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High Achievers of Kangaroo Ground 
 

John and Joseph Furphy 
 
John and Joseph Furphy were amongst the first 22 pupils at Andrew Ross’s 
Kangaroo Ground school when it first opened in April 1851. 
 
Part 1 looked at the family’s time in the Yarra Valley and Kangaroo Ground.  
Part 2 looked at John’s subsequent career, which put the family name into 
Australian English. 
 

Part 3: Joseph (Joe) Furphy 
 
Joe was 8 when, in 1852, the family 
moved from Kangaroo Ground to 
Kyneton.  He attended school at 
Kyneton until he was 14, then 
worked with his father on their 
farms and doing steam engine-based 
contracting work (threshing, 
pumping, chaff cutting and wood 
sawing).   

In 1863, at 20 years old, Joe 
moved to the Blue Mountain gold 
diggings at Daylesford, along with 
5,000 other hopefuls.  He was not 
successful in his quest for gold, and 
within a few years he was working 
his father’s steam engine at the 
diggings doing ore crushing.  

 In 1867 he married 16-year old Leonie Germain at Daylesford, 
apparently within 3 weeks of meeting her.  Leonie’s parents  were French,  
although  she  was  born in  New York.   Her family had moved to the 
French-dominated Comoora diggings, between Daylesford and Glenlyon, 
where Leonie’s mother owned 5 acres and the publican licence for the 
Vineyard Hotel.   
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 Joe and Leonie remained together for 45 increasingly unhappy years.  
Joe’s family believed at the time that if he had searched throughout Victoria 
he could not have found a more unsuitable life partner.  Leonie was morose, 
sulky, sad and indifferent to the world around her, particularly to Joe.   
 There is evidence that Joe was duped into marrying Leonie by her 
mother, possibly as part of a deal regarding the Vineyard Hotel.  Upon 
marrying, Joe took over the hotel licence (which would have shocked his 
teetotal family), paying out the mortgage.  He then sold the lease, and the 
new owner immediately sold it back to the original French mortgagee for a 
token amount.  The Frenchman then sold the property for 70 times the 
amount Joe had sold it for.   
 In 1868 Joe and Leonie, together with the entire Furphy clan except 
John and Sarah, applied for selections in the Colbinabbin/Corop area 
(between Rochester and Stanhope).  Samuel (Joe’s father), Joe and many of 
Joe’s brothers and sisters each applied for 80 acre selections.  Within 7 years 
Samuel had increased his holding to 700 acres, and this property is still 
farmed by Furphies.   

