home of Mr.Osbert Henderson, Harry’s Creek Road, until the use of the school was permitted.
Other churches were later established at Karramomus, Stoney Creek, Moglonemby, Strathbogie and Baddaginnie, as part of the Violet Town charge.
Well known names of families in the early Presbyterian charge included: Andrews, Benney, Brown, Chanter, Chapman, Corp, Currie, Davis, Dean, Giffen, Gordon, Henderson, Howell, Ick, Luscombe, Mitchell, McBurnie, McDonald, McPherson, Ralston, Reeves, Smith, Stevens, Stevenson, Vroland, Wallace.
Items of interest:
The site of the local church was bought from J.Stivey on March 9, 1888, at a cost of 50 pounds sterling.
The church was erected in 1893 and the first service was conducted in the new building by the Rev.Black (Euroa). The first marriages in the Violet Town church were held in 1893 and 1896.
The old manse was built in 1900 and Rev.W.Ride was the first occupant.
The stipend in 1930 was 17 pounds per month. The Diamond Jubilee was held in 1945.
The highlight in the history of the church was the formation of a P.F.A.branch under the guidance of Mr. & Mrs. Campbell. This was a great asset to the church and other denominations in Violet Town joined in this fellowship group.
Among the successful activities held for P.F.A. members were debating and table tennis, for which awards were made, concerts and balls.
Over the years the church has held Caledonian Balls with debutante sets, and these have been well supported by the Violet Town community.
A choir with an average of twelve voices, was active for several years and their contribution to the worship was much appreciated. Christmas Carol services, led by the choir, were held at the swimming pool.
A P.W.M.U. was formed by Mrs. Campbell and now continues mission outreach as the U.C.M.F.
In earlier days there was a very active childrens’ mission band.
The Ladies Guild was commenced in 1932 by Mrs. J.Johnston and its loyal members continue to care for the church.
Modes of transport for our ministers - walking, push bike, horseback, buggy, second-hand cars, and at last, a new car was purchased for our minister.
In later years, members who had cars, would collect country children and bring them in to Sunday School, which still flourishes.
The Strawberry Fete was a. noteworthy event, with strawberries and cream, stalls of every kind, and the Lady with a Hundred Pockets, was a popular novelty.
Tennis has been a happy social activity, involving all ages for succeeding generations.
A youth group has been revived in recent years, and currently includes members of other denominations.
In July 1976, through Church Interchange, 36 members of St. Columba’s Balwyn, spent a weekend in Violet Town and accommodated in host family homes. A fortnight later Balwyn hosted a return visit of St. Andrew’s Violet Town.
This interchange was an outstanding achievement, bringing city and country congregations together, giving an opportunity to discuss their problems and aspirations. The sharing of worship and fellowship brought about the forging of new and lasting friendships.
Ministers
Rev.J.Gilsennon
Rev.C.Attwood
Rev.W.Chamberlain
Rev.- Walker
Rev.W.Ride
Rev.- Welsh
Rev.F.Johnston (1908)
Rev.G.Lee
Rev.T.C.L.Goble
(ordained 1920)
Rev.V.Hadley
Rev.J.McNaughton (1933)
Rev.I.Thomson
Rev.E.Sykes
Rev.F.Parker (1938-40)
Rev.T.Darby (1941)
Rev.L.Bean (1944)
Rev.L.Humphrey (1945)
Rev.A.Blazely (ordained here)
Home Missionaries
Mr.Reid
Mr.F.Thomas (1910)
Mr.D.F.Thomas
Mr.R.Allison Norris
Mr.G.Miles (1917)
Mr.Martin (1919)
Mr.T.Ray
Mr.E.New (1928)
Mr.Nicholson (1930)
Mr.K.Campbell
Mr.W.Armstrong
Mr.C.Fyfe
Mr.P.Cook
Mr.W.Forth
Mr.C.Purton
Early History Of Methodist Church, Violet Town
In December 1860, the Quarterly Meeting resolved that Mr. Walton be allowed one Sunday a month for Violet Town and Euroa. Whether services began immediately or whether they began and were discontinued, is unclear.
In 1866 the records disclose that the Weysleyans also built a chapel in Crocus Street. The land was presented by Mr. Hillias. At this time circumstances were such that the Benalla Quarterly Meeting lost interest and withdrew its agent. However, with the appointment of Mr. Mordecai Wilson as school teacher in 1877, the position altered. He wrote to the Benalla minister urging that some arrangement be made for divine service. He was told it would not pay for the horseshoes. A letter was then sent to the United Methodist Free Church to which a favourable reply was received. A monthly service was arranged. The church of 1866 having been shifted to Euroa, public worship was held in the schoolhouse, until permission to use this building was withdrawn. Mr.Fenton, a member of another denomination then offered his sitting room for worship.
On the arrival of Rev. William Dixon, who was an architect, a building was erected in 1880.
Messrs. M.Wilson, J.R. Peacock and L. Johnston were members of the original trust. This building was the old Friendly Society Hall (now removed).
The church, erected in Cowslip Street in 1908, continued in use prior to the Uniting Church commencing. The church was removed in 1982.
Items of interest:
Church built 1907-8 240 pounds
Land 5
Previous church 100 “
Land 16
The first Sunday School was started in 1877 by Mr. Mordecai Wilson.
The Violet Town Methodist circuit included, Earlston, Upotipotpon, Baddaginnie, Boho, Warrenbayne West churches.
The young people throughout the circuit were very active in Study Groups, Methodist Girls Comrades, Order of Knights and Christian Endeavour Society.
Committees in connection with the church included. Property Trust, Ladies Guild, Womens’ Auxiliary for Overseas Mission. Tea meetings seemed to be very popular in the 1880s through to the pre-war days.
Sunday School anniversaries were held throughout the circuit to which people came from near and far in all forms of vehicles. It was a time of wonderful fellowship.
Earlston Church was built on a miner’s right site, the rent being one pound per year until 1929. The land was then bought for nine pounds, one shilling and fourpence. In more recent years the Upotipotpon congregation joined with Earlston. This loyal group of people carried on for many years giving wonderful service to the community. Baddaginnie has also continued services in their well kept church and have celebrated their 100 years.
The Boho church was very active until numbers declined during late 1930, when it closed. The congregation now worship at Boho South in a new building.
Warrenbayne West congregation worshipped in a school until it closed in the 1930s.
The Violet Town congregation continued its worship and fellowship through the years being well served by a number of young ministers and students in training.
Methodist Ministers and Home Missionaries from the time of Methodist Union in 1902:
1902 T. Tiding From 1947
Home Missionaries
1903 J. Leslie 1947 T. R. Collis
1906 H.Richardson 1950 A . Baker
1909 A.Ditterich 1954 A.E. Filbey
1910 H.Wallace 1955 worked from Euroa
1913 J .W.Edwards 1956 S.L.Gorfine
1916 T.Roberts 1957 R.V.Harkness
1919 W.M.Cannum 1964 worked from Euroa
1921 W.Allsop 1965 I. D. Porter
1923 W. J .Stevens 1966 D.H. Fleming
1925 R.S.Williams 1967 R. J. Painter
1928 H.W.R. Malseed 1968 B. J. Maffescioni
1932 A. R. Newnham 1970 Home
Mission Station
1936 J .W.Ackroyd amalgamated with
1938 N.A.Michell Euroa Circuit
1941 R.D. Hopper 1970 Rev. H.H. Bock
1943 worked from Euroa 1973 Rev. L. Bluff
1944 A.O.Yourn Rev. J .G.Asplin
H .Badenhop
Uniting Church
In June 1977, the following congregations
formed the Euroa Uniting Church Parish: Boho
South, Creighton’s Creek, Earlston/Upotipotpon,
Strathbogie, Terip/Ruffy, Violet Town.
Ministers:
1974-78 1979-84 1985
Rev.G.Goode Rev.S.Fishley Rev.J.Wilson
1973-79 1980-84 1985
Mr.C.Purton Rev.B.Buttery Mrs.A.Rendell
Violet Town Uniting Church 1985
Present Parish Minister Lay Assistant
Congregational Chairman Congregational Secretary Rev.Joe Wilson Mrs.Anne Rendell Mr.I.Chanter Mr.G.King
Elders: J.Backland, I.Chanter, B.Corp, W.Cumming, I.Errey, Mrs.M.Errey (Sen.), G.King, D.Welsh
Parish Council Members:
W.Cumming, N.Ellis, I.Errey, A.Fewster, W.Paton, A.Smith, D.Welsh
Property Committee:
J.Backland, I.Chanter, B.Corp, W.Cumming, B.Davis, N.Ellis, I.Errey, M.Errey, A.Fewster, G.King, R.Sands, A.Smith, D.Welsh
Ladies Guild: V.Forth (Pres.), B.Page (Sec.), G.Peacock (Treas.), N.Adams, M.Anker, G.Backland, E.Davis, M.Dean, M.Errey (Sen), M.Errey, J.Fewster, M.Harris, J.King, A.Peacock,
W.Wallace.
U.C.M.F. M.Harris (Pres.), J.King (V.Pres.), G.Backland (Sec.), V.Forth (Treas.), N.Adams, F.Davis, M.Dean, M.Errey (Sen.), J.Fewster, B.Page, H.Wallace, N.Welsh.
Sunday School: M.Cuiming (Superintendent), K.Block, M.Davis, V.Davis, C.Errey, G.Fitzgerald, H.Sands. Emergency:E.Fell
Tennis Club: 45 members - four teams
Youth Group: 12-14 members meet monthly for shared tea and activity program.
The ongoing life of the church has dependedon all who have served as elders, circuit stewards, on Session, Board of Management, Quarterly Meetings, Property Trusts, as Sunday School teachers, organists, youth leaders, in Guild, P.W.M.U., and W.A.O.M.
To these, and all faithful worshippers through the past century and in the present, we give thanks to God, as we look forward
Chapter 15
Memories On Landing In Australia
On The 28th Day Of July, 1856.
Having a message to deliver to an old acquaintance,
on landing in Port Adelaide I went at once to find her. Walking a short distance I met a young girl and shewing the address, asked her if she would kindly tell me where to find the place. She stood, then said certainly! Pointing with her finger she said go across that ‘swamp’, indicating with her finger, a place as dry and dusty looking as the ‘Sydney Road’ on a hot windy day. I looked at her and said, “Oh, I thought a swamp was a wet place.” She laughed and said you are a ‘new chum’. Not then knowing the meaning of the word I asked her if she would please explain. She did so by saying you have just landed, I said that is true, have just been rowed ashore.
I have known many droughts since and can sincerely sympathize with those who have passed through the same unfortunate experience.
Before leaving England, good accounts were circulated, concerning the advantages of Australia, to people starting in life. My two married brothers and one unmarried brother thought we would try it. On the 14th day of April, 1856, we all sailed from England.
On landing in Adelaide, one of my married brothers commenced housekeeping. Provisions were not dear but house rent, firewood and water, were; 2/6 for 36 gallons of water and 5/- for as much wood as could be put in a small wheelbarrow. When leaving England we thought of living all together.
My father’s brother (many years before) had settled in the Bathurst district in New South Wales; we also had cousins in Parramatta. We wrote to uncle, also to our cousins. By return mail, my cousins wrote and invited me to go and stay with them until my brothers had decided what they were going to do. Our sailing to the Port of Adelaide was a mistake; the passage should have been taken for Sydney. The first break was when my single brother and his friend went to the Ovens Gold Fields in Victoria. They sailed from Adelaide a fortnight after landing. On reaching Melbourne, they booked their fare to the country in what was termed an eight horse coach (an American wagon). The fare was £8, they reached the ‘Gold Fields’ a long time before the ‘coach’.
They did fairly well gold digging but working in the wet caused an attack of rheumatism to my brother’s friend, who had to be lifted into the coach to be taken away to get cured. My brother worked at the gold digging some time after, then he took inflamation of the lungs and had to leave; he sold his water right and did not go gold digging again.
Having accepted my cousins’ invitation to go to Parramatta, I engaged my passage in a sailing vessel bound for Sydney. The vessel, the ‘John Omerod’, was laden with wheat; there were not many passengers on board. We had been at sea about twenty-four hours when a stowaway was brought before the Captain in the cabin; poor fellow he looked very miserable. He was sentenced to work his passage until the vessel reached Sydney. Not being a good sailor I did not go much on deck. An elderly lady and I, were the only female passengers I saw; there may have been more but we did not see them. Great numbers of barracouta were caught as the ship was passing through Bass Straits. When on land I can eat fish at any time but the sight of it was enough, at sea.
I forget how long it was after passing through the straits, some one said we are near ‘Botany Bay’. It is a beautiful bay but not so grand looking as Sydney. As the vessel neared the ‘Heads’ there was a squall. The sailors were ordered to furl the sails but they refused to obey the Captain’s orders until they had finished their breakfast.
There was great excitement on deck; the blocks were knocking holes through the sails.
The passengers had no idea of their danger until the Captain (when safely in Port) explained the danger the ship had been in. The sailors were punished when they landed; although I saw the case in the paper, do not remember their punishment.
As soon as my luggage was taken ashore I sent it to the Sydney Railway Station and took the train to Parramatta. Remained in that town until May 1857. Enjoyed myself very much in New South Wales; my cousins taking me to see everything they thought would interest me.
The homestead of Captain McArthur was pointed out as being the place from which the first ‘Australian’ bale of wool of 245 lbs was sent to the British manufactorer in the year 1807. The quantity increased in the year 1850 to 39,000,000 bales. I do not say this amount of wool was exported exclusively from Port Jackson, up to the date named, but through the persistent efforts of one individual who could see the possibility of establishing a great industry, sent his small consignment of 245 lbs. It was enough to shew the quality of what the Australian wilderness could produce. Not a great distance from this homestead a substantial woollen factory had been built. In the year 1857 the employees left to go to the gold diggings. The outbreak of the gold fields upset all established methods of work. Of course this was all Australian History but new to me.
1856 Remarks
When passing in the train from Sydney to Parramatta, races were being held in one of the townships near the not long opened Railway line. At that race meeting the majority of the men wore what appeared to me, peculiar looking straw hats. The brims drooped over the mens’ ears; the crown had a band of broad black ribbon around it. Those hats to me did not appear to be new. Being a ‘new chum’, I thought they looked like dirty straw. Referring after to this race meeting, I enquired why the men wore hats like those I saw. I was told they were made of cabbage tree and were expensive and also was cool to wear and suited the Australian climate. Hats in England did not cost so much but were much nicer to look at. When I came to Victoria, Cabbagetree hats were also much worn by ‘Bushmen’ of different occupations. Have not seen one for many years, I have no idea what Cabbage is or where grown. No doubt the State School children can tell us.
1856
I will now return to a short time after sailing from England. Sitting on deck one day (this was spoken so that anyone could hear) the Captain remarked to his first officer that he hoped they would not meet an iceberg. Had the old East Indian ship ‘The Hooghly’ met one, more than likely she would not have reached the shores of Australia.
Very few accidents happened, the first I think was when one of the men was carrying a dish of pea soup below; the vessel gave a lurch and the soup was spilt all over his head and shoulders, poor fellow he was badly scalded. The Captain, the Doctor and his assistant got the man on a seat on the deck, the scalds were dressed and bandaged but it was many weeks before he got well.
When the ship was passing the Canary Isles people were talking of the oranges and lemons that could be bought there. I thought if I could get ashore what I would do. I saw the peak of Teneriffe above the clouds. Soon after passing those islands, one morning we were all battened down, did not mind it, was always ill in rough weather, only felt well when it was calm. The ship did not call at the Cape of Good Hope. The track was pointed out on the Chart; it seemed a good distance south of the Cape. Every little incident at sea causes excitement, naturally in such a small world it would.
One day the Captain thought he saw a wreck floating on the Ocean and ‘boat ship’. On nearer view it was only the carcase of a whale. Another morning, in rough weather, a sailor was ordered to furl sails, he made the attempt and fell overboard.
The boats were lowered and manned but the poor fellow was not rescued, he drifted in an opposite direction. Sailing along the Southern Ocean an albatross was caught; the bird did not look very large, seen from the vessel but when caught and its wings spread across the deck, it looked a great width.
Will again write about New South Wales. My uncle wrote and wished me to go to him but I met an elderly lady at my cousins’ place. She was a neighbour of my uncle and she told me that he lived quite alone, he had told her that he expected me to go and see him. She then said I think you will not like it. Father’s brother, before leaving England to settle in New South Wales, called to see him; I was very young at that time and had no recollection of him. He occasionally wrote to my father, who wished us all to go to him as soon as we reached Australia. None of us thought of his living alone. I did not write to my uncle for some time after meeting this lady. I had travelled and after being advised by her, hesitated about spending another £10 or £12 which would have been a loss to me if I did not care to stay with him, and I felt sure I would not like to live with him, were he ever so rich, if he lived alone.
My fare from Adelaide to Sydney had cost me £10; when I reached Sydney my train fare to Parramatta and other expenses reduced another £2 to a small amount. Undecided what to do for the best, a letter reached me from a friend I had met three years previously. He wished to meet me in Melbourne on the 30th May, 1857. About the same time my brother wrote for me to go to Adelaide so I decided to go to Melbourne by steamer by appointment, then again take steamer to Adelaide.
Taking farewell of my cousins in Parramatta I went from there to Sydney and sailed for Melbourne. I do not remember the name of the steamer in which I came from Sydney to Melbourne, but before leaving, enquired of the Captain where I could get board and lodging for a short time. He kindly gave me the address and my luggage was taken to the hotel. During the afternoon a girl who had just landed from England was boarding at the same hotel. We walked towards the city of Melbourne. Going along the street we met my acquaintance Thomas Hoskin who had just come from the country by coach (not an eight-horse one).
We all went to a pastry-cooks for refreshment, at sundown we returned to the hotel. At parting Thomas Hoskin said I will be here on Monday at ten oclock.
I will now return to Parramatta, New South Wales- 1856
The mosquitos in Parramatta and surrounding district were a pest. I do not remember how the churches or streets of the town were lighted, but householders used two tall moulded candles, one in each candlestick. Those lights were for an ordinary dining-room - about 12 x 14 feet.
Snuffers and tray were placed between the candlesticks. New South Wales was behind England, the item of candles not requiring to be snuffed was used there before we left. The wick that required no snuffing was not then used in New South Wales. I did not see kerosene used orsewing machines or perambulators.
Cedar must have been plentiful. In the towns I saw the fittings of the churches and private dwellings were all of cedar, including staircases, doors, skirtings and architraves. The houses that were then being built were from wood of a light colour. A pale, buff free stone was also much used for building purposes. I was told it was easily wrought and hardened with use. It had not the hot look of bricks, even when arches and quoins were of the colour of yellow ochre.
The price of provisions I heard mentioned once, the two items spoken of were beef and butter. Alluding to the item of beef, the persons speaking thought 4d. per Ib. retail was too much for prime joints and steak, as cattle were sold wholesale at such a low price. Butter at 1/6 per Ib. was thought a fair price. When we left England, beef and mutton were sold at sixty shillings per 100 Ibs. wholesale. No other article of food was referred to but I saw my cousins buying a large basket of oranges for one shilling; peaches, one penny a dozen. The price of meat was another new experience. Butchers were I think supplied by the carcase butchers, thinking of it, the shops in the streets were adjoining the other houses; slaughtering must have been done by wholesale, and were branches of the trade. I think the South Western Railway did not at this time reach further than Liverpool, and if a wet season, cattle and sheep would be a drug in the market, no freezing or export - either a feast or a famine. In the spring of 1856 there was plenty of rain. Driving through the bush to Liverpool, Windsor and Richmond, the country was alive with mosquitos. The only aboriginal black woman I saw was in Richmond, New South Wales. She was fully dressed in an opossum skin rug and was walking along the green streets of Richmond, which I thought did not indicate much business. Windsor seemed better; have seen many aboriginal black men.
When Sir Henry Barkly was governor of the Colony of Victoria (I read in the Sydney Morning Herald) he met the governor of New South Wales, at Albury, and as is usual when British gentlemen meet, there was a banquet and after that, speeches. One of the gentlemen, remarked that he thought Albury, at no distant date would become the ‘Boston’ of Australia. I never saw Boston in America, but have read of it. I saw Albury about twenty five years ago, it is a nice little town but I thought it had not then, reached the distinction prophesied at that banquet. When Sir Henry Barkly was journeying to Albury to meet the governor of New South Wales, his carriage broke down at one of the townships. The blacksmith charged £5 for repairs. The price was objected to, but the blacksmith told him he was not an ‘every day’ customer. Travelling north east from Melbourne in those days must have been very like the roads in England at the end of the eighteenth century. Knowing two friends in the Colony of Victoria, an item of news interested me.
