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IN THIS (DROUGHT-BREAKING) ISSUE

Front cover. Richard McAdam (seen here with John Austin, left)
was a recent visitor from Queensland who spent two days
researching his ancestors at the Andrew Ross Museum. More on
Page 14.

1 Mick Woiwod reports on the official opening of the viewing
platform at the Kangaroo Ground Memorial Park.

3 Will the dam burst? Will the family lose everything? Eric
Dancey concludes his three-part saga.

6 There’s more on Christina Stewart and the 1839 voyage of the
David Clark from Scotland to Melbourne.

7  Popular Chronicle contributor and broadcaster Sheila Dixon
died recently. Read again one of her “Kanga” stories.

10 There’s a connection between best-selling author Agatha
Christie and Kangaroo Ground.

11 There’s a connection between former Victorian premier John
Cain and the Andrew Ross Museum.

13 One of Andrew Ross’s pupils recalls how he was “stuck up at
school” in 1851.

15 A Museum visitor tells how he survived a pichic at Kangaroo
Ground.

16 Where was Kangaroo Ground’s first hotel?

17 Martha Wike describes an historic annual general meeting
held in a funeral parlour

18 A page of “hot news” is provided for readers who like
short grabs of gossip.



THE LAUNCH OF THE MOOR-RUL
VIEWING PLATFORM ON KANGAROO
GROUND’S GARDEN HILL

Thursday 17" April 2008 was certainly a Red
Letter Day for the people of Kangaroo Ground

— and indeed the Shire of Nillumbik — when a
crowd of 140 1r1v1ted guests gathered on Garden Hill to see Mayor
Warwick Leeson launch the hill’s latest addition, the Interpretive
Centre known as the Moor-rul Viewing Platform.

Octagonal in configuration and a decade in the making, with an
over-sailing roof-line inspired by the eagles seen soaring above it, this
iconic structure designed by heritage architect, Dennis Ward,
incorporates sixteen large format panels telling the story of Kangaroo
Ground in pictures and text.

Launched the same afternoon by the Hon Jenny Macklin, MHR,
the Federal Minister for Indigenous Affairs, was the Shire of
Nillumbik’s recently adopted Reconciliation Charter detailing in the
clearest possible terms the shire’s ongoing commitment to the
Wurundjeri people of the Yarra Valley in acknowledgement of past
wrongs.

The project began back in 1997 soon after the launch of my then
latest book, The Last Cry, when I was moved to write to the Shire
suggesting that the adjoining War Memorial Park was in urgent need of
refurbishment. This saw a group of us locals, led by Harry Gilham,
president of the Eltham Historical Society, appointed as a Shire
Advisory Committee which, in 1999, presented the shire with a
comprehensive Concept Plan detailing how it felt Garden Hill might be
redesigned to more appropriately highlight its heritage values within the
themes of: ‘Remembrance of the Fallen’, ‘Indigenous Reconciliation’,
‘Education’, ‘Passive Recreation’ and ‘Conservation’.

Following the formal adoption of the plan, the Shire and its
advisory committee (and other stakeholders), set to with a will
installing, amongst other works, a stone paved forecourt complete with
bronze laurel wreaths dedicated to the fallen in Australia’s more recent
armed conflicts, a new toilet block, sealed carriageways throughout,
picnic tables and seats, flagpole, interpretative panels, roadside

signage, landscaping & revegetation.

The precinct within which the Moor-rul Viewing Platform is sited
has become known as the Reconciliation Ground in recognition of the
Wurundjeri people’s role in the making of Kangaroo Ground — Moor-
rul being their special name for the district.

With this now publicly launched, the shire and its advisory
committee will be immediately proceeding with the hill’s next
development phase — that of revegetating its reconciliation ground
with native grasses, the installation of gas barbecues, the restoration of
the stone caretaker’s cottage to house war memorabilia, etc., and a
redesign of the reserve’s front entrance to accommodate increased
traffic flows with already in access of 30,000 vehicles per annum
passing through.