Joe and Isaac built a 2-roomed bark hut on Joe’s property.  Joe 
planted oats, wheat, fruit trees and vines and ran diary cattle. He also farmed 
his sister Euphemia’s nearby 71 acre selection.  During the early 1870s Joe 
and Leonie had their first three children: Victor, Felix and Sylvia 
 Joe’s selecting experience was not to be a happy one.  His 16-year 
old brother Reuben was killed while helping Joe cart hay, he lost a couple of 
crops to flooding and he always had difficulty meeting the annual payments.  
Yet he continued to make progress.  In 1872 he built a small weatherboard 
house, and the following year he succeeded in purchasing the freehold of the 
property.  He also applied for an additional 160 acres, which he allowed his 
mother-in-law and John Blackburn, her new husband, to live on.  When he 
acquired the freehold of this land, he tried to transfer it to her, but  because  
she  was  not  lawfully  permitted  to  own property independently of her 
husband, he instead transferred it to Blackburn.  When she died soon 
afterwards, Joe tried to abort the transfer, but he effectively lost access to the 
property while the unsuccessful appeals process played out.  At the same 
time his son Victor died of bronchitis.   
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 Joe’s finances were becoming desperate during the later 1870s and he 
sought ways to earn additional income.  He tried gold mining again (probably 
at Waranga diggings), he went out working with his bullock team – doing 
contract carting and rolling roads for Waranga Shire Council.  In 1877 he 
sold his original selection and moved to a rented property near Corop.  
When he finally lost his 2nd property to Blackburn in 1878 he was landless 
and 10 years of being a selector had come to nothing.   
 Joe was now worked as a bullocky, and in 1879 he, Leonie and their 
four surviving children (Felix – 5, Sylvia – 4, Sam – 1 and Ida – just born) 
moved to Hay to work the Riverina bullock routes.  Hay was a river port on 
the Murrumbidgee and a rail terminus.  Joe carried goods between Hay and 
the Riverina sheep stations, and also worked out of the port and railway 
stations at Echuca, Nyngan and Deniliquin.  Initially having only 4 bullocks, 
he built up to 24, and later established a 2nd team.   
 A shearer who camped with Joe one night later wrote that he struck 
him as the most learned bushman he had ever met, in part because Joe 
travelled with a small edition of Shakespeare’s plays in his pocket, which he 
read at night.  It seems that these bullocking years were to be the most 
influential years of Joe’s life: he was in a vocation that carried some mystique, 
he mixed with a range of fascinating people, he felt a great affinity with the 
extended plains of the Riverina and he experienced something about 
Australian identity that was to infuse his subsequent career as a writer.   
 Yet bullocking proved to be a time of immense hardship for Joe and 
Leonie.  He once nearly died of thirst, Leonie often didn’t know his 
whereabouts for months at a time, his youngest child Ida died while he was 
away, and Reuben, their 6th child, was born while Joe was away, and he was  
absent again the following year when  Reuben died.   His eyes were seared by 
Ophthalmia and his relationship with Leonie broke down and was never to 
recover, although they remained together for the remainder of his life.  He 
was never far from bankruptcy, causing Leonie to secretly appeal to his 
family for financial help.  A severe drought in 1883 finally bankrupted Joe, 
most of his team now dead from pleuropneumonia.   
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 Leonie wrote to Judith, Joe’s mother, who suggested she approach 
John, now a successful business man in Shepparton.  We don’t know if John 
sent money, but we do know he offered Joe a job.  At 2.00 am one morning 
late in 1883 Joe arrived at John’s door, having ridden continually on 
horseback from Hay.  Now 40, he was given a job in John’s foundry and 
provided with a cottage opposite the foundry.  He was to work for his 
brother 6 days a week for the next 21 years.   
 Joe hated living and working in a town and felt humiliated being 
dependent upon the goodwill of his sanctimonious brother.  He missed the 
plains of the Riverina and he maintained the countryman’s feeling of 
superiority over the townsman.  In the Riverina he had hundreds of 
kilometres across almost uninhabited plains with no company but his own 
thoughts but now he worked in the factory across the road.  He had no 
prospect of an equal relationship with John, who took his own sons into 
partnership rather than Joe.  One of his sisters later wrote that “many a man 
would have turned to drink”, but Joe turned to his love of literature, and this 
became the major interest of his life.  He built a small lean-to behind his 
cottage, and he would spend his evenings and day off in there, reading and 
sometimes writing.  For possibly the first time in his life he had the time and 
financial security to be able to devote time to his love of literature, and he 
trained himself to need little sleep so he had more time at night.   
 The remarkable story of Joseph Furphy’s transformation from 
Shepparton factory worker to major Australian literary figure will be in the 
next edition of The Chronicle.   

- Dick Austin 
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 Self sufficiency thirties style 
 
As a child, I spent my school holidays with my numerous cousins at 
Kangaroo Ground, north east of Melbourne, where I live now.  My grandma 
had a property of about 80 acres and lived here permanently.  Her extended 
family had their small weekenders resembling an early commune which 
meant that I had plenty of cousins to play with and life was pretty good. 

Grandma had a married couple called the Biggins who were caretakers 
and as it was the thirties and Depression time this must have been an ideal 
situation for them.  They had their own house and anything grown on the 
property.  Alice the cow and Prince the horse were essential characters 
around the place along with 100 or so chooks and an extensive vegie garden 
down by the River Yarra.  It was here that a large variety of beautiful vegies 
and fruit grew.  Carrots, pumpkin, beans and all salad vegetables.  In the 
spring asparagras reared up and in autumn, crawling along the fence, were 
gooseberries and loganberries. We were forever pulling up carrots and eating 
them straight out of the dirt. We were told we would get worms, the nasty 
kind.  I can’t remember whether we did. 

Chemical warfare was a bit like cholesterol, it hadn’t been thought up then 
so pests were disposed of in many basic ways.  Cabbage moth larvae were 
squashed by a boot , soapy washing up water was chucked over the aphids 
and salt trails laid around seedlings for snails.  In general it all took a rather 
Darwinean line of survival of the fittest. 