Remarks
In England many roads were up to the third of the nineteenth century, in the same condition. Macadamized roads were gradually being made, followed by railroads. The great Civilizer, which then had been extended to Plymouth. It then was surveyed but not made in Cornwall.
I went to New South Wales in September, 1856 and left that Colony in May, 1857 - perhaps that accounts for my not seeing lights in the churches or streets.
The avenue of oak trees in the Parramatta Domain (from the entrance gates to the governors residence) looked green and fresh in comparison to the dull evergreen of the Australian bush. Those young oak trees (so I was told) were grown from acorns, planted by one of the gardeners working in the Domain. They were not old then. I forget what the residence of the governor was like. A governor’s lady who had once lived there was killed; I forget her name, although remember being told.
1857
I will now return to Melbourne and the terrible night I spent there.
The girl and I ( after saying good-night) went to our bedrooms. I felt tired and went to bed and must have slept until the hotel closed. When I awoke I could hear the people coming upstairs and across the landing to their bedrooms. This hotel was newly built but the staircase was not finished. The stairs and landing were not covered which accounted for my hearing every sound so distinctly. For a short time every thing was quiet. Then I heard something scratching at the side of my bed, then a scampering up and down the stairs and across the landing. Then something was making a noise on the jug and basin on the washstand. I kept very quiet thinking they would depart but they jumped and walked over me as I lay nearly smothered with the bed clothes wrapped over me as close as I possibly could. Afraid to get out of bed or make a noise, I lay there in terror until daylight. On Sunday morning ‘the rats’ (my unwelcome visitors) had then departed; I heard them scampering down the stairs.
I got out of bed to see what those creatures had done. The carpet at the side of the bed was eaten in large holes, many of my garments were in the same condition. This was all my own fault as I had not locked my bedroom door properly. Having adjusted my bed, I got into it and slept until the dinner bell rang at night. After dinner I told the lady of the house what had happened to me; she did not seem at all surprised. I noticed the skirting around the dining room was nearly eaten away although parts of the house was not finished. As I looked I thought ‘rats’ are not a novelty here.
Thomas Hoskin called at the hotel for me on Monday morning, he had arranged with the minister about our marriage. We were both strangers in Melbourne, but on calling to see the minister found an old gentleman,whom he knew in the township he had just left, was on a visit to this minister who was going to marry us. This genial old gentleman decided to witness the ceremony.
We remained in Melbourne a week. One night we went to the Theatre and saw G.V. Brooke act ‘Petruchis’ in ‘Taming the Shrew’. Certainly G.V. Brooke was a splendid ‘Tyrant’. When a girl I had read this play but had not seen it acted. (Just like a girl too, had skimmed it to know the end, before understanding the beginning.) I enjoyed the play very much when it was being acted.
It was arranged we were to leave for Violet Town the following day. Thomas Hoskin told me we were to travel in an eight-horse coach, £8 being the charge for our two fares and we had to pay our hotel expenses. To my astonishment the eight-horse coach was an American wagon; certainly there was no jolting as in a mail coach.
Remarks -
Many years ago, a man was riding over the Honeysuckle run. On hearing another man’s voice he stopped, looking around he saw a shepherd with a crippled arm. He was standing on a stump, preaching. He rode up and spoke to the solitary preacher. The sheep were camped at midday.The man supposed, the shepherd being lonely, was glad to hear even the sound of his own voice.
Many of those shepherds saved their earnings and bought homes for themselves. Others when their cheque was earned, would be off to a township and have a good time, as long as funds would permit; then seemingly quite contented, would be off again to the loneliness of the bush, to earn another cheque.
1857 - Violet Town
Building materials were expensive, £3 10s. per hundred, superficial feet; stringy bark bought from pit sawyers, at the sawpits at Baddaginnie. Then cart it here, no bridges or culverts on the road. One of the men carting for us, narrowly escaped drowning, coming from there. Creature comforts were also dear, so some of Violet Town inhabitants started a distillery of their own; it was not a lost art with them. The whiskey made was of good quality so I heard people saying, who were, I think pretty good judges. There was not enough to keep the distillery moving; foreign capital was not forthcoming, so it died for want of support.
1857 - Remarks
Dairy farms at this period, in this district were not plentiful. Spring time, every householder milked a cow or two. The butter we required was supplied by the housekeeper at Stony Creek (a small run for cattle). The Homestead was occupied by an overseer and a married couple; the man as stockrider, the woman as housekeeper. She had the privilege of milking the cows and selling the butter. After milking in the morning, the cows were turned out to graze. At about four oclock they would come home. The calves would then remain with the cows for a short time, then penned until the same time next day. Bonds Road led to this run across the One Mile Creek (a little north west of the Sydney Road).
In the early fifties a terrific hurricane must have swept across Bonds Road, also after BlackThursday. This local spot was called the ‘fallen timber’, an appropriate name. No sign of fire on the fallen trees. An old settler of this district told me that the bush around here was a blaze of fire. She told me she had put her baby in a water hole to prevent her being burnt. In 1860, having occasion to go to the Stony Creek Homestead on business, I rode over this ‘fallen timber’. Not long ago I walked as far as where I thought to see some old landmark; Free Selection had changed everything, all fenced in. It seemed like visiting an unknown country.
Further Remarks -
One day I saw a man riding one horse and leading another along the Sydney Road. He did not look like an every day horse-man which I think was the reason why I enquired of the person to whom I was speaking, if he knew the name of the gentleman who had ridden past. He said yes, he is a judge on his road to Beechworth assize court. The simple way he road along, made me think of the ceremonious entries of the judges in England when they are on circuit to preside over the Courts of Assize. The Majesty of the law was something to look at. ‘In The Changings’ by Mrs Henry Woods, she gives a graphic description of their entering the County Towns of England.
1857
I will now return to our journey to Violet Town. At sundown our first stopping place was the ‘Plough Inn’. This inn was being rebuilt and the business was carried on in rooms that were to be taken down when others were rebuilt.
As we were passing the ‘Rocky Water Holes’ (now Donnybrook) it was very cold. Very few trees were to be seen there at that time, but later on some were planted in the old township. As we were being driven along we began to get into the woods, I foolishly thinking we would soon be out of them. (In the more than fifty-five years, the time to me, appears short, I have less hope of leaving them now than when first entering.) It was not like an English forest, no scrubby undergrowth; the tracks through the bush were plainly seen.
I do not remember the day we reached Seymour but the river was crossed in a punt; the boat taking the eight horses and coach. (I always feel amused when I think of that coach.) The driver sitting in his seat and holding the reins; we passengers being at the rear of the coachman. The journey until reaching Violet Town was uneventful.
June 14, 1857
Nearing the township the wagoner pulled up hishorses in front of a small bark store. At that time this store was situated between the south west of the now Macadamized Sydney Road (on the map of Violet Town, the south west end of High Street) and the present railway line. The owners of this store kept provisions for man and horse. The wagoner, his wants supplied, drove along a track which was then one of many tracks through the Violet Town wilderness, until he stopped near the Honeysuckle Creek on the south east side of the Sydney Road. A new hotel, the second in Violet Town. (It had just been built by the late Mr Underwood.) At this hotel we boarded until a house was built.
Thomas Hoskin rented a butcher’s shop near this hotel, before he went to Melbourne, so business was commenced shortly after his return. On settling here, flour was £5 per bag of 200 Ibs, salt 6d. per lb., sugar 9d lb., tea 3/- lb, butter, retail 3/- and wholesale 2/6 lb, eggs 2/6 per dozen, jam 2/6 per 1 lb jar, composite candles 2/6 per lb, beef by the quarter 4d per lb, joints 6d lb, steak 6d lb, mutton 6d lb and scarce at that, bottled fruit 2/6 per bottle (Cross and Blackwells - their brands were the only ones used here.) Bread was 1/6 per 4 lb. loaf, saltpetre 1/- per lb, dried apples 1/6 per lb, biscuits 2/- lb, lollies 2/6 lb wheat 12/- per bushel, 1 lb. bottle of mustard 2/6, small bottle of salad oil 1/6, porter 3/- per pint bottle, onions 6d lb, currants 1/6 per lb, oysters 2/- per lb tin, lobsters 2/- 1lb tin, coffee 2/- per lb, Crimean shirts 12/- each, epsom salts 3/- lb, rope 1/- lb, tobacco 6/- lb, playing cards 2/6 per pack, frying pans (medium size) 4/-, tapioca 2/- lb, soap 3/-per bar, potatoes 6d lb, nails 6d lb, cheese 1/6 lb pork 2/- lb, pepper 2/- lb, and in September flour was reduced to £4 10s. per bag. Provisions did not vary much in price until the roads were improved.
The first progressive movement was the building of a new Police Barracks on the north west side of the Sydney Road, near the HoneysuckleCreek. The temporary iron police quarters stood at that time about the site of the present State School grounds. The materials of the temporary barracks were used, I think for stables, in the police reserve. This Police Barracks was part of the Ovens and Murray district.
September, 1857
This month another progressive movement. A section of the first Sydney and Melbourne telegraph line was made through this township, along the Sydney Road, on the south east side. The trees were felled to make way for the erection of the telegraph poles. This, the first direct, route through the township. Before this the mail coach twice daily, and the Gold Escort, fortnightly, from the Ovens gold fields, stayed at Mr Thomas Clark’s hotel (nearly opposite the present butter factory). The gold was then unloaded, from the Escort drag, and taken to the hotel where it was guarded by officers of the escort, during the night.
Starting from the south west end of High Street, many tracks led to this first and much frequented old hotel. A government bridge spanned the Honeysuckle Creek very nearly opposite thehotel. In winter it was much used by all sorts of vehicles (it was not the present bridge). I could not say if the present structure was built on the site of the old one. The new bridge is not a great distance from it. This was built in the year 1885. Thomas Hoskin was the contractor. Violet Town then belonged to the Shire of Euroa. When the Benalla Shire was first established, Violet Town belonged to it. Later Euroa wished to be separated from that Shire and it was divided in two Violet Town sought a severance from Euroa; when it was granted a fancy dress ball was held in the Mechanics Institute to celebrate the occasion.
I have gone ahead several years and will again return to the fifties.
As I have stated, in winter the traffic was principally across the old bridge. In summer vehicles could travel almost any where, up and down, and across the creek. There were no fences to stop them. On the Sydney Road a sapling bridge had been built by Mr Underwood. (In summer teams could easily cross the creek at different places.) After the telegraph line was made the Sydney Road was more used for traffic, where it had been partly cleared for the telegraph line. Labour was dear, a washer-woman could earn ten shillings a day.
The burial ground of the early settlers of thistownship was on the north-east side of the Honeysuckle Creek on the brow of the little rise, from the creek, on the north-west side of the Sydney Road. Many years ago one of the bodies buried there was exhumed and buried in the present cemetery. A black boy is buried nearer the Recreation Reserve.
In the year 1857 (this was told me by an eye witness) two aboriginal black boys, one of the Goulbourn tribe and the other of the Murray tribe, had a fight. One was killed by a spear, against a tree which stood nearly opposite the window of the room in which I am now writing. (This tree was on the north-west side of the present macadamized road and was felled to make way for the first telegraph poles. The stump of this large tree was grubbed when the road was being made.) The man at a little distance saw the boys fighting but was not near enough to prevent the boy’s insides from being taken out by the other black boy who had killed him. Their custom was to rip their victims open, take the fat and rub themselves with it to make them strong.
September, 1857
Sometime during this month a baby girl was added o the population of this township. I had been in the cities of Adelaide, Sydney and Melbourne, and other places and had not seen a baby in long clothes so I decided to see this one.
Violet Town, September 16, 1857.
Mr Snaw, Contractor for Melbourne and Sydney Telegraph line.
Dr. to Thomas Hoskin, Butcher, etc. £ s d
Sept. 7 662 Ibs. of beef at 4d per Ib. 11 - 8
11/2 bags of flour at 90/- per bag 6 15 -
Sept. 14 630 Ibs. of beef at 4d. per Ib. 10 6 8
2 bags of flour at 90/- per bag 9 - -
Sept.16 205 Ibs. of beef at 4d. per Ib. 3 6 8
6 loaves of bread at 1/6 per k Ib. loaf 9 -
50 Ibs. of beef at 4d. per Ib. 16 8
4 bags at 2/- each 8 -
Paid £42 2 8
Above is a copy taken from our first account book. This gentleman the above named contractor would not buy mutton for his men. He did not in the least resemble ‘Uncle Sam’. He was smart but not like a caricature.
Residents of Violet Town, along High Street on the south-east side of the Sydney Road on June 14, 1857. There were only two men, storekeepers, on the north-west side of the Sydney Road. Commencing at the south-west end of High Street, Sydney Road, on the north-west side lived two bachelors, Valliere and Hobson, provision store. Going north-east along High Street, William Harris, carrier, four sons and one daughter.
Thomas Maher, farmer, not sure how many children. Tong, carrier, no family.
Sydney Herbert and Thomas Warren (bachelors) carriers and storekeeper. Underwood, hotel keeper, one boy, two girls. At this date no one lived in High Street, northeast of the Honeysuckle Creek. South-east of the Sydney Road, on the creek lived, John Jobson, carrier, two children, boy and girl. James Lundy, farmer, one son 21 years of age. John Deady, carrier, one daughter. George Bradford, carrier, three children. James Hart, shoemaker, one girl aged two years. On the creek, north-west of Sydney Road lived David Neale, bushman, one baby girl. Thomas Coghlin, wheelwright, no children. George Pilgrim, carrier and farmer (bachelor).
Stirton, carrier and farmer, do not remember how many children. James Croxford, farmer, do not remember how many children.
I will now return to the first old hotel where lived Thomas Clark, hotel-keeper, one son, 25 years of age. Next Patrick Crosbie, in charge temporary of iron police quarters, two children, boy and girl.
William Sheppard, blacksmith, two children, boy and girl. He also attended to the shoeing of the coach horses and repairs to the coaches at this time. Do not turn down Lily Street, it is a waterhole.
Walking down Tulip Street, there lived Richard Galliere, boundary rider, several children, next Henry Aldridge, bushman, two girls and a boy.
Now turn to Cowslip Street, there lived George O’Malley, carpenter, three chilren, two girls and a boy. Henry Eldridge, cook and bushman, two stepsons, William and Charles Garrod, William Rogers, refreshment rooms.
There were settlers up and down the creek but I do not know when they came. With the exception of five persons, the people I have named, owned the land and the dwellings in which they lived.
1857 - To New South Wales again.
Before I left that state. On the 26th January, we were invited to witness a banquet, given to all the first settlers. Their ages appeared to be from ninety down to fifty. Never before, or since, have I seen so many elderly people together. Every table was laden with food of all kinds including fruit of all kinds, then ripe; also tea, coffee and other non intoxicating beverages. Plenty of snuff, tobaco and pipes. In fact everything was done to make it memorable and an enjoyable day for those elderly pioneers. The walls of the hall were decorated with green cornstalks, ten or eleven feet high. The room looked ‘cool’ even on that very hot day.
1857 - Back to Violet Town.
A carrier of this place sent his two sons to Melbourne for two loads of potatoes, on returning, trying to cross the Sunday Creek when in flood, they lost their loads and narrowly escaped being drowned.
Occasionally troupes would visit the township, Thatcher and his troupe held a concert in the large room of the old hotel. One of the lady singers had her arm in a sling, the poor arm had come to grief in her travels. In those days people did not always keep quiet when accidentally hurt. They had to keep faith with the public. The second lady pleased the audience with her singing. Thatchers Graphic and humourous locally composed songs were much applauded. The fact that none of the audience were clever enough to be critical, no doubt added much to our or their enjoyment. I forget if the night finished with a dance, it usually did.
An Agent in advance told me that the leading singer of the troupe was ill, he said she was the best singer but had to return whence she came. When the Agent called he asked if the lady could stay for the night. I said I did not keep a house of accommodation. She seemed so ill, so she stayed for the night. Next morning she wished the loan of a horse, side-saddle and riding habit. We did not keep a livery stable. However Thomas Hoskin escorted her on horse-back to Murchison. She paid well for the accommodation. Her theatrical name was ‘Madam Somebody’, privately she was Mrs Somebody.
The second lady wore an evening dress of black glace silk. The tunic, as was the fashion, was trimmed with cerise coloured velvet ribbon. She was of fair complexion and very nice looking, having beautiful hair and eyes. Altogether a clever looking, comely figure, and wore no jewellry, but her wedding ring.
The next morning after the concert, Thatcher and his troupe were driving toward Benalla, in his own conveyance. They stopped at this place to be supplied with different articles. Touring I suppose to seek mens approbation and cash for circulation. Returning to the first lady of this troupe, she was the better singer but so thin and worried looking. She looked as suffering mentally, as well as bodily.
A circus also performed here, I am not sure whether it was in 1857 or early in 1858. I only remember we had not been long in this house.
1858
The proprietor of the first hotel, Mr Thomas Clark, died I think in March of this year. He was
so well known; his house was visited (so I was told, I was not there) by crowds of people waiting to hear when the soul had taken its flight to the Almighty, who had given it. The crowds did not leave until the body was buried.
In May of this year Mr Graham, Presbyterian minister, preached the first sermon, I heard in this township. He preached in the sitting room of a store, lately built, by the late Mr James Lundy, an early settler of the district. This minister attended many times after; the service being still held in the sitting room. He also baptized my eldest son who was born on the 4th April, 1858. My husband and I belonged to the Church of England, but that church held no service nearer than Benalla. No doctor resided nearer than Benalla. A doctor Anderson occasionally made a flying visit. The women usually in sickness waited on each other. Bush nursing on a small scale, ‘neighbourly kindness’ but not alucrative vocation.
The unsettled population was no doubt one reason, and the bad state of the roads another, why provisions were so dear. A rumour would be circulated of great finds of gold in another locality and away people would rush to this new place.
People of different nationalities would be off to the new ‘rush’. ‘Strings of Chinese’ from Bendigo and other diggings would pass through this township, usually by way of Murchison. The Chinese were good customers and would patiently wait until their turn came to be served with the few provisions each required, which usually was just as they said it - one shilling pork, one shilling sugar, one shilling rice, or as they said,one shilling ‘Licee’. Those provisions were supposed to be enough until reaching the next township, which was Benalla. The settlers of this placepartly supplied hay, corn and chaff but the cattle and sheep were partly supplied by mobs of cattle and flocks of sheep,from Queensland and N.S.Wales, which were being driven to Melbourne market. If supplies were short in the neighbourhood they bought fat cattle from them.
March, 1859
Flour was £19 10s. per ton, other provisions about the same as they were in 1857. School had been held in different buildings in the township but as soon as it was wanted for other purposes, school had to be held in another building. This method was not satisfactory.
It was decided to build a brick school. I have not an exact date but there are a few remaining who may remember. Mrs Clark, widow, and I were each asked to give a table which meant we were to supply the provisions for the people who attended the opening of the school. The building was thought to be large enough for the number of children attending school at that date. The price of admission, to the opening, was one shi ling each. The money was taken at the door; I do not remember the name of the door-keeper or who were the committee; after tea a dance was held in the school. The building was paid for with the money taken at that meeting; all seemed pleased the school was finished. I do not remember the name of the first teacher, my only child being then a little over a year old. Music was supplied for the dance but I did not know the man’s name.
Help was scarce, an old shepherd living with us minded the baby for me and took the provisions from here in a cart to the new school in Cowslip Street. There were plenty of household duties, shop to mind, baby to attend, bread to bake as bakers did not call. My thoughts were about having sufficient food for half the people that we supposed would attend the opening of the new school which was near the site of the present Post Office. I was told “bush people always expected met for tea.” It so happened on this day we had neither beef or mutton in the shop. A sucking pig was killed, I had used my bread for other purposes so none was left for the pig. I boiled potatoes and onions and mashed them, added thyme, sage and marjoram. The pig had plenty of seasoning to fill it up. The sucking pig was all eaten and not a word about the bread crumbs, no one seemed to miss them.
I do not remember exact dates, never thought of writing anything about what took place on that day and night. I did not mind the change of work; in addition to other duties I attended to the shop when men were absent (which was often). Having to attend this meeting was a change and an outing.
