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High Achievers of Kangaroo 
Ground 

 

David Scott Part 2 
 
David Scott was a major figure in both the 
Brotherhood of St Laurence and Community Aid 
Abroad, but also played a major role in the 
independence of East Timor and he founded 
Australian Society.  He and his family lived in 
Kangaroo Ground from 1967 to 1972.   

Part 1 looked at his family background and events that influenced his life. 
… … … 

Navy 
 
David trained at Flinders Naval Depot, emerging as an Anti-Aircraft Gunner.  
On his 18th birthday he boarded the destroyer HMAS Arunta at Townsville.  
The fastest, and one of the newest ships in the Navy, it was to be his home 
for the next two and a half years.   
 He participated in the Battle of Leyte Gulf in The Philippines, 
believed to be the largest naval battle in history, in which over 10,000 men 
were killed.  He later narrowly avoided death when the Arunta was attacked 
by a Japanese suicide bomber, disabling the ship.   
 After the war David continued in the navy in the Naval Police in 
Melbourne for six months, and then returned to the Argus, unsuccessfully 
trying to gain a cadet reporter position.  He then obtained a job with the 
advertising agency George Patterson’s.    
 

Europe 
 
In 1949 David headed for London, working on a Norwegian cargo ship (and 
so becoming a member of the Norwegian Seamen’s Union).  Arriving in 
London, he joined an advertising agency and launched himself into hitch-
hiking across Europe, discovering the theatre, books, and discussing ideas, 
including with Rupert Murdoch, then studying at Oxford, whom David 
already knew from Melbourne.          

Family 

In 1953, now back in Australia and working at George Patterson’s again, 
David met Diana Leggatt, a graduate of the Conservatorium of Music at 
Melbourne University.  Diana’s father, Bill Leggatt, was a lawyer, a 
Lieutenant-Colonel, a prisoner of war at Changi and now a Minister in the 
Victorian Liberal Government.  A year later David and Diana married and 
settled in Parkville.   
 In 1955 the Bolte Government was elected in Victoria and David’s 
father-in-law was awarded the Immigration and Education portfolios.  A year 
later he resigned his seat to take up the Victorian Agent-General position in 
London.  He was knighted in 1957. 
 In 1957 David and Diana’s first 
child, Michael, was born, and Caroline, their 
first daughter, was born in 1960.  Matthew, 
their third child, was born in 1963. 
 

   Right: Caroline Scott 
Kangaroo Ground, 1967. 

 

Brotherhood of St Laurence 
 
During the war years the nature of the 
Brotherhood of St Laurence continued to change from that of a Christian 
brotherhood to a social action movement.  When Mrs Thompson, an elderly 
Armadale widow with one leg was released from hospital and could not get 
her house back from a tenant, Brotherhood people besieged the house for 35 
days until she was successful.  Simultaneously, the Brotherhood supported the 
De Campo family, sub-tenants of a Fitzroy cottage, who had paid their rent 
but were threatened with eviction.  The Sun newspaper was scathing in its 
criticism of the Brotherhood for such defiance.   
 After the war the Brotherhood began a slum abolition campaign. 
Gerard Tucker (David’s uncle) and his Brotherhood were increasingly being 
seen as the conscience of Melbourne.  By 1948 Tucker was the only 
remaining member of the Order, yet his Brotherhood had never had a higher 
profile.   

 
Dick Austin 

 

 



