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Inside this issue are the ‘Early
Recollections of Kangaroo Ground’ written
by late ARM life patron Diana Bassett-
Smith more than 20 years ago.

As if transported back in time, Diana takes
her readers on a unique journey to the
yesteryear of her 1930s childhood vividly
recalled in minute and colourful detail
through the lens of Diana’s inquisitive and
energetic mind.

Her recollections are a wonderful glimpse
into a bygone age. They begin on page 7.



mailto:andrewrossmuseum@outlook.com

1940s WEDDING DRESS NOW ON DISPLAY

This beautiful, vintage, wedding dress, now on display in the front room at the Andrew Ross
Museum, was worn by the late Joy Ness in November 1940 at her marriage to her husband, Bruce,
which took place at Kangaroo Ground Presbyterian Church.
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It was donated, along with other items, by Carolyn Baker and Ebony Crooks, members of the Ness
family, in March 2025.

Joy and Bruce met through the local dances, held in
Panton Hill, Arthur’s Creek and Diamond Creek.
They spent their long marriage together in Kangaroo
Ground, where they farmed the land and raised a
family in the house built by Bruce’s grandfather
James, back in the 1850s.

The couple had two daughters, Janet and Judith, four
grandchildren and several great grandchildren.

In a local newspaper article in 2000, celebrating 60
years of marriage, the couple said dodging bushfires
had been among their more eventful experiences
over the years.

Joy said the key to a successful marriage was
‘sympathy, patience and understanding.’

Bruce was a member of the Kangaroo Ground CFA for
more than 50 years and his services led to him being
awarded the British Empire Medal.

The couple generously donated many artefacts and
historical documents, forming the foundations of the

Andrew Ross Museum collection at its inception in f Sk
1993. Joy wearing the beautiful dress on her wedding day

Jane Cook
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HISTORY AND HAPPENSTANCE

The Kangaroo Ground Primary School Facebook page has been going since 2007, but I only found it
by accident recently; one of several randomly-opening doors. I scrolled through the various
contributions with interest, and found a post from last year by historian Erica Okamura, investigating
the story of Queensland-born Grace McMillan. While working as a teacher in Edinburgh, Scotland
in the early 1900s, Grace met a school gymnastics instructor named Joseph Bromage. According to
family oral history, Joseph was interested in marrying Grace, but she declined. Grace set sail for
Melbourne in 1906. She taught at MLC, PLC, Parkville High School and Scotch College. She was
also a pioneer and long-time member of the Free Kindergarten Union of Victoria.

Joseph came to Australia in 1913 and served as a drillmaster with the Australian Imperial Force
during WWI. In 1916 he married Helen Stevens of Williamstown. They moved to Watson’s Creek —
a far cry from Edinburgh — and their children went to school in Kangaroo Ground. I mentioned this
to Carol Leeson, our resident walking encyclopedia of Kangaroo Ground history, and within
minutes she had located a 1925 Kangaroo Ground Primary School photo of Joseph and Helen’s
boys, Joe and Jack (classmates of Bruce Ness).

I got in touch with Erica, who in her travels had found the daughter of one of the two boys. To cut a
long story short, on a recent Sunday I spent a lovely hour or so at the Andrew Ross Museum with
Erica, Joe’s daughter Anne Scott (Bromage), and Panton Hill resident Jane Andrewartha, who
became tangled up in this story via a mutual friend in the dance research community.

With the assistance of Kangaroo Ground Primary School principal Laurie Murray, Anne was able to
sit in the 1878 school building where her father and uncle had learned their times tables one hundred
years ago!
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Anne hamming it up in her father’s 1925 classroom with desk and slate from the museum next door

Anne’s grandmother, Helen Stevens, died unexpectedly in 1931. Her grandfather, Joseph Bromage,
finally married his former sweetheart Grace McMillan at St Paul’s Cathedral, Melbourne in 1934, when
Grace was 62 and he was nearly 71. He died in 1938 and is buried at the Kangaroo Ground Cemetery,
along with Helen, while Grace is buried at Burwood with other family members.

