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I» 1t is w1th>much trepldatlon that I pen thls short

i e —

TOM'’S DIARY, THE FIRST 23 YEARS.

.S some people advance in age they have a tenden v
childhood and the years that have passed: ."Normally t
~ sundry with their written word, and if the
“for hours-on end about their- hlstory ‘In

"""}audlence they will elaborate

I was bom on the 9th of February 1931 in the Bayvrew Hospltal Townsvrlle to Ehzabeth and

Bill Conner, two people I grew to love sincerely. There is scarcely a day passes that I do not.

cherish their memory even after all these years

My first recollections are about our hfe and home at Scrubby Creek mid-way between the

Alice River and Hervey’s Range. This was a cattle property owned at that timé by a Mr =~

Ferguson. It was here that my parents and grandparents arrived from Cardwell to try to eke
out a living cutting timber for the Railway Department in the harsh depression years.

As a six-year-old I can still remember our
camp constructed of round bush timber
with corrugated iron roof, and hessian
‘around the -outside to act as walls. The
floor consisted of packed earth, that after a
period of time with constant wetting and
much sweeping, became hard and smooth
like concrete. The only furniture my
mother possessed was an old dutchess with
mirror, a Singer sewing machine, our
spring beds, and a Crown wood stove.

One of the most- versatlle commodmes
available was the kerosene tin and the
kerosene case. Most benzine and kerosene
were purchased in square four—ga]lon tins
and two of these were sold in a pine box to
stop damage to the very thin tins and to
facilitate handling. These small boxes were
used, one on top of the other for our kitchen
cupboards and storage shelves and by
folding old newspapers a certain way and
cutting in the folds my mother made % ;
decoratrve curtains for .the pine box Left to Right: Thomas Robert Conner, Thomas
shelving. The kerosene or benzine tins had | william Conner and William Thomas Conner

a multiplicity of uses. If cut along the
square edge and down the middle of the end, and then folded back, and w1th the addition of a
piece of pine nailed to the ends, you had a very versatile V shaped wash-up and draining dish.
Also with one end cut out, and a piece of wire for a handle they passed as a useful and cheap
bucket. In this form they were used for boiling clothes and cooking large pieces of corned

meat on the open fire.

to remlmsce about their early .
y have a desrre to bore all and -

suppose Lam no exception. So»_'f -
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- life. Protected from the extreme peer group pressures that childre

~ TOM'S DLARY, THE FIRST 28 YEARS

by us at bath time. Later we became more modern and had a four-gallon tin with holes in the
bottom that we used to pull up by a rope and pulley and so enjoy a nice shower bath.

I suppose we were more fortunate than some families because my mother had her Singer
sewing machine and was always busy patching and repairing our damaged clothes. It was
remarkable the life she could give an old pair of trousers by patchmg the seat and the knees a
few times. ' '

I am very proud to say, that with my mother’s excellent sewing ability, we Were neverrv

shabbily dressed and we always owned a good set of clothes for when we made some of our
1nfrequent visits to town and the annual show.

On one of our trips to town mum had to v1sxt the dentlst to have all her teeth out, top and -
bottom. How she survwed the trlp home to our camp, I cant onl 'wonder because our old

f-_pleces n my possessmn flfty years later” i

~ If 1tv were p0551ble to rehve my early chlldhoo'd I woul ! cha -noth was ncompletely -
I led a very sheltered

e ence now a days, and -

happy in the bush with 1 my family and pets and I suppose

the seedy side of life.

Looking back I feel I could be accused of being a mum's boy, but I loved my mother greatly
and could not bear to be parted from her for any length of time. Very little physical dlsc1plme
was used on me, and I cannot remember my father ever ralsmg his. hand to strike me in all my
life. o

o L.
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' 'days to accuse people in past times of not working hard enough or

‘long enough to achieve gre wealth' forlthemselves or their country. I consider this to be one
. nest lies-and drivel ever-perpetrated on hard working people. -
o Mostly these stateme 'svar‘v e.by. peop who have no concept of manual work, and have

le plece Thls is. qu1te contrary to today s stan at dis,“w{hege o
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virtually anything goes. Timber sawn to a very rough standard and species . cut that were
completely unacceptable in the old days are common practice now Trying to arrange an
inspection with the Railway Department was largely a hit and miss undertaking because
telephone communrcatlon for people in the bush was non-existent
- verbally with the inspector for a particular date in the: futur

could not realIy afford.