Tucker was becoming increasingly concerned with the problems 
faced by socially isolated elderly people.  He opened a day centre in Fitzroy, 
the first elderly citizens centre, and he transformed the Brotherhood property 
at Carrum Down into a village settlement for the aged.   
 Gerard Tucker asked David to use his advertising and promotional 
skills to head the Brotherhood slum abolition campaign, and later, to work 
for the Brotherhood (on a much reduced salary).  David’s mother was angry, 
believing David was condemning himself to the life of middle class poverty 
his parents had experienced.  David’s work place was the little Brotherhood 
office in Royal Arcade.  His mission, like that of his uncle Gerard, was to 
change Australian society.   
 David represented the Brotherhood in a weekly ABC TV discussion 
series.  He was soon acting Director of Social Services and chairing the 
weekly casework meetings of the Brotherhood social workers.  As he 
expanded the organisation’s research activities, increasingly his role included 
writing reports to expose injustices and to put pressure on governments to 
address them.  Parliamentarians and university professors began quoting from 
Brotherhood publications.   
 The slum abolition campaign led the Housing Commission to build 
the high rise buildings around inner Melbourne that now provide the only 
affordable housing for low income people in Melbourne’s inner suburbs.   
 The Brotherhood encouraged David to enrol at Melbourne 
University and paid his fees.  He graduated with an Arts degree in 1960.  
 While with the Brotherhood he was asked to lodge an application for 
an enquiry into the sanity of Robert Tait, who was awaiting execution.  
Premier Henry Bolte was vigorously pursuing the execution.  David received 
letters threatening his family.  Dismissed twice in Victorian courts, the final 
appeal at the High Court was successful – and one day before Tait was due to 
be hanged. 
  

Community Aid Abroad 
 
Community Aid Abroad (now OXFAM Australia) was Australia’s first non-
government international aid agency, and another remarkable achievement of 
Gerard Tucker.  In the early 1950s Tucker started collecting money from 
Carrum Downs residents to buy food to send to India.  He also launched 

education campaigns and began speaking to church groups about Asian 
poverty.  By 1954 the movement was called Food for Peace and by 1962, now 
with support groups across Australia, it was Community Aid Abroad.   
 
Left: David in India, 1962 

(Photo OxfamAUS) 
 

David visited India and 
Pakistan in 1962 on behalf 
the Australian Council of 
Social Service (ACOSS) and 
Food for Peace, and upon 
his return he was seconded 
to head CAA as its first full-
time Director.  His  
position as Director of 
Social Services at the 
Brotherhood was taken by Peter Hollingsworth, later Governor-General of 
Australia.  While in India David learned that Michael, his elder son, had 
drowned. 

David’s time at CAA was remarkably successful.  In 1965 he introduced 
the Walk Against Want idea from the UK, which became a Melbourne 
institution, even for people who had no involvement with CAA.  By the end 
of the 1960s there were 180 CAA groups across Australia and the 
organisation incorporated overseas study tours to India, community 
education programs and a successful handcrafts importing business (Trade 
Action).  
 It was during his CAA years, in 1967, that David and his family 
joined the Kangaroo Ground community, buying a house in Kings Rd.  
 In 1970 David returned to the Brotherhood of St Laurence, this time 
as Executive Director.  Concurrently, he superseded Gerard Tucker as 
Chairman of CAA.   
 
 

Part 3 of the David Scott story will appear in the next edition of The Chronicle. 
 

 
 



   THIS OLD BIRCH COTTAGE 
 

This old house is gettin' shaky 
This old house is gettin' old 
This old house has seen the rain 
This old house has seen the cold. 
 

from This Old House, by S Hamblen. 
 
 

All those who support the Andrew Ross Museum are aware that each year a 
special event is mounted.  Special events have included a Furphy Festival, 
several cemetery walks and many book launches. The purpose of this year’s 
event, titled This Old House, was to help preserve an old workman’s cottage in 
the district – its structure and its history.  If some of the other annual projects 
required little planning and few people, then this one “had a cast of 
thousands”.  Work began last December when filming and videotaping on 
site began.  Soon a splendid This Old House display was opened in the 
Museum, devised by Don Brown and Joan Pickard.  Transcripts of interviews 
done long ago were dug out of the Museum’s archives, interviews with living 
informants were recorded, early land titles and fading illegible documents 
were poured over.   
 As should have been expected, the volume of contributions and 
discoveries rapidly increased as the date for the special event drew near. No 
sooner was a plan and a presentation prepared, than new data would come in 
that forced most of the plans to be altered or discarded.  No sooner had Don 
and Joan put the finishing touches to their exhibition than piles of maps and 
photographs arrived that had to be included.   
 Even more difficult was the task of Museum IT specialist Rhys 
Maddern-Wellington.  Rhys undertook not only to do most of the searching 
at the Public Records Office but also to channel everything into a 40 minute 
video.  How many hours were devoted to this and  how much was tried and 
discarded not even Rhys can tell.  Anyhow, the video was ready on the day, 
and was premiered  in the old, beautifully restored 1878 school room during 
the This Old House special event, Sunday, 21st October 2007. 
 