Spread the word! Pack a picnic lunch and invite a few
friends along to quietly soak in the story of Kangaroo Ground as it
unfolds around you. On a fine day the view from the platform is truly
breath-taking — taking in everything from the tall towers of Melbourne
to the mountains of the Great Dividing Range — with no longer any
need to climb the steep steps to the top of the nearby stone tower.

It is indeed Kangaroo Ground’s special placel Where else in
Australia can travellers climb a small hill and have spread out before
them in graphic form the twin stories of the accomplishments of this
country’s Aboriginal & European cultures?

At left: Cr Warwick Leeson, Nillumbik Shire Mayor, the Hon
Jenny Macklin, MHR, Minister for Indigenous Affairs, and Mrs

: , Dorothy Peters.
Photo courtesy Don
Brown.

- Mick Woiwod



THE DAM - CONCLUDED.

Chronicle readers have been waiting anxiously for
six months to know whether the dam built for
Eric Dancey and his family by the Stevenson
Brothers would survive sudden flooding rains or
be destroyed, taking the family’s only hope of
survival with it.

Eric Dancey
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It came soon after they had fallen asleep. There had been thunder and
lightning but way off, nothing to really signal what was above them. A
blinding flash of lightning followed at what seemed at the very next
instant by a deafening crack of thunder. The flood gates opened. The
rain had come with a vengeance along with lightning and sound effects.
Water was everywhere. It seemed that it only took as long to fill the
tank and other containers to overflowing as it had taken him to get out
of bed and pull on a pair of shorts. His mother came around the side
of the house. In the flashes of lightning he could see that she was
wringing wet.

He knew why she was there. The dam. The water must be racing
into it. They both grabbed as many empty sacks as they could and ran
down the slope.

They had known that it would be filling rapidly but did not
anticipate how fast. Run off from all directions. The road above it was
a river overflowing. Its volume of water pouring down had to be
diverted. They divided, his mother to the dam with the bags (the bags
to spread the load over a wider area and the fibres expanding tend to
help seal little cracks). She would be in the dam spreading them,
plastering them with handfulls of mud to hold them in place.

The boy worked with shovel and mattock, throwing up a barrier to
send the water away down the road. As he worked away one part of
him was worried for his mother. He knew she wasn’t a very good
swimmer, and what if she got her feet caught in the clay bottom! The
other was saying, fill the shovel and hold the rhythm — that’s the way to
do it! You have to stop the rush. A while later he was rewarded.
The water was running away cutting its own channel.

He ran back to the dam and slid in beside her. Through the night
they worked, slipping, sliding, slopping about, frustrated when a bag
slipped, but now his mother could get out and pass the bags down and
hold them in place until he could secure them. The worry of her getting
caught in the dam left him.

Like most storms it stopped almost as fast as it had begun. It was
almost morning and getting lighter at almost the same speed of the
departing clouds.

They stood there looking at the water flowing gently over the
overflow, protected from eroding by the bags pegged into it. They
looked at each other and burst out laughing, part in relief, part because
of their appearance. They looked like mud-spattered drowned rats.

Typically, his mother put her arm around his shoulder, and gave
him a brief hug, saying, “Come on, Sonny Jim, let’s get cleaned up. 1
will start getting breakfast if you get the girls up and hurry them along
for school. You’d better stay at home today. Mr Morgan will probably
let you catch up on Saturday.”

The sun was coming up, the air clean and cool, everything fresh
and new. By the time the girls were trotting off up the road to school
one would hardly comprehend what a night it had been.

About mid morning Jack Stevenson pulled up at the gate.
“Morning, Sheila, morning young fella. Just popped over to see how
things are going.”

The mother played the game. “Can you stop for a moment? I was
just going to make some scones and a pot of tea.”