kil a~fowl but as the possums were qurte prohfrc
entrcement of extra money was too strong. ‘

After setting themselves up with .22 cal rifles and headband spotting torches, purchased I
might add from Hollimans on time payment, they went into action at all hours of the night.
Wire snares were also set just on dusk in all the likely places so in the morning the mortality
rate was very considerable with anything up to. fifty possums ready for skinning. Thank

goodness this episode did not last long, as there became a glut on the market and the price of
skins left a lot to be desired. What a relief this was for my famrly, because never again was an

animal killed for monetary gam ,

When the inevitable and periodic slow down of trmber orders occurred my men-folk always

used to help with the mustering and dlppmg of cattle on the Ferguson property, and

sometimes erecting new fences and repairing of the yards. This work was quite acceptable for
my grandfather and father, as in their earlier days they were manager and head stockman
respectively on some big cattle stations in the mid-west. Nothmg was beyond my grandfather

as far as cattle work was concerned and he enjoyed all aspects of the trade, including the -

ability to spay young female cattle. My father was also an. ex;cellent horseman, but never

seemed to be keen on cattle work and after thlS perrod never rode a horse again to my:

knowledge.

While we were on the property, Mr Ferguson gave me a young poddy calf. that we were able
to raise with the aid of some milking cows we were loaned at this trme Years later when
living a Mt Spec, - ~
Mr Ferguson sent
me the money he
received from the
sale  of  this
bullock, the one-
and only
profitable

in the livestock
industry.

My mother was
also given a
small old pony
by someone who's name I cannot recollect and she used him to round up the milking cows and

Different view angle from page 3, Thomas Robert Conner sawmg Blue Gum Log
at Scrubby Creek
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“You could ‘only arrange
) nspectron As a large
- number of cutters could testify, this was very unsatrsfactory, as it was not uncommon forthe -
* cutter to travel to the rail siding to have his timber inspected and find there was 1no mspector
“This sometimes meant that one or two days were lost plus travelling expenses that the cutter -
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is 1s the truck that used to cart tow S0FT Piles on each side

that I observed 'rny fathe and  grandfathe j'sh.ow extreme anxiety, to the extent of arming
o themselves with their rifles: Thus the lights remained in the pitch-black night until just before
dawn when they complete]y vanished.  One minute they were there and the next they were

: gone These hghts comcxded _w1th the descnptlon of a man holding two hurricane lamps at -
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waist height and in no way resembled a light with beams or of an electrical nature. Early the
next morning, after an examination of the area, no marks in the grass of a human or animal !
could be found, so the mystery remains with me today. L,

Around about this time my first playmates arrived in the form of the Haskins family. The i
children were called Bill, Mick, Beverley and Shirley. They built their camp some distance L
from ours on Scrubby Creek. Mr Phil Haskins was a well-known timber cutter and was one f‘
of the best crosscut saw sharpeners I have ever known. The family remained very friendly £
with us both there at Scrubby Creek and for many years at Mt Spec. So my early recollection 'y
of our life at Scrubby Creek has come to an end. My father and grandfather continued to cut

“and I am sure they would support my view”, some of the toughest Blue Gum in Australia for i~
very little gain.  Young people today, and I am sure some older ones too, could never i,
understand why men would work so hard, but it must be remembered that this was the
depression years and work was almost impossible to obtain anywhere. Another contnbutmg : -;‘{{"

factor that influenced the thinking and work of the“bushmen was the freedom of being your - “iaff
~.. own boss and not bemg tled down to a set reglm :




' 'TOM'S DIARY, THE FIRST 23 YEARS

For our water need my father const cted a ﬂylng fox ThlS consnsted of a- ong strand of
w1re stretchmg down mto the creek and it had suspended from 1t a bucket on a pulley, Wthh




A other children to play with but always drinking in the Won'd
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~was returned full, with the aid of a draw rope. This was partlcularly hard Work if you required
a lot of water but surely beat carrying it up in buckets frorn the creek :