So, where and what is the cottage?  Birch Cottage, as it is usually 
called, stands between the Eltham-Yarra Glen Road and Watsons Creek, 
about 7 kilometres east of Kangaroo Ground.  It still stands on its original 
site, but the main road is now sited some distance away.  The cottage is no 
longer occupied.  Gates have recently been installed by Parks Victoria to 
prevent entry by vandals.   
 Like any dwelling older than 100 years, it has seen births and deaths, 
joys and sorrows.  For most of its life it was occupied by members of the 
Birch Family.  A highlight of the video is Birch descendant Jenny Bourke 
filmed moving about the cottage and its garden, recalling happy times spent 
there in her childhood.   

Happy singing from children of the Kangaroo Ground Primary 
School began the special event itself, introduced by their conductor Joyce 
Harvey.  Nillumbik Shire Mayor, Councillor Warwick Leeson (see cover) then 
outlined the work already done by the council with regard to heritage building 
preservation and how the This Old House project might gain further 
momentum.   

 Kangaroo Ground 
Primary School Principal, Laurie 
Murray (left), then spoke with 
great sincerity of his own interest 
in heritage and his pleasure in 
supervising the recent work of 
restoration of the 1878 School 
Room and the Museum building.   

Those who contributed to 
this afternoon event were 
probably most rewarded (apart 
from money raised and petitions 
signed) by the sight of those 
attending chatting so happily in 
the shade of the old pine trees in 

the school playground afterwards. 
 

- John Austin 

 



THE DAM AT ALMA ROAD 
 

Written by a former resident in the district, this document 
together with a batch of photos, was handed in at the 
Kangaroo Ground Store recently.   

- - ◊ - - - 
 

His father and mother had scraped together enough 
money to purchase some 18 acres of scrub at Watsons Creek.  The land was 
poor - a scrub of topsoil over the shale - but a couple of acres of topsoil 
eroded from the hills gave some real value to the block. There was however 
no water.  Of course, no water, no farm.  The first job was to clear an area so 
a well and dam could be sunk, build shelter for the stock, and provide a home 
of some sort for the family of six (though his father would only be able to get 
home at weekends).   
 Every spare time the lad could get he would walk to the block and do 
some clearing, mark out the contours, and select saplings for rails.  Removing 
the scrabby sapplings and  undergrowth was not all that bad, though a 
nuisance and frustrating.  The old trees were a different matter.  After felling 
them he would cut them into 7 foot logs, carry or drag them to a common 
place, and stand them on end forming a pyramid to let them dry out (they 
would later be passed over a saw bench and cut into 1 foot blocks for 
firewood sold to timber merchants).   
 With mattock, crowbar and shovel he would dig around the stump, 
cutting the roots, until he could get down far enough to undercut it, drop a 
Trewhalla jack down, jack it out and,  by means of a crowbar and levers, 
move it to where it would later be split by maul and wedges.  Fill the hole in, 
then on to the next tree to repeat the operation.   
 The magnitude of the task was daunting. The lad, imagined it would 
take him years just to get a path in. He decided to mark off sections – so 
many trees, so many saplings, so much scrub – to be cleared during a given 
period of time, give or take 3 or 4 hours extra in any one move.  This proved 
to be not such a bad way of doing it, for he could see a start and perhaps 
more importantly an end to the tiresome work.       
 It really did not take all that long, tackling it that way, to gain access 
to a fair area so other projects could be started. 