“Yes, that would be nice. Me and the youngun might take a look
around.”

They both knew why he had just happened along. The lad and Jack
wandered down to the dam. He looked at the lad, even his turned eye
seemed to focus on him for a moment. “You and your mum have a
busy night? You have done well. Just watch as it falls. Any sign of
cracking and pack the cracks well.”

His mother called them up. They chatted for a while. The subject
of the dam was not mentioned until he was leaving and his mother was
handing him a dozen scones wrapped in a serviette (leftovers — it was
amazing how many she had made for simple morning teal) and said,
“Take these home for Jim. He may fancy one or two for lunch.”



“Thanks, Sheila. He was a bit worried how you may have got on
during last night’s storm. I will tell him you done okay,” nodding in the
general direction of the dam.

After Jack had disappeared his mother sat down at the table.
Reaction had set in and he saw tears start in her eyes — something he
had very rarely seen no matter how tough the going or the situation.
He never knew how to react at such times or what to do, what to say.
He reached across the table and took her hand. It seemed to help for
she straightened up, dabbing her eyes with the hem of her apron.

“You know, I don’t think I could have borne it if we had lost the
dam. It would have broken your father’s heart. He works so very hard
for us.”

v .

The dam, 2006.
Alma Road,
photographed by
Eric Dancey.

e — The dam is still
there, the land has bloomed. The old hut and the other bits and pieces
have long gone with no trace left. The lad wonders if the people who
live there now ever ask themselves who put that there. What were they
like? What happened to them? Were they happy people? What was
life like to them? Were they young or old?

Perhaps they are not the slightest bit interested and this is probably
the way it should be, but that dam for as long as it is there is part of
history. It marks the start of what is now a rather lovely property. The
lad, now an old man, when passing by, stops for a minute or two to
reflect. He smiles to himself. What a wonderful place was Kangaroo
Ground for teaching people so many things about life and the beauty
that is around them.

NAVIGATING THE “DAVID CLARK”

Several of our readers have been puzzled by apparent discrepancies in
Christina Stewart’s account of her voyage to Australia aboard the
David Clark in 1839, published in our last edition of the Kangaroo
Ground Chronicle.

One asks, “If the ship anchors for ten days in Rio de Janiero
on the west side of the Atlantic Ocean, wouldn’t it then head south and
round Cape Horn rather than cross to the Cape of Good Hope which
Christina Stewart says it passedr”

Another asks, “After writing about ten days enjoyed in Brazil
during the voyage to Australia, how is it that two paragraphs later she
can write, “... the coast of Australia came in sight ... We were told we
were opposite Adelaide”, then a little later she locates the David Clark
in Hobsons Bay, Melbourne.” Did the ship reach Australia from the
west or the east?

As with most matters historical, the Andrew Ross Museum’s
historian Mick Woiwod can answer all questions.

“Christina Stewart’s account is correct. Once clear of British
waters, the ship headed south west to Brazil. After a stay there of ten
days, it headed south east, rounding the Cape of Good Hope (as she
mentions) and into the “Roaring Forties” which took it to Australia
from the west.




Mick also provided an interesting fact. “Aboard the Dawid Clark
with Christina Stewart were many of the other Scottish emigrants who later
became Kangaroo Ground’s pioneering settlers. It happened that the school
teacher for whom they applied in 1851 to teach their children was another
Scot who, co-incidentally, had been working in Rio de Janiero at exactly the
time the David Clark anchored there. He was Andrew Ross.”

It is not know whether all these Scottish settlers ever referred to Rio
de Janiero or discussed this coincidence years later in Kangaroo Ground.
Andrew Ross does not mention this coincidence in his diary.

S

You would never guess that Sheila Dixon had severe
health problems during the last decades of her life.
As a broadcaster, a Museum member and a regular
contributor to the Chronicl, she emanated great joy in
her favourite interests, people and places. Blessed
with “instant recall” of her eatly years, she not only
promoted Kangaroo Ground but also Middle Park
where she grew up. Indeed, she was engaged on a
Sheila Dixon history of Middle Park at the time of her death. We
(1928-2008) republish here one of her “Kanga” pieces, dating
from 1999.

