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BVHS INC NEWS
Mullumbimby’s Madness – The Legacy of the Hippies
A screening of the documentary was held on 5th March at the Mullumbimby Ex-Services Club and again it drew a packed
house. Our thanks to the Ex-Services Club for the generous use of their venue. It was odd watching the DVD on 2
screens at once – more madness. Once again the documentary was very well received and DVD sales continue apace.
Thanks to the members who manned the doors and sales on the night. Thanks to Sharon for introducing the doco to the
crowd.

NORTEC Work Experience Project
Through the Work Experience Project several exciting things are happening.
We have a new website thanks to Wendy who has given it a new look. It still has a couple of things that need
to be sorted but we are getting there. It has been created in WordPress, which means keeping it updated is
much easier. New features on the site are a record of our past newsletters, a shop to buy publications and
photos of areas of the Brunswick Valley. Our thanks to Peter Purdon for our first site and big thanks to Wendy
for her persistence with the creation of the new look.
Some new participants are taking on two oral history projects. The first is to interview a broader range of
‘Alternate Settlers’ than appeared in the above documentary with the aim of producing a book to give a fuller
account of the era.
The second is to interview older/long-time residents with their memories of growing up in the Brunswick
Valley. Please contact us if you would like to participate.
Other participants continue to work on updating and improving our displays which is really appreciated by our
members and visitors. We have been receiving great comments in out Visitors’ Book.

NEW ACQUISITIONS
Two very interesting donations that have been made to the society recently

The Kelly axe and
cover is a tournament axe
that belonged to the late Jack
Garrard. It was used at the Brunswick Heads
Wood Chop Competitions many years ago.
The stamp sales advertising board donated by the Estreich family. Mr Estreich delivered mail in Mullum for many years.

REMINDERS
Your membership subscription for 2016 is now due. See the form at the end of the newsletter.
Next Market: Saturday 19thMarch. Museum open 9-1.
Next General Meeting: Thursday 7th April 2016 2.00pm
Next Acquisitions Meeting: Thursday 14th April 2.00pm
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TRAVELLERS’ TALES
Following is the second in a series of tales that appeared in the newspapers in the latter half of the 19th century
recounting the travails of travellers through northern New South Wales. We trust you find the descriptions of their
journeys informative; they are abridged. For the full article go to http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper
N.B. Spelling and grammar as published in the articles.