As a young boy of seven and a half years, this was a wonderfu lonely penod in my life, no

A facet of my father’s Work All my young hfe was spent, in th "of bushman hstemng

Every Wednesday and Saturday, my ‘mother and I had to wal
to meet the bus. We had to collect our bread and meat- and m
spondence lessons and receive my new. weekly "

purchase a few necessities that we may requlre No luxu m those days because thmgs
were very tough. I can remember mum collecting all the Sunshine Milk and Bushells Tea
labels to send away, because in those days, if you had a set quantlty, you could receive a tea
towel or a bath towel or two. As the years have passed and I reminisce about this time, my
admiration and love go out to my mother and virtually all women, for their extreme ability to
produce meals from the most basic of food stuff. No refngeratlon to store fresh food, only
fresh meat that arrived once a week by bus or meat supplied once a month by Mr Furber, who,
used to deliver meat by packhorse for one shilling and four pence per pound, all the way from

Running River. No fresh milk or fruit in those days, they were only luxuries you acquired

when we went to town, so it was only the ingenuity of the ‘women folk who kept us- fed They
spent all their days either cooking or washmg and 1 1ron1ng :

On the first night we arrived at Puzzle Creek, one of the Very .ﬁrst»things we unpacked were our

forty or so chooks, but incredible as it may seem it was only a few. hours later that the native

cats started to attack our flock. After a terrible commotioi, with much running around and
shouting in the dark, we discovered that the mortality rate was s1x chooks dead and one native
cat shot by my father. Ever after that episode there was an absolute terror in the chook
community, with the consequence that they all used to roost at- night high in the oak trees,
sometimes 30 feet from the ground to escape from the native cats. We used to nail strips of tin
around the main tree to stop the cats from chrnblng : :

Up to this time I have been very negligent in mentlomng one of the most 1mportant members

of our family. He was a mixed-breed dog called Joe, who substituted my affections for a
playmate or brother, and was my constant companion in those early days. I cannot remember
when I received him as a pup, but I will always cherish the years we spent together hunting
and playing and appreciating the comrade that he was. Joe was a mid-size white dog with a
big black spot on the butt of his tail and black ears, plus a Very intelligent face and a repertoire
of tricks we had built up when quite young.

Sometime in 1939 my father acquired a Allis-Chalmers model M crawler tractor, which based
to today’s standards would only be considered a toy, but at that time it was a remarkable piece
of machinery. It was used for snigging our piles and girders and was an essential investment
to our timber plant. Before the acquisition of this little tractor my father had to rely on Mr Ben
Whalley and Mr Bill Freeman who both had tractors which they contracted out to snig our
timber for us. The loads these little machines pulled was truly amazing, considering none of
them were more than 25 HP. As a nine year old I became quite proficient in the driving of
this little machine and at every opportunity used to help my father snig piles and girders out of
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itth of my siste er but as ther-"
1 'ate I de81red '

tAs a young lad- I. was extremely for unate to make the acquaintance of Mr Jack Farrell who

was a timber utter camp, _‘.down the creek from us. He was to remain one of my best senior

‘frlends for rnany years.
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Jack always tried to treat me as an equal and many times helped me to construct the different
toys and projects I undertook. Jack was an exceptional bush cook, so his camp was always
stocked with goodies such as herring and tomato sauce, sardines and always some lollies for
me out of his order. Many the colourful tale Jack told, (not always true I mlght add) but
always interesting to a young boy

I will always remember the joyous occasion
when Jack returned from one of his infrequent
visits to town with a pet goat for me. His
name was Bill and being a goat was always up
to some dastardly act, such as getting into the
bread dough that my mother had left to rise
under the warm stove, or chewing the hem of
a dress on the lme Bxll was also mvolved in

KX lled Sheys track Wthh I am lead to beheve started at the head of Wate

© way to Ingham Mr Benham could always relate some sterling tales about the richness of the
alluvial tin mining back then and the hard work that was do some of Wthh can still be seen
to this day. ’

So those early years progressed with my father and grandfather gettmg enough orders for
piles, girders and decking for the main roads, sleeper blocks for the raxlways and turpentine
piles for the harbour board. :
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. piles and girders and literally millions of super feet of deckmg and bulldmg trmber that was
urgently required in those troubled days. N s e -