Nearby was a stable where Prince the carthorse lived.  Prince’s offerings 
were thrown into a large barrel under the guttering and filled by water from 
the roof.  A very potent plant elixer was created by this and it also provided 
us with a revolting pastime.  You see blowflies would find this an ideal place 
to lay their eggs, so we had a wonderful time poking the maggots under the 
water and drowning them.  Today I would be ill.  Mr Biggins was always 
shouting out hopelessly, ’Git outer there you kids’.  Vegies with a bucket of 
this stuff thrown on them flourished.5 

Prince was our friend. He was a half draft and had once pulled a bakers 
cart in the city.  He fell on his feet up here.  He mumbled away at his manger 
and kept a tribe of cats company.  Kittens used to run up and down his tail  
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and play around his large feathery feet while he merely turned around with a 
benevolent look and blew at them with his soft whiskery lips. 
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The cats were there to catch the mice which lived in a perpetual state 
of plenty in the food bins.  They were large wooden ones and contained bran, 
chaff, wheat and pollard and one of our tasteless games was to try and catch 
the mice.   The fact that we never succeeded didn’t stop us from trying and 
we would lurk near the bins and with a rush, try to  whack   them  with   a  
stick.   This  just   sent   them  in   all directions and once I actually caught 
one and it bit me. I was most indignant.  The bran and pollard was mixed 
with warm water for the chooks breakfast.   The smell was lovely, a sort of 
porridgey aroma. Those lucky chooks.  Nesting boxes with straw and a huge 
run away from the foxes.  A warm breakfast and plenty of holes for a nice 
dust bath. ‘Gets rid of those nasty insects, dears.’  We spent hours watching 
those chooks.  I can’t help but grieve about the concentration chook camps 
of today. 

Once a week Prince and Mr Biggins used to make a trip to the 
Kangaroo Ground Store. The buggy was quite high and had horsehair filled 
upholstery.  If I went for the ride I hung on like grim death.  If I looked 
straight ahead all I could see was Prince’s bottom and now and again this was 
a bit disconcerting for Prince wasn’t at all worried about his natural functions. 
It was most embarrassing when he decided to let fly especially when I was in 
the company of Mr Biggins.  Being a former baker’s horse, he was apt to bolt 
off  the minute he felt a foot on the buggy and I spent many terrified 
moments  with fantasies of being carried off by a maddened horse. 
 During one of the summer holidays my dad erected a large sort of 
bell tent for my cousins and me to sleep in. We took it in turns and once 
Prince found out we were in there he would turn up each night. We would 
hear him stumbling about and then lean up against the side of the tent.  His 
stomach would rumble and if he heard us talking he would whinney to us or 
blow a raspberry.  Another sociable trick of his was to poke his head in our 
kitchen door. I can still see his great head with ears pricked forward and 
staring intently at the bread tin.  Wuffling down his nose he would wait for 
Mum, to plaster honey on some bread for him. Lovely!   Dear Prince, he was 
with us for a long time and finally met his death by falling in the river at flood 
time.  I suppose that was better than finishing up in the knacker’s yard. 

(to be continued) 
- Sheila Dixon, with illustration by Joan Pickard. 
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The Andrew Ross Museum is pleased to announce the forthcoming 
publication of its latest volume, Golden Days on the Caledonian Diggings: The 
Diaries of Thomas Young of Kangaroo Ground, Panton Hill & Christmas Hills 1859-
1866  1895-1900.8 
 
 Thomas Young (1825-1910) is a significant player in the early history 
of the region.  The son of a Scottish ploughman, he arrived in Kangaroo 
Ground with his family in 1858 eager to become one of its independent 
farmers only to find the best of the black soil already ten years under the 
plough.  For seven years he worked the farms of Joseph Stevenson, Andrew 
Harkness and James Johnston without any read opportunity of joining their 
ranks.  Disappointed, he transferred to Panton Hill as a carter of golden ore 
from mines in the surrounding hills to local crushers.  
 
 Thomas kept a diary throughout these eight years that after 139 years 
hidden away in private hands can today provide its reader with many 
revealing insights into the nearby Caledonian Diggings.   Transcribed over 
recent months with explanatory notes, maps, sketches and photographs, this 
ground-breaking volume has now been carefully arranged by its editor, Mick 
Woiwod, as much more than a mere digger diary.   
 