Importantly the dam.  In the process of clearing the site the lad had noticed 
something that he had not been previously been aware of that gave him 
cheer.   That scratching and cracking of the shale allowed air and moisture to 
penetrate over the exposed area, speeding up the breakdown of the slate like 
shale to form a very fine tilth.  With the addition of comparatively small 
quantities of humus to hold it, seed germinated very rapidly, one of which 
importantly was clover – rich in nitrogen.  Of course, it would take years to 
work it up, but the signs were there that it could eventually become very 
productive.    
 Came the day when a little more money had been saved, enough to 
put the dam in.  Jack and Jim Stevenson arrived with a team of four 
clydesdales, a yard scoop, and a plough. 
 

 
Illustration by Joan Pickard. 

  
 First things first.  They walked slowly over the clearing, stopping now 
and then, squatting down, sighting along and over sundry objects – crowbars 
and axes – moving apart, coming back together for a bit of a confab, 
scratching their heads.  Finally they came back to the lad and his mother who 
were waiting a little higher up the hill, holding the horses and keeping out of 
the way.           
 Jack slowly rolled a Racecourse cigarette (one rolled with minimal 
tobacco), lit it, and took a couple of puffs before speaking and passing 
judgment.  “We will put her in there, Sheila,” pointing vaguely to a spot just 
down from where they were standing.   Everyone was happy because the 
place was just where everyone hoped it would go.  Without another word 
Jack and  Jim turned  their attention  to  getting  on  with it,  making it plain 

? 



by their actions that the lad and his mother would not be welcome if they 
hung around.  Not that the lad and his mother had any intention of doing so 
for they had to get back, make some scones, a few sandwiches and a billy of 
tea to bring to the men at lunch time.      
 When they returned things were progressing nicely.  Jack still had the 
Rolly Racehorse fag between his lips, not much if any shorter in length than 
when they had left but now reduced to an ugly brown squib stuck to his 
bottom lip.  He spat it out, he and Jim put nose bags on the horses, and they 
all settled down in the dust to polish off the cheese sandwiches along with 
date and raisin scones washed down with lots of black tea from the large billy.  
When you are hungry and thirsty it is a beautiful lunch.   
 They sat there yarning.   Jack pointed out the various processes and 
procedures that one had to use and take into consideration when making an 
earthen  dam.  There was the nature of the beast to ensure it would be 
impervious, the way they wall should be made, what would go where and at 
what stage, determining how strong it should be to hold the load, and how to 
make it impervious to leaks.  There were instructions on how and the rate it 
should be allowed to fill.  There were instructions on how to care for it as the 
water level diminished, to avoid any shrinking and cracking of the wall.   
 The lad and his mother were intrigued by the information and paid 
close attention to all he said, for he was most knowledgeable on these 
matters.  They were more than a little amused (though they didn’t show it) 
that this man’s knowledge encompassed so many principals of engineering, 
science, hydraulics, geology and agronomics, yet he seemed not to be aware 
of it.  (The lad’s father was an engineer with whom the lad and his mother 
had worked in the normal  course  of  his  business,   so  while   the  lad  in 
particular had not had all that much of a formal education he was well versed 
in engineering principals and to a degree in other sciences as well.) 
 The point Jack and Jim Stevenson labored was that the dam should 
not be allowed to fill too fast, particularly in the first year, because the bank 
would not have compacted solidly enough to hold the volume of water. 
 
 

(to be concluded) 
 

 

PIGEON BANK BETWEEN THE WARS 
 

Lined by a long picket fence and some aged oak trees, the 
Pigeon Bank homestead stands close to the Kangaroo 
Ground-Warrandyte Road.  Nowadays a grand, elegantly 
improved location, it boasts the longest “pedigree” of any 
surviving homestead in the district.  It began in a small way 
in the late 1840s with a simple dwelling a young settler had 
erected in preparation for importing his bride and an array 
of farm machinery (he was a woodcutter) from Scotland.   

 
During World War One, its long occupancy by Ewen Hugh Cameron MLA 
came to an end.  Having a large family and a state politician’s salary, Cameron 
added considerably to the size of the dwelling and the farming potential of 
the 21 hectares on which it stood.  He never owned the property, however, 
and following his death the property was auctioned in 1916.   
 
The purchaser was Albert Saunders Pepper of Sydenham.  Already in late 
middle age (he was to die in 1922), Pepper owned the property for only three 
years.   
 