1859 Remarks -
Have not seen the interior of any school in Australia, other than Violet Town. The latest structure on the outside looks well but the inside furnishing would be much improved if a ‘globe’ three feet in diameter were added to the furniture, it would be of great assistance when lessons were being taught in Geography. Scholars, when looking at the miniature world in the school, would have a better idea of the big world outside. They would see what a ‘spec’ on the big worlds’ surface Violet Town would be. One of the early teachers of this place asked a native boy (not an aboriginal native) the name of the principal town in the world; he promptly answered, Violet Town. Of course it was his home and he thought there was no place like it. Another remark (not with the idea of finding fault) for life is ‘short’. When boys were being taught in school to knit and sew. It was generally thought a good idea, it would be a help perhaps in their future lives and a present help to the tired mother in their present life. When I saw the picture of the girl teacher in one of the Weekly Illustrated Papers she was bending over a little boy teaching him how to thread a needle. I thought our ‘Miss Jane’ sat in a comfortable arm chair, the scholars around her, in a half circle. One at a time would get their lesson then return to their seat. This lesson would be for the youngest scholars.
1859-1860
‘The Gold Escort’ now stopped at the Police Station on the northwest side of the Sydney Road and near the Honeysuckle Creek. The mail coach stopped and changed horses at Underwood’s hotel. The Post Office was also there. The owner of above named hotel also built a sapling bridge across the creek on the south-east side of the present government structure.
A subscription was made and the blacksmith’s shop near the first old hotel was lined with unbleached calico (and otherwise put in order). In this building the service of the Church of England was held. This was the first service of this church (to my knowledge) held in Violet Town. It looked clean and tidy. (Not so grand to look at as Gwennap Pit in which John Wesley preached his historical sermon in the open air. No doubt it was a fine day or grandmother surely would have made a remark about it. Grandfather and grandmother were at that open air meeting, when they were young folk.) The service at Violet Town was held in the blacksmith’s shop until 1861. In this year it was held in the best parlor of the first old hotel, once a month.
Remarks -
Changes took place, the old hotel passed to other hands. Another subscription was made to put a ‘slab hut’ in order in which the Church of England was to hold services. This hut was the property of the late Mr Thomas Clark and was on a corner of a road opposite where Mr Harcourt, Senior, now resides.
In the early fifties and early sixties pleura pnemonia made sad havoc with the cattle, numbers died. Inoculation was tried and the number of cattle that survived the operation must have been generally successful. The poor cattle however lost one of their weapons of defence against the flies; all the brushes of their tails dropped off after inoculation. This cattle scourge put in an appearance at different periods but after was promptly dealt with by inoculation. During one little spell of pleura thirty-five of our working bullocks besides other cattle died with this scourge. Cattle bought at £8 a head died like others bought monthly from district pound sales at 5/-each or a cow and calf for 7/6.
November, 1860
My uncle, Ferdinand Whiting, wrote at this time to Thomas Hoskin wishing him to go to his place at ‘Pretty Plains Orange’, near Bathhurst, New South Wales. At his request my husband in company with his friend, went to see him. In going to his place from here they crossed the ‘Weddin Mountains’. When they reached his house, uncle was threshing wheat with a ‘flail’. (Threshing machines were used when we left England.) He seemed pleased to see them, he waited on them during the time they were there, which was not long. Thomas Hoskin bought a horse from him, he had plenty of good ones also cattle. The place he lived on was his own but where his horses and cattle grazed was called a run.
Ferdinand Whiting wished us to leave Victoria and go and live with him. He said he had made his will in my favour, Thomas Hoskin and uncle could not agree, so parted. About two years after there was an advertisement in the Victorian papers, for us to go to my late uncle’s place, also stating he had died some time before. My brothers went to see about affairs. Before he died he made another Will leaving his property to my brothers. When my brothers reached uncle’s place, all the horses and cattle were gone. My husband saw horses being driven through this town with uncle’s brand on them but he thought Uncle had sold them. Poor Uncle, I did not see him but what I heard was not like my father.
1861
We selected ‘Tailing Flat’ in the Parish of Boho and were then residing on it, having let our business. The Church of England held services, once a month, in the parlor of the first old hotel. I attended and also took my third baby to be christened; the Church of England minister from Benalla did not attend that day.
The first selectors were not allowed to peg the land within three miles of a settled township. Many of the unsettled population began makinghomes for themselves.
In August there was plenty of rain (well I remember it), enough to flood the creeks. Our bullock teams were carting rice from Melbourne to Indigo gold field. The Two Mile Creek was flooded; the bullock drivers attempted to cross but upset the loads in the creek. The poor men did what they thought was best; they emptied the bags of rice on the tarpaulins to dry, (on a hot summer day it might) but in wet wintry weather difficult. When the teams reached Indigo the rice was spoiled with mildew. Instead of being paid carriage the rice had to be paid for; I think anyone would not call that a good speculation.
1862
An entry in the old account book - Thomas Hoskin let his bullock teams to contractors doing work on the Sydney Road.
1863
Thomas Hoskin let to Maquire and Shine, Contractors, a set of blacksmith’s tools at a rental of £3 per month, commencing on 28th March, 1863.
1864
About this time Woods Point gold diggings started. Teams of horses and bullocks carted all kinds of merchandise to the Jamieson, from thence it was packed on horses to Woods Point. Children would be put in gin cases put on like panniers on each side of the horse and taken to the part of the diggings for which they were booked. Many went from this place, never heard they were fortunate. Our bullock team carted our own grown oats and chaff to Jamieson. I think expenses must have exceeded income; I never saw either gold or money from there. None of the hired bullock drivers would take the loaded teams across the Howqua River so Thomas Hoskin would send the teams along from ‘Tailing Flat’ to that crossing and then he would take the teams across the river. He then went on to the Jamieson until the teams arrived with their loads which were soon sold and the money divided.
When living on our farm at ‘Tailing Flat’, I heard of a tribe of blacks having a corrobberee in this township but I did not see them. Many years ago I saw a black girl who had been adopted by some kind persons in Benalla. This girl was then about fourteen years of age. She was educated as well as the people, who adopted her, could get her taught. It was summer and this black girl was nicely dressed in white, book muslin. A pink ribbon sash around her waist, pink bows of ribbons on her shoulders; her hair was dressed in long shiny ringlets and Betsy (that was her Christian name) looked as well as a black girl could look. She stood behind a counter, serving customers and did it as well as any white girl. She did not live many years after; I do not know the year this black girl died.
1865-1866
The sections on Sydney Road, from Melbourne to Wodonga were all macadamized.
1866 Remarks -
About this time the Church of England service was held in a building belonging to the late Mr Underwood. It was situated on the southeast side of the Sydney Road and near the banks of the Honeysuckle Creek. This building was also used for several years as, a Court House, until after the opening of the North Eastern Railway to Violet Town. The Court then was held in a large room at Underwood’s newly built hotel in Railway and Cowslip Streets.
The service of the Church of England was also held in the large room of this new hotel and was continued there (as well as I can remember) until the present church was built and opened. Until the Mechanics Institute was built the Court was also held in the large room of this hotel.
The Wesleyans also built a Chapel in Crocus Street; the land was presented to this denomination by a Mr Hillas. This building was afterwards sold and another Wesleyan Chapel built; this building is now the Friendly Societies Hall.
A new Wesleyan Mission House was built in Cowslip Street; in the same grounds a new Chapel has been erected. The Presbyterians have also a church and Mission House in Tulip Street.
1867-1868-1869
Lived at Faithfull’s Creek, then returned to this place. An occasional visit to other localities, notable when the North Eastern Railway was opened at School House Lane, south-west of Seymour. Drove from Violet Town to that newly opened Railway Station and took train to Melbourne - my first holiday out of the ‘woods’
1870
The North Eastern Railway was opened here. The first branch of the National Bank of Australia was opened in an office named the ‘slab hut’. Roman Catholics held services at this place, alsoPresbyterians. This was the first office of the National Bank, I remember.
Remarks -
When the first survey of the North Eastern Railway was made, the Railway Station was mapped to be made at the present Ashwin Street, Railway crossing north-east of the Honeysuckle Creek. Many inhabitants of the town wished the station to be more central, others wished it to be at the south-west end of the town. The Minister of Railways (at that time) was interviewed and he decided the Railway Station should be where it now is.
It was well known by all the inhabitants at that time that it was a water hole in the winter or when it rained more than usual. Whilst the railway was being constructed through this township, temporary business places were erected and formed a crescent between the site of the present Railway Station and the present Railway Hotel. In those days a few feet east or west did not matter, it was only for a short time. One of the business men in this crescent was leader of a vigilance committee. He was an American and an energetic man of business, and as long as he remained in the township the Vigilant Committee worked energetically for their principles.
A second school was built and a Tea meeting held and other amusements including a concert and dance, as usual, it continued until morning. Tables were supplied by different persons; each one who gave a table supplied provisions for twelve individuals. The proceeds of the Tea meeting were for the benefit of the Church of England. People of the township always patronized any amusement for the benefit of the inhabitants. The Church Services by ministers of any denomination were always listened to withbecoming reverence.
1875
About this time saw mills were bought. When cutting sleepers for a South Australian Railway the mill returns showed a favourable balance but when the timber was sold on time payment principle, the results were disastrous. Farmers and graziers initiated a progressive movement. A common was required for the benefit of the inhabitants of the township.
The majority owned cattle, a meeting was called, a committee formed and a herdsman appointed. They wanted the Honeysuckle Station to carry out their ideas. This committee considered the lessee could do well with the pre-emptive right if the land was properly cultivated. The lessee’s ideas were not in accordance with the Common’s Committee. So thus did he soliloquize -
“The presumption of people,
They say that, My Station
A nice little common
For farmers, would make,
And, if by redemption
I can claim the pre-emption,
My sheep on that portion
Could well vegetate.”
I do not remember when the ideas of the committee of the farmers’ common died. Perhaps it was when the cattle died. There was a droughtabout that time. Further on a swarm of locusts swept through Australia from north to south. Droughts, locusts and other plagues are on the communist principle, everything is taken, nothing being left, nothing to divide. Probably there were not enough cattle and sheep left to pay aherdsman to look after them.
The once proud owners of the dead quadrupeds would soliloquize thus -
“My sheep have the fluke,
My cattle are dead or dying,
Alas, oh alas, will there never be rain,
If affairs do not soon
Take a turn for the better,
I’ll pack up my tent
And go wandering again.”
The little township has gradually progressed. Many good buildings have been added to it. Strangers have lived in it, and went away, great sorrow being expressed on their departure.
This story was copied from a typed version with each page labelled PD/66. Date of original story or the transcriiption is not known.
Chapter 16
Pilgrimage to places of interest.
1866-1966
Commentator to introduce himself and speak of the proposed, afternoon trip, whereby all will be familiar with the places of early settlement.
We now leave Benalla and travel along the Midland Highway for ten miles.
As we pass Terretts, make mention of the big timber processing works and also other industries combined, which are a big acquisition to Benalla, and on our left is a dairy which has been supplying milk to Benalla for possibly 100 years.
On our right is the Benalla Race Course, recognised as a very well set up course.
Keith Ball’s place, on our left, once owned by a J. Tomkin, who owned a famous high jumping horse by the name of Spondulux and thrilled the Melbourne Show crowd with a marvellous performance.
We are now passing Casey’s Weir, built about 1890, and which diverts the water into the Broken Creek, which supplies towns and districts to the North. An interesting point there is that Uncle Tom with his sawmill cut an amount of rod gum timber which was used to make a foundation for the weir.
We are now passing through rich grazing river land, noted for it’s fattening qualities.
On our left is the home of the late Mr and Mrs Dickson Heaney, who, many years ago, were noted for their excellent jumping horses which competed in all Eastern Royal Shows, with wonderful success. These horses were famous far and wide.
We now turn to cross the Broken River, and as we cross it you will see by the winding stream that it is well named Broken River. On our left is the Goomalibee Presbyterian Church, through which, we will all have a look on our way back.
On our right, on the river, is the home of one of the earliest pioneers. It was the homestead of the Upotipotpon Station and owned by a man named Bond. Much of the original homestead is still intact.
An interesting point, is that Morgan, who was a noted bush-ranger, came there one night, and after an argument, drew his revolver and shot the right thumb clean off Bond.
We are now travelling along what was the track loading to Benalla. Try to picture all this country in it’s natural state, all green timber, and the pioneers making a trip to Benalla by the only conveyance, a horse and dray, and finding the way home on a dark wet night.
The difficulties which the pioneers had to face, can hardly be visualised, when we see the conditions of today. One night, Grandfather was coming home, when a thunderstorm came on.
The horse got off the track and a flash of lightning showed that they were right on the edge of the bank of the river, another few steps and all could have been lost in the stream. Experiences of this nature were happening quite frequently, under such conditions as the country was in.
We are now coming to the place where our people settled.
On our right is the 320 acres selected by Elizabeth Ballintine, as soon as she came of age. Grandfather’s selection was in two pieces, and in the middle of this paddock, down there by those green trees, is the spot, where the first hut was built.
Where that sheet is flying, is the exact spot where our Great-Grandparents first built a slab hut, with bark roof, and that was the beginning of their life in Upotipotpon.
Two years later Great-Grandfather died and his body was taken to the Benalla Cemetery, and is among the first burials in Benalla.
As a matter of interest, the coffin was taken from here, by horse and dray.
Our records show that there were four young children, viz. Thomas, Elizabeth, James and Agnes born at Kilmore and four more viz. Walter, Alice, Belle and Jessie were all born on that spot. Grandfather, being a carrier, from Melbourne to Beechworth, when living at Kilmore, still carried on that business and would leave here, go to Melbourne, pick up a load and take it to Beechworth and return home. The trip taking three weeks to complete. What a wonderful woman Grandmother must have been to battle with all those children and keep the home going undersuch conditions.
On our right, where you see that flag, is the spot where the first school of Upotipotpon was built. It was a log structure, and served the purpose for a number of years, until a weather-board school No. 2526 was erected on the opposite side. This paddock was, and is still known, and referred to as Paddy’s Plain. How it was so named is one of the mysteries unsolved. Practically no timber ever grew on a big area here, hence it was called Plain country, but nobody knows why the Paddywas added.
On our left is part of the Down’s Estate, and thispaddock was known as ‘Grandfather’s Paddock’.
Now on our left we are passing land, held by Mr John Down, whose home was situated in among that clump of green trees yonder.
On our right is a piece of land which belonged to Jim O’Brien, who died at an early age and left Mrs O’Brien with 4 young children. Later she married a Robert McGowan who was employed by the Ballintines for 35 years, as an all round man. On February 7th, 1931, he drove a horse and gig to where Tom was working the team, had dinner together, just lay down, gave a couple of gasps and a great life had ended at the age of 82 years.
We are now crossing the Island Creek, so named because, a mile or so, on our right, it leaves the river and joins the river again about 4 miles on our left, making an Island.
The bridge we have just passed over was built mainly by T.G. Ballintine in 1909, and has stood the test of floods for many years. We are now at the ‘Summerlea’ Homestead, built in 1884, and known to many in those days as ‘Grandma’s Mansion’.
Grandma, with her daughters, Alice, Bella andJessie lived here.
Alice, Bella and Walter married here and in 1900 Grandma and Jessie moved to Barkly St., Benalla, and Tom and Aunty Nellie and family moved into residence at ‘Summerlea’ from their home just across the road. As we leave here the shearing shed on our left was built in 1910 and for nine years was used as a contract shed, where district people brought their sheep to be shorn. In 1920 portable 2 stand plants came into being and each farmer shore his sheep on his own farm and that was the end of contract shearing.
In this corner stood the sawmill from which many thousands of feet of timber were sawn.
On our left was the Woodcock homestead, where, with a big family up to 100 cows were daily milked by hand. And in wet weather mud conditions were anything but good.
We are now following a road which takes us on to the Dookie-Violet Town road, and on our right is the home of Mr and Mrs Hector Walker, son of Mr Frank Walker, one of the early pioneers.
On our left is the home of John and Myrtle Down. This home was erected 20 years ago and is on the same site as was the old original home of Uncle Walter and Aunty Lizzie Down. A matter of interest is that the underground tank built nearly 90 years ago is still in first class condition.
As we turn this corner, and on our left, was the home of the Loobey family, the descendants of which are settled in and around this area. Coming down the hill, and on our right was the home of Mr and Mrs George Walker and family, who in 1930 sold and moved to West Australia.
On our left was the Boisdale home, well named because of eight sons. Uncle Walter was a keen draught horse enthusiast and breeder, and his horses were noted far and wide. It certainly was a grand sight in those days to see the teams working, and the stable up there was a place of interest to the horse men of those days.
Uncle Walter and Aunty Lizzie had a great home and visitors wore always welcome, it certainly was a landmark of the district.
On our left, in the corner, stood the Upotipotpon Methodist Church, and we look back on many people, such as Auntie Lizzie Ballintine, Mrs Grant, Mrs Wilson and others who so willingly taught in the Sunday School, training young minds. Services were held regularly in the Church for upwards of 60 years and with the drift of population, the Church was moved to another
more central position, and is still being used as a house of worship.
Half a mile on our right, was the homo of Mr and Mrs Frank Walker, whose farm was always well cared for. Of particular note was all the gates, painted white. On part of his land was grown the sheaf of wheat which won the prize in a Paris Competition.
On our right, about half a mile away, stood the home of Mr and Mrs Black and family. Mrs Black died at the age of 32, leaving a family of nine, and we look back on the magnificent work of Mr Black and eldest daughter, Mary, rearing all the little ones. Not only in the home did Mr Black play his part, but for 30 years he was a Councillor, and played a big part in public life. Interesting to note that his grandson W. Black has now entered the Tungamah Council and will certainly have a life of public interest before him.
Here we are passing the Upotipotpon School ground, where, at one time 50 to 60 children attended the school. Eventually closed in 1915 and was removed to a site 10 miles south of Benalla, and is still in use.
Here was the old creamery where milk was carted daily and separated. The skim milk was taken home to the calves and pigs and the creamcarted to Benalla.
Imagine the talk when upwards of 20 or 30 men met there each morning. Some tall yarns spun, to be sure.
On our right was the home of Uncle Jim and Aunty Lizzie. That was Uncle Jim’s selection. The home was built in the 1890s and in 1903, the farm was leased and the family moved to Benalla, and returned to live on the farm in 1913. Aunty Lizzie having passed on, on December 12, 1912. (12/12/12)
After Uncle Jim’s death in 1917, Charlie and the girls carried on the farm, and it was eventually sold in 1919. That avenue of trees was planted by Charlie Ballintine, who was a lover of trees.
On our right is the home of Mr and Mrs Fairley Wilson. It was the home of the late Mr and Mrs Harry Wilson, great friends of the Ballintines. When Grandfather Ballintine was nearing his end, Mr Harry Wilson spent many hours at the bed side.
This was the home of the Stacey family, who in 1911 sold it to a Mr Brick, and they moved to the Tungamah district, and many of the descendants are still in that part of the world.
We are now approaching the Goomalibee Hall,the original one, being built in 1895 and in a hurricane in January 1947, it was blown to pieces. This one was an army building, and erected in the early part of 1948. At the opening of it, an estimated crowd of 500 people attended. We look back on many, many, happy nights spent at the Goomalibee Hall.
We pull up here for a break, and all are asked to leave the bus and inspect the Ballintine Memorial Church, opened on October 1st, 1955. The late Ellie Ballintine died in March, 1945, and in her will she left a sum of money [300 pounds] towards the erection of a Church here. At that time, building was impracticable, on account of the war, but in 1954 a start was made and completed in September, 1955.
In this district we have a strong Presbyterian centre, and the Church is serving a very good cause. Prior to the building of the Church, Pres byterian Services had been held in the Hall for 60 years.
We ask you all now to walk through the Church and have an inspection.
We are now on our return journey to Benalla and hope that you have all had an enjoyable afternoon, and we will leave you all free to have a chat.
Script by Thos. A Ballintine
Aileen Kurban
I was born in Leeton, NSW. My father was Royal
Edward Alexander and mother was Ida Marjory Ester. I was the eldest child and had two sisters.
Yvonne and Janice and a brother Robert (Bob). All the family went to school in Leeton. My father had a rice farm just out of Leeton. The kids went to school by bus. I played hockey after school. The primary school was very small, but the high school much larger. Home was timber and the “loo” was outside.
Narrated to D Blaber, shortly before Aileen’s death.
Winifred Nancy Newing
I was born on the 16 September 1900 in Surrey Hills, Victoria. My parents lived on Mont Albert Road, half way between Mont Albert and Surrey Hills. I lived there until my marriage in 1920. My husband, Robert (Bob) and I were married in the Church of England, Surrey Hills. Bob was a returned soldier from the First World War.
My grandparents lived in Canterbury Road, Surrey Hills. I can only remember them when I was very young. I had four sisters and two brothers. My sisters were Hazel, Doris, Sybil and Marjory, and my brothers were Alfred and Richard. Richard was a cheeky young fellow and especially loved horses. I was the middle child, and if my brothers and sisters played up during meals, I had to sit between them. My father was educated in Tasmania. Mother came out from England with her father when she was only a little girl. My mother and her father lived behind the Zoo in Royal Park. He had come out from England to brew beer for Carlton Brewery. Most of my family, on mother’s side were brewers, including later on my father.