I wonder which unexpected doors to our local history will open next?

(Erica Okamura is Director of the Grace McMillan Project. Details at www.SwedishCastle.com —an intriguing read!)

Alan Bluhm


http://www.swedishcastle.com/

THE THREE HISTORICAL OAK TREES
OF KANGAROO GROUND

In the Gardens of Bellevue, the Donaldson’s home in the 1870s, in Waterdale Road Ivanhoe, stood a
large oak grown from an acorn collected by John Anstruther Donaldson, in 1857 from Windsor
Great Park in London, UK. Other oaks, believed to have come from the same source, survive in
Kangaroo Ground today.

Donaldson’s Oak in Donaldson Road

The Donaldson Oak, a tree with a huge trunk, still stands guard on the Donaldson Road frontage of
what was the family’s first farm. At the time of planting, it marked the boundary of what was known
as the Donaldson’s square mile. The tree is classified by the National Trust of Victoria, and a
descriptive plaque in front of the tree was unveiled by Bruce Nixon on 28 March 2000.
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Wippell’s Oak outside the CFA in KG

On the crown of Garden Hill, in the year of the Jubilee of Queen Victoria’s reign, it was suggested
that an English Oak should be planted in honour of that year. Walter and Elvira Wippell had a farm
near View Hill, (Ness Lane) and were active community members. They are both buried in the
Kangaroo Ground Cemetery. The tree, now known as the Wippell Oak, was planted. However,
during a significant storm, the rain washed the seedling oak down the hill to where it lodged and
grew in the small gully, which is just outside the present-day Kangaroo Ground CFA building on St.
Andrew's Road. Its trunk has a diameter of one metre. This oak is listed as significant in the Shire of
Nillumbik.
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The Wippell Oak tree

Stevenson’s Oak, on the nature reserve off Calwell Road, Kangaroo Ground
Joseph Stevenson planted a young oak tree alongside his house near Calwell Road in Kangaroo
Ground. He died in 1878 and the house is long gone but the oak still stands and is now around 150
years old. It is a landmark for Stevenson’s selection, along with Stevensons Creek; a tributary of
Watsons Creek. The oak tree was grown from an acorn brought out from Windsor Great Park by
James Donaldson, the first landowner of Kangaroo Ground. That sturdy oak tree is perhaps as fitting
a memorial as any to a man who epitomised all the qualities of a true pioneer. Stevenson spent forty
industrious years in Victoria. From the Colony’s earliest days, he energetically involved himself in
projects and initiatives which have helped make Victoria the place it is today.

Reference: Once Around the Sugarloaf, author Mick Woiwod
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Photos of Stevenson’s Oak courtesy of Kathy and Graham Barnett

Unique picture of Donaldson Oak leaf to go on an epic journey

Bundoora couple June and Trevor Wills, who are linked to the Donaldson family (and also to Wills of
Wills and Burke fame) are planmng on takmg a cyanotype image of a leaf from the Donaldson Oak tree
: : . in Kangaroo Ground on
their trip to the UK later
. this year and leaving it on
the grave of Andrew
Ross. June collected the
fallen leaf on a recent trip
to the tree and created the
beautiful image seen here
which will be carefully
stored in her luggage for
their journey overseas.
Along with relatives in

June and Trevor Wills the UK and with the help " Donaldsen Oav: GuEscHS
K Kew ah koo Gessuy T
of the Andrew Ross Museum they have been researching the oo n from an ac “_,,c‘;;'-;;;;
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whereabouts of the final resting place of Ross and his wife in the town
of Highcliffe near Bournemouth in Dorset. It has finally been located to  Cyanotype made from a leaf of
the graveyard belonging to St. Mark’s Anglican Church in the town. the Donaldson oak tree

Carol Leeson and Jane Cook

WHATISIT?