This house which I knew so well was my grandma Kate Oxley’s house. It was
a Californian bungalow type built in the early 20s. Redwood weatherboards
and a red iron roof, complete with the fly-wired verandah rooms and the
white canvas blinds. I'll take a walk in my memory and see what I can recall.
Down the back along the path and out the gate was a smaller building
of weatherboard with a modest little screen around it made of ti-tree. Inside
was a smooth, well worn pine seat with a box of torn-off newspaper on it. If
one was lucky there could be tissue paper leftover from Xmas. Much nicer!

At the back of this building was a trap-door so that the pan could be
emptied, and it was here that a sort of perverted pastime took place..
A bunch of cousins and myself who had holiday fibro-weekenders up here
were always looking for something annoying to do. If you were unlucky
enough to be spotted in this place then the trapdoor was lifted and raucous
gigeling took place in the region of your rear end. Not funny if you were the
victim. I’m not sure where the contents of the pan went but there were
definitely nitrogen enriched spots around the place where bushes, grasses and
weeds grew; a sort of biological corpus delecti 1 suppose.

As far as general garbage disposal went, large holes were dug in the
bush and all household waste chucked in. I know where a lot of these holes
are today and often have a nostalgic dig.

Some treasures unearthed have been bits of old kero lamps, pieces of
willow pattern and even old shoes interred for 60 years. They don’t make
them like that any more! Then there were the cosmetics. The ubiquitous
white glass jars of Pond’s vanishing cream, little brown and blue bottles which
used to contain calamine lotion and witch hazel (whatever that was!).

At the back door of Grandma’s was a Coolgardie safe. We were still
a long way from even
the ice chest and the
old Coolgardie had to
do. It was a sort of
galvanised cupboard
with galvo netting
sides. Its feet stood
in  water-filled jam
tins to stop ants from
getting in. On the
top of the safe was a
square tin of water
with hessian dipped
in and hanging down
the sides of the safe
for evaporation. Of
course flies were
forever hanging about for the remains of cold chook or melting butter. The
maggoty tragedies of life were commonplace - I can still hear the anguished
cry, “Who let the flies in the safe?” The trick with this was to examine the
food for anything that moved, then wipe it down with vinegar. The other
trick was not to be seen doing it.




Around the side of the house in between two tanks covered in Lady
Hillington roses was the wash house. ‘Laundry’ was a bit too euphemistic. A
brick copper, two troughs and a mangle capable of winding a miner’s cage
from a coal mine. Beneath the trough was a basket of old clothes, old socks
and things no one wanted. The house cat had her kittens there each year. Of
course this was long before anyone even thought about the threat to the
environment. God knows how many furry and feathered people were lost
then.

On a thirty degree day Grandma did a heroic job and I can still see
her poking the clothes with the copper stick and heaving them into the blue
rinsing water (after the shirt collars had been bashed on the washboard).
After this the real starch and then the whole lot drained on the vegie garden.
‘Biodegradable’ wasn’t thought of, it just happened anyway.

Sixty years later grandma’s house is no more, for in 1962 bushfires
raged through here leaving nothing but a few reminders of what had been like
household ghosts.

The bath still lies there and grows a garden in its rusty innards and
nearby, its mate the tank. The small miracle though are the remains of her
lovely garden which was once so formal. The roses in old age and neglect
have grown back to the briar and now send out little single pink flowers in the
spring. Gone are the blowsy pink ophelies and the smouldering black boys.
Flowering cherry, jonquils and daffies are still there, very scrambly now but
like all lovely things their lively form still shows through.