My father’s family were farmers, and lived right in the heart of Melbourne. I can remember my grandfather telling me that “the blacks” were a problem, especially when his mother was making the bread. She always had to make extra bread to give to them.
Some of my family is buried under Victoria Market, where there used to be a cemetery.
My brother Albert went to the First World War and Richard had horses. He was kicked by one of the horses and eventually died from it. I can remember going with mother to visit my grandmother in Surrey Hills, and meeting my aunts and uncles. Some of the first family settlers hada hotel in Melbourne, called the “Rule Britannia Hotel”. I can remember them running it. They were relatives and had come out to Australia in the early days.
Narrated by Nancy to D Blaber
Lex van Krieken
I was born in Holland, on 17 November 1919 and am now seventy nine years old. I was six years at school, two years at high school and two years at night school. I was three years in Germany during the war. I am married with four kids, two boys and two girls, one is dead. I have lived in Violet Town for twenty years. I was twenty years in the same job. I got runner up in the bowls.
I paint for myself. I have five grandchildren. I retired when I was seventy five.
I used to play football, swim, and drive a car, but not now, never more. Live now only with my wife. Nobody home any more. Have a real good life with my wife. She worries if I walk a lot.
Have a lot of visitors, have a lot of friends. Paint my own house, as I was a painter all my life.
Sheila Burnell recognised the need to record the stories of Violet Town Bush Nursing Centre residents in 1997. We are grateful to Sheila for providing the document.
I have a twin brother who lives in Holland and as never married. Was here a couple of years ago, but it was so different for him. We would like to do more travelling but at the moment have no car. Like to visit farms, that is what I like, so does my wife. I was a heavy smoker, fifty a day, don’t smoke any more.
At the moment, I am at a school, which is very nice. ( Day Therapy Centre?), would like to have a trip. Go to Holland and Germany, very different from here. Australia is different to Europe, but the people are friendly here in Violet Town.
We never know what we do next week. In Holland, we rode a push bike but now everybody has a car. Petrol is not as dear as here.
I am very sorry to be quick tempered, but we have to be ourselves. Over the weekend, we do a lot of gardening. We have a lot of vegies and cook in a pot in the winter.
Here is a lot of water for swimming. The climate is 100% better here than in Holland and Europe.
In Holland we get good weather, but not for long. In Holland, we have a lot more pools for swimming.
As kids, we played a lot of football at a piece of ground. Soccer was the main game and at about twelve, you start with a club. Got very good training and the better you were the more likely you were to play. In winter when there was snow, you made snowballs and threw the balls at other children.
Love Lex.
This was written by Lex himself and I haven’t edited it as it is written how he speaks. There were a few Dutch words mixed in with the English, so I will get his wife to proof read it.
The following information he narrated to me, as he was tired after all that writing.
Parents: Father – Gasbird;
Mother - Mary lived in Le Hague - born at home, with a midwife. Lived in Le Hague all the time.
Married in Holland. All the children born in Holland. Started school at six years old.
Early childhood: Brick house - big house - two story - lived in top story. Baker and milkman came around.
The baker had a car and the milkman, a horse and cart. They came around daily. There was a weekly garbage collection. They had a fridge.
Played a lot of football - soccer, swimming. No yards to play in so had to play in the street or park. Clothes were much the same as here. Not as many cars as here. School similar to here.
Decided to come to Australia as they had heard it was better here. Met Ollie (wife), lived in the same street. Wasn’t married as a bride, but in good clothes. During the war was a painter in Germany, people used to pinch the paint to buy bread. As long as you gave the Germans smokes, they were okay; otherwise, they were “B’s”
Narrated by Lex to J Wills
Jean Kubeil - nee White
Born 10 October 1910 at home in Boho. Father: George
Mother: Jenny - nee Lord, a descendent of Lords Cricket Ground. Lords gave the land for the cricket ground. Mother was from Brunswick.
There were three boys and two girls. There was a boy older than Jean, Robert, who went to the Second World War, came back and went to live and married in W.A. He was a timber faller and was eventually killed by a falling tree.
Jim, went to war as a driver and never returned.
He was missing in action. Alex married and worked in Melbourne. He worked in a florist shop in the Dandenong area. He collapsed and died at work in his fifties. Min lived in Frankston, married and died. Jean’s grandmother was Mrs Perry and she married Mr Eden White, but Mr White was not George’s father. Mrs Perry had four daughters, did have six, but two died. Mr Eden White had a number of daughters.
The Perry’s had come up from Brunswick and purchased land adjoining Eden White’s. Shortly after shifting to Boho, Mr Perry was killed by a gun while getting through a fence. Mr Eden White then married Mrs Perry and they had about six children. Jean with brothers and sisters walked one and a half miles to school in Boho. Jean’s father George had also gone there.
It was a big school in those days -fifty pupils. The Boho School was later moved to Violet Town.
The above was narrated to J Wills by Jean, the following was written by Jean.
When I was old enough to go to school, it was a part time school, with a school called the Burkes Hill School. It was down along the highway and worked part time with Boho School. My brother was able to go to that school, he could ride his pony, but I was not able to ride that long distance.
A lot of people lived in that area in those days and kept the school area in a nice condition. New trees were planted which gave the area a pleasant outlook as well as the gum trees that were in the area. Other trees were planted in the school grounds. That was a long time ago, but those trees, or some of them are still in that area, as I passed it yesterday (23 June 97). It is really a land mark. I don’t think there would be many, if any, pupils who attended that school about now.
Leo’s Story
I was born in Mooroopna hospital. There were six children in the family, three boys and three girls.
Leo, George, another brother, Eileen, Annie and Joey. My dad used to repair water wheels
on the irrigation ditches. I went to school in Shepparton. I didn’t like school very much. I did like to go and help my father. My sister Eileen and I made mum a surprise birthday cake, and all the neighbours came to help mum celebrate. Mum got a big surprise!
A friend called Dover gave me a pet lamb, which I had to feed with a bottle. When it got big, dad killed it for meat. My mate Roy and I were going to the shop on a horse belonging to Roy’s brother Pat, when I fell off and hurt myself badly. I was skinned all over. Harry Ope took me home and put me on his bed and then told mum and Eileen, who put ointment all over my back, legs, chest and even on my bottom. I had to stay in bed a few days until it got better. Another day I was playing cricket with all my mates and got hit on the back of the neck and knocked out. I had a bad headache for a while.
I enjoy being with my sisters children, my nieces and nephews. When I was growing up, I helped look after my mother when she was ill. When I was about fourteen I helped the local butcher make sausages and helping in general. I now live in a hostel at the Violet Town Bush Nursing Centre and I like the company very much. Narrated by Leo Donoghue to D Blaber.
Another Story by Leo
I had to milk Daisy, the jersey cow before I went to school, which was just up the road. Mother and I made butter out of the cream and I weeded the garden, cut the grass with a push mower, cut the wood and took mother cups of tea and toast in bed. I helped the local butcher and he gave me hot dog saveloys to bring home, so I boiled them up in the boiler for mother’s lunch and my tea. When mum got older, I did the housework, the cooking and kept the fires going. My father kept the water wheels going so that the men could water their paddocks and I helped dad. Dad also had a ferret to go rabbiting with. Dad and I netted the holes and dad put the ferret down with a dog at the other end. I skun the rabbits and sold the skins in Shepparton and got some money. I used to ride my bike to work at the butchers. One day, when riding down the driveway, I nearly rode over a snake. I was very upset and went home howling, to my mum. Mum told dad, who got his rifle and killed the snake.
The snake had crawled beside the bike and went through the spokes of the front wheel. Wally, the dog, looked after my bike when I went to the shop or to get the mail and would growl and not let anyone near the bike. One day I went to the pictures at the hall. Mum had given me money to go in, but as the man knew me, I got in for free. Wally minded my bike.
Narrated by Leo Donoghue to D Blaber.
Rita Says “This is my Life”
I was born on 28 February 1901, the daughter and only child of Edward Thomas and Josephine Orchard. This took place in Geelong, Victoria.
At that time, my father was the coachman to the Hon. Sidney Austin, a well-known identity of Geelong and a Member of Parliament, a onetime Mayor of Geelong and later a partner of the firm Dennys, Lascelles, Austin & Co., woolbrokers in Geelong.
I was christened in the Anglican Faith as Harriet Mary Orchard. The name Harriet was the expressed wish of Sidney Austin’s wife, Harriet Mary Austin, who died not long after I was born.
My mum’s name was Josephine, but for years, it was a long-standing joke with my dad as to what her real name was and she would always answer with a different name. She had sisters and a brother, one Molly, another Kate, Eileen I think and Jack.
My schooling began in Geelong. My parents though, were restless souls and we were continuously moving to a different area to live. It wasn’t long before we left Geelong and moved to Ballarat, which meant a new school for me and making new friends. I recall coming home from school many times to find mum packing cases and things. She would say something like “we are moving tomorrow, we are leaving this house, you will have to go to a different school”.
In time, this made me react and I would say “but I don’t want to move, I don’t want to leave my friends, I don’t want to go to a new school”. I believe I went to five different schools before beginning high school. High school was a convent in Hamilton - Loretto -I think was the name of the school.
In Hamilton, I boarded with relations and went to school with a cousin. She was a bit like a sister to me. In that I went to a convent, my mum was a Catholic and my dad was an Anglican, but over the years, I have attended church services of many denominations, and in fact was married in Scot’s Church, Collins Street, Melbourne, which is Presbyterian. Now, at Violet Town, I attend the Anglican services conducted by Father Bill.
During my young years, I remember still, moving from one place to another, leaving friends to make new ones, these things still stick in my mind. I remember living on different farms, (Dad had a background of farming where Mum had a business background). I remember my animals; I always had a dog and a horse. I think he was a polo pony, chestnut in colour. I used to ride him sometimes bareback. I could slide down his back and down his tail to get off. I could even crawl under him. In the stable, it was easier to crawl under him rather than go around him to groom the other side. I remember being at places such as Moriac, Corio and another out of Hamilton.
Whilst at the convent I played tennis, French was one of our subjects, I also learned music and can remember Mother Josephevia who was the musical teacher. She always kept a cane on the side of the keyboard during my music lessons.
Father Shannohan was the head priest of the Convent and Mother Kosca was the principal.
I recall many good times at that school. Later on, we went to church socials and dances at the weekend and played tennis. Nearing the end of my schooling, naturally I was wondering what I would do. I thought I would like to do nursing, but at that stage, I was too young to start training.
Mum and Dad now lived in Hamilton and had a restaurant. I can still see it. It was near a chemist and a stock and land agent was opposite. It was a good class restaurant, probably the only better one in Hamilton at that time. A lot of pastoralists and their wives and other well-todo people dined there, including people like Tammy Fraser. My mother was considered to be rather regal, understanding, always correct with no nonsense type of person. Victorian, I suppose you would say.
Not that many years ago, while working at the Op Shop in Frankston, I began talking to one of the other volunteers, and it turned out she also used to live in Hamilton, and could remember my mother. She was connected to the live stock agent opposite the restaurant. She was a young girl at the time. Each Friday she was sent by her mother to collect a box of cakes from my mother. Every time Mother told her how to carry the box with two hands and hold the box very straight as she returned over the road. Who knows how she carried the box, once she got out of the restaurant!
Well I couldn’t do nursing but I did get employment at one of Hamilton’s department stores, A Miller & Co. I began in the Haberdashery section and later on head of that section. I remember one day, can’t remember the real details, but a girl I had known years previously, in Geelong, I think, got in touch with me. She was staying at the Grand Hotel in Hamilton. She had a job in which she travelled around the country, would stay in a hotel room where she would display a variety of merchandise for sale. Like a travelling sales person, I suppose. Well, I went and had dinner with her at the hotel. After dinner, it was customary in those days to go to the lounge room for a cup of coffee and mingle and chat with other guests staying at the hotel. This night there was a young gentleman staying there and we started to chat. He was an accountant with the National Bank. We began a friendship and started to go out together. His name was Sidney Victor Say.
Then my parents, (on the move again), went to Richmond in Melbourne, where they had a hotel. I then decided to begin nursing and began training in midwifery at a private hospital. One day I had a phone call from Sidney, he rang to tell me be had been transferred by the bank to Sydney.
Would I marry him? We became engaged and I had to quit my training after two years.
I had two weeks in which to arrange our wedding.
My mother, as usual, had to have everything just so. My sister-in-law to be, arranged a dressmaker for my dress, which I think was awful, and our wedding was held at Scot’s Church, Collins Street, Melbourne, on 3 July 1929. My mother arranged the wedding breakfast at a posh restaurant, also in Collins Street, which you went down steps to. It was a nice wedding, but I remember mother still insisting on everything being just so.
She became very upset when one of the in-laws changed the name cards for guests at one of the tables, and let him know too! Sid had served a long term in World War 1, as did his brother. He was badly injured in France and suffered reoccurring illness all the rest of his life. I remember going to see him in a hospital in Melbourne, before we were married.
He was so sick at that time; he was practically on the death list. But he recovered, as he did many times in future years. He was a good joker and would say, “I only recovered to annoy you.”
However, all through our married life together, he was not a well man. The National Bank transferred him to relieving manager status, so we moved around to different branches a lot. We had one son, Geoffrey Say. Geoffrey was born 4 February; I can’t remember what year it was.
Gosh, isn’t that awful! Oh well. We were living at Kempsey then. Sid was the manager at the National there.
I wanted to have four kids, not like my parents, who were always on the move, and didn’t have time to have any more children. Anyhow, with Geoffrey, I had a good pregnancy - no trouble at all. In fact, I was out playing cards the night before he was born. It was a real easy birth.
Then the trouble started. My breasts wouldn’t work. So I asked the Matron at the hospital for a breast pump. I had had a lot of experience with them when I was nursing. However, the Matron said no. She was an awful woman, and I found out later not a nurse at all, so was a cook!
Anyway, she said no to the breast pump, (probably they didn’t even have one). “We will express the milk first by hand”, which she proceeded to do. She finally left me and I looked down, I was blue with bruising and so painful. In fact, septicaemia developed. Later on Sid came to see me
“I’m going to die here” I told him. “No you’re not,” he said. He immediately rang a doctor friend, and I mean immediately! The doctor friend, (can’t remember his name, it will come to me later), arranged for me to have a full time nurse at home. Well she turned out to be the laziest person you would ever want to meet!
She wouldn’t even wash out her stockings. She stayed for 2 months, then we got another nurse. I had five operations on my breasts and was sick for years. So poor Geoff really had a bad start, it wasn’t until he was introduced to solids, that he began to pick up.
Then we moved to Sydney - Cremorne. We boarded at the Waldorf and from there I remember watching the construction of the Sydney Harbour Bridge. From there we moved to a flat in Mosman and Geoff began Kindergarten. At this time, Sid’s health began to crack and he was given a less stressful job. Our flat, which we rented, was sold and so we had to find another place. I wanted to buy the house next door, which was really nice and selling for three thousand pounds. But Sidney didn’t want to; he was such a stubborn coot.
Geoffrey went to primary school and then to Sydney Grammar for five years secondary schooling.
At this time, I was doing a Psychology course with a friend. Geoff was friendly with her son, David. They still keep in touch. They had an open day for this course and we, the students, were invited to bring along a friend. I took Geoffrey.
The lecturer came over to Geoffrey and I for a chat; he then placed his hand on Geoff’s shoulder and said, “This lad should be on the land.”
Geoff did one year at Uni, then got a job. He then quit and got another job, just didn’t seem to know what he wanted to do. Sid retired from the National Bank and the three of us moved to Melbourne. My mother was ill at this stage and I had been doing a lot of travelling to and fro between Sydney and Melbourne.
Geoff came home one day and said he was trying for a top job at Yooralla Spastic Centre for handicapped children. I said, “What do you know about crippled children?” He replied “Nothing, but I can learn”. Blow me down, he got that job and held that position for twenty years. He married a lass called Shirley, whom he had met at Kempsey. She was an only child too. I now have grandchildren and a great grandchild. Travelling between Melbourne and Sydney, one day, he noticed some land for sale, just out of Violet Town. He ended up buying it. So remembering what that lecturer had said earlier, Geoff finally got on the land.
Narrated to C Zipcas by Rita.
Ada Belle Beggs
Born 1899
Grandpa James Beggs owned linen mills in England, which he sold and migrated to Australia.
When he arrived, he bought two mines in Queensland, but they failed, so he turned to farming in the Western District of Victoria. He died fairly young; I’m vague about this side of the family. Sheep farms were called “stations”.
Father (Ernest) married Charlotte Jane (Babs) Hoskin in 1898. I was born at Narrandera. Father had something to do with sheep, a boundary rider or something like that. He was a big man, 6ft 2ins. When I was about 12 months old, we moved to Violet Town. I was a sickly baby and the doctor said we would have to move south for my health’s sake, though we get hot enough summers in Violet Town. The English cricketers were on the train and took it in turns to nurse the baby.
I went to Violet Town State School and attended St Dunstans. When we were old enough, we joined the choir. The church was full, morning and evening! Some of the Underwood family also sang in the choir and were good singers a man called Joe Kelly. Sometimes it was very hot in the small church. I remember we put on a play for two nights in the local hall. The old Shire Hall had a supper room upstairs. The second night it poured rain. Bessie, Minnie and I were fairies.
This was before we went to school. We had pretty little dresses.
We had a happy childhood. There were six of us. I was the eldest, then Bessie, Sophie, Frank, Thomas (whose nickname was Guv), then Minnie was the youngest, born at Rangeview in Pitt Street, when I was ten. Guv was jealous of the baby, because until Min came along, he was the baby and got a lot of attention. Guv wasn’t a strong baby and we didn’t think mum was going to rear him, but Mum gave him brandy egg flips twice a day and Guv came good! When Sophie was a baby, she cried a lot and was very small.
Mother said she would fit in a quart pot. The Bush Nurse, Mrs Clarke, called to see mum and said, “Are you having trouble?” and mum replied, “She won’t stop crying”. Nurse asked,
“Have you got any sago?” She cooked it into a jelly and added some sugar. Sophie didn’t look back, she slept and slept. She ended up the biggest.
I was the shortest and plump, but got an ulcer and lost weight with the diet. Minnie was big.
The old nurses were wonderful. Old Mrs White used to look after the whole family and do everything when mum was sick. Mum did some nursing and when Mrs Payne got sick, mum went to look after her. She made shirts and pyjamas for the Payne kids, as well as looking after her own family. After school, Sophie and Bessie ran messages, and it was my job to take the clothes off the line, collect the eggs and set the table. Mum would let the clothes prop down for me. Washing day was busy, boiling the clothes in the copper, using a wringer and hanging the clothes on two lines with T shaped supports at each end. The lines would be held up with props, along would come a gust of wind, lift up the clothes, the prop would fall down, and the clothes would be in the dirt! Begin again! We all had our own jobs to do, and on Saturdays, my job was to clean the toilet, scrubbing the seat and hanging up paper, which was squares of paper - mostly newspaper - on a string.
There was a night cart. Father killed sheep and sometimes a pig. We paid 21- for a large pumpkin.
We had our own veggie garden, carrots were successful, but for some reason, parsnips were not, I don’t know why. We were not good gardeners!
I love swede turnip; I mashed it up with cream. We milked six or seven cows and sent the calves as vealers to Melbourne. We also kept chooks and sold the old ones. We caught them by sneaking up on them at night when they were on heir perches. We made butter in a Cherry churn and fed the buttermilk to the pigs.
We loved our Grandma Hoskin - she lived up the old highway and saw the new “metal road” constructed, and the railway opened in 1873.
She had a nice home, though she was a dreadful cook. She was born a lady and never worked for anything. She died at 96. When her husband predeceased her, she didn’t like sleeping in the big house on her own, so Bessie used to cross the Honeysuckle Creek on foot and spend nights with her. It wasn’t right for Bessie to spend each night and at this time, the family wanted to move in with Grandma, and we really should have, but father said it wouldn’t be right. The house was left to Tom Hoskin. So we continued to live at Rangeview. A rough old carpenter, Mr Fitch, came and altered the kitchen, added a bathroom and made the bedrooms bigger.
Mother died of cancer when I was 18, so as I was the eldest, I took over and did the cooking and sewing. Bessie knitted on a big machine for Mrs Hill. Sophie was the first to marry and went to live in Benalla. I made her wedding dress, which was lace and had lots of hand made buttons.