In 1919 one of Ewen Hugh Cameron’s sons made a bid to have Camerons 
again living at Pigeon Bank.  He attempted to qualify, as a returned solder, for 
ownership assistance offered by the Closer Settlement Board.  The property 
was inspected and the Board’s inspectors reported – 
 
There is a 15 roomed weatherboard house, a weatherboard dairy and shop, 2 hay sheds and 
a 5-stall stable.  The outbuildings are in a state of decay.  The dwelling is old but in fair 
order and is far too large for a returned soldier.  The whole farm has been overstocked with 
livestock and is very bare of feed.  In its present situation no man could make a living off it.  
The applicant in this case was born the property. 
 
Countering this unfavourable assessment, however, were glowing character 
references provided by such trustworthy locals as John Bell, Joseph Mess and 
R C Harris, the proprietor of the Evelyn Observer.                            
 

 
John 

Austin 

 



The Closer Settlement Board decided in the applicant’s favour, and in 1919 
Gordon Douglas Cameron was granted the title to the property, the purchase 
price being £2003.    
 

 
Gordon Douglas Cameron with child, c 1922. 

 
 
Three years were enough to show that repayment, rates, repair and farming 
costs far outbalanced any income the property produced.  The property was 
transferred to a station owner from Deniliquin, New South Wales, Sydney 
Gilbert Matthews in 1922.  During his nine year occupancy, Matthews 
removed many of the unused outbuildings and tried in various ways to limit 
maintenance costs.  In 1929, however, he was admitting, “The place requires 
more capital than I can obtain”.  Stock at that time comprised 27 cattle, 5 
sows and 3 horses.  A 1929 property inspector wrote – 

The original buildings are old and more or less out of repair and portion of the dwelling has 
been demolished. 
 
In a letter to Vera Jackson in 1973, Sydney Matthews’ daughter wrote, “My 
mother had a penchant for alteration, so my father pulled down a good deal 
of the house, leaving only the better rooms”.   
 
Matthews relinquished the property in 1931.  Another returned serviceman 
was installed by the Closer Settlement Board.  Alexander Moncrieff 
Brumfield, a navy man, presented himself as “35 years old, married, born in 
New Zealand, with a father born in Kyme Fens, England”.   
 
In June 1938 a valuation of the property was made by Gippsland and 
Northern.  It mentioned – 
 
The weatherboard house of 7 rooms is in bad order.  It has not been painted for many years 
and in places portion of the outside is showing signs of decay.  It is not an attractive home, 
but it could be improved by pulling down portions and using the timber to improve the 
remainder.    
 
 Moncrieff explained to the Closer Settlement Commission in the 
same year that a lack of water had crippled farm production.  The two dams 
had been dry during the past two summers.  He had been employed for the 
past two years on the bay steamer Edina, and installed his brother and sister-
in-law to work the farm.  He also admitted that he’d agreed on too high a 
purchase price in 1931. 
 
 In 1944 Brumfield made a 
share farming agreement with his 
brother, Kenneth J McKenney, 
Brumfield to pay tax and rates, 
McKenney to own the stock and 
any additional plant, 80% of the 
income to be in McKenney’s 
favour.   
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
The south verandah of 
Pigeon Bank c 1930s 
(previous page) and c 1940s 
(left).  Photos courtesy 
Cameron descendants Vera 
Jackson and Marion 
Bishop. Vera Jackson 
identified the figure in the 
photo (left) as Mrs 
Brumfield.   
 
 
 
 
 

During the final 
years of World War Two, the situation at Pigeon Bank again received 
unfavourable reports.  One stated that the verandah on the south side of the 
house required new stumps.  Another reported that – 
 
A M Brumfield is single, employed for a time on the bay steamer “Taroona”, had his 
brother working the block up to a year ago but the arrangement was not very satisfactory. 
Brumfield now works in a hotel at Carlton.  His father, who is old, lives on the block and 
Mr McKenney and his wife also.    
 