Length 7cm

(Answer on page 14)



EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF KANGAROO GROUND
by Diana Bassett-Smith

The following recollections were penned by Diana more than 20 years ago and tell the story of
treasured childhood days spent at the home of her uncle in Kangaroo Ground during the 1930s.

Diana was a founding member and life patron of the Andrew Ross Museum and passed away in
May this year at the age of 96. A tribute to Diana was included in the Autumn 2025 edition of
the Chronicle.

Wangaburra. The home of my Uncle ‘Mel’, George Balfour, was purchased from the Shugg family
in the early 1930s.

Situated on Henley Road and bounded by Nicholas Lane in the east and Carters Lane to the north,
being 101 acres, also the bush block of 135 acres on Menzies Road approximately a mile away.
Mother had an interest in the property so most school holidays and many weekends were spent there.

The home and bush block ran an average of 14 milking Jersey cows. A Red Poll bull, eight-ten sows,
these were usually middle whites, though sometimes Tamworths or Berkshires, the boar, a Large
White. Two hundred Southdown ewes and six-eight rams. There were two Clydesdale horses,
Beauty and Jewell, each had foals, two being kept, Punch and Judy. There was, in the beginning an
old black mare called N****r, with a raking backbone which several super bags held with a surcingle
failed to disguise. After ditching me headfirst into the manure heap one winters’ day, my fastidious
grandparents cleaned me up, she disappeared, and to my joy a delightful old bay pony, Bobs, replaced
her. Still no saddle, bareback riding was considered excellent training. The other horse was a scatty
bay mare called Ricky. My only experience of trying to ride her was thankfully in a ploughed
paddock where she bucked me off several times before the family found out and forbade me to ride
her. The following Christmas I was given a beautiful pigskin saddle made by Alec Morrison and this
I treasured for years. I subsequently grew out of it and he traded it for another which I still have.
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With Bobs the pony in 1938

There were about 20 chooks which kept us in eggs and roast chook, also some khaki Campbell ducks
to contain the snails in the garden.

The cows were hand milked and the milk separated, the cream being sold and the skim milk with
pollard fed to the pigs. One cow I could not milk and as it was my job to help with the milking when
at the farm and do it all by myself on Monday Market Day if I was there, I would ring up Mr Otto
Kraus who would come down and milk Velvet for me. The hand separator was too heavy for me so
the milk was separated quite late on Croydon market days. Also, it was very cold at 5.30 a.m. on
cold, frosty, winters’ mornings.

There wasn’t electricity in those days so hurricane and Tilley lamps provided light. Cooking was on
a wood stove. Wood came from the bush block — cleared slowly by hand axe and crosscut saw. The
horses would pull the logs up to the track for loading onto the T Model Ford truck and later the V8
Ford ute. I used to ride down to the block and help cut wood with a light weight axe. Mel and Jim
Lord, a timber feller who was recovering from a circular saw injury, taught me to fell trees and use
an axe. Little did I realise how useful this knowledge was to become in recent years. We would
take sandwiches and boil the billy which I enjoyed doing. I also amused myself by building small
stick houses and watching the kangaroos, simple pleasures. As a reward I would sometimes be taken
gold panning in the nearby creek and this produced regular pocket money, though I think Mr Lord,
he and his wife being the Married Couple at the time, did extremely well out of my efforts.

Friends included Neil and Betty Mclean, whose parents had a weekend cottage on Menzies Road. We
rode our ponies and scrambled around the creeks together, and caught rabbits. One of our favourite
games was to pull a sapling down across the Pigeon Bank creek, tie it, then sitting in the crown have
one of us chop the rope and we would go whipping up into the air atop the tree.

Replacement sheep used to come by rail to Hurstbridge and we would ride down and collect the
sheep from the stock train and slowly drive them home. We were well helped by the two sheep
dogs, Opal a border collie and splendid worker and Grit, a young, intelligent, black and tan kelpie. It
was an exhausting day but fun even though it had to be followed by the milking.