The first large tractor to arrive at the trmber camp was a Caterprllar 3 cyhnder D6 with thea
- first timber winch we had seen. This machine was owned by a Mr Taj lor from the Tablelands, '
. and-was impressed off him for work at the Timber Camp. It w railed to Moongabulla DR
e S1d1ng and was derCIl very slowly and pamfully alI the way up- t ange and out to Puzzle
L : e, The reason’ this
! machrne was driven was because at that time it was too 'vy to trar ‘port by the trucks. -
o avallable Shortly after Mr Les Wlllett amved w1th hlS In 10!

‘Mess House
’ and a huge dormttory for the smgle men. The | new storel of uses. A
small area was set aside for the various children to learn correspondence school under
the guidance of a lady by the name of Jean McKergon. This was only for a short time as the
lady inadvertently left. It was also used as a dance hall and on rare occasions the scrub around
Puzzle Creek vibrated with the best music you could possibly hear. With a bit of sawdust and
kerosene on the rough floor, people for miles around danced their enjoyment until the wee
hours. It was truly amazing the number of good musicians who worked around the timber _
camp area at the time. Johnny O’Shey was a very sweet button accordion player and with a [
few glasses of the amber fluid could really lighten the feet of the most hefty timber cutter.
The Barch brothers were extremely talented violin players and what Joe and Colin couldn'tdo
with a fiddle was nobody’s business. - Les Price was exceptlonal on the Banjo and his talent N I
was justly rewarded when he won the Austraha Amateur Hour years later :

P
Iy

EN

Somewhere in this early period a great SOIrow was to overtake me. AII my life I have had a (
good affinity with animals so I was completely shattered when my old friend Bill the goat was ‘: T
poisoned by a glass bottle bait. To-this day I can never forglve the man who perpetrated this N =
shocking act. , : - S AN BN
For all the adult population this was a very worrying time. The Japs’were rarrlpagirrg down o

through the Islands and landing on Cape York was thought eminent by all This was a very
exciting time for a young lad. R : :

As my father was the manager of the timber camp I enjoyed certain privileges not extended to
other kids in the area, so I was able to accompany him on some of his trrps and move about
the camp to a certain extent. L _ o : | | ..

One night an all male meeting was called to drscuss the seriousness of the invasion, and one
of the men proposed that all the women and children would have to be killed rather than have
them fall into the hands of the Japanese. This statement really made my hair stand on end and
frightened the life out of me. Shortly after this meeting the Volunteer Defence Corp was
formed and some of these men were issued with an assortment of old weapons. They were
restricted to five rounds of ammunition per man and some of the guns including my father’s
310 had no rounds at all.
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that it ‘was bulldozed and burnt and s0 was traglcally lost to postenty
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About two hundred yards down the range from Paluma, the Yanks, as they were commonly
known, set up a guard post at the junction of the main road and the Loop. This was manned
day and night by an armed guard and all traffic up or down the range were required to halt and
produce identification and a pass before continuing on their journey. Situated alongside the
Guard Box was a white main road guidepost with most of the American contingents and some
Australian soldiers’ names carved upon it. This also dlsappeared after the war when the road
was reconstructed What a valuable piece of history lost! ' :

The Yanks were extremely nervous in the early part of their stay, and it Was their habit to
blaze away at the phosphorus in the scrub, particularly on a pltch black wet nlght at the guard_
post.

1942 was possibly the wettest year on rccord at Mt Spec. It rame.d for 42 weeks in the year
and the road past Paluma became a quagmxre. I dlstmcﬂy recall a small Buckey Bulldozer

'»help pull this gun
- from its  almost
- impossible position.