I often visit this garden and look forward to its change of
seasons for it reminds me of so many parts of growing up. If this garden is
60 years older, then so am I. I can feel full of expectation for its coming years
and grateful for its memories.

- originally published in the Kangaroo Ground Chronicle,
September 1999. Illustration by Joan Pickard.

ITEM FOR INCLUSION IN THE SEPTEMBER
CHRONICLE SHOULD BE SUBMITTED BY 1%
AUGUST.

AN AGATHA CHRISTIE CONNECTION

“We used to farm too, but we had bad luck.”
The speaker was a tall, handsome

woman standing behind the counter in the [ ——

Kangaroo Ground Store, responding to

polite inquiries she had made to new
arrivals in the district in the 1950s.

Almost invisible behind a diamond
mesh screen in a dark corner was her
husband. He would hand mail through a
small gap at the bottom of the screen. “I
was in the trenches, you know,” he might
say, apologizing in advance for being yery
irascible.

Dorothy and Herbert Wills
owned and operated the store and
post office for 16 years following World .
War Two. The service and the size were n
much smaller in those days. The store and post office crammed in together
occupied only about half the building’s frontage, with a front door and
corridor in the centre leading to the dwelling and there was a bedroom at the
other front corner. What used to be called “office hours” applied from
Monday to Friday. The local telephone exchange was operated from here
also. It was connected automatically to the main Melbourne service only
during office hours. “There is a connecting fee, you know,” you would be
told if you needed to ring out of office hours — gruffly by Bert if he answered
your telephone or sweetly if Dorothy answered.

Herbert was an Englishman, a soldier in World War One and an
airman in World War Two. During their store-keeping days at Kangaroo
Ground the Wills also owned a large paddock further north along the main
road. A new brick residence in Dawson Road, opposite Kings Road, became
their home when they retired.

Dorothy was New Zecaland born and educated as a boarder at
Methodist Ladies’ College, Kew. Her meeting with Agatha Christie occurred
in New South Wales in 1924, the year before Dorothy’s marriage.
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Agatha and her husband Archie Christie spent several months
travelling during that year and while in Australia they stayed at “Yanga”
Station in New South Wales. Managing the station was Dorothy’s father, and
it was Dorothy who helped provide the hospitality to the shy visitor who was
later to become the world’s best-selling author.

- partly sourced from an article by Norrie

Coleman in Village News No 17, February 1998, our copy
provided by Noel Williams

Agatha Christie (left).

-— -

THE STAINS COULD BE JOHN CAIN’S

Before John Cain became Premier of Victoria in 1992 he represented the
Bundoora electorate. He occupied a first floor office, he had a large desk and
a backless chair. Before the next representative,
Cheryl Garbutt, took over, it was decided to
modernise the electoral office and locate it on the
ground floor. Included in the modernising
process was a new desk.

Somehow it came to Harry Gilham’s notice
that John Cain’s desk was likely to be carted away
to a kind of office furniture graveyard where, at
best, it might be purchased for a few dollars.
Harry (nowadays Chairman of the Eltham and
District Historical Society and Nillumbik Shire
Citizen of the Year), was at that time helping to
establish the Andrew Ross Museum. Also involved was Diana Bassett-Smith
whose antennae can still pick up useful signals from far distant places. She
urged that the desk be dismantled and set up for use in the soon to be opened
Andrew Ross Museum in the old school house at Kangaroo Ground and,
thanks to Harry and Mick Woiwod’s carting and reassembling skills, that’s
where it stands today.

John Cain

Visit the Museum during a Thursday morning workshop, however,
and you might never see it. If it is not piled high with vertical files being
catalogued, photo albums being searched, laptop computers, keyboards and
mice, a three course morning coffee spread, and jars filled with half—used
biros, it might be covered with newly-printed pages of the Chronicle awaiting
careful collating, stapling, and pre-posting processing.