It looked nice. I learned to sew from Mrs Robertson, (who came from New Zealand), in Harcourt’s shop. I was talked into making three confirmation dresses for Mrs Me Coombs girls. I refused at first but ended up making them - in hoilspot muslin. I used to go out to their place to sew and remember they had a premature baby in a basket by the fire to keep him warm. This was Russell and he grew into a fine strapping man!
When we were little, Mrs Peacock used to make our clothes. Mrs Peacock used to walk out to Crocker’s and sew for them for the day and walk home again. We had shoes from Foy & Gibsons - I loved my tan shoes, but my feet grew and they were too small. I said nothing; you don’t say anything when you are a kid. We used to walk out to the cemetery and pick flowers; we weren’t game to take them home though!
We had a piano in our home and had musical evenings. Young Charles Murphy played the piano and Mr Padgett, who auntie Ada married, had a lovely voice. He got the gout. I learnt music from Mrs Cochrane, but never practiced, there was too much to do. I liked it, but I was never any good. Sophie didn’t like it and said, “So I’m not learning any more!”
We always had a family roast on Sundays, followed by queen’s pudding, or tarts-jam, apple or currant. Meat was cheap, so it was often on the menu, occasionally we had steak and kidney pudding. I always made lots of soup - pea soup was my favourite. I would soak the peas the night before and add carrots and lots of celery.
Not too much parsnip. Puddings were bread and butter and steam pudding twice a week, datepudding and always served with lots of cream.
We always had lots of cream, eggs and milk. Baked apple dumplings were popular. I made custard tarts, but the pastry always ended up on top! I never made puff pastry; it was too much of a nuisance. I put the golden syrup dumplings on to cook while we were having the first course and they were just right. They get too hard if left too long. I used to cook them on top of the stove. Minnie did the cake cooking, sponges and cup cakes. Mother made bread, but found all the pounding too much.
On Christmas Day, mother used to rise at Sam and put on the turkey, and we had duck and ham and all the vegies. The ham was baked in a flour and water crust. The pudding was made a month before. The family came home for Christmas dinner when they all grew up and later on, members of the family bought crayfish and oysters from Melbourne. The Christmas tree had lots of presents for everyone. Mum shopped on Christmas Eve. Boys got guns and cricket bats and the girls got frocks.
When I was still at school, father grew ambercane for the cows, but they got the bloat and he had to stab them to let the wind out to save their lives. When I was about twenty, father began to work with the Hoskins, work was very scarce, they had a butcher shop and a cordial factory, the Cordial was in bottles sealed with a glass marble. I bought the house in Tulip Street, opposite where the football ground is. Mr Mansfield, the carpenter, did the alterations, hadwater laid on, though it wasn’t very good and we had a big roof catchment tank.
When mother died, she was the first to be carried to the cemetery in a motor hearse. Until then the hearse was drawn by two black horses.
Father and mother are buried in Violet Town cemetery. Bessie married and went to live in Tasmania.
She had one daughter, Sheryl and came home to live in Violet Town. Minnie married Tom Blake and lived in Melbourne, but work was too hard to get so they returned to Violet Town and Tom got a job with the council, then the railways and then the CRB. Frank married Jean Gall.
When Bessie died in 1991, Minnie and I moved into the Violet Town Nursing Home Hostel. We were the first residents so we had the first choice of rooms. Minnie died in 1995 and the “poor sickly baby” is now nearly ninety-eight and has outlived them all.
Edith Melvina Ross
Edith Melvina Ross - known as Melvina - to her friends, was born in Euroa on the twentieth of April 1917. Her father’s name was William Henry Ellis and her mother was Marie Cophie (nee Green). The family lived on a farm in Strathbogie West. The farm consisted of potatoes, oats, and sheep. Melvina was the second youngest in her family, there were two brothers Thomas Bradley, Ivan and a sister Lecisha Mavis. The Ross’s were a musical family. Melvina’s mother played the violin and organ, her father also played the violin, and her brother Ivan played the piano.
Mr Ross would have liked Melvina to play the violin, but Melvina didn’t want to, so the violin was given to a cousin. The local school was two miles away and the children walked to school, except when it rained - then they stayed at home. Melvina’s favourite things include, junket and Bing Crosby’s song ‘White Christmas’. Some of Melvina’s favourite memories are of birthday cakes, and soldiers who came to dinner during the war.
Norma Dean
Written through the eyes of Wilma O’Neill, 1997
I don’t think my life has been interesting enough to write about, but this is what I can remember....
I was born in Creswick, near Ballarat on the sixth of March 1910. My parents were Murdoch andMinnie Finlayson. Everyone called my mother Minnie (her maiden name). I had two brothers, Jack and Alex, and three sisters, Jessie, Aileen, and Una. I was the second youngest. My youngest sister was handicapped and died early in life. We lived on a farm at Lawrence with cows, chooks, horses and dogs. My mother was a lovely lady and was always there for us. She ran the Lawrence Post Office and was kept busy handling the mail from Ballarat, Creswick, Alandale, Smeaton and Ulina. She was very gifted, she spun wool and did most of the knitting and we were given wool to make socks for the soldiers at the war.
This along with our hobbies - playing hopscotch, knucklebones and skipping. We also liked to harness Geoff and Rover -our two dogs - to a small cart and go to gather wood!
Father was the ‘King Pin’. He came home, butnot very often, as he had to go to New South Wales to work on his sister’s farm and when my two brothers Jack and Alex were old enough to hold a pick and shovel they went too. Until then my brothers grew the vegies. Around our house, I can picture sweet peas, lavender and roses.
My sister chopped the wood and did the hand mowing, while I helped my mother do the washing.
In the early days, the washing was taken down the creek in a basket and was wet and heavy to bring up and peg on the line. They were hard times - we had to watch the pennies and we all had to work or go without. My mother had a saying, “Waste not, want not”.
We had Jack the horse and buggy, until later when we were promoted to a car, which I think was a Ford. I have memories of coupon days and feelings of fear during war time and remember the ginger beer mum used to make - always watching for it to explode in the pantry as it sometimes did! Most times, we walked to school at Smeaton (which was about a mile away), except when we were running late, then we ran! Later I rode my bike.
In the winter, we had porridge for breakfast every morning. We had lots of fruit from our own fruit trees and we gathered mushrooms out in the paddocks. If my memory serves me correctly, we had to put coals in the box iron to press our clothes. I gathered chips for the fire and then I graduated to lighting it - we had better leave that there! I remember silk stockings and some of the youngsters wearing them on their heads!
Janet my cousin lived near Clunes. Her father was very strict and we all had to mind our ‘Ps’ and ‘Qs’, but it was a favourite place to go, especially in the school holiday time. Janet used to ride across the creek to go to school and sometimes the creek would flood and she would have to stay home. Father’s stepbrother Uncle Jim was a wonderful man, and Uncle Charlie was a real wag - we had lot of fun with them.
Although not a real fan of the neighbour, he would say “By ginny” and commence to tell a yarn. We’d prick up our ears - but some you wouldn’t be able to repeat!
My sister played the piano, and my brother blew the tin whistle. When we had music evenings, the dogs - Geoff and Rover - would sing along too. After leaving school in Smeaton, I went to the Ballarat High School and then to teachers college in Melbourne, travelling home every weekend. We looked forward to dances on Friday nights in Lawrence. They were held once a month and people would come home from all around the place. The chappie that ran the dances had a gramophone and played the tin whistle and another played the mouth organ. I listen to a tape of old dance tunes and remember lots of them. The only thing left at the old farm apart from the pepper trees is the ‘little house’, they have to keep that standing, don’t they?
My wedding day was one of the happiest days of my life. My husband Charlie Dean came from Strathbogie, and I think there may still be relatives living there. We had a daughter Hillary and a son Stuart. We lived at Balmattum and later at Violet Town where I taught school for many years. I liked teaching alright but there were times when I could have cut their throats.
We had a farm out of Violet Town a bit with cows. We would sometimes go for drives around Strathbogie so Charlie could visit his friends.
When I was asked how I would like to be remembered, I said, “I wouldn’t be worried about how I would be remembered. We’ll just see how it works out”.
Chapter 17
The Hall
Mr Musgrove came and set up the ‘picture night’ each second Saturday night.
On the alternate Saturday night was the dance. The hall had a fantastic floor and was about the best one around. They sprinkled kerosene and saw dust on the floor then swept it off later. We Symes kids had a choice when we got to about 10. Either the pictures [a hard decision when Ma and Pa Kettle was showing] or the dance. Mum and Dad were lovely dancers and won many waltzing competitions. I loved to go to the dances. Joe Aldridge always got me up for the dances. He would swing me around so fast my heart was in my mouth; if he happened to let go I would have gone sliding to the other end of the hall. It never happened and I loved it all.
In the progressive Barn Dance Thomas ‘Guv’ Beggs would be dancing and when you came to him he had a big tummy and you just seemed to be at arms length with this big tummy in between. He was a great dancer and could waltz on a ‘threepence’, nearly.
I always loved going to the Belle of Belles, all the girls in their beautiful dresses. One couple who stood out were Lola Armstrong [whose mother played piano in the band] and Jack Ellis. Lola was a magnificent sewer and made all her own frocks. She and Jack looked stately on the dance floor. Lola had three sisters who would be there too. Marion Mansfield was a wonderful knitter and knitted a blue and a yellow long dress in a very lacey pattern, they were lovely and so different.
About three quarters of the way through the night, everyone would go out the side door, turn right and walk up all these stairs to the Supper Room. Oh gee, all those beautiful sandwiches, scones, cream cakes, sponges, lillies and Mrs Baird’s delicious milk coffee brewed up in the copper. She would start in the afternoon and lo and behold if anyone even stirred it except herself.
People who played cards, played upstairs and had to be finished up so the tables could have cloths put on and supper laid out.
That was the latest time I was allowed to stay up and on the way home I would be walking on air, get into bed and dream of all those beautiful dresses the girls wore waltzing around the floor. Oh those were wonderful days, pity no more.
The two dance bands were: Mrs Armstrong [wearing a silver fox fur] on piano, Mr Welsh on the saw and violin and Russell McComb on drums.
Russell on piano, Vic Ramage on drums, Laurie Dickenson on saxophone and Bert Saunders on piano accordian. It was great music.
On picture night at half time, everyone would go to the cafe next door owned by Mrs Thompson, and then later on by Pat Gale, to buy either a 3d or 6d icecream, milkshakes were 6d, lollies - especially Jaffas which when dropped on the floor would roll away making a noise - kids thought it was funny but not the oldies.
Once a year the ‘Blind Association’ would come to Violet Town and have a concert. Shirley and I sang ‘Two little girls in blue’ and also some other songs. Mrs Thompson was a nice pianist so she took us for practice.
The Blind Association would bring up all those door mats and sell them for 2/-.
Shirley Clancy from the ‘Sunny Side Up’ show made her debut at the Blind Association concerts.
By Pam (Symes) Brown May 2011
The Violet Town School Bus
Kevin Symes and ‘Dingy’ McPherson climbed p onto the top of the school bus at a drop-off spot and got off at the next drop-off spot. The driver didn’t know they were up there but Kevin’s father was patrolling the railway line and saw the two boys up top.
They were ‘confined to barracks’ after school, sawing up railway sleepers for firewood.
Some times the bus would break down on the way home so we would all have to hitch hike a ride home. Paul, Shirley and I were the last ones to get a ride, too scared to get in strange car - but hoped a car would come along which we knew. The Patterson Furniture van was a regular one and would always stop and pick up kids, if raining dropped them off at their home.
By Pam (Symes) Brown May 2011
Memories, by Mavis Harris
I told the kids at school that it was my birthday (but it wasn’t). Dad came home and saw all these kids running around the yard. Mum was in hospital with Howard, we had a house keeper looking after the rest of the kids. So Gwen and Frank had to go down the street and get some cakes and bread from the bakers and also go and get some lollies and drinks from Aly and Dave Stevensons (had the cafe) so I think everything must have worked out alright.
By Pam (Symes) Brown September 2011
Chapter 18
The Violet Town Murder
(From the Benalla Ensign.)
We have to acknowledge the courtesy of the Benalla Ensign in forwarding proofs of the inquest on Tuesday on Ellen Chute, who was murdered by her husband, Richard Chute, on Saturday; the 11th inst. Owing to the delay that had taken place, and the weather being very hot, the body of deceased had be come very much decomposed, so much so that it was quite black and unrecognisable. Sergeant Baber conducted the case. The jury and the prisoner having viewed the body, the first witness called Frederick Owen, having been sworn, said-- I was traveling from Muddy Creek, on Saturday, the 11th, with another man, coming into Violet Town. At that time there was a woman walking in front of us on the road; she might have been two hundred yards ahead. As we walked down she went between a few small trees, and we lost sight of her for a minute or so. On coming into the middle of the road, I saw the prisoner, rushing out from the direction of the house on the side of the road, screaming and hallooing. The man had a stick or something in his hand, and I then saw him knock the woman down. Was about 200 yards away at this time. Said to my mate, “See, there’s a drunken row. Did you see that woman fall!” I afterwards saw the Prisoner washing his hands in a lagoon at the end of the lane. Prisoner went across to the house, after washing his hands in the lagoon, and picked up a baby about three weeks old. He then walked up to the woman, who was still lying on the ground, and laid the baby on a pink frock beside the woman. Prisoner was swearing all the time, saying all manner of things. He picked up another child, about two years old, which was near the fence. Saw the woman lying on the ground with a mass of congealed blood coming out of her head, and I turned round to prisoner, who was on the footpath near, and I said, “ You - - - wretch, you have murdered the woman.”
Prisoner, kept muttering to himself, “Take your bastard child, and, I’ll keep my own.” He then went through a slip panel. Did not see any more of him until I saw him here this afternoon. Said to my mate, when standing by the woman (who was groaning), “I shall run down to the town and see if I can get some assist ance. Saw a woman about 200 yards In front of me and I ran after her. While running after her I came upon two men on horseback, and they rode up to the body, and told me to stop by it. While I stopped there several females came up, and then a mounted policeman and the doctor. Blood was flowing from the wound, and from the ears. The doctor put his finger own her throat, when she gargled. Said, “She is not dead yet, doctor.” After hearing medical and other evidence, the jury returned a verdict of wilful murder against Richard Chute, who was committed for trial at the next Circuit Court at Beechworth. Prisoner, “Your worship, I have one request to make. I have little boy, and they won’t allow me to see him”. Mr Butler said he would see to it when he had bound the witnesses over to appear.
The Sydney Morning Herald, Wednesday 22 November 1871, page 3
A Plucky Boy
A remarkable case of courage under snake-bite occurred at Violet Town on Saturday. A lad named Hayes was out rabbiting, and while put ting his hand under a tussock a large brown snake bit him on the point of the fore-finger of the left hand. He promptly loosed a piece of string used as a garter, tied it round the base and chopped off the top of his finger with a tomahawk. He was taken to a doctor, and is now out of all danger. He is only nine years of age.
Portland Guardian, Friday 21 August 1896, p.2
The Post Office
The present Post Office building was commenced at this location in 1910 when tenders for its construction were called in July 1910. Mr J. Eadie of Richmond was the successful tenderer with his price of ₤1098 for a three room brick structure but it was considered to be inadequate for the town and district.
The smaller image suggests that the building on this site may have been a Post Office as there has been a post office in Violet Town since it opened on 1 July 1852, it closed 31 December 1853 but re-opened 1 February 1859 and continues to this day. Initially the postmaster was Thomas Clark, the publican, and then Joseph A Underwood, storekeeper and later publican, until 1861.
The Violet Town Sentinel of 12 August 1910 announced that the foundation stone bearing the letters G R was “well and truly laid”.
Information for the period from 1835 to 1901 (Federation)
Post Office opened: 1 Jul 1852
Post Office closed: 31 Dec 1853
Post Office re-opened: 1 Feb 1859
Postmasters / Postmistresses, years of service and occupation
1852 to 1853 CLARK, Thomas, Publican
1853 to 1859 Post Office closed.
1859 to 1861 UNDERWOOD, Joseph Alexander, Storekeeper and later Publican.
1861 to 1866 HOBSON, James, Farmer and Electoral Registrar.
1866 to 1876 FIVEY, John, farmer
1876 to 1877 MCCANN, Nicholas, Porter / Stationmaster
1877 to 1877 CAMERON, Duncan
1877 to 1877 FITZPATRICK, William F., Stationmaster [he was later to become Chief Traffic Manager for the Victorian Railways]
1877 to 1878 BAILEY, Samuel, Stationmaster
1878 to 1890 FIVEY, John
1890 to 1898 GUTHRIE, Mary Jane, Official Staff
1898 to 1901 SUTTON, Helena (also Mr F.W. Tuckett)
Since 1901 (Federation) to 1975 (end of PMG Dept and establishment of Australia Post. In 1993 Post Office became ‘Licenced Post Office)
1901 to 1907 SUTTON, Helena
1907 to 1916 WILLIAMS, Elizabeth Ment
1916 to 1925 FISHER, Arthur Henry Bryant
1925 to 1949 PHAYER, Vivian Charles
1949 to 1952 EVANS, Leslie Louis
1952 to 1956 ANTHONY, Albert Mainsbridge
1956 to 1961 MACRAE, Neville Gordon Douglas
1961 to 1968 HARRISON, Clifford Frederick
1968 to 1969 VOTERAKIS, George Stevron
1969 to 1973 BELL, Edward Ernest
1973 to 1993 CLARKE, Edward
1993 to 2000 HOLMES. Roland
2000 to TUCKWELL, Jane
2005 to ?, Roger
200 ?, Arran?
Domestic Intelligence
VIOLET TOWN. - An outrage of the most cruel and unmanly nature was perpetrated at Violet Town, on the Honey Suckle Creek, on Saturday evening last, by two fiendish ruffians, armed with bludgeons, and having their faces blackened. On the evening in question, a servant in the employ of a settler, whose station is a few miles from the township, was proceeding on horseback to meet the Melbourne mail, when within about two hundred yards of the mail driver’s hut, he was alarmed by a man, in a threatening tone, crying “ bail up you b__r.”
On approaching near to the hut, he observed a tall ruffian, having his face blackened, his hair plastered with clay, similar to the custom of the natives, and a heavy bludgeon in his hand, another ruffian, who was at the outside of the door, and appeared to be watching, on perceiving the horseman, immediately called out “look out, Jem, there’s a horseman at the Inn”, whither he had gone to procure assistance from Mr. Thomas Clarke (a distance of nearly a quarter of a mile), having obtained this, and returning to the hut, he again heard the woman screaming as though she was being stifled. The approach of foot-steps alarmed the ruffians, who made off, and favoured by the darkness of the night, effected their escape through the bush. The woman was found with her clothes torn to pieces, and her person much discoloured and severely injured, from the inhuman treatment of these cowardly ruffians.
It appears, from the statement of the woman (whose name is Lundie, wife of the man who drives the mail between the Honey Suckle Creek and the Ovens), that two men, pretending to be travellers, came to the hut on Saturduy morning, they asked for breakfast, which was given them; they loitered about till night, when Lundie started for the mail, between the hours of eight and nine, they then returned, ordered her to “bail up”, which she refused, one of them then attempted to enter the bedroom, when Mrs. Lundie placed herself in the doorway to oppose his entrance (their object was money), one of them lifted a candlestick and threw it at her, - failing in his aim, he struck her with a stick, and after maltreating her with his hands, seized her by the hair of the head, and was in the act of dragging her towards the creek, when being alarmed by the approach of assistance, he threw her to the ground and made off. The villains are well known, and it is expected they will be taken ere long, as a strict look out is being kept for them by private individuals. The principal ruffian is about five feet ten inches high, slender built, red hair, and sun freckled. -Communicated.
The Melbourne Argus, Friday 20 November 1846, p.2
Chapter 19
Unveiling The Monument At Violet Town.
Wednesday, the 3rd July, 1901, will be remembered as a red letter day in Violet Town, as it marks the unveiling of a monument to the memory of our first departed heroes in the empire’s cause, the late Private Williams being amongst the first Victorian soldiers to shed his blood upon a foreign battle field, while his comrade, Private White, fell during the same campaign. When the news of Private Williams’ death reached Violet Town. Mr H. Linard, J.P., at once initiated a movement for the erection of a monument in the town by public subscription, and so well was this appeal responded to that he was very soon enabled to place in the bank as the nucleus of a fund, the sum of £50. The matter was then placed in the hands of a committee, of which Mr T. Grogan acted as secretary until his departure from Violet Town, when the secretariat duties were taken over by Mr John Tovey, who with his committee, Messrs A. MacDonald, H. Linard, I. Wallace, W. Botten, G. W. Neil. W. Riddell, and Dr Sabelberg, conducted the arrangements to a successful issue. The work was completed by the contractors, Messrs Chambers and Clutten, of Melbourne, on Tuesday, and the structure enfolded in the Union Jack to await the unveiling ceremony.