Premier Robertson’s Visit to the Tweed 1869 – Part 2
SMH 26 August 1869
The “Pompanbill Hotel,” as our temporary resting place was facetiously designated, stood upon the south bank of a small
watercourse, which, as Mr Gray said, formed part of the south arm of the Tweed River. Like all the other water courses
which we had seen, this one meandered through the midst of a dense brush, the foliage of which crept down into the
stream and shrouded its banks, and hung in garlands from the impending branches.…
This was a cedar brush. All around the spot where we had encamped tall cedar trees were to be seen rearing their
leafless boughs above the matted vines; and many groups of cedar logs cut into convenient lengths, squared, and made
ready for transit to Sydney, were evidence that the prodigality of nature had been turned to profitable account by the
timber getters of the Tweed. There was an immense quantity of cedar in the brush. Some of the blocks which had been
cut and squared were of great size and value. The stuff taken out of a single tree was said to be worth from ₤50 to ₤100
in the Sydney market; and there were some monarchs on the forest containing many thousands of feet of the very best
cedar. Within a radius of three hundred acres there was said to be about ₤8000, or ₤10,000 worth of this beautiful
wood. There are few places in the colony where it is now to be found in such profusion. The devastating axe of the
timber-getter has made dire havoc among the cedar brushes, and where a few years ago immense quantities of the
wood were to be found, there is not now a single tree worth the cutting. The sawyers are a most wasteful set of men.
They spoil more timber that they use. They cut and square only the very best parts of a tree, leaving great masses of
cedar, which would fetch a great price in the market, to rot unheeded in the brushes. They destroy young trees, too, with
most culpable carelessness, and wishing only to seize present advantages, care not a button how many young trees they
destroy in cutting down an old one. In about twenty years such a thing as a cedar tree will not be found in the country,
and yet, with a little care, hundreds of trees, which are as
yet unfit to cut, might be preserved for future use. The
timber-getters are no doubt the pioneers of civilisation.
They are the first to brave the dangers of these wilds, to
penetrate the recesses of the forest, and to find out the
excellence of the land. But they are not a communicative
set of men, and, having lighted upon a “fall” of cedar, they
take care to keep the discovery to themselves. They don’t
desire to divide the profits’ and thus it happens that
although the fertile lands of the Tweed River have been
known to the cedar-getters for a score of years, the
settlement of the country has only just commenced. The
earliest settler in the district was Mr S W Gray, who took
up his land on the north arm of the river, about six years
ago; the earliest selector was Mr McLeod, who went over
from the Clarence River to the Tweed three years ago, and
is now the proprietor of a fine farm upon the south arm of
the latter stream. The cedar-getters were doubtless the
first to open up the country; the first white men who
startled the aboriginal lords of the soil out of their
security; and began a wholesale plunder of the store of
Nature. But their position was not by any means devoid of
profit, setting aside the honour and glory of their first
exploits. It strikes me that this cedar-cutting business is a
business at which those rough pioneers made a good deal
of money. There are many people who would be glad to
“open up” any amount of new country at the same price;
and there are certain envious fellows who assert that the
hardships of the timber-getters’ life and labours have been
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always very much overrated. They certainly get their cedar very cheaply. They can have as much as they please for the
cutting of it – they get the blacks to trim and square the logs – and they get the floods to act as carriers, and transport
their prizes from the heart of the brush to the navigable waters of the river. I know of one or two cedar cutters who have
“opened up the country” very much to their own benefit – who have carved out their fortunes, so to speak, in cedar, - and
whose continual choppings have placed them in what may be considered a “first-chop” position. The men, have, of
course, their difficulties to contend with, as have most workers in this world. They have to live upon queer food at times;
they have to beware of the aboriginal spears; they must be indifferent to wet, cold, hunger, and fatigue; and learn to
sleep anywhere, eat anything, and fear nothing. I don’t think such a “life beneath the greenwood tree” is so delightful as
town-bred poets would have us believe.
…The mode in which the “fall” is dealt with is as follows. The trees are cut down with an axe, the trunks being severed as
close to the ground as possible. Each fallen tree is then “cross-cut” into convenient lengths, and the logs are “squared”
with axes, and branded with the owner’s private mark. The logs are then ready for market, and are rolled into the
nearest creek, so that the next flood may bear them away into the deep waters of the river. Sometimes the cut timber
lies for years in the brush before the flood comes to deliver it. Sometimes the logs are entangled in the foliage upon the
banks, or swept out of the course of the creek, and sometimes, but very rarely, they are borne out to sea. The losses are
very great. I have heard that they amount to 25 percent on the timber cut, but that was an excessive estimate. Still
there is much cedar which never comes out of the scrubs, but is whirled out of the proper course and left to rot unheeded