 In much the same way as the Scots of Kangaroo Ground, Thomas 
saved his every penny to accrue sufficient fund with which to acquire land.  
In 1866 after graduating to goldfields baker, he waited patiently for a Land 
Act to pass through the Victorian Parliament that would allow him to win his 
hoped for farm in the newly opened district of Christmas Hills where in 1874 
he became also that district’s first post officer & general store-keeper.  
 
 Funding for this publication is being arranged partially through a 
Shire of Nillumbik Cultural Development Grant and partially from resources 
provided by the Andrew Ross Museum.  With already 70 forward orders in 
hand, it is expected to be in great demand, so place your order in this short 
run publication early on 9712 0563 so as not to be disappointed.   
 

-  Mick Woiwod, with illustration by Don Brown. 
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Birds of kangaroo ground 
 

Birdsong  
 

More than half of Australia’s roughly 750 species of birds are songbirds or 
passerines.  They have more highly evolved voice boxes than all other bird 
families, all of which evolved before them.  They also have the feet of 
perching birds with three toes forward and one back.  And their nest building 
is more highly evolved.   
 
 All birds have relatively large brains, are several degrees warmer than 
mammals, and have a higher metabolic rate.  As you might expect they have 
keen sight and hearing.  But little sense of smell.  What is probably not so 
well known is that their high metabolic rate can lead, in songbirds, to great 
complexity of song.  What we hear is not what they hear.  Their perception of 
time sequence is up to ten times faster than ours.  Thus when we record bird 
song and slow it down we discover just how intricate and complex a few 
sounds of bird song can be.  During the breeding season a few male 
songbirds sing for many minutes at a time.  This is true of the nightingale and 
blackbird in Europe and the lyrebird in Australia.   
 

 A long time ago a group of us were 
walking over the Howqua Hills towards 
Jamieson Hut on the Jamieson River.  It 
was May and already there was some snow 
on the ground.  The air was crisp and still.  
From time to time we were serenaded by 
the strong, wondrous song of the lyrebird 
for minutes at a time.  This memory will be 
with me always.  The voice of the lyrebird 
is stronger than any other and although 
they can imitate many other birds and many 
other sounds nothing sounds so good as 
their own song.   
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I have recently heard that there are lyrebirds in the Bend of Islands.  
In years past we could always find some on the hill behind the township of 
Tecoma.       

    
 We have many songbirds living with us in Kangaroo Ground.  Who 
has not stopped to listen to the male blue wren in full song or listen to the 
music of the whistlers – rufous in summer and golden in winter.  And then 
there is our old friend the grey shrike thrush.  Not to mention the willy 
wagtail, the grey fantail, the robins and the thornbills and many more.  How 
impoverished we would be without birdsong.     
 
 Interestingly there are variations in these songs from one location to 
another.  You can always recognise, say, a grey thrush song but you can pick 
up differences.  This happens because the complexity of song is learnt.  It is 
learnt from an older bird or “tutor” bird in the area.  Both male and female 
birds, as they are growing towards adulthood, learn this complexity, but with 
many species only the male vocalizes the song.  During the breeding season 
the females actually select the male with the most complex song!  This is 
because the females habituate to the shorter and simpler songs quickly and 
then cease to respond to them.  Thus there is an evolutionary pressure 
towards longer and more complex songs.       
 
 It may be that information is conveyed by their song.  Some 
researchers speak of a “grammar”.  Certainly they say that birdsong is 
intricate in both content and pattern.  We know that with the Australian 
magpie a particular song sequence is used to warn off neighbouring groups.  
(See a previous article in the Kangaroo Ground Chronicle, Winter 2003.)  When 
we watch little birds flitting about we are amazed at their speed and agility.  
The consequences of a higher metabolic rate are many and varied and worthy 
of further consideration. 
 

- Wenda Fleming 
 

Illustration: The Superb Lyrebird. 
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Cemetery Tour 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It’s hard to imagine a better way of 
celebrating a cemetery than the way they 
do it every three or four years at Kangaroo 
Ground.  Few cemeteries have the scenic 
features of this one: the well-tended grassy 
walks between the graves, the splendid 
manna gums, the recently-opened rotunda, 
and the views to the distant hills.  
 
  Timed so that all this is seen as the 
celebration begins, and with the rising full 
moon overhead and the candles glowing 
on the graves and spotlights lighting the 
trees as the tour finishes, the atmosphere 
and the beauty of the place is indeed 
memorable.   
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From time to time during the tour the skirl of the bagpipes may be 
heard from a distant corner or the throbbing drone of the didgeridoo from 
around the headstones.  Poetry readings commemorate the schooner David 
Clark which brought so many of Kangaroo Ground’s earliest pioneers from 
Scotland, and the child Judith Furphy is recalled in poetry and an extract 
from Andrew Ross’s diary.   