Only when all this paraphernalia is cleared away, at the insistence of
the Museum’s grumpy new chairman, is John Cain’s desk visible. Here and
there are a few stains which are not to be removed. You never know — the
stains could be John Cain’s.

- Harry Gilham, Diana
Bassett-Smith, and Mick
Woiwod, as told to John
Austin.  Desk photo
courtesy Martha Wike.

The painting above the
desk is by George
Taylor.



STUCK UP AT SCHOOL, 1851

When Kangaroo Ground’s pioneering settlers realized that a teacher and a
school were needed to educate their children, they got busy putting up a
building and contributing money to guarantee the teacher’s salary. The
teacher, who arrived in 1851 was Andrew Ross.

The teacher’s desk was so constructed as to be suitable for use as a
pulpit on Sundays when worship services were held in the same building. A
further use for the desk/pulpit was found at nights, when one of the school
pupils used to curl up and sleep in it. Years later, recalling his time as one of
Andrew Ross’s first pupils, the former pupil described in a letter to the Evelyn
Observer not only his sleeping accommodation but also several other
uncomfortable experiences: -

In my time the school was twice “stuck up”, once by a bullock
on the way to be slaughtered, which jumped the fence and made
the scholars go into the school much more readily than they
usually did, and when I got notice to run, the animal’s horns
were so close
that I was pulled
in at the

window.
The

second

excitement was a
party of blacks
‘sticking up’ the

school on
Saturday for
‘tucker’. The

blacks were then numerous, and some of the old men not very
tame. People tried to make me believe that my fat would be
preferred by them to opossums’, and this induced me to give the
tribe a wide berth.

- sourced from Barnes, John, The Order of Things — A Life of Joseph Furphy,
7990. Illustration by Joan Pickard.

THE MCADAMS

Recent visitors to the Andrew
Ross Museum included Brisbane
residents Richard and Gillian
McAdam. Richard’s great-
grandparents, Robert  John
McAdam and Mary Jane Barr
were long-time residents of
Mains Hill Kangaroo Ground.
Richard was able to
glean a few additional details
about his McAdam ancestors
from Museum records, and is
gradually providing copies of |
additional family papers for our
archives. Amongst the latter is a
complete set of documents
associated with the sesquicentennial celebrations in 1989 of the arrival
in Melbourne of the David Clark — celebrations held at the Prahran
Town Hall, Gulf Station Yarra Glen, and Scots Church, Melbourne.
Richard, a retired engineer, hopes to leave his own son as full
an account of his McAdam ancestry as possible, before turning his
attention to his other long held-retirement ambitions such as playing
golf. He remarked on something often discovered — that despite our
ancestors tending to have sons galore to perpetuate the family line,
such events as world wars and influenza epidemics can wipe it out in
one or two generations. There were, for example, eleven children born
to Richard’s ancestors Robert John McAdam and Mary Jane Barr at
Mains Hill, Kangaroo Ground, and there were numerous other
McAdam ancestors before them in Scotland, but Richard’s son and a
few of Richard’s nephews appear to be their only living male McAdam
descendants. Richard’s own father died at the early age of 43.

- photo of Robert McAdam (c 1837-1913) by courtesy Ewen
Herbert.



& NEAR MISS THAT MIGHT HAVE PUT
KANGAROO GROUND ON THE MAP

Far better known than Kangaroo Ground. fifty years ago, was the Rob Roy
Hill Climb at Christmas Hills. At week-ends the road through Kangaroo
Ground would be busy with racing cars which soon were swerving, skidding,
flying and speeding around the Hill Climb, creating noise and dust that
pervaded the whole district.

None of this was known to the many teenagers who associated with
the Methodist Church at Port Melbourne. Two bus loads of them found
themselves picknicking at Kangaroo Ground one week-end in the early 1950s.
The buses parked outside Stevenson Hall, a large hall that stood beside the
main road near the top of the hill. It was mid-afternoon. Young boys and
girls were excitedly running around in this unfamiliar environment — buses
parked beside the road, grassy banks and hawthorn hedges lining the steep
hill-side road.