Time shpped by and
the  timber camp - S : A o
continued to produce o ~ Tom Armstrong carting 92ft pole in 1942. , I
vast quantities of i '
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I' - tlmber On the 24th Apnl Mr Tom Armstrong carted what was possibly the longest piece of
. timber off Mt Spec. It was a 92 foot pole requlred at Moongabulla Siding for a wireless aerial =
~and at that tlme it caused a b1t of bother negotlatmg the range road. -
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Yoon after my fathers return from Cape York he was ordeted to proceed to Kurukan Rail
Sldmg to work on a huge road works and ammumtlon d' mp- pIO]CCt for the Amerlcana

couple of years we seemed to be continually movmg from on
days most men were under the control of the Man Power D
~any essential service that was required. If you happene :
permanent place of residence, your family was forced to
: “into this category we set up our typical camp a

The Kurukan bomb dump, as it was commonly called then, consisted of the construction of a
large U shaped road system that had its entry and exit bordering on the Bruce Highway. It
stretched, with the addition of ancillary roads and bomb bays some twenty-two miles back to
the foothills and around in a big semi- cucle :

Every individual, 1nclud1ng all the workmen, had to possess a specml pass to travel to and
from work and also had to stop and give the pass-word to the American Negro guards who
controlled the guard posts at both the entry and exit points of this road. Even with all this
security as a young lad I quite often travelled with my father all around the area and observed
the frenzied activity of construction and the constant transport of every conceivable piece of
ammunition and high explosive. : :

Some of the American guards carried on their own small black market operation' with
Chesterfield, Lucky Strike and Camel cigarettes being very covertly available and at ten
shillings a carton my father was always a good customer : :

This was an exciting time for a young boy, who at that t1me was absolutcly captlvated by
soldiers and everything military. I remember a horse drawn artillery unit I witnessed one day
on the road near Bluewater travelling north. It consisted of a large number of horses and
mules with every conceivable type of gun strapped to their backs. Some carried the barrels,
others carried the wheels and most carried large boxes on their packsaddles Most of this
caravan was lead by mounted soldiers, but some teams were being led by a man on foot with -
about six horses in line.

On of the things that struck me as being a bit odd was the way they were haltered together.
The horse behind appeared to be tied to the butt of the tail of the horse in front and so on
down the line, but it seemed to have no effect on the leader. This was the only time I ever saw
an American Army unit with horses around the Townsville area, but at that time they were a

very colourful sight to behold.

Kurukan rail siding was always a mass of activity with dozens of GMC six wheeler trucks
with their Negro drivers loading all manner of equipment from the rail wagons. It was
amazing the amount and diversity of machinery the Americans had available in those early

war years.
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""’\nd had ever seen a self-propelled grade :
f our road makmg equlpment co 81sted'of"
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trying to fix the engine, which had burnt a valve. It was only the timely arrival of an army
Convoy that gave them a tow, and so enabled them to catch us before dark.

We had to make camp in the open that nlght and because we had trouble starting the car we
failed to get an early start the following morning. This required us to camp once again in a

creek bed before reaching Mackay after two solid days of travel.

The main highway south in these times was mostly unsealed 'an'dv appallingly ‘roug_h,v with

~ corrugations and potholes for most of its great length. Most of the creeks and rivers were
devoid of bridges and the great Burdekin River had only a corduroy crossing laid across the

sand. This has always been a wonderment to me of how we fought a war effort with such a
dreadful and madequate road system £

When we reached Mackay we were forced to stay at a boa ling'vhouse unvtil“ the men could
inspect the job and find a pl; ce. for us to li e at E m ella »but 0 thelr great- chsmay they found

h Our house was situated about two and a half mlles from the Bohlevale State School So it was
inevitable that I was enrolled in my one and only public school. I still vividly remember my
mother and I walking the distance to school for my first day and it was only a short time after
her departure that I was set upon by a section of the larger boys and thoroughly roughed up.
This was a great shock to me as I was always used to reasonably fnendly men, so for the rest
of my life I was very suspicious of large groups of people. -
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an- enrolment of.v about thlrty—fxve children under the tutelage of a
~ single teacher by the name of Mr Faulkner. - The name of some children still come to mmd
"'_Arthur and E 'ic Tompkm - mn Bake ind Gracc and Eric Whalley With the exceptlon of

ren, I have: en any of that class agam in my life. :

|lf_ ~ The Bohlevalc School had

”drums bu1ltfonto the back w1th a chlmney' and af
: vThese were called Gas Producers B : '
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Flmders Street at this time had steel street hght posts in th
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‘What a hive of activity and prosperity Townsville enjoyed in those early war years. I think
~ the civilian population numbered about thirty thousand but it would be safe to say that the