 
 Local vignerons and fire brigade members are on hand to provide a 
glass of wine and a sausage sizzle. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 “It’s an easy event to mount and doesn’t need much preparation,” I 
have heard Margaret Woiwod say.  Nevertheless, she works from a minutely 
detailed schedule, starting with the marshalling of the many volunteers hours 
beforehand, and finishing with the clean up and locking of the toilets 
afterwards.  Leading the tour, with his long staff that looks as much 
Aboriginal as it does Scottish, is Mick Woiwod who briefly revives many of 
the buried folk, making it clear that they were mostly ordinary people like us 
if perhaps subject to greater adversities and a harder life.  Perhaps they rest 
content, knowing they are so well remembered. 
 

- John Austin, with photos by John Hawkes 
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They Came to Kangaroo ground 
 

He left here nothing but his love. (Judith Wright) 
 

2. John Jardine (1804-1883) 
 
When Andrew Ross came to Kangaroo Ground as its first school teacher in 
1851, he found that almost all the district’s landholders were from Scotland, 
like himself.  One of them was John Jardine, a Roxburgh man.  A ploughman 
who had come to Victoria as an assisted immigrant in 1839, John purchased 
land from the Donaldson Family in the 1840s.  Today it fronts the Eltham-
Yarra Glen Road on the opposite side to the Memorial Tower as far north as 
Henley Road. High rolling hectares, mostly flat and partly on rich black soil, 
it would have had great appeal to a ploughman.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 John had arranged for his son’s name to be on the land title.  When 
he disembarked from the Palmyra in 1839, John had brought with him his 
Scottish wife, Margaret Armstrong, a son Abel and two daughters.  Since 
then  another daughter  and son had been born.    By 1851, however, when 
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Andrew Ross first met him, John Jardine was a widower with only his two 
elder daughters and a young son Thomas still surviving.   
 This young son, Thomas, who became Andrew Ross’s star pupil, 
died at the age of 10.  Andrew Ross recorded in his diary, “Thos Jardine by 
far my best pupil died soon after school commenced and cast a gloom over 
us all”.  At the burial service at the Kangaroo Ground Cemetery he said,  “I 
never had to employ towards him a word of reproof; he never failed to reply 
correctly to any question; his facility in receiving and retaining knowledge was 
remarkable; and he was exemplary in conduct”.    

A year prior to this, John’s eldest daughter Isabella had married and 
it was at her house at Yan Yean, that Thomas died.  In the year of Thomas’s 
death, John Jardine remarried.  The lady’s name was Hannah Wilson, and the 
marriage occurred at the Moonee Ponds home of Simon Armstrong. 
 John and his second wife had no children but a daughter was born to 
John’s daughter Betty in the year 1855.  The child was baptized the following 
year by Andrew Ross, whose diary entry records, “E Jardine child baptized – 
John Thomson father”.  The child was named Phoebe Thomson Jardine.  
Betty, 17, had conceived the child with John Thomson, a son of the 
Thomson family who lived at Pretty Hill , Kangaroo Ground.  By the time the 
child was born, John Thomson had left the district and married the daughter 
of a Melbourne innkeeper.   
 Marriage came eight years later to John Jardine’s daughter Betty, and 
it proved to be very unhappy.  Her husband’s name was John Benn and they 
lived near Yarra Glen. Betty developed the habit of drinking “largely and 
frequently”.  When visiting her parents, nine months before her death, she 
complained of her husband’s “ill-usage” and said she had been about to 
drown herself but had been prevented.  She said she would drown herself if 
her husband ever "ill used" her again.  

 On the night of Wednesday, 2nd November 1870, and “suffering 
from drink”, Betty told her husband, “You will see me dead, soon enough”.  