Shearing time too was fun, the sheep would be walked over to the Stevensons’ shed, remote cousins
on father’s side, Jack and Jim would blade shear. They taught me to shear on the smaller lambs,
otherwise I was ‘Tar boy’ and had fun treading the wool down into the bales before pressing.

Jack also shod my ponies, hand forging the shoes, the smell of burning hoof and clang of their anvil still
lingers in my memory.

Harvest, was oats, cut with the reaper and binder drawn by Beauty and Jewell. Sometimes I would be
given a day off from school to help, quite legal in Victoria for children to stay home to help bring in
the harvest, again hard work dragging and helping stook the golden sweet-smelling sheaves. These
were loaded onto the ute and taken back to an area on the west side of the bails and sheds where,
with the help of Jack and Jim, Mel and Lord would build a big stack and leave it thatched water-
tight. In late Autumn and during winter the stack would gradually diminish as the oats were taken to
the shed and chaffed by the Cliff and Bunting chaff cutter, driven by the powerful Lister diesel
engine. The chaff topped up with molasses was fed to the cows as they were milked, each cow was
given a four-gallon kerosene tin full and a fruit tin full of molasses.

Diana with lambs at Wangaburra

During the 1939 bushfires the stack was guarded day and night. Itook my turn sitting on top beside a
Rega knapsack spray, watching for sparks. The Dandenongs in the distance would suddenly flare up
and in about a minute an area would be alight from bottom to top. Sitting on the verandah we
watched, the adults in horror, me in fascination. Mel and Lord were away for four days, so I did most
of the milking and had some help from another neighbour, Mrs Chable, who with her husband ran a
large dairy herd. They too were linked to the farm as on alternate years they used our beef bull and
we had the use of their Jersey bull, an excellent arrangement, as I think back about it. Also, some of
the machinery was jointly owned, such as the rake and the sweep for grass hay making. Such
practices were common with small farmers, especially during the depression years.

There are other memories, too, especially of the sow, Priscilla, farrowing in the middle of Henley
Road. She produced 22 perfect piglets all about the size of my uncle’s hand. We collected them in a
clothes basket and old Priscilla, quite contented with the fuss, followed us back to the sty.



A neighbour, Clarkie, who lived in a wattle and daub hut at the corner of Henley Road and Nicholas
Lane. He was a WW1 pensioner and had built the hut, where he lived very economically, assisted by
neighbours. One day I was home with Mrs. Lord, the family at market, and when milking he arrived
asking for wheat. I answered, ‘help yourself,” expecting him to take the usual dipperful for his
chooks but no, he walked off with a bag on his shoulder, was Mel wild. On another occasion Clarkie
came over and, chuckling, he announced: ‘I knew he was there all the winter.” It turned out ‘he’ was
a big snake at the foot of his wheat bag bed, keeping it warm. I was popeyed.

The aqueduct ran through the property, open for about 100 yards and then by tunnel to Research. It,
too, was the scene for adventure, for when it was checked by the bailiff, the water was turned off and
sometimes he would go down by canoe instead of wading. [ was allowed to accompany him and we
travelled fairly swiftly through the tunnel beneath stalactites, then Mel would meet us and put the
canoe in the back of the ute and return to Nicholas Lane. It was most exciting. I had waded along on
numerous occasions with Mel, after the water was turned off, and never ceased to be amazed at the
limestone formation, not large but clearly evident.

1937, the Polio Epidemic, isolated to the farm. What fun! Barbara, daughter of family friends, came
too. She loved books but was not a tomboy like me, however she slowly adapted to my ways and my
reading increased. We had lessons in the morning at the dining table and some study at night by the
light of the Tilley lamp. In the afternoon we accompanied Mel and Lord at whatever they were
doing; clearing timber from the bush block, helping with the sheep, fencing or just riding the pony
and playing around. It was an idyllic year. Sometimes we were allowed to go to the store, run by the
Wraights. It had large pine counters and billies and halters hanging from posts and lots of boiled
sweets in large glass jars. Mel always gave us a bag, so with bulging cheeks we would head off home
with mail and papers. We lived in our Oshkosh overalls, boys’ shirts from Coles ‘nothing over 2/6
store’ and wore large brimmed straw harvester hats.