Brumfield negotiated a new Pigeon Bank lease in 1946 with an agreed 
purchase price of £1383.  His fortunes apparently improved in the 1950s, 
when he acquired a further nine hectares of land adjacent to the Pigeon Bank 
property, land formerly owned by the Merriman family.  Brumfield died in 
1955.     

THE HAPPY CHOOKS 
 

The ABC records Sheila’s stories in her own home.  Her 
readings are broadcast regularly on Bush Telegraph.  
Between recording schedules and preparing a history of 
Middle Park in the 1930s, Sheila has provided here 
another of her inimitable “up at Kanga” stories. 

… … … 
 

Up here near where I live in Kangaroo Gound my Grandma Oxley had a 
flock of about 100 chickens. The caretaker who looked after them got a few 
bob from selling the eggs or the odd genuine organic chook for somebody’s 
roast. When the time came for a truckfull of new chooks we were there 
straight after breakfast always dressed in a strange assortment of clothes. Us 
younger cousins wore hand me downs from the older ones which always 
turned out to be the ubiquitous jodhpures and gumboots. In fact these were 
our uniform up at Kanga.   
 Chooks absolutely fascinated us.  I don't know what it was but even 
today I can still watch the odd flock which still exist in comfortable back 
gardens like one of my daughters.  Bustling about like middle aged ladies, 
clucking imperious questions to each other and idly performing that quick 
scrape one foot scrape into the dirt. These chooks didn't realise how lucky 
they were then.  Hay lined nesting boxes plenty of bush to look for interesting 
morsels and safety at night.  
 Presently a chook filled truck arrived and wafting feathers and chook 
smell filled the air.  Cages of hysterical ladies and gents were cast to the 
ground in the enclosure and the fun began.  
 Of course they ran around in ever decreasing circles and much to our 
delight laid a few eggs on the run.  The ones we fancied had their comb over 
one eye which tended to look rather stupid.  When worn at this rakish angle 
the roosters rather looked as though they were wearing a military cap.  
 After a while the caretaker threw down some wheat. 'To git 'em 
settled down,' he would say.  Soon the roosters would begin crowing,  
gathering their harems  about  them,  others  shuffled  in dust holes to get 
normalcy back in their lives after that awful journey.  

 
Sheila Dixon  
 



The following weeks we perved on the ladies from the back of their 
nest boxes and were thrilled to see them laying their eggs.  But this was 
beaten by that time 
when these warm 
eggs brought forth 
chickens.  

 
 
 

Illustration by Joan 
Pickard. 

 
 
 
 
 
Watching the hens with their broods scuttling around with the 

chickens learning , learning,  learning and following Mum kept us busy for 
hours. I think it was one of the Hans Anderson stories when the mother told 
the chicks, "Look at the green my dears , it's good for the eyes"  

I suppose it's obvious but I cant help remembering those real chooks 
with a warm mash on a cold morning, wheat and plenty of delicious things to 
peck from the bush.  Occasionally a fox or a roast chook up at the house but 
on the whole a good life and a natural one.  Not like those vast sheds up in 
the valley with half a million or more shuffling about in a closed atmosphere 
of stinking litter.  They are lucky to stay alive for 9 weeks and the trucked off 
without even a glimpse of something interesting to peck in the ground.  The 
supermarket is their destination. 

 
……………………………………………………………………………….. 
 
 

Contributors, 
  Please submit copy for the March Chronicle by 
31st January 2008.    

 

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
 

I have so enjoyed the quarterly Chronicle.  I was very interested to read of the 
ancient rose bushes mentioned in the last Chronicle (Vol. 13 No 3) that have 
been discovered in the old cemeteries, namely the one mentioned at 
Kangaroo Ground near the Stevenson plot.  I know that some old shrubs and 
bulbs grow in such places – some old roses are lovely - but I can’t believe 
they survive so long. Jenny Anderson is to be commended for looking into 
that, isn’t she?     