in the forest. This is not surprising when one considers that the flood-borne waifs have in many cases to travel a distance
of thirty or forty miles before reaching the deep water. At a convenient place there is a strong chain stretched across the
river, in order to catch the cedar as it is floated down, and prevent its drifting out to sea. This chain is supported on logs,
which buoy it up. It is the property of the “oldest inhabitant” of the district, a man called Scott, who charges a fee of
threepence per log for all that his barrier stops. He is a cedar-getter himself, and has in past years “opened up the
country” to an astonishing extent. The cedar is not allowed to lie in the river very long. If it remained immersed there for
more than three or four weeks it would be worthless, as the wood would be perforated by cobra. The destructive powers
of these little things are wonderful. In three years they utterly destroy a stout log, and that is the reason why there are
no snags in the Tweed River.
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…The Premier of New South Wales and the rest of the noble company assembled at the Pompanbill Hotel have been kept
waiting at that establishment in a most unceremonious manner…; the Hon. John Robertson has been impatiently fuming
over the delay caused by the absence of two recusant horses…. At about 10 o'clock, however, the missing horses were
brought to the camp, and a few moments later we were once more en route.
The road did not improve. It still lay among dense brushes alternating with thickly wooded hills of great steepness.
Many creeks were crossed, or rather the same creek was crossed many times. There was no material difference in the
appearance of the country, save that the vines seemed to be somewhat larger, and the trees to attain a greater
elevation. It would be idle to attempt any description of scenery so indescribably fantastic and singular…. The only
incident of the journey was Mr Garrett’s narrow escape from premature burial in a quaking bog. That impulsive
gentleman attempted to ride across a small gully, which turned out to be a bed of treacherous ooze, and for an instant or
two seemed likely to swallow the horse, if not the rider. Mr Garrett scrambled off the saddle on to terra firma, and his
gallant charger struggled out of the difficulty without sustaining any injury.
Shortly after 1 o’clock we came upon the head of the north arm of the Tweed River – or rather the head of the navigable
water. The track was on the north side of the stream, and crossed some steep ridges covered with quartz which looked
auriferous. There is a reserve for a township at this point, but there has not yet been any proclamation of it. After
travelling down stream for about half an hour we came upon a clearing, and shortly afterwards in sight of an open plain,
backed up by some splendid hills – the peaks of Macpherson’s range. As we sighted the plain we saw also a group of
forty or fifty men, who had gathered together to welcome Mr Robertson to the place; and who, as that gentleman
passed them, gave him a hearty cheer. The river ran along the southern side of the open ground, and upon the river
bank stood some neat cottages, some substantial fences, a group or two of bananas, a few bright flowers, and several
acres of sugar cane. The nearest house was the residence of Mr Joshua Bray, and about a quarter of a mile lower down
the river was the home of Mr S W Gray, our guide. There were some cattle out upon the plain, and these with the dark
back ground of brush and mountain and sky made up a pretty scene. We rode up to Mr Bray’s house, and there
dismounted, when an address was presented to Mr Robertson.
Mr Robertson, in reply, thanked them for the cordial manner in which they had welcomed him to the Tweed,
congratulated them upon the fertility and extent of the district, and the improvements which had been made therein. He
warned them against taking up land on clearing leases. When they had cleared and improved the land they would lose
it; but if they took up a free selection every improvement they made would add to the value of their own property.
...The party strolled about Mr Bray’s premises, examined his garden, sugar-canes, and various improvements. At about 3
o’clock the whole of the company walked down to Mr Gray’s residence, where a sumptuous dinner awaited consumption.
The journey, however, proved rather longer than was expected, for a strong body of residents of the neighbourhood
waylaid Mr Robertson, and made the usual onslaught which Ministers of the Crown who will go to out-of-the-way places
must always be prepared for. The gentlemen … wanted a post-office upon the South arm of the river, and in support of
the reasonableness of his desire, spoke in the most contemptuous terms of the North Arm which flowed within a few
paces of where the party stood…. The Premier discussed these grievances with Messrs Ritchie and Co in detail. At last,
however, the debate came to an end, and the feeding began. The dinner was excellent, and the company jovial. Mr S W
Gray occupied the chair, Mr G R Nixon the vice-chair, and among the guests were Messrs Joshua Bray, James Bray, John
McLeod, W. Hindmarsh and Rowland….
The land upon the banks of the Tweed river is exceedingly fertile…. Not only are the river frontages good, but the rich soil
is found everywhere in the neighbourhood.… The whole of the plain on which the cottages of Messrs Bray and Gray stand
was, a few years ago, little better than a swamp; but it has been drained, and is now in excellent condition, and contains
something like 800 acres of capital land. The most fertile soil is, of course, found in the brushes; and as three-fourths of