Nursing lambs with Uncle Mel and childhood friend, Barbara

The housekeeper, Mrs Lord, cooked, washed and ironed with a petrol iron, a fearsome thing. She also
waited at table.
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Even in the earlier years of the depression this was the environment in which I grew up. Father was
busy, having been promoted in his work, so with a new car visited more often.

Another friend, Audrey, used to come for holidays and our great fun was to build billycarts from iron
wheels, a board and a box and rope to pull it by. We tended to steer with our feet. We would go up
to the tower and coast down the road to the cemetery, then double back on the pony and pull the
billycart. Bobs would be quite tired at the end of the day but a good feed always awaited him in the
stable, whilst we cooled off with lemon syrup cordial, made by Mother and brought up to the farm in
old screw top Marchants lemonade bottles.

My interest was stirred for a short time in golf as Mel would take his clubs and we would go out in
summer evenings after milking and practise driving across the front paddock. Being somewhat of a
natural at sport I, too, would hit off but it was not a game I pursued. At other times we would play

cricket on the path between the house and the cow bails.

A pet Billy goat, caller ‘Goes-inter’ was part of the farm for a while but once too often he ate the
mica out of the rear window of the T. Model ute. He would also annoy the Red Poll bull, Redfella,
who after he had been butted several times would swing his head, catch Goes-inter and deftly toss
him over the fence where he would get up in disgust, shake his head in disbelief, and wander off.
He ended up at Croydon market. We did not mourn his departure.

The bull was very quiet and I would often ride him, just hop on his back and with a stick prod his
cheek and trot up the paddock whereupon he would do a flick of a wriggle and send me over the
fence. He would trot back to the shed and await my return. We would do this a few times, then when
he, too, had had enough he would wander off in the paddock. He was quite a character.

The house was very comfortable, weatherboard with a corrugated iron roof, a verandah along the
east and north sides and some of the west. Water from the roof flowed into tanks on the west side
and to the domed underground well on the east. There were two outside lavatories, the ‘upper and
lower houses of Parliament.” The pans emptied into holes in the orchard. No wonder that we always
had good fruit.

Extending back towards the house was the laundry and man’s room, built of split slabs, lined with
pine board and roofed with corrugated iron. The chimney, built of handmade bricks, probably from
the kiln, the remains of which were in the gully to the south east of the house, served the laundry for
the copper and as a fireplace for the room. Crossing an open path towards the house dairy, where a
large stump with a kanga butter churn sat on top, then outside past the meat safe, where lamb or pork
would hang. Also in the house dairy was the Coolgardie safe. It was a cool room, brick floor, shaded
by tanks and trees and on the south side of the house. The bathroom had a chip heater and it was great
to have a hot bath in a nice warm room in winter. Most times we slept on the east side verandah,
beneath mosquito nets, shaded from morning summer sun by a magnificent wisteria.

In 1938/9 a bore was sunk on the west side of the garden and a beautiful water supply resulted, strangely
some 50-60 years later this water is brackish.

The lambing season was always fun and often resulted in several pets if there were maiden ewes, not
always good mothers. Mel would go around the ewes several times a day and if [ was at the farm I
would accompany him with bottles of warm milk in overall pockets and many a lamb was saved by a
quick drink of warm milk and pushed up to its bemused mother. Mel had a way with animals and his
sheep, like the cows, were all very quiet, almost tame. This way there was always over 100 per cent
lambing result.