About 2 o’clock the crowd began to swell about the Post Office, and shortly after the Mounted Rifles, led by Captain Pleasents, marched from the Recreation reserve round the Post Office corner and were brought in line opposite the monument to their fallen comrades. A telegram was then sent to Euroa to find how the afternoon train was running, and it was decided to dismiss the troops until the arrival of the train which had then left Euroa. Immediately on its arrival the troops again fell in and took their previous position.
Chairs had been provided by the committee and placed around the structure. On these sat Mrs Williams and her daughter, Florrie, together with members of the family of the late Pvte. White, while an assemblage of fully 1000 spectators looked on in silence.
The ceremony of unveiling the memorial was performed by Mr J. T, Brown, M.L.A., and Mr A. MacDonald, President of the Shire, introduced him in an appropriate address. He also read apologies from Sir W. McCulloch, ex-Minister of Defence: Major-General Downes, Colonel Hoad, Major McLeish, Hon. J. Wallace, and Dr McInerney.
The following is a communication received from the member for Delatite “I had arranged to attend the unveiling of the monument to Privates Williams and White, but I now find at the last moment that I cannot be present, and I deeply regret my inability. I knew both Privates Williams and White, and have pleasing memories of them. I know their families, and I grieve with them. But as an Australian, deplorable though their deaths be, I feel that both the young soldiers have passed into Australian - more still - British history. Their country’s appreciation hallows even grief. I can only trust that the sad hearts of their relatives will find some consolation in the universal sympathy. In the hour of danger and of trial Violet Town feels that her sons were not found wanting. The memorial will be a testimony of a nation’s regards for those who fell - sacrifices to our Empire.
In sympathy, T. P. McINERNEY.
Mr Brown then arose, and in a beautiful speech, worthy of that gentleman’s reputation, put the true facts before his hearers, causing even those who had merely come to look on out of curiosity to hang their heads and feel some tinge of pride and patriotism flow through their veins. He said that he was pleased to see so large a gathering present, and expressed the opinion that [words missing] would remember that day and occasion with fond feelings of pride as they grew to manhood’s stature. There was no need to go into an elaborate history of the present war, the details of which were well-known to all. The monument which he was about to unveil reflected great credit on the Violet Town, as it was absolutely the first of its kind which had been erected in the Commonwealth, which showed that those who remained at home fully recognised the sacrifice made by the men who went to aid the empire’s cause, and whose history would live when we and our children’s children live no more. Australia might congratulate herself on the broad and free lines of the constitution under which she flourishes beneath the flag of the British Empire, and our colonial heroes who fought and fell had by their good and noble work given to the empire some return for the freedom those at home enjoyed. The war might have proved worse, for assuming that in addition to losing some of her sons the armies of the empire had been overwhelmed, it caused him to shudder when he thought what continental flag might now be waving over the Australia felix. The Australian soldiers had, by the part they had taken in the South African war, given an object lesson to the world. He paid a tribute to the intelligence of those who had chosen the design and material for the monument. It was not made of stuff which could be easily swept away, and rested on a base as firm as that of the British Empire. Mr Brown then removed the flags from the structure and the assemblage sang the National Anthem as the emblem of the illustrious dead was laid bare before them, a fitting memorial to the two young noble lives that had been given in the empire’s solemn cause.
Mr H. Linard then addressed those present, and thanked the people of Violet Town and district for the prompt manner in which they had assisted him in providing such a large sum to the funds of the monument.
The Monument
Stands on a concrete foundation, resting on a clay bed 18 inches below the natural surface , in a frame of 9 inch brick work. The base consists of two splendid slabs of fine axed Harcourt grey granite. The founts, four in number, are cut out of solid Harcourt granite, each having a brass spring tap and nickel drinking ladle attached. On top of this rests the centre column of beautifully polished Aberdeen red granite on which the inscriptions are cut, the lettering being in gold. The north side is dedicated to the memory of Private Williams in the following words -
Erected By Public Subscription In The Memory of
Private Charles Edwin WILLIAMS, 1st Contingent V.M.R., Killed at the battle of Pink Hill, Rensburgh, South Africa, 12th February, 1900.
Pro Deo et Patria. 1901
On the south side a similar inscription is devoted to the memory of Private White. Four outer columns of imported granite polished and finished, adds effect to the inner column. An entablature of Harcourt grey granite, mitred, fine-axed and polished completes the stonework and upon this rests a cast iron pillar and a lamp painted in bronze green the lamp itself being finshed off in green and gold, the whole structure standing some sixteen feet in height and bears testimony to the ability and efficiency of colonial art - Sentinel.
Euroa Advertiser, Friday 5 July 1901, p.3
Chapter 20
A Brief History Of Policing In Violet Town
Introduction
The following is a brief history of policing in Violet Town. Most information has been obtained from the Victoria Police Historical Unit, the Farmers Arms Hotel Museum in Euroa and a book titled Violet Town or Honeysuckle1 by Don Chambers. The museum is in the process of indexing The Euroa Advertiser1 and has indexed from 1884 to 1890. Some of that information has been utilised. The Historical Society have no old charge books etc. from the Violet Town Police Station. There are old charge books and duty and occurrence books dating back to 1945 at the current police station. I have not found any reason for the disappearance of books prior to 1945. I have been able to establish the list of serving members at Violet Town from 1903, previous to that date I have a sprinkling of names that served at Violet Town.
A History of Policing in Violet Town
Violet Town became a town in the early 1850s. It was on the main road from Melbourne to Sydney, and was the junction of the Bendigo to Beechworth Road. These two towns were in the midst of the gold rush and hence a great deal of traffic made its way through Violet Town. Violet Town lays claim to the fact it was the earliest surveyed inland town in Victoria. The main Sydney to Melbourne railway line was built in the 1890s, which proved a godsend to the town following the downturn in the gold rush traffic.
A police station was first built at Violet Town in 1855. The original site is believed to be where the current primary school is located in Tulip Street. The original strength was two mounted troopers. By 1869 the police station had moved to the Melbourne-Sydney Road opposite Underwood’s Hotel. The gold escorts (from Beechworth) regularly changed horses at Underwood’s, which had also had become the post office. By 1903 the strength at Violet Town was one mounted trooper. It was not until 1946 that the position became a ‘foot’ policeman. By 1930 (and probably earlier) the police station and residence had moved to a site on the corner of Pink Street and Primrose Street, one block from the main highway and adjacent to the railway station. A new police station was built on the same site during the early 1960s, this station being occupied until the building of the new station on the corner of Cowslip Street and Lily Street in September 2002.
Prior to 1903 there is only scant record of serving members. Excerpts taken from the Euroa Gazette between 1886 and 1889 include:
3 September 1886
Constable Hartsorn, after residence of 5 years at Violet Town has been removed to Murchison.
10 September 1886
After a fortnight’s leave of absence Constable Mcguire will take charge of the Violet Town Police Station.
24 February 1888
The awfully sudden death of Senior Constable Maguire cast a gloom over Violet Town on Saturday. Up to Friday night the deceased was in his usual state of health, and between 12 and 1 o’clock Saturday morning he expired, the cause of death being English Cholera.
It appears that on Thursday a fire started on the property of Mr. Croxford, and when Senior Constable Maguire perceived it he hurried out there. When the fire was brought under control Senior Constable Maguire was very heated and in an exhausted condition. He took several drinks of water, and ate a couple of umpire peaches. After he arrived home at about 11 o’clock p.m. in order to refresh himself he drank some cold milk, and placed his feet up to the knees in cold water, that with the fruit, bought on the attack. Dr. Nicholson was called in but he was too late. The funeral left Violet Town for Benalla. Deceased was 33 years of age, a native of County Fermanagh, Ireland and her joined the force on 30 November 1877. The deceased was married some 17 months earlier, to a daughter of Mr. Martin Moran, whom he leaves the mother of a child.
2 March 1888
Mounted Constable Elliot of Bethanga, has been transferred to Violet Town resulting from the death of Senior Constable Maguire.
17 April 1899
Police Constable Norwood has been transferred from Violet Town to Chiltern, Constable Morniment succeeding.
Constable Thomas Lonigan was stationed at Violet Town at the time of his murder at the hands of Ned Kelly at Stringybark Creek in October, 1878. He was born in Ireland in 1841 and migrated to Victoria in 1867, and joined the police force in 1874. He was married with four children. He was involved in the incident at Benalla in 1877 when Ned fought with the police (described in the Jerilderie Letter); he took Ned to court on a drunk and disorderly charge. Lonigan “caught me by the privates” [genitals], according to Ned. Lonigan was the man who said before he left Violet Town if Ned Kelly was to be shot he was the man who would shoot him.
Members stationed at Violet Town 1903 - 2003
The following is the list of police members stationed at Violet Town from 1903 until the present. These names were obtained from the Victoria Government Gazettes.
1903 to 1905 Mounted Constable John Dent 4059
1906 to 1909 Mounted Constable James Deverall 4327
1910 to 1920 Mounted Constable John Carter4788
1921 to 1923 Mounted Constable Benjamin Code 4556
1924 to 1925 Mounted Constable Patrick Cahill 5846
1926 to 1932 Mounted Constable Albert Dudley 6151
1933 to 1946 Mounted Constable George Harris 6411
1946 to 1952 1st Constable Kenneth Macklin 7505
1952 to 1960 1st Constable Leslie Young 8378
1960 to 1962 1st Constable Arthur Mumford 10930
1962 to 1978 1st Constable Jack Knowles BEM* 10560
1978 to 1987 Senior Constable Edward Abley 13051
1987 to 1999 Senior Constable John Fraumano 16525
1999 to 2008 Senior Constable Trevor Saker 24394
2008 - Leading Senior Constable Patrick Storer 20801
* The British Empire Medal awarded to Jack Knowles was presented to him for his role in the Southern Aurora passenger train collision at Violet Town in 1969. The Melbourne bound passenger train collided with a goods train in the early hours of the morning. Nine people died and numerous others were seriously injured. 1st Constable Knowles and three local residents were awarded the British Empire Medal for their efforts at this major incident.
Violet Town Response Zone Today
The Violet Town Police Station is a one-member station, situated just off the Hume Freeway, 169 kilometres north of Melbourne. The station and residence are new, both first occupied in September, 2002. Violet Town Police Station is 27 kilometres south of Benalla, 20 kilometres north of Euroa and 45 kilometres east of Shepparton. Violet Town Police Station is in the Benalla Cluster, Benalla Police District, which also comprises Euroa and Nagambie. Violet Town is part of Division 4 of Region 4. The District Inspector is based at Benalla and the Divisional Superintendent is at Seymour. Detectives from Benalla and Traffic Police from Benalla provide operational activity in the area relative to crime and road safety, respectively.
Area Description
Violet Town is the only township in the response zone. The zone is comprised of a diverse farming community consisting of sheep, cattle and cropping, with olive growing and vineyards becoming more established. The population of the Violet Town response zone is approximately 1400 with approximately 600 to 700 within the residential sector. The Violet Town response zone is wholly based in the Strathbogie Shire, which has its offices in Euroa. Violet Town has a Bush Nursing Hospital, which caters mainly to the caring of the aged, but it also provides a surgery for the community by visiting doctors several time per week. There is a part time Credit Union service and a Commonwealth Bank agency at the local Post Office. There are two hotels, a primary school and kindergarten. Some small businesses are operating, the largest being a supermarket which also has a liquor outlet. There are also industrial businesses such as an engineering works, concrete fabricator and a full time quarry. These businesses are a source of employment for the local population. Some itinerant workers are residing in the area but this is usually short term. Sewage works recently been completed in the town which could see an increase of new housing because of cheaper land prices and easy travelling distances to both Benalla and Shepparton.
The police response zone of Violet Town consists of rugged and hilly terrain to the east of the Hume Freeway to the Strathbogie Ranges and predominantly flat ground to the west. As indicated earlier, the main industry in Violet Town is its agriculture. The hills of the Strathbogie Ranges, which forms part of this response zone, are covered in vast pine plantations. The area is popular with trail bike riders and day-trippers on the weekends. With the exception of the occasional vehicular mishap, these persons are relatively trouble free.
The most popular feature in Violet Town is the monthly bush market, conducted on the second Saturday of every month at the Violet Town Reserve. People travel from far and wide to attend, and on a good day up to 2000 people will attend. Apart from a lack of nearby parking no police problems arise from these days. An Arts Festival culminating in a street parade is held around Easter every second year. This also presents no policing problems.
Sporting clubs are well represented in Violet Town. A football club comprising Firsts, Seconds, Under 17s and Under 14s, as well as four netball sides provides focal point for the community, and sees most of the towns youth involved. Also well patronised are a cricket club, a tennis club, a bowling club and a golf club. The Violet Town residential area has even spread of elderly retired people and families with children of various ages. Unemployment is not apparent within the town. It appears that those that are unemployed keep themselves occupied in one way or another. The towns younger people are kept occupied either within the sporting clubs or with arts and musical programs conducted at the community centre. There is also a skate park situated not far from the town centre, which keeps skateboarding and bicycle riding off the footpaths in the main streets.
Policing Service
The Violet Town Police Station is equipped with a marked police sedan. Patrols of the response zone vary, with the emphasis on visible police presence both on the Hume Freeway and rural areas. Crime within the Violet Town Response Zone is minimal. The Neighbourhood Watch Program implemented two years ago has certainly contributed to this. Stock theft has been the major crime reported over the last 12 months. The court used by police for offences in this area, is the Benalla Magistrates Court. Police communications are conducted via D24 at Wangaratta.
It interesting to note that the new police station is to be opened on 4 February, 2003 at a time that the Victoria Police Force is celebrating 150 years of community service to the people of Victoria. Violet Town has had a police station for 148 of those years.
Current Serving Member
The current serving member at the Violet Town Police Station is Senior Constable Trevor Saker. He is married to Tricia, a Nurse unit manager at the Benalla Hospital. They have five children, Elizabeth 18yrs, Robert and Catherine 16yrs, and James and Thomas 14yrs. Senior Constable Saker joined the police force in 1984, and has been stationed at Doncaster, Victoria Dock, City Traffic and Benalla. He transferred to Violet Town in December 1999, replacing Senior Constable John Fraumano who had been at Violet Town since 1987.
Prepared by Senior Constable Trevor Saker 24394 Officer in Charge of Violet Town, 2003
Country News, The Argus
29 October 1903
VIOLET TOWN. - A man named W. Millar was arrested by Constable Dent on Saturday morning, charged with issuing valueless cheques on several business people, both here and at Euroa. Millar came to Tamleugh about six weeks ago as manager of the Tamleugh Creamery, at which be only remained a few weeks. He then rented farm, and began dealing. He bought cattle through E. Scribling and Co., auctioneers for which he tendered cheques for £200 15/. Altogether cheques passed by Millar amounted to, about £300. Millar was brought before Mr. Wallace, J.P., and remanded to appear at Beechworth on the 6th prox., when a further remand will be asked for.
The Argus, Thursday 29 October 1903, p.7
Chapter 21
Domestic Intelligence.
DISTRICT LICENSES - A special petty session of the Licensing Justices tor the district was held on Saturday Present - Major St. John (in the chair), A Cameron, D Cameron, E. Curr, W Firebrace, C. Hutton, R, Martin, A M’Callum, C. Playne, F A Powlett, J. C. Riddell, J. Smith, S Stephen, and W. B. Wilmot, Esquires. The applications before the court were disposed of as follows -
Publicans’ General Licenses Refused - Thomas Clarke, Violet Town, (house not finished).
The Melbourne Argus Tuesday 7 July 1846, p2
Law Report, Supreme Court, New Court.
Nisi Prius Sittings.
Thursday, 27th August, 1857.
Before his Honor Mr. Justice Molesworth, and Special Juries of Twelve.)
Bond V. Turnbull
For the plaintiff, the Attorney-General, Mr. Wood, and Mr. Aspinall; for the defendant, the Solicitor General, Mr. Whipham, and Mr. Adamson.
This was a dispute between two squatters, as to the boundaries of their runs.
The runs were situated in the Murray district, near Benana. The plaintiff owned the “Stoney Creek Run” the defendant, the “Honeysuckle Run. The land in dispute was a strip of about two miles deep, lying along the creek called the Stoney Creek, on the north side of it. The plaintiff, Bond, owner of the Stoney Creek run, lying on the north side of the creek, claimed that the creek was the boundary of the two runs. He alleged that the creek was the only permanent water in his run. The defendant insisted that the true boundary was two miles north of this creek, and in a line nearly parallel to the creek. The trespass complained of in this action was that defendant had sent in flocks of sheep upon plaintiff’s run, along the north side of the river, and had thereby driven away plaintiff’s cattle. It appears that cattle will not remain where sheep are depasturing. Tho plaintiff’s cattle having been thus disturbed from their accustomed pasturing-ground, and driven to the scrub and ranges, did not fatten as they would otherwise have done, and over a hundred head of them went away altogether from the run, and were wholly lost. This was laid as special damages.
William Standring, land surveyor, proved the plan of the Stoney Creek Run.
Thomas Bond : Is the plaintiff. Knew the run these nine years. Purchased it in the year 1848, from Mr. Underwood, by whom it was first taken up. Witness’s stock has always fed up to the Stoney Creek. They have fed so since he bought the station and stock from Underwood. His run is north of the creek. Has been in the habit of visiting the run, sometimes once in two or three months, sometimes once a week. For the last three years has lived upon another run, which he owns, in the neighborhood. When witness first bought the station there wore about 100 head of cattle pasturing on it. There are now 500. Stoney Creek has water all the year.
There is no permanent water on the run except Stoney Creek. One year had to send away his sheep to King River, as he was obliged to drive four miles every day for water at the Stoney Creek run. About five or six years ago a Mr. Scobie, who then held the Honeysuckle run, on the other side of tho creek, put stock on witness’s side of it, the north side. Scobie then held the Honeysuckle run, in partnership with Sir James Matthewson. At last Scobie’s sheep got the catarrh, and witness had him summoned before the Benana bench, and fined, for having diseased sheep. After that Scobie and Matthewson’s sheep were withdrawn to the Honeysuckle run. Witness’s run was never intruded upon afterwards until the defendant, Mr. Turnbull, put his sheep upon it. There are huts upon witness’s run-the hut the overseer and stock keeper live in, two other huts, and a three stalled stable. These huts are about a stone’s throw from the Stoney Creek. Two of them have been there ever since witness bought the run. In March, 1860, the defendant’s sheep were seen for the first time Upon Witness’s run. Witness then wrote the defendant two letters on the subject, and shortly afterwards the sheep were removed, witness believes withdrawn to the Honeysuckle run. Defendant had two runs in the neighborhood. (Witness’s run has of late years been principally occupied by cattle. Cattle have an antipathy to feeding on the same ground with sheep, and got away from the sheep. It is thought that they have an increased antipathy to diseased sheep. Witness’s run is capable of feeding about 600 cattle. His cattle has left that part of the run, and over 100 head have gone off the run altogether, and have not been found yet. Defendant’s sheep were virulently affected with catarrh. Witness’s stockman has been riding after his cattle every day, and has failed to find the 100 head. They were fattening bullocks, and would be fat now if they had not been knocked about. As store cattle, settled on the run, they might be worth £4 10s. to £6 a head. It has been reported to witness that twenty five or thirty cattle that went off have been got back. 100 are still missing. Had his cattle been undisturbed, witness would have been able to have drafted off, at tho lowest, from 100 to 120 fat cattle this year, worth from £0 to £10 a-head. Has not been able to draft off any. Had all his people with him, endeavoring to draft a few drafted five, which the butcher took away, but they did not prove fat, and witness has not been able to sell any since. Cattle will not settle to fatten where sheep are ; and even after the sheep are withdrawn, it will require the frost to take the taint off the grass. The Stony Creek Run is a good cattle fattening run. The portion that the defendant’s sheep was put upon was the best part of the run. The cattle will not steady on the run again, until some frost comes. The loss from that source alone will be over £1,000. Rambling cattle will not fatten.