the country is covered with brush there is no lack of fertile soil.… The mountains which are to be seen from this plain are
very remarkable. On the south-west rises the craggy head of Wallumbin, frowning down upon the lesser hills with a
dusky grandeur. On the west, and trending north-east, is Macpherson’s range, a series of bold bluffs mingled together
and rising one above the other in picturesque confusion. Some of the peaks on this range are very peculiar in form, and
are fitted with native names more peculiar still. A couple of rocky lumps, which might be taken for some species of
geological wart, are called “Cogel;” a bold peak who had thrust himself above his neighbours, and looks down upon
them with gloomy disdain, is called “Chillingman;” and another huge black monster of a hill, just beyond, is called by a
name which contains something like twenty syllables, and the sound of which cannot be represented by any combination
of letters that I can invent. The north arm of the river is navigable, but is very small as compared to the south arm, which
is in reality the main river.
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There are reserves for townships upon the heads of both arms, and also at the
junction, which is some thirteen miles below the residence of Mr Gray. The land
between the two arms is all selected, with the exception of the Murwillumbah
Reserve, which is on the south arm, nearly opposite to the plain above described.
Just below this reserve there is a creek, which runs from one arm into the other.
This is known as “Mayall Creek,” but the more popular name is “Murdering
Creek” – a somewhat sensational title, which was conferred upon it because the
blacks, some years ago, knocked a couple of sawyers upon the head there. This
creek is navigable for boats. There are several islands in the river, but none of
very great size…. The average distance between the two arms is about two miles.
About a mile and a half above the Murwillumbah reserve a small rivulet, called
Dunbibill Creek, runs into the main arm, and at its junction Mr Hindmarsh has a
fine farm of 320 acres. On the opposite bank of the river is Roseville, the selection
of Mr James Bray. About half a mile below this the chain used to secure the logs
of cedar as they are floated down stretches across the river. Murdering Creek is a
short distance below the south arm, being at this point a truly noble stream,
several hundred yards wide. Just below the junction of Murdering Creek, Mr Gray
has a selection of 320 acres, and there is upon it a most beautiful site for a house
– a hill by the river-side, which commands an extensive and splendid view. At the
junction is the township of Cudgen, as yet uninhabited. Below the junction, this
river widens considerably, and becomes a broad placid sheet of water, bordered
by thick tall brushes and stately hills. Mount Warning, or Walumbin, is always in
view, and always seems to be at the head of the river, which runs in a northeasterly direction. There are some shoals about midway between the junction
and the Heads, but they are not of great extent, and there is over five feet of
water upon them at low tide. The channel is not tortuous, but is easily found and
navigated. The length of navigable water is about twenty-five miles, and the
greater part of the river frontage along the navigable water has been taken up.
New clearings are going on everywhere. The brushes are falling rapidly, and in
some places are swept away for a long distance back from the river. Near the
Heads the channel winds about a good deal among the sandspits, and the river
spreads itself out over a great area. Before it joins the sea it receives the
Teranora River, which is a navigable stream, extending many miles inland and
bordered by splendid agricultural land. There are as yet no selectors upon the
Teranora, but as the Tweed frontages are nearly all gone and the Teranora
frontages are quite as good, there will soon be a rush to the latter…. The north
head of the Tweed river is Point Danger, the boundary of the colony. The south
head is merely a long low sandspit extending for a long distance. The entrance is
narrow, and the bar shifts, so that it is considered dangerous.
______________________________________________________________________
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Adults $15
Students $5
Printed mailed copy
of newsletter $5 p.a.
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Cheque/postal order payable
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Brunswick Valley Historical
Bank: Sth Cross Credit Union
Society Inc
BSB: 722-744
PO Box 378 Mullumbimby
Account No.: 150163
2482
Reference: Your name

Name ………………………………………………………………………………………………………………
Address: …………………………………………………………………………………………………………
Email ………………………………………………………………………………………………………………..
Phone No………………………………………Mobile: ……………………………………………………
I wish to receive the newsletter by:
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post
pick up at museum.
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Mullumbimby
P.O. Box 378 Mullumbimby 2482
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www.mullumbimbymuseum.org.au
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President: Stephen Hall
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All members are invited
to contribute to this
newsletter
*Please leave material with Sarah
or Liz
Tues Wed Thur 10 am - 2 pm.
Or email to:
bvhs@tridentcommuncations.com.au

NEXT MEETING
Thursday 7th April 2016
2.00pm
See you there!
*Deadline for agenda items
th
Wednesday 6 April 2016
MUSEUM HOURS
Friday 10am - 12pm
Market Saturday 9am - 1pm
BVHS Newsletter is produced
by NORTEC Work Experience
Participants and BVHS Inc.
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