- military forces could have numbered one hundred thousand at times and possxbly more on a
transit basis. Many times since I have marvelled about the water supply mn the city in those

tlmes with a big population and no Paluma Dam to rely on. -

Every mght Flinders Street was full of soldiers and Sa dayvn -. twas espeeiall'yemwded

How amazed I used to be to stand on the corner of Flmders Stt “et an

_the Americans transport their prisoners in GMC six wheelers 2 S
hite overalls with blg broad

pamted on them i in black, and always guard
‘led to believe that these prisoners .Wer

iddle of the intersections and it
was the law of the time for traffic to keep left of the posts when making a right hand turn. I

can remember one semi-trailer bus that the Americans possessed that was over one hundred ‘

foot long and had to turn on the wrong side of the post and mount the footpath to negotlate
Victoria Bridge. - e

The American army always appeared to be very stnct with their persennel w1th the military.

police cracking down on any drunkenness or rough behaviour before it got out of hand. This

discipline was something our own troops were markedly lacking because it was common to
see drunken soldiers sky-larking and generally takmg the mickey out of someone with the
MPs keeping a very discreet distance. S R

I recall visiting town with my parents to witness a march by a large contingent of Australian
soldiers. What a thnlhng sight it was for me to hear and watch the band as it led all these
soldiers, four abreast, in full battle uniform down Flinders Street across the Vlctona Bridge
and down to the Wharf for embarkation to goodness knows where :

During this march there occurred an incident that at the time Was,eitremelyv shocking and

funny. A large number of troops broke ranks and with much laughing and boisterous play

grabbed prams and strollers off people and proceeded to push each other down the street.
Shortly before the march started some soldiers proceeded to Denham Street where an old
Chinese gentleman by the name of Mar Kong had a small business. After some sort of
persuasion they enticed him into a cage that was mounted on the back of a truck and rejoined
the march. Much to the enjoyment and mirth of the crowd, poor Mr Mar Kong was deplcted
as the infamous Tojo of Japanese fame. v . o

While we lived at the Bohle my father was engaged in cuttlng and camng wood for the army.
This was an essential service at that particular time and wood was in great demand all over the
town. Some people that controlled the Wood Department made vast amounts of money, but
unfortunately not my father.

After much difficulty in travelling to Ayr and the expenditure of a large amount of money for
that time, he purchased a portable Laws circular saw to cut wood for the contract. After using
this saw for only a short time, he returned to work one morning and found it had been stolen.
In those times things were not insured so this was a great financial loss and also meant the
curtailment of the wood contract.

PAGE 22

okes Street and watch. -
»ss Victoria Bridge and down -

my gun, [was I

1] i I=J .



g TO_M'S D‘min’, »TﬂE,ﬂRs'r 28 YEAR,S .

. reaking a W1th its mlghty twin blades quartering up the huge
logs ThIS was a'tlme consuming process as aIl the logs had to be man handled on to the -~




TOM'S DIARY, THE FIRST 28 YEARS X

breaking down trolley and turned with the aid of a hand winch and pinch bars. Then sent ’ ,
down the skids to the No.1 bench to be cut into boards of varying widths and thickness. !

A lot of time was spent hunting with my dog Joe, stalking an abundance of Wallaby and l
Curlew around the hills and gullies of the area. I possessed at this time a small .22 single shot
rifle that sometimes I would fire off in the direction of an animal, but never to my knowledge
did I hit anything. The fun of creeping up on the prey was the main thing, to see how close
the old dog and I could get before he took off yelping and barking and having the time of his :
life. I never wantonly killed anything, without it was justified, with exception of the odd L
scrub turkey that mum would cook if we were short of meat. My family was not to partial to |t
scrub turkey, as it has a very strong game taste, which I suppose was lucky for turkey. Other
people were not so fussy, with some of the men from the mill, shootmg and catmg anythlng _ L
with feathers, or hair for that matter. , o - A T I z

One old mterestmg charact r by the name of Ohver Hussey who was. camped down on the