There was always something happening as farm work is constant. Ploughing was done with a
mouldboard plough drawn by the two Clydesdales. I can still hear in my mind the housekeeper
calling her husband for lunch, ‘O Lord...O Lord, lunch!’
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I could only go into the kitchen if invited, otherwise one stayed away. There was an urn on the fire
stove for a regular hot water supply. Atop the right-hand cupboard were bottles of home brewed
ginger beer and a welcome treat at special times. On cold days there was hot cocoa made with
boiling water and topped with fresh milk. We all lived comfortably. There was an abundant supply of
fresh meat, milk, cream, butter, fresh eggs, home grown roast chook for Sunday lunch, whilst

Mel’s vegetable garden provided vegetables all the year around: cauliflowers, cabbages, carrots,
potatoes, parsley, onions, marrows and pumpkins. Often these would be exchanged for other veggies
with neighbours. Mel had a wonderful strawberry bed, being very fond of strawberries and thick
cream, especially good was the cream on porridge or puffed rice for breakfast. The orchard provided
apples, pears, plums, lemons and grapefruit. The farm was quite self-sufficient, bread though, came
from the local baker (Ingrams?). Yes, we lived well. The farm of 236 acres supported Mel, a
married couple, and assisted my parents. It would be difficult to do this in today’s economic climate.

Entertainment too was simple, often after fire brigade meetings at home in the living room and in
front of a log fire. Mel would take out his musical saw, which he played beautifully, and with Bill
Banks, the Stevensons, Danny Chable, Otto Kraus and others, sing and these, too, would play and
accompany Mel with the cross-cut saw held by two of them, its deep notes produced by tapping with
a piece of wood, whilst another would play the bones (rib bones) and spoons. Mother would sing
and sometimes played Mel’s mouth organ. He too played the Swanny Whistle very well, he had
several of these in different sizes. Yes, these were happy evenings. Mrs Kraus (Juice) whom Otto
called Pullmey, was there sometimes.

There were concerts too in the Hall. Margaret Banks was an excellent singer and performer. |
remember her and another doing ‘We are a couple of Swells.” The audience sat on backless
benches. Afterwards everyone stayed for supper, lots of cream cakes, sandwiches, coffee and tea for
the adults and cocoa or cordial for us youngsters and there weren’t too many of us either.

Church on Sundays at the Presbyterian Church. Mel was an Elder, so was involved with the service.
Sometimes Grandfather participated as he, too, was involved with the board of Scots Church.
Grandfather died in 1936.

1939, war was looming and I recall the distress of Mrs Lord at the time of Germany marching into
Poland. She sniffed her way around the table as she served breakfast and it became a very sombre
occasion. September 3, Sunday, | was home at Hawthorn and we sat around listening to the wireless
and the Declaration of War. Mel rang; he would be enlisting on Monday morning. He was in the
2/8" Battalion 6 Division A.LF.

My world fell apart. Wangaburra was to be sold, as the then married couple left. They were not
self-starter managers. Women, too, were not considered to be able to run a property. How wrong
was this to prove to be in the years ahead. Nevertheless, in 1940, Charles and Louise Dougheny,
friends of Mother’s, bought Wangaburra.

Mel went off to the Middle East, was in North Africa and later in Greece, where he was taken
prisoner. He returned to Australia a sick man, having suffered privation like so many, particularly
from solitary after an escape attempt. He returned to live in Eltham during the later years of his life
and died at Heidelberg Repatriation Hospital in 1968.

In 1956, with my husband, Peter, we farmed in Kangaroo Ground on Jim Stevensons and nearly
purchased their property. Fate intervened and later, in 1962, we purchased our current property,
which had belonged to the Bourchiers, whom I had known as a child. In 1968 I realised a dream of
seeing Pony Club on Wangaburra, but that is another story.
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ANDREW ROSS MUSEUM ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING
at Wycliffe Australia, Graham road, Kangaroo Ground
23" July 2025

Guest Speakers:

Jenn Dobson spoke on behalf of Wycliffe about its history and present work. Wycliffe has a
Summer School of Linguistics where the Holy Bible is translated, by short term residents, into
minority languages for distribution to countries around the world.