  When  he  discovered   her  absence  next  morning,  he alerted the 
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neighbours, and after another day had elapsed he notified a police constable 
at St Andrews.   
 The farmhouse was examined and then a water hole beside a dam 
about half a kilometer from the house.  According to Betty’s husband, Betty 
had been “in the habit of working down by the waterhole”.   In the centre of 
the water hole, in a little less than two metres of water, her body was found.  
Knotted into Betty’s skirt were two large stones.   
 The police constable arrested John Benn for murder, but an inquest 
found that death had been by suicide.  Andrew Ross’s brief diary reference is, 
“Mrs Benn (Betty Jardine) catastrophic found drowned”.   
 John Jardine remained at Kangaroo Ground until the early 1880s.  In 
his diary, Andrew Ross mentions him “helping us with ploughing”, and there 
are a few references to him in the Kangaroo Ground Cemetery Trust’s 
minute books.   
 A few years before his death he relocated to Eurambeen, a district 
between Ballarat and Arrarat, and here he died, 31st January 1883, in his 80th 
year.   
  “Although not a public man, Mr Jardine did his share to improve 
and open up the resources of his district.  He was a good colonist, his forte 
was hard work.”  These few lines from an anonymous obituary notice that 
appeared in the  Evelyn Observer , 10th March 1883, round off the contents of 
the file at the Andrew Ross Museum for John Jardine, who came to 
Kangaroo Ground in the 1840s.  John would have pronouned his surname 
‘Jardin’ (rhyming with ‘garden) as it is heard in Scotland.  
 John’s descendants all became associated with the Scarces, another 
family to feature in Kangaroo Ground’s early history.  Betty Jardine’s 
daughter Phoebe, who was probably brought up by John and his second wife 
Hannah, married Henry Scarce in 1885.  As for Isabella Jardine, John’s eldest 
daughter, she first married Robert Patterson, a Scotsman from her own birth 
district, and they had eleven children.  After many years of widowhood, she 
married Henry Scarce’s father, Henry Scarce Snr, in 1902.    
 

- John Austin, with illustration by Joan Pickard   
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Another  Donaldson wedding 
 

Not all our pictorial content comes from 
the archives.  This 2004 wedding day 
photo comes from some of our  keenest 
readers in Opotiki, New Zealand.  It 
shows Annabelle Donaldson and Jeremy 
Caird.  Annabelle, a great-great-
granddaughter of James Bruce 
Donaldson, Kangaroo Ground’s 
pioneering land holder, is a medico and 
she and her husband curently live in 
Sydney.  She is not related to anyone in 
the Danish royal family.        

Local Wineries 
 

The Andrew Ross Museum wishes to acknowledge the 
following local vineyards for their generous assistance in 
making the recent Twilight Tour of the Kangaroo Ground 
Cemetery such a success: - 
 
• Kings of Kangaroo Ground Graham Road 
• Red Box Vineyard  Ness Lane 
• Samson Hill Estate  Eltham-Yarra Glen Road 
• Evelyn County Estate  Eltham-Yarra Glen Road. 
 
Each will be the subject of an article in the next four editions 
of the Kangaroo Ground Chronicle. 
 

--- ooo --- 
Contents of articles in the Kangaroo Ground Chronicle may be 
reprinted by non-profit organizations provided credit is given 

to the source and a copy is forwarded to the Museum’s 
address at Kangaroo Ground 3097. 
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Secretary’s report 
 
This year is shaping up to be busy and productive, something we are now 
used to at the Museum.  We have already had our Annual General Meeting, 
hosted a major event, and begun work on grant applications, a website, a new 
exhibition and the next stage of Room 1, in addition to the ongoing work of 
the Thursday morning group and other regular activities. 

The Museum Annual General Meeting was held on March 19th and I am 
pleased to report that we now have three new members of the Board 
including a new Chairman, Roger Male.  The reports tabled at the AGM 
showed that the Museum is doing a great job in fulfilling its mission 
statement and is continuing to grow and develop. This is all thanks to the 
diverse range of volunteers who dedicate their time, knowledge, skills and 
imagination to the Museum. 
 We are pleased to announce that the Andrew Ross Museum now 
exists on the World Wide Web.  The website is currently under construction 
so there is not a lot there yet, I have just posted an introductory page for the 
time being, but look forward to more soon. We are excited by the 
possibilities of being online and hope that this will be an additional and 
fruitful means of communication between the Museum, its members and the 
rest of the world.  

For those impatient to see ARM on 
their computers the address is:  

mc2.vicnet.net.au/home/ 
arosskg/web/index.html  

 
 but bear in mind that the site is under 
construction. 
 

- Jannine Taylor (Secretary) 
 

Right: Roger Male, Evelyn 
County Estate, Kangaroo 
Ground, the new Andrew Ross 
Museum Chairman.    
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