Internauonal TD40 with Armstrong Holland free spoolmg txmber wmch At thlS early stage I
consider this tractor the best available for timber snigging. It was well balanced and low to e
the ground and kept its tracks perpendicular at most times- under load. ~ The winch was
particularly powerful, and I have seen it break an inch and- quartor wire rope under very heavy

load with the tractor anchored behind a tree. This was common practice when the load was -
too heavy. Run the tractor out a head of the load, manoe_uvre it behind a tree of suitable size i
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'com ort in the bush was concerned.
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~in the middle. A kidney link was placed around the chain to shorten one end or the other and

it was quite a skilful operation to load logs from the ground with the bridle, because the big
‘end of the log would always gain, so you had to shorten one end wrth the kidney link to

compensate and thus keep the log strarght up the SkldS

One day there was great excrtement at our house vPaddy amve { w1th‘2'a brand new Srlent

irchase thls fridge, as this

‘Knight kerosene refngerator My folk had to apply for a permit to
ar years. How thrilled

type of luxury was still in very short supply in the latter part of t

my mother and I were, because this was the first piece of furni ure we ow ned that was capable: -
' was operated by a
- draught and kept the
=.and no cold. Whata

of keeping our food cold and preserving our fresh meat.:
keroséne light under the workings and provrded you: kept 1t

we had making malted milk ice blocks and tryir 1 different kinds of

m. [ think the fridge was the single most imj

Another 1mportant purchase at this time was a brand new KS5 International truck, this was to

- help in the carting of logs from the scrub to the mill. This truck was purchased from Hobbs

and Luchich’s Garage in East Ingham, after a waiting period of some months. It turned out to
be a very good truck and was about equal to the pulling | power of Paddy s Maple Eeaf. It had

four speed main box with a hand operated two- speed rear differential. - Most timber trucksin -

this era had large wooden bolsters and the trailer was usually the back axle and wheels of
another old truck. Our trailer was the back end of an old Ford. This was the first truck we
owned that had a steel cab, with wind up windows and comfortable seats 1n51de and compared

to the other things around, was a pleasure to drive.

Most of the time my father and Paddy worked the scrub the weather played an unportant part

in carting the timber. The track into the scrub was mostly wet and slrppery and a lot of time

was lost because of the wet. I have been with them pulhng the trucks out of the scrub at nine
o’clock at night, in teaming rain slipping and shdmg all over the place with everyone looking -

like drowned rats, covered in mud and trying to see by the headhghts of the trucks of where to
hook on with the wire rope. As all this was going on there was another contractor carting
timber from the scrub by the name of Henry Hussey and he also had a KS5 truck about the
same age as ours. My family knew him from Mt.Spec days and as a younger boy I knew his
son Ernie qulte well. A couple of years earlier at Puzzle Creek, Ernie and I were playing with
a tomahawk, when Ernie put the full face of the blade in his leg. This caused a hell of a
commotion, as he had to be rushed to T0wnsvﬂle to have it stltched '

My correspondence schoohng now came to a crisis pomt my mother put her foot down and

~ insisted that I study my lessors or be sent away to boarding school. This put a temporary stop

to my working in the bush, but I used to hurry through my study and then go out with the men
at every opportumty :

I mentioned before that some of the.‘tm'lber at Mt.Fox was very b1g One huge Silky Oak tree
I remember was too big for the machinery available, so was busted in half with dynamite.
This was completely against the rules but was sanctioned by the Ranger in this circumstance.

- Half a log was extremely hard to load but was eventually pulled up the skids with a rope on

each end.

Eventually my father ceased work with Paddy and went driving a RD6 Caterpillar for a
contractor by the name of Clary Easton. Clary logged the mango tree block on the top of the
range, the timber being carted to the sawmill in Ingham. The old RD6 was a three-cylinder
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schoolhouse at Running River and the musician on this occasion was Alf Cranston on steel
guitar. Alf was a tin miner in the district and could play very good old time tunes.