Cross-examined by the Solicitor-General: These cattle were mostly bred upon the run. Contends that the Stoney Creek is one of the boundaries. Knows the Sydney-road, and where it crosses the Stoney Crock. Knows the Turnip Creek ; it runs for a small portion along the Sydney-road. It is about two miles from where the Sydney-road crosses the Stoney Creek to where it crosses the Turnip Creek, The Sydney-road runs north-east. There are other creeks, the Woolpress and the Old Hut Creeks, going two and a half miles along. There are other creeks on his run. North of the Stoney Creek is the Turnip Creek ; next is the Old Hut Greek : after that is a hollow, which can scarcely be called a creek, and for which he does not know any name ; and then the Woolpress Creek. There is a swamp, also. All the creeks, except Stoney Creek, were dry in 1849. The swamp is dry every season. [Witness was then cross-examined at great length as to the several boundaries of his run.] Recollects having a dispute about the boundary now in question, before the Boundary Commissioner, Mr. Piper, in the year 1850. The signature to the document now handed to him is his. [The document was an agreement executed between the witness on the one part, and Scobie and Matthewson, former occupiers of the Honeysuckle run on the other. It was executed for the purpose of terminating the dispute then pending before the Commissioner, and by it certain boundaries were settled, the present witness distinctly giving up his claim to the land in dispute.]
The Honeysuckle run, now occupied by the defendant, Turnbull, was previously occupied by Mr. Furlong; before him by Scobie and Matthewson. The dispute before the Commissioner was with Scobie and Matthewson, witness claiming the Stoney Creek as his boundary, and Scobie insisting that his boundary was, as the present defendant now insists, two miles further north. The Commissioner made his report on that agreement. Witness hesitated long before he signed the agreement, walking up and down before the tent of the Commissioner, and it was not until the Commissioner told witness that if he did not sign it he would have the run surveyed and witness saddled with the expense of the survey, that witness assented to sign it. Evidence had been taken by the Commissioner before the agreement was signed. Heard of one Smyth, Boundary Commissioner in those days. Smyth was not present at this inquiry; but the Commissioner wanted to read some depositions of his, which witness objected to, as Smyth was not present for witness to cross-examine him. The inquiry was held in the Commissioner’s tent at Violet Town, about five miles from the disputed land. When witness bought from Underwood there were no cattle nor sheep on this station, but Underwood’s, which witness bought. There were two huts near the stockyard, within a stone’s throw of Stoney Creek, and another within sight, lower down the flat, still closer to the creek. The stockyard was enclosed with a four-rail fence about five and a-half feet high.
Re-examined by the Attorney-General: The inquiry before Mr. Piper lasted only about two hours- Wanted Mr. Piper to go on the ground and offered him a horse to go, but he declined. There is no natural boundary to mark the line of boundary claimed by the defendant. Witness afterwards forwarded to the Governor a protest against Mr. Piper’s decision, and against the document which had been handed in, and which he was compelled to sign,under the threat that he would be saddled with the costs of a survey if he refused.
To the Judge : If the portion now claimed by the defendant is taken from witness, his run, which is called the Stoney Creek run will not touch the Stoney Creek at all.
John Scott: Is a shepherd of Mr. Tumbull’s, the defendant in this action. About the beginning of April last drove about 11,000 sheep over the Stoney Creek to the north side. Did go by Mr. Turnbull’s orders. They had the catarrh. About fifteen of them died of the catarrh. They remained on that side of the creek until the middle of May
Cross-examined: Has been In Mr. Turnbull’s employment for eighteen months, but, not on this station. Went to this station only in March.
David Lyall : Is in the service of Mr. Bond, the plaintiff. Knows the ground in dispute. About four hundred of Mr. Bond’s cattle were feeding along the Stoney Creek in March last. They were near the station, which is about thirty or forty yards from the creek. All the way down the creek, below the station, is called the Home Flat. It is a valuable part of the run. Recollects Mr. Turnbull’s sheep coming upon that part. Saw them there in February, also in March and in April. There were from 900 to 1,100 of them. The cattle were driven off by them from their usual camps to the scrub and the ranges. The sheep were diseased sheep. Some of the cattle, about a hundred head or thereabout, have gone away altogether and cannot be found at all. The cattle that have been recovered have not steadied yet, and are in inferior condition. They would have been fat if they had been left undisturbed in their camping-places. Cattle will not stay where sheep are. Witness has repeatedly brought these cattle back to the ground the sheep had been on, and they would not stay there. Before the sheep went there witness could have collected the cattle in an hour and a half, Could not now collect them in a day. They used to water in Stoney Creek.
William Bond : Is brother of the plaintiff. Has superintended the Stoney Creek run for him since 1849. In 1849 there were about a hundred head of cattle on the station, The run was called the Stoney Creek Run when he first knew it, and has been called so ever since. Their cattle have always fed close up to the Stoney Creek : they watered there. There was no other permanent water for cattle but the Stoney Creek. In February of this year had about five hundred cattle on the run, most of them bullocks. There were four camping-places to which their cattle resorted within half a mile of the Stoney Creek. The “camping-places” means places resorted to by the cattle, whether by night or by day. Witness is out on the run every day. Witness was from home for some weeks when these sheep “appeared on the ground. When he returned he asked what sheep had been on the run, for he could see no cattle on the ground. He could trace tracks of the sheep that had been there. This was in March. Has been hunting up the cattle ever since. Has recovered about twenty five or thirty. There are over one hundred missing still. Should have been able to draft off one hundred and twenty to one hundred and thirty fat cattle, fit for any market, by this time. Drafted off one hundred and forty fat last year. The only fattening ground on the run is the Home Flat : that the sheep invaded. There are none of the cattle fat now. Could scarcely pick out one fit for the use of the people on their stations. Five of the best were drafted for sale, and they did not prove to be fat. Saw the sheep in the fenced paddock. This paddock was about 70 acres in extent. It has been fenced about three years and a half. Some of the sheep actually died in the paddock. Plaintiff has fenced the paddock with posts and rails. Before that it was a bush fence. Part of this paddock has been cultivated for oats and hay. The people of the Honeysuckle Station never remonstrated when they were fencing this paddock. It is close to the creek. It runs to the creek in a point where a beast can water. Saw four of the defendant’s sheep dead in the paddock. The Stoney Creek Run would feed, in all, about five hundred cattle to fatten as they ought to do, The contents of the run, as marked upon the map, is 15,000 acres.
To the Judge : When they first went there the paddock was partly surrounded with a bush fence, partly with posts and rails. It had been used as a cultivation paddock.
Joseph Alexander Underwood : Is a farmer at Violet Town. Was a squatter in 1838, Knows the Stoney Creek Run. Witness took up that run in 1839. Took up the Honeysuckle Run also. Occupied them both for some months. Went to the Goulburn. Came back in 1845. Found Scobie settled on the Honeysuckle Run. Witness settled on the south (the Honeysuckle) side of the creek, but fed his cattle on the north side. Had a dispute with Scobie. Scobie sent his shepherd to ask him why he came there. Witness said he had a license from the Government to feed his cattle and sheep on the waste lands of the Crown. They finally agreed to make the Stoney Creek their boundary, and witness moved to the north side. After he moved he built two huts on the northside, and fenced in a paddock and a station. Scobie saw him building and fencing, and did not object to his doing so Witness sold to Mr. Bond, the plaintiff. Bond had not altered the boundaries since witness sold to him. Always paid his license regularly.
Cross examined : His first license was in 1845. It was a six months license. Got it from Mr. Smyth, the Commissioner of the district Got all his other licenses at Melbourne. Took up the run in 1839, until he would get stock. It was the custom of the country to do so. Took stock there the same year. Left ten head of cattle and a few sheep there to victual the men. Was constantly out buying stock and bringing them there. Brought some stock there the following year. The men were frightened away by the blacks, but the cattle remained. Never in his time considered that the run would carry over 200 or at most 800 head of cattle to fatten them. Now it carries 600, but the country is improved since then. When witness took it, it was all scrub. The fires since have improved it. Scobie complained of witness to the Commissioner. He did not want witness to come down to the creek. He did not want him nor any one else near him. He wanted all the country to himself. Does not recollect that he (witness) promised the Commissioner in 1847 that if Scobie gave him a few weeks to collect his cattle he would give up the run. Was examined by Mr. Piper in 1850.
(The Solicitor-General read from witness’s depositions on that occasion to the following effect ;- “I remember promising Mr. Scobie in Mr. Smyth’s presence that if he gave me a few months to collect my cattle I would move off the Stoney Creek altogether. Mr. Scobie never positively made the Stoney Creek the boundary, but it was understood that he should be on one side of it and I should be on the other.”)
In answer to the Solicitor-General, who named several other stations in the vicinity of Stoney Creek, and asked witness had he taken up these stations also, witness replied, “I might have done so if I liked. I had all the country before me. I might have had it all. I might have had a hundred miles about me. My license was to feed stock over any waste land in tho colony of Victoria.” Witness came out to this country at the Government expense. Came out to see the country from the county of Antrim. It was one of her Majesty’s Judges recommended him to travel.
Re-examined : Was thirteen or fourteen years in Colonel Anderson’s employment. Got his ticket-of-leave about three years after he came out.
John Mackintosh : Resides at present at Moonee Ponds. Knows these stations. Went up there in November or December, 1845. Was engaged as shepherd to Scobie. Underwood came that way, saying he was going to settle on Stoney Creek. Scobie was then occupying the Honeysuckle Run. In 1816 witness, by Scobie’s direction, put two flocks of sheep of from 1,100 to 1,300 sheep each on the Stoney Creek Run. When he put the sheep across the creek he saw between sixty and seventy head of cattle there, which Underwood said were his. They were quiet cattle, settled down on the run. They were a mixed lot, cows, heifers, steers, and calves. Underwood was living with his men in a hut quite close to the creek. Some of the cows were milkers. Witness got milk there. The hut seemed to be rather a new hut, a month or two built. Scobie told witness that he wanted to put Underwood away altogether.
Cross-examined : Scobie had a hut on the north side of the creek, somewhere below the junction of the Swamp Creek and the Stoney Creek. On the south side, lower down the creek, Underwood had a hut. Underwood had then no hut on the north side, but used to feed his cattle on that side. Scobie built the but that was then on the north side Underwood afterwards moved up about two miles from the creek. It would have been very little use for him to stop there when there were two flocks of sheep there.
Alexander Anderson : Went up, in the early part of June 1839, with Messrs. Speed and Binnie, and occupied the Honeysuckle run in partnership with them. Occupied it until he dissolved partnership with Speed in 1843. Never was on the Stoney Creek but once. Always understood that Creek to be the boundary of the Honeysuckle run. Never was on the Stoney Creek himself until three years ago
Cross-examined : They never claimed beyond the Stoney Creek. In 1842 dissolved partnership with Speed. Speed kept the Honeysuckle run, and witness and Binnie took their cattle to the Four Mile Creek. Saw Underwood there in 1839. Believes he returned there again in 1815. Understood that he occupied his run up to the Stoney Creek
John William Binnie ; Was a partner with the last witness in occupying the Honeysuckle run. Never had any sheep on the north side of the Stoney Creek. Speed sold to Scobie.
Mr. Wood now offered In evidence a protest, by the plaintiff Bond, against the alleged agreement. This protest was in the shape of a memorial to Sir Charles FitzRoy, the then Governor. Mr Wood offered it to show that the agreement was made under constraint, and was not subsequently acquiesced in.
Mr. Bond recalled, deposed : The delay in presenting the protest, which was addressed to the Governor, Sir Charles FitzRoy, was caused by his not being able to procure a surveyor. He gave instructions at once to Mr. Howe to prepare the protest.
This closed the plaintiff’s case.
The Solicitor General opened the defendant’s case. The agreement which had been executed to terminate the dispute, before Mr. Piper, had been entered into to save further trouble and expense, after perfectly conclusive evidence had been given before Mr. Piper. In the year 1848, a Mr. Howe had occupied a station still further north than the Stoney Creek station, called Upottipottipon. An arrangement had been made between him and Mr. Scobie, who then occupied the Honeysuckle station, that Mr. Scobie’s boundary should extend two miles north of the Stoney Creek. In 1845 Underwood came in and he obtained a license from Mr. Smyth, the Commissioner of the district, which was intended to be a mere temporary license to occupy a small run on what was then called the Eight mile Creek, now called Turnip Creek. He fed down to the banks of Stoney Creek, but on Scobie’s complaint he was put back by the Commissioner in 1847. It was by a mistake in the Commissioner’s office that his run was entitled the Stoney Creek Run. In the year 1848, when all the squatters were applying for leases, and the applicants had to describe their runs, both Mr. Scobie and Mr. Underwood applied for leases. Mr. Scobie on that occasion described his run just as he claimed it now. Underwood described his run, claiming for its southern boundary, not Stoney Creek but his successor (Mr. Bond) now claims it, but Mr Scobie’s run, leaving it indefinite what was the positive boundary in that direction. The quantity he described it as containing was 12,000 acres. What is now claimed by Mr. Bond is 18,000. The capability of the run he described as 300 head of cattle.
Mr. Bond now claims a run capable of fattening 500 head. The learned Solicitor-General argued that the difference was made up by the land now in dispute, and that this would indicate to the jury who had been the real occupant of the land at present claimed by the plaintiff.
Mr. Piper was then called: Witness had been Boundary Commissioner in 1850. He had heard the case between Bond and Scobie, and, having arrived at a conclusion against Bond’s claim, showed him that if he opposed Scobie’s claim any further the consequence would be that, under the Boundary Act, the run would have to be surveyed at his expense. Under these circumstances, Mr. Bond had executed the agreement on which he (Mr. Piper) afterwards reported, Mr. Bond was very reluctant, until he (Mr. Piper) had made him comprehend his position is laid down by the act. Mr. Smyth, the former Commissioner, was present at the enquiry. Witness was quite confident he was present while Mr. Bond was there, as he (Mr. Piper) took his depositions, and is quite sure he would not have infringed so plain, a rule of common sense as the rule of not taking any proceedings in a case while the parties to the case were absent. Mr. Smyth’s evidence was to the effect that Underwood had applied to him for a license for a small run for about one hundred head of cattle. That he gave him a license, but was less circumspect as to the wording of the license, as he understood that it was to be only for a temporary purpose: that he suggested to him to go to Eight-Mile Creek, but that he, Underwood, went to Stoney Creek ; that Scobie complained of his intruding there. That he, Mr. Smyth, went to the spot, and put him back to Eight-Mile Creek, and that it was by an error in his (Mr. Smyth’s) office, that Underwood had obtained a license for Stoney Creek, for which Scobie had obtained a previous authority. Witness was quite satisfied by the evidence that Underwood had no right to come to Stoney Greek, and was prepared to report accordingly. Under these circumstances, the agreement was executed, and he (Mr. Piper) reported on the agreement. A protest against his report was afterwards forwarded to the Government by Mr. Bond. The Government sent the protest to him (Mr. Piper) to report upon it, which he did, and he has never heard anything more of it since.
Witness was cross-examined at considerable length by the Attorney-General.
Edward Grimes (late Auditor-General) : (Knew the land north of Stoney Creek from the year 1841 to the year 1849. Witness at that time occupied the Gunardardee station, on the Broken River, Mr. Howe occupied the Upottipottipon station. Witness christened both these stations. Witness is positive that in 1842, 1843, and 1844 the land north of Stoney Creek was depastured by Scobie’s sheep and by Howe’s cattle. In the year 1844 Scobie and Howe came to an agreement that the boundary between them should be two miles north of the Stoney Creek. Witness never saw permanent water in the Stoney Greek. There was permanent water in the Woolpress Creek. In these days no settler was able to occupy a fourth of the land he claimed as his run.
The Attorney - General : Every settler grabbed as much as he could.
It was now half-past four o’clock, and the court adjourned to ten o’clock on Friday (this morning).
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Chapter 22
St Attracta’s Violet Town
1898-1998 Centenary Celebrations
25 October 1998
Early History
The first building in which Mass was said in Violet Town was a building erected on the property of the late Mr and Mrs Underwood on the Hume Highway, the site today is the home of the grandson, Mr T.P. Underwood. The building, used by all denominations, was known as the Court House. The Rev. Father Scanlon travelled per horseback from Beechworth, and Mass was said two or three times a year, mostly on week days. That was in the years 1860-70. With the arrival of the railway, the town shifted to its present site in 1872. An old slab building, with shingles on it and papered walls, known as the National Bank, situated near the railway line, close to the present site of the Police Station, surrounded by gum scrub was the next building used for the saying of Mass, the priest travelling from Wangaratta per horseback. With the increase of worshippers a meeting was called to discuss the erection of a church. A site was procured and a wooden building was erected thereon. This chapel served upon a site near the present church until sufficient funds were in hand to erect the building near the station today. With careful planning and much hard work the present church was opened free of debt by the late Archbishop Revelle in October, 1898. The cost involved amounted to £1200. The Rev. Dean Davy offered to marry the first couple in the new church free of charge, and Mr. and Mrs. McHugh, of Benalla availed themselves of the offer. The old wooden church was removed to Rothsey, and still serves as a place of worship in that district.
(Violet Town Centenary Celebrations Booklet 1949)
Reflections on our Beginnings:
The explorers Hume and Hovell passed through the North East of Victoria in 1824. They were determining a land route from Sydney to Port Phillip Bay and passed through the area where the township of Violet Town now stands. In the Spring of 1836 Major Thomas Mitchell made a more detailed survey of the area and within a couple of years white settlers had moved in with their sheep and cattle. They also brought their religious beliefs and spiritual needs. The Catholic Church was not slow to respond to the request for spiritual sustenance and visiting priests were sent from the fledgling diocese of Melbourne. With the passing of the years Violet Town was successively in the pastoral care of the parishes of Kilmore, Beechworth, Wangaratta and Benalla. Each parish in turn sent priests to celebrate Mass, baptise, officiate at weddings and bury the dead.
In 1874 the diocese of Sandhurst was established as a suffragant of the diocese of Melbourne. Violet Town now became part of this new diocese and part of the parish of Benalla. A wooden Church had been constructed in Violet Town during this early period but it soon proved inadequate. It was replaced in 1898 by a magnificent brick structure, the present St Attracta’s. Violet Town remained within the parish of Benalla until January 1971 when it was transferred to Euroa. St Attracta’s first hundred years has witnessed generations of faithful worshippers. Much has changed in that time but the strength of the faith has continued. We give thanks for a “Faith Filled Past,” we say yes to “Future of Faith.”
Mons. John White. (Parish Priest 1996-)
Parishioner Remembers from the 1920 - 30s.
The Church building itself has not altered except for the altar. It has been altered by bringing forward the altar table. There were black iron altar rails to separate the main body of the church from the altar and they have also been removed.
The grounds had two large cypress trees at the front of the church on Cowslip Street. A tennis court was situated between the church building and Dahlia Street. The one court was used socially by parishioners. People who travelled to church by horse and gig tied their horses to the front fence. (Cowslip Street) Mass was every fortnight, first week at 9.00am second week at 11.00am You could only receive Communion once a month on account of fasting from 12 o’clock the previous night, not even water was permitted with the result that quite often people would faint in the hot weather.
A Miss Sexton taught Sunday School every Sunday afternoon at 2.00pm and prepared us for first Communion made at age 7 and Confirmation at age 14. After our first Communion we held a Communion breakfast for the children in the ‘Friendly Society Hall’ around the corner on Primrose Street and Meakins Avenue. This old weather board building is now demolished.
A mission was held every three years which would last for a week. Mass was held every morning and Benediction in the evening. The evening service was always packed. The church was lavishly decorated with flowers and burning candles. The visiting priest stayed at the hotel and tried to visit every family during the week.
The same Miss Sexton also conducted a choir that sang the Latin Hymns at Benediction nearly always followed by a gusty ‘Faith of our Fathers’ or ‘Hail Queen of Heaven.’ The entrance of the church had small stalls selling religious objects, holy cards, medals, rosary beads and pictures etc.
Lorna Palmer
St Attracta, or Araght. ( Sixth Century?)
As with so many Irish saints, there is much uncertainty about the chronology of St Attracta; her alleged association with St Patrick would put her in the fifth century, but others mentioned as her contemporaries lived in the sixth. According to her legend she was the daughter of a noble house, and when her father refused to allow her to dedicate herself to God, she fled to Coolavin, where she is said to have received the nun’s veil from St Patrick. She then established herself on Lough Gara, and founded a hospice for travellers in a place where seven roads meet, now called after her, Killaraght. This hospice continued its good work until 1539. Later, she went into Roscommon, where she wished to have a cell close to St Conall (said to have been her half brother) at Drum, near Boyle. This was forbidden by him and St Dachonna, and St Attracta expressed her indignation with a freedom which strikes us as Irish rather than holy: she hoped that the time would come where their respective churches would be reduced to insignificance, and their offerings to nothing, by the rising of another church near by, “and many other things that were disagreeable,” some of which are “not set down in her acta.” It is fanciful to see a fulfillment of this in the foundation centuries later of the Cistercian abbey of Boyle, but the churches of Drumconnell and Has Dachonna (Assylin) were soon after overshadowed by the rise of the Episcopal churches of Achonry and Elphin.