Suddenly a returning speed car came roaring over the hill. Whoever
was at the wheel of the Austin Healey saw in a flash that he was faced with
many more split-second decisions than he had made at the Hill Climb.
Somehow he managed to dodge all obstacles, here mounting a bank, there
swerving between buses, here
scraping a hedge and there
avoiding a group of scurrying
picknickers.

“It was a miracle that no
one was killed,” commented
Geoff Deed of Scorsby. Geoff
visited the Andrew  Ross
Museum one Sunday recently.
This was his fist return to
Kangaroo Ground since the time
he was one of the lucky picknickers, fifty years earlier. “I’ve many times
wondered how it was that none of us were killed,” he added.

So that is Geoff Deed’s story, one that no one at Kangaroo Ground
ever knew, but which might have put it on the map had it ended differently.

- John Austin

WHERE WAS KANGAROO GROUND’S FIRST HOTEL?

- photo courtesy Dick Austin

Nowadays it is the Jennings property, 305 Main Road Kangaroo
Ground. It is on the opposite side of the main road from the Store
and it is flanked by two huge eucalypts - the last survivors of a
commemorative row planted soon after World War One.

WHAT DID IT LOOK LIKE?

- photo courtesy Bruce Draper

It was built by Andrew Ross in the early 1870s. Mick Woiwod
believes the figure seated on the horse trough is Andrew Ross.



FROM THE SECRETARY’S DESK

The past year has seen exciting events, Victorian and
Interstate visitors have come to the museum, some
seeking missing links whilst others have contributed
new information and memorabilia.

Martha Wike

At the innovative suggestion of Diana Bassett-Smith,
who arranged the venue, our Annual General
Meeting was held at Le Pine, 848 Main Road Eltham. Many thanks to Simon
Braid, Branch Manager of Le Pine, for letting us use the premises and making
everyone welcome! According to Simon, the Andrew Ross Museum was the
first community group to use the premises’ splendid facilities.

The highlight of the evening was our guest speaker Dick Austin, who outlined
the many roles Andrew Ross played in the district’s development. The supper
prepared by Margaret Woiwod and Joan Pickard was delicious. Thank you all
for making the day and to our visitors for sharing this event with us.

Almost all the retiring committee members were re-clected for a further year’s
term, the principal office bearers being John Austin (Chairman), Martha Wike
(Secretary), and Geoff Ritter (Treasurer). Mick and Marg Woiwod,
indefatigable workers since the Museum’s inception, were made honorary
members.

During the evening Don Brown presented Simon Braid with a framed
photograph (see below) of Don Brown’s grandfather’s shop which formerly
occupied the site where Le Pine’s Funeral Parlour Eltham in now located.

HOT NEWS ...

... for readers who reckon our articles are too long and their
subjects too old.

The Light on the Hill

The best-selling item in the Museum Bookshop this year has

¥ been Jenny Anderson’s The Light on the Hill — 150 Years of the

SN Presbyterian Church in Kangaroo Ground. — Copies are still
&l available for $20 plus postage.

Having trained all her customers to patk correctly, Casey
Butler and her family members at the Kangaroo Ground
Store are planning to show them photos of Kangaroo
Ground displayed around the parking area fences.

KANGAROO
GROUND

Hang on to your copy of this book! Now out of print it is
advertised on antiquarian booksellers’ web sites, according to
Museum Secretary Martha Wike, for §$150.

1

Museum Secretary Martha Wike has a new car. Martha
now arrives at the Museum on the same day as the day
she sets out from her far distant St Andrews property.

Watch out for Mick Woiwod! He’s now the proud owner of
an electric wheel chair, named “The Blue Streak”. He’s
already sped around most surrounding areas. Police have

been alert.

Did it survive the recent cyclone? Yes, Birch Cottage
still stands.
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