- Bessie Kelso, Mordialloc 
 
 

I have enjoyed your latest edition of the Kangaroo Ground Chronicle, especially 
the article on David Scott in the High Achievers of Kangaroo Ground 
segment by Dick Austin.  As an Anglican priest and hospital chaplain to the 
hospitals in the Fitzroy, Colllingwood and East Melbourne areas, I have 
always valued highly the Brotherhood of St Laurence and the work they have 
been doing for our country.  I am very pleased to know that the story of this 
esteemed organization will be more widely known to the general public as a 
result of your Chronicle.  I will forward a copy to my colleague, the Rev Geoff 
O’Hare, the present priest in charge of St Phillips, Collingwood, who is 
currently also the chaplain to the Brotherhood. 
 I enjoyed the article Melbourne is a Beautiful Place.  I am a migrant 
myself, albeit of a more recent variety, having arrived here only in 1960.  
However, that is now forty seven years ago, prompting comments from some 
of the patients I met, that I should consider myself truly ‘dinky-di’ by now. 
 As a keen gardener, I read with great interest the attempts of Jenny 
Anderson to save and propagate the (probably quite old) roses that have been 
planted in your local cemetery.  I commend her efforts and wish her every 
success. 
 I imagine the article by Mick Woiwood, Know Your Land, must be of 
great interest to the locals.  I know, it would be, if I were living in your 
locality.  I have enjoyed your Chronicle very much and I wish you great success 
with it. 
 Yours sincerely, 

- Father Tat Hean Lie, St Peter’s Eastern Hill 



DEPARTURES AND ARRIVALS 
 
The hills and the valleys of Kangaroo Ground remain, but those who live here come and go. 
 
It’s more than fifty years since George Williams and his young bride Noel 
began establishing their farm at Kangaroo Ground.  If you worked as hard 
and long as they did it was possible in those days to be almost self-sufficient, 
gradually building the dwelling and the farm buildings as your primary 
production increased.  That is how it was for the Williams.  Many years later 
and recently widowed, Noel offered many hours of her time and hospitality to 
a team from the Andrew Ross Museum so that a full-length DVD could be 
made.  Blessed with clear recall and endless patience, Noel could “tell the 
tale” of every fence post and every turn in the path on her property Nermone 
at Kangaroo Ground. 

 
Well, Nermone remains, 
but George Williams is 
dead, the children 
have made their lives 
elsewhere, and Noel is 
preparing to take 
herself and fifty years 
of happy memories to 
another place also. 
  
 It is John and 
Mary Gedye and their 
family who will 
occupy Nermone early 

in 2008. Already Museum members, and having left no stone unturned in 
their efforts to acquire a copy of Mick Woiwod’s book  Kangaroo Ground – The 
Highland Taken, John and Mary are seen here, attending the recent This Old 
House special event.  

- Photo courtesy Martha Wike 
 

FROM THE SECRETARY’S DESK 
BEQUESTS  There are numerous families in 
Kangaroo Ground who have lived in the district 
all their lives as did their forefathers before them.  
There are now new people moving into the area 
wanting to know all about the history of their new 
home.  There are people who sadly had to leave 
due to various circumstances.  There are people 
who have their loved ones buried at the 

Kangaroo Ground Cemetery.  The Andrew Ross Museum is the 
“Hub” of Kangaroo Ground and its surrounds.  It keeps the history 
alive for present and future generations.  We have numerous records, 
and always add to our collection from donations and the research of 
volunteers.   

PLEASE THINK ABOUT IT ….If you are interested in sharing your 
stories or lodging copies of documents or photos of local interest, contact 
me, Martha Wike, Telephone 9710 1707.  Better still, visit the Museum one 
Thursday morning when workshops are in progress and see if there’s 
something you can do.  Every pair of hands is useful.   

MISSING CHRONICLES         CAN YOU HELP?        
 
The following early editions of the Kangaroo Ground Chronicle are missing from 
our collection.  If you have any could you please let us know?  We will 
photocopy and return them immediately. 
 
Volume 1 No 1, No 3 and No 4 
Volume 2 No 1, No 2, No 3, and No 4 
Volume 3 No 1, No 2, No 2, and No 4 
Volume 4 No 1  
 

   MERRY   CHRISTMAS   AND   A                                        
HEALTHY AND PROSPEROUS 
NEW YEAR TO ALL OUR READERS. 

 
Martha Wike  
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