When a riding party of the men of Luighne (Lugna) were fleeing from the king of Connacht, St Attracta enabled them to escape by dividing the waters of Lough Gara; two natural weirs on the lake are still connected with her name. Another miracle attributed to her is the harnessing of forest deer with her own hair, to drag timber for the construction of a fort by the king of Connacht, when he had unjustly summoned her to take part in the work: doubtless he remembered the affair of the men of Lugna. This saint’s feast is now celebrated throughout Ireland on August 12th; she is the patron of the diocese of Achonry.
Boy Dies From Burns.
VIOLET TOWN. Tuesday.- M. Cahill, aged 10 years, son of Mr. Cahill, butcher, who was severely burned on Sunday, died to-day. The boy was standing near the door of Russell’s garage when an employee threw what he thought was a kerosene tin but was a petrol-tin, on a fire outside. The flames enveloped Cahill. Mrs. Russell was severely burned when trying to save the boy.
The Argus Wednesday 19 August 1931. p7
Chapter 23
An Anzac Avenue For Violet Town: Opening Ceremonial.
The shops closed on Saturday after noon to allow the residents to take part in the opening ceremonies connected with the “Anzac Avenue.” Shortly after three o’clock there was a large attendance at the corner near Harcourt’s, from whence the avenue is to extend along the Murchison road.
Mr L. Evert (chairman of committee) said Ladies and Gentlemen, We are gathered to-day to plant an avenue of trees in honour of our soldiers. The intention was to plant a tree for each soldier who had gone from the shire, but we could not get the whole work done, and rather than postpone the tree-planting, decided to cover the space available. The committee decided that each person who worked should plant a tree for some soldier either brother, relative or friend, and next year we hope to plant one for each soldier who has gone, as well as those who have since joined. It was a pleasure to see Mr Palmer present (who would name the avenue), and also the President, councillors, and officials of the shire, some fresh from the elections and looking well (laughter). He called upon Mr Palmer to perform the opening ceremony. Mr Palmer, who was received with applause, said,-I thank you sincerely for asking me to take part in this ceremony. It is an important event and I don’t think we could be better occupied than in seeking to commemorate the names of those who are fighting our battles. I know you held a memorial service lately. There is a special halo of glory attached to those who have paid the supreme sacrifice; but planting this avenue is not only a permanent memorial to them, but also to those who are wounded and the unwounded ones. Those who had the good fortune to come back would be a better quality of citizen, for there is no doubt that those who go to the war gain wonderful experience, as it is a world wide war. This planting of trees is a wise thing to do. People would never be able to pass the trees without thinking of the soldier or soldiers they were particularly interested in, who went to war to fight our battles. Personally he had the honour of planting a tree in the name of a nurse (Miss Lily Mackay).
Nurses were doing great work. At no previous war have the wounded been so well cared for as in this one. Two sisters had gone from the shire (Misses Lily and Maud Mackay). The men’s part was to kill, and the women’s to heal. Australia had played a noble part, over 303,000 men had gone to the war. None before war could have conceived of raising such a body of soldiers. Every soldier had played his part. In the old country was heard nothing but praise for them. He would like to mention troubles on our own shores. There could only be one Government to represent the people as a whole, and no section has the right to enforce others. The strike trouble has not reached Adelaide, and in Melbourne there was turmoil. The mass of men were loyal sons of Empire, but had been induced to think they can overthrow Government. Everyone must prove a worthy part of the Empire and help ti repress those who defied authority. He was quite satisfied that if the Win-the-War Government loses control of forces of men we shall suffer We must win the war. Our soldiers are doing their best, and shaming men who are not. Some think we should not fight. We were forced into it. If Australia was under Germany there was no man who would not suffer by the change Every one must put his shoulder to the wheel. It will help our soldiers when they hear that trees have been planted in their honour at home, and nerve them to nobler deeds. It is to be hoped that many more towns will follow this example (applause). It now devolves on me to declare name of the avenue, “Anzac.” (prolonged applause.)
Cr A. Gordon. Shire President thanked the committee, on behalf of the council, for the invitation to be present. He was pleased to see so many there to do honour to our soldiers, those men who have gone to fight our battles. He did not know bow things would have been with Australia if they hadn’t. Australia would have been looked down on for generations to come, if it hadn’t done its part.
The nurses who had gone deserved much credit. Their fame is not proclaimed far enough. Where would wounded and dying be if it were not for them! (Applause) Cr McShane said It gives me much pleasure to be present and help to plant one of the trees to honour our lads. One of the speakers had said the councillors were looking fresh and well. He could personally say that he was feeling well, and hoped electors would always think as much of him as they did on Thursday week. (Applause.)
Cr R. Mitchell said It gives me pleasure to be here, and I desire to thank the committee for their invitation. All we can do in honour of the soldiers is not half what they deserve. Violet Town has contributed her share. I would like to mention one family “the parents are present” who have sent five sons, but I am very sorry to say that one, and very possibly two, would not return.
Cr G White expressed his pleasure at being present. One speaker had said they were looking well after elections, and he felt well as far as elections went, making a speech on a lorry was taking more out of him (laughter.) He was sorry not to have been at any of the working bees. He was ready to come one Saturday, but it turned out a wet afternoon, said he heard that there was no working. He would be pleased to do anything he could to help in the future, and was present representing Boho, which was a warm little corner. Two families had sent nine boys to the front, and another family two sons. He was proud of being a Boho boy and hoped to see all return safely, also doctors, nurses, and chaplains (applause).
Rev. W. A. Williams, secretary of the movement, proposed a hearty vote of thanks to Mr. Palmer for naming the avenue and to the Shire Council and officials. He hoped posterity, viewing the trees, would say, ‘Those were planted in honour of the boys who fought for us, our king, and country.”
Mr F. Peacock seconded, expressing the hope that the council would see its way to vote a liberal sum towards the construction of the avenue. The vote was carried by acclamation, and was suitably acknowledged by Mr Palmer.
Tree-planting then commenced in earnest, many willing hands assisting. In all, 65 trees were set out, according to the official list, but a few others were planted later, the records of which were not handed in.
Euroa Advertiser Friday 7 September 1917, Page 4
Stations closed but trains still stop
The changes for country railway passengers announced early in January this year have now been realized with the closures of both the Euroa and Violet Town railway stations.
The stations closed on Sunday, September 5 and with them have gone 6 staff members who have all accepted voluntary redundancy packages.
A noticeable difference will be with ticket availability. Euroa travellers must now reserve their seats and buy their tickets at Blackwood’s Bargains at 28 Binney Street. Violet Town tickets are now available at Saunder’s Milk Bar, Cowslip Street.
Locked stations will mean no toilet facilities, no warm waiting room and no seating while travellers wait for their train. With no staff present and no public telephone close by the rail platform is now a very isolated place, which is a worry to many country passengers.
A new system of safely moving trains down the line has been enacted. The system is automatic and requires no station manpower.
All train travellers would be familiar with the exchange of the staff loops between the driver and a station officer. In the past trains moved from station to station under a manual, foolproof system. The staff loop was then locked in place at the station setting the track in position to the next station.
The new system, which has operated since Monday last week and requires no exchange and therefore no personnel, requires a train order.
Written authority is now handed to the driver by the Public Transport Corporation’s control personnel, to drive the train from station to station.
The signals, or tracks, which used to be manually operated, are now fixed for one line only; that is the platform line.
The Euroa station was manned by Les Hilton, station master for 9 years, and station officers Vince Parker, 8 years, and Alf Wakenshaw, who worked here for 28 years, on and off.
Violet Town staff included station master Garrie Moore and officers Winston Willis and Jim O’Shannessy. Both Winston and Jim worked fortnightly at Euroa as well.
Winston Willis said the Euroa station was a very busy place when he began with the Victorian Railways in June, 1960.
“In those days I worked in the goods shed with Merv Steen. Tom Nolan was station master and morse code was still being used to send urgent rail messages,” Winston says.
All goods trains were hauled by steam J, K and R class. Local passenger trains had diesel powered B and S class locos.
Winston also worked at the Balmattum, Creighton, Longwood and Locksley stations, all of which had no electricity at the time.
“On a late shift at Balmattum we had to light the crossing with a kero lamp.”
Garrie Moore came to work at the Violet Town station in January, 1981. He is well known in the community for his care of the garden surrounding the station.
“This is a sad way to leave a career which I have enjoyed after 27 1/2 years,” Garrie told the Gazette.
Jim O’Shannessy first worked for the railways in 1961 as a junior station assistant in Melbourne. He spent time in Bendigo and the Western District as he moved through promotions and moved to Violet Town in 1969.
“Within 3 months of moving to Violet Town offers of transfer started to come in. Of the many transfers, I was offered the position of train controller at South Geelong station, which was very tempting. However, I decided to remain at Violet Town and have never regretted that decision.”
The Violet Town station was also a busy place. There were 6 sawmills on the railway property cutting red and grey box firewood bound for Melbourne homes.
Before 1990, an annual average of 3000 tons of superphosphate moved through the station. Wheat was also handled at Violet Town. In the season 1956-57 a record of 35,000 bags of wheat was stacked in the yards awaiting cartage. Sheep, cattle and wool bales were also once sent by rail. Now all these goods are transported on the roads.
Changes to the parcel service once available by train were implemented in June of this year. The LCL service (less than a container load) now sees freight railed from Melbourne to the nearest super freight depot, and brought back to Euroa or Violet Town by road transport.
The station closures are not the only changes in the passenger service. A new timetable, which became effective on August 28, now means five coaches replace some train services to and from Albury and Melbourne.
The Euroa coach stop is located opposite the Euroa Hotel in Railway Street. Violet Town coach passengers will find their bus stop outside the hard¬ware store in Cowslip Street.
The closure of the Euroa and Violet Town stations poses a big question. Who will maintain these buildings if they are not used by the community?
The Euroa Gazette Tue. 14 September 1993.
Town mourns after blaze at historic hotel
By FELICITY DARGAN
A FIRE that destroyed a historic hotel in Violet Town causing about $1.5 million damage yesterday has devastated the community.
The 800 residents of the town in the state’s north-east are mourning the loss of the “heart and soul of Violet Town”, the 140-year-old Ellen Frances Hotel.
Sen-Constable John Fraumano said seven fire crews from the town and surrounding districts were called to the blaze at 2.45am but the old building was well alight.
Country Fire Authority workers said it took half an hour to control.
Sen-Constable Fraumano said the cause of the flre was unknown and the arson squad was investigating. No one was in the hotel at the time.
The flre destroyed the two-storey hotel’s bistro, cellar, accommodation rooms, ballroom and roof. All that remains are four brick walls.
Former Violet Town policeman Jack Knowles said it was the biggest disaster to hit the area since the Southern Aurora train collided with a goods carriage in February 1969. The collision killed nine people.
Mr Knowles, a resident of 31 years, said the Ellen Frances Hotel was used, as an emergency depot at the time to care for injured passengers.
“The Ellen Frances was the drawcard of the town, our pride and joy, our major landmark” Mr Knowles said.
“This is very sad. I heard the siren at 2.47am and saw flames all over the place. It has just shocked the town.”
The grand hotel was named after the grand-mother of former owner Jane Murphy, who nows owns the North East Hotel in Euroa.
It was in the Murphy family for more than 60 years but was sold to Dennis Paton about three years ago.
The Ellen Frances is the second hotel in Violet Town to burn down.
The historic Farmers’ Arms Hotel was ruined when an electrical fault caused a fire in 1964.
The owner of Violet Town’s remaining hotel, the Honeysuckle, Ms Barbara Lohmann, said “the Ellen Frances was Violet Town”.
“It is very traumatic for such a small town,” Ms Lohmann said.
“Everyone is very upset. I’m still shaking.”
Jill Bromley, who worked in the hotel as a waitress, said she was devastated by the news.
“This pub was Violet Town’s heart and soul,” she said.
Herald Sun, Tuesday, August 17, 1993
Violet Town Football Club
A meeting of the Violet Town Football Club was held at Mr McShane’s Kialla hotel on Thursday evening. There was a large attendance. Mr Larritt occupied the chair, and the following office hearers were appointed for the ensuing season :--President, Mr W. Vawdrey ; vice-presidents, Messrs Lane, Keane, and Alleyn ; secretary, Mr J. G. Gemmie ; captain, Mr J. McKay ; vice-captain, Mr Donald Patterson; committee, Messrs Lane, McShane, Larritt, McKenzie, and Thomas. The entrance fee was fixed at 2s 6d, colors to be blue and white, and it was agreed that the team practice every Wednesday and Saturday. A vote of thanks to the chairman terminated a very successful meeting, and one which augurs well for the club’s success in the future.
Euroa Advertiser Friday 23 April 1886
Chapter 24
Bev shares his birthday with the nation
As Australians celebrated the birth of their nation last Thursday, January 26, the day had a special meaning for Moglonemby farmer Bev Ralston.
Born on Australia Day, 85 years ago, Bev Ralston typifies the pioneering people of this country. He is typical of those who carved a living out of the bush, developed a love, understanding and respect for the land they worked, and endured the hardships and with good humour and hard work founded the rural communities of Australia.
Bev still farms the property selected by his father, Alexander Ralston, in 1878.
Alexander Ralston was born in Scotland in 1861. He was 17 years of age when he followed his two brothers to Australia and arrived in Violet Town. He first selected land on the corner of the Moglonemby Road and the Violet Town Murchison Road, opposite the present Ralston family home.
Alexander Ralston obviously believed in a good education for his six children and their school
years were extended further than was the normal period of time for those days.
Together with his brothers and sisters Bev commenced his education at the Rigg’s Creek School where he gained his Merit Certificate. He then rode a horse each day to attend the Euroa Primary School where he gained his Intermediate Certificate. His education was furthered in Benalla where he successfully passed his Leaving examinations.
For a term Bev worked as a schoolteacher in Benalla. An occupation also undertaken by his older sister Mary who taught in Euroa until she married Charles Hunt and moved to Mildura.
Bev is the only surviving member of the family which also included another older sister, Margaret Russell of Violet Town, David Alexander (Sandy), Euroa, Fred and younger brother Gilbert who also became a schoolteacher and taught at Ballarat. The ill health of his parents caused Bev to leave his teaching career and return to the farm.
The family endured tragedy when Bev’s older brother, Fred, collapsed and died from sunstroke at the age of 26.
Bev explained that his brother had been walking across the paddocks to the property of Tom Beggs, a neighbour, where he worked. His body was found at a dam on the property where he had apparently sought water, but too late.
Bev was a very keen swimmer and at the age of 15 gained his bronze and silver medallions at Brighton Baths. He learnt to swim in the Seven Creeks in Euroa while a student and caught the train to Melbourne to test for his medallions. “I can remember there was a heavy frost here when I left early in the morning and we had to break the ice on the baths at Brighton to go swimming”, he said.
Bev also played football for Miepoll and says that he and ‘Dink’ Barry are the only surviving members of that team.
“The team wanted me to play but I had 17 cows to milk on my own so I told them they would have to help me milk the cows after the game. They would all come back here after the match and we would get the milking done. Some Sunday mom-ings the team would line up here again and I would cut their hair and trim beards”, Bev recalled.
Bev also played cricket for Tamleugh but said his great love was fox shooting. He shot his first fox at the age of 13 with a little .410 shotgun in Coopers Swamp behind the farm.
While he was still at school Bev joined the fox hunting drives and remembers the day that Denny McCormack had the first 5 shooter pump action shotgun that he had ever seen.
He fondly remembers all his fox shooting mates and the times spent with them on wintry Saturday afternoons.
“There was Bill Vidler, ‘Snowy Brock’, Albert, Rupert and Ron Lomer, Dave and Bob Walker, Chris and Ern Seeber, Norm Ralston, Bill Tubb, Pat Harrington, Eddie and Len Stevens and their father. Jack Belcher used to supply us with cartridges”, he recalled. “We would start in April as soon as the ewes started to lamb and continue through until shearing time”.
Despite the many years of fox shooting drives Bev says the number of foxes is increasing. “The numbers certainly aren’t dwindling. We shot 80 odd last year and one day had 40 shooters as we had asked a Shepparton gun club to help us”.
Bev believes that foxes are surviving well because many of them have moved into the towns where they shelter and breed. “There is a warren of foxes behind the butter factory in Euroa”, he said.
While Bev is modest about his accurate eye his wife, Lenis, is not. “He is such a good shot that he once went to shoot a crow and got two with the one shot”, she said. “I don’t know how that happened”, Bev laughed, “but I once saw Bill Tubb shoot two foxes with one shot in the bunyip swamp on the Faithfull’s Creek”.
He also recalled the time Miss Pennyfarther claimed she had seen a white fox and asked Bill Tubb and Bev to hunt for it. “We were a bit unsure of what she had seen but we did go hunting and were sitting having lunch when we heard a thud behind us and there it was, a white fox. Bill jumped on his bike and got into a position from where he shot it”.
When asked how a man on a bike could get in front of a fox on the run Bev laughed and said, “Bill had the ways and means to do that”.
Bev explained that the fox pelt was white but golden near the skin. “Bill sent it to Melbourne to have a stole made for his sister but it ‘went missing’ and we never saw it again”, he said.
Bev said that the most foxes shot on the drives have been in the areas along the Faithfulls, Seven and Riggs Creeks and Cooper and McBurney Swamps behind his property.
Although he celebrated his 85th birthday on Australia Day last week Lenis said Bev still does everything on the 705 acre farm.
“He milks the cow every morning, lets the turkeys out, goes around the stock, feeding out because of the dry conditions, milks again at night and feeds the calf and cow. “They run for their lives if anyone else tries to feed them” Bev added.
Bev shuts the 50 to 60 turkeys up each night and explained that he should have twice that number but for a feral cat that eats the eggs and the young turkeys. Despite the number of cunning foxes he has shot over the years Bev admits the feral cat has him beaten, at present. “1 have seen it on the roof sometimes but can’t shoot it without shooting a hole in the roof, he explained.
The turkeys are given as Christmas presents each year and the remainder are picked up, along with neighbours’ geese, and taken to Melbourne.
Bev runs both sheep and cattle on the farm and as the cows are beginning to calve at present he checks them twice a day. Due to the dry conditions he also checks the water troughs on the farm.
Despite the lack of rain over the past year the property, named Springbae because of the number of springs that exist there, does not have a shortage of water.
Bev, who is well known in the district for his water divining skills has been in demand recently due to the dry conditions, with requests to find water.
He explained that be began divining water many years ago during a dry spell when he was desperately short of water on the property.
“Charlie Ing, a local who was Australian born but most likely of Asian descent, told me to take a piece of willow and see if it bent. It moved for me and we now have three wells on the property”, he said.
Bev has since divined water, dug and bricked the wells for all his neighbours.
“Our deepest well, at 28 foot, is near the house. Before refrigeration we would keep perishables, such as butter, on a rope down the well in summer. One day about 55 years ago, the well suddenly went dry. Andy Coffee, who had been reared as a home boy by Jack Cullen, caught yabbies in the dam and put them in the well. The next morning there was ten foot of water in the well and we have never looked back. The yabbies had dug through to find water”.
Bev explained that ‘home boys’ were boys who had been orphaned and were taken in by families and reared as their own to work on the farms. “It was common back in those days and there were many of them in the district”, he said.
Bev says there are various explanations for the ability of some people to divine water. “Some say it is electricity, some say a state of health, but I believe that some people have electric magnetism although I don’t know why”, he said.
Across the Violet Town Murchison Road from the homestead, and on the original selection, the Ralston family had 16 acres under cultivation with grapevines until the 1939 bushfires burnt all the vines. “We used to have pickers and we would pack the grapes and take them to Violet Town where they would be sent by train to the Melbourne market. Some of the vines sprouted after the fires so I took cuttings and they are the vines growing around the house”, Bev said.
As well as working his own farm Bev, for many years, also managed the neighbouring property of T J Nolan.
He met his wife, the former Lenis King, at Violet Town. The couple who will celebrate their 47th wedding anniversary on March 27,1995, have four children, Helen, Ian, Sandra and Milton and nine grandchildren.
Bev’s grandmother was the daughter of Sir Thomas Cochran of Scotland. Approximately 50 years ago a cousin of Bev’s informed him that the estate of his great grandfather, Sir Thomas Cochran, which at the time of his death totalled more than four million pounds, had never been claimed and therefore had ended up in the Chancery. Bev, on investigation, decided that the estate divided amongst many descendants together with legal fees would cost too much to claim and therefore dismissed the idea.
Bev, who has farmed through many dry and wet years believes the drought will break very soon but recognizes a change in weather patterns. “It has become more tropical in New South Wales, he said. “It’s changing”.
Still working his farm Bev enjoys good health, takes no medication and sees his doctor occasionally.
Euroa Gazette Tuesday 31 January 1995
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