Ann and Bob Moloney spoke about their experiences and time in Kangaroo Ground including their
10 years of running the Kangaroo Ground Store. They included anecdotes of the store and Post
Office and their involvement with Kangaroo Ground CFA. Before members of KG Brigade had
pagers, fire calls would come in through the store phone and Ann would ring around the firefighters
for them to turn-out. They reluctantly left the store in 1993 when the store owner returned. They
continued to live for a further 10 years in Kangaroo Ground before moving to South Morang to be
closer to their son, daughter-in-law and granddaughter, but retain close connections with the KG
community.

Chairman of the Board, Warwick Leeson OAM, stood down and thanked his Board
colleagues for their many years of service before resigning after being on the Board
for the past 20 years, reminiscing on the growth of displays over time and increasing
the status of the museum. Museum Secretary, Carol Leeson, also resigned from her
role.

E The outgoing Chairman and Secretary were both thanked for their service of the past

Warwick Leeson 20 and 15 years respectively, and presented with gifts and kind words.
0AM

Warwick was thanked by his successor, ARM’s new chairman, Alan
Bluhm, for his tireless and dedicated commitment to the museum. Over many years
Warwick has been the public face of ARM, promoting its work, helping with
publicity, securing grants and steering its path with great professionalism and
experience.

ARM Secretary Carol Leeson retired from her post after 15 years of
service, although she agreed to retain the role of Minutes Secretary.
¢ Thanking Carol for her many years of dedicated service, committee
member Jane Cook said: 'In many ways Carol is the face of the museum, and what she
doesn’t know about its collection and the local history of the area probably isn’t worth
knowing! She is the fount of knowledge that we all defer to. She is also the power house
. behind ARM, not just there welcoming visitors, helping with their historical searches,
Carol Leeson  taking custody of donated artefacts, but working behind the scenes, keeping the museum
running and up-to-date with a multitude of admin jobs, keeping meticulous records,
applying for grants, organising fund-raising and last year, taking charge of the re-accreditation of ARM
with Museums Victoria. Which was no mean feat! And Carol does it all with a smile and a cheery word.'

Alan Bluhm

Vice-chairman David Sharpe also publicly thanked both Warwick and Carol for all their hard work over
many years.

After the meeting Board members and visitors enjoyed refreshments and the opportunity to catch up
informally and enjoy the beautiful facilities at Wycliffe.

Carol Leeson & Jane Cook
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ANSWER TO WHAT IS IT?
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A pocket dip pen. Preceding pocket fountain pens, pocket dip pens allowed a pen to be carried
easily. Of course, a bottle of ink needed to be available to dip into. Whether people also brought ink
along with them or relied on its availability at businesses, hotels and other locations along the way is
a little unclear.

This particular pen belongs to the Joy Ness collection. The markings on the side appear to be
scratches from wear and tear rather than a decoration.

If you have information about the habits and etiquette associated with pocket dip pen usage, we’d
love to hear from you.

———

OUR NEW PATRON
The Andrew Ross Museum board is pleased to announce that Kangaroo Ground —
Primary School principal Laurie Murray is our new patron. -

The position became vacant with the recent death of former patron Diana Bassett-
Smith.

Laurie has been a staunch supporter of the museum since his arrival at the school
almost eighteen years ago, and has shown an interest in Kangaroo Ground’s history.
It would be fair to say that Laurie has been a patron with a small p of the museum
for a very long time, and now we’ve made it official and given him a big P.

Thanks Laurie.

WHO WE ARE AND HOW TO CONTACT US

Museum Board Members

Patron: Laurie Murray

Chairperson: Alan Bluhm
0488 599 665
andrewrossmuseum(@outlook.com

Vice Chairperson: David Sharpe
sharpies205(@aapt.net.au

Minute Secretary Carol Leeson

carolanneleeson@gmail.com

Treasurer: Rob Shackleton

The Museum is open every Thursday 10.00 am — 12 noon
and 2 pm — 4 pm on the first Sunday of every month or by appointment
Supported by Nillumbik Shire Council and Kangaroo Ground Primary School
\ Proudly supported by
\"\\ - KANGAROO GROUND P -2
\/ PRIMARY SCHOOL No 2105 S —

Nillumbik
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