Shortly after this trip I became terribly ill with some kind of fever that kept me in bed over a
fortnight. I had recurrent dizzy spells, vomiting and could not eat a thing. Perhaps this
sickness had a good side, because my weight dropped from eleven stone to about seven and a
half. I mention this incident to highlight the attitude of people to sickness in those times. No
one thought to take me to a doctor, mum and grandma treated me as best they could and I
recovered without any ill effects. : :

I was still pretty weak when Mr Eddy Hobbs from Ingham invited dad and I on a duck-
shooting trip to the Valley of Lagoons. There was five of us who travelled on an old tray top
truck, with all our swags and camping gear and a big black Retriever dog to fetch the ducks
from the water when they were shot. It was about twenty-two miles around the lagoons with
numerous small islands scattered around the middle. We obtained permission from the station

_ managcr to camp and shoot on the lakes as. long,, as we dldn 't disturb hlS cattle’ and would ,

: C th profamty hen
.,mg to start them w1th the pull rope Internatlo tarted on petrol and
R then after a warmmg up penod were sw1tchcd over to dle S L

There was always a fair bit of dxsagreement between. t ctor dnvers and cutters about trackmg
in the scrub. All logs cut in the scrub had to have a track cut to them, so this represented a -

large part of the time and effort that a cutter had to devote to the ]ob Normally the cutter
would move through the thick scrub cutting the selected trees until he got what was called a
Crown by the Forest Ranger. This consisted of the cutter going around with the Ranger
checking and recording the measurements of each log, and branding the end and stump with
his Crown hammer. After this the cutter then had to cut a track to each log, wide and straight
enough for the tractor to snig it out. Remember that there were no dozer blades in these days.
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| - snigger experlenced al 1 culty This is not to say that some sniggers were not paranoid =~
: “_"about thelr tracks He ey m'particular 1nsrstmg that every branch be cleared off the 5 o

' .,' if only it had a winch: I used to love drrvrng the D4, N
: g and-the dust of the open forest switling behind the load: There .
) was an exceptlonal'trlck to Iriving: thr :"tractor with a- very heavy Ioad Ease off on the
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throttle to just before stalling point and it would really pull. Open the throttle wide and it
~would only spin its tracks and dance around all over the place. Girder cutting was a
. particularly skilled trade. My father, Jack Farrell, Phil Haskins and Ted Campbell were very
"good' broadaxe-men, and glrder cutters but Ernie Hamilton and his brother Jerry were
excellent with the broadaxe or sapping-axe. - I pick Jerry as the best of the bunch. - All these
men could cut a girder, or a piece of decking with scarcely a blemish, and I have seen. Jerry
Hamilton cut an eight by four inch trailer pole twenty six foot long as smooth as if cut by a
B clrcular saw. All glrders and deckmg at thlS time was cut from Turpentme tlmber :

' Thc amount of work required to cut a girder in the bush wx henomenal Flrst you had to . -
- find a tree that was straight, large enough, and long enough to cut a thlrty foot twenty inch
‘diameter dressed girder. Then you had to fell it, remove the bark from the sides, leaving a~
- strip-on the top to stand on when shopping in the sides prior to ‘squarmg If you removed all
~ the bark you could not stand on the top because the saj wouI bé too shppery Then the sides =
LR had to be- squared with a broadaxe. ‘Then the ‘Corn“ : . off 'sa.the log. rcsembled an
. octagonal shape. Only then was the Iog rounded with ing=axe. A broadaxe was about
twelve or thirteen inches long, and had a handle that was offset from the blade so the cutter
avoided skinning his knuckles, on a wide cut of the log. A sapping-axe was usually a Broad-
axe with most of the steel cut off to make it lighter and more easily handled when chlppmg
small pieces of wood off the log to make it perfectly round and stralght

With all my association with broadaxe men from a very young age I never had the mchnatmn
to use the big heavy thing, even though my father tried repeatedly to interest me in the trade.
It was highly skilled work but was one of the most backbreaking and laborious of all manual
work. I didn’t mind using the choppmg-axe but at this time I much preferred the tractors and

trucks.

e
[om———
n

While we were thus engaged at Puzzle Creek, Ben Whalley had a contract to supply Hoop
Pine from Stone River Gorge to Brown and Broad Townsville. This was a particularly long
haul, over the Jump Up to Running River and from the River to Paluma, up hill all the way.
The reason I mention this is because it was music to my ears listening to Snow Whalley
changing gears in the WA22 White truck that his brother Ben had then. Theough we were over
a half mile from the road you could hear the motor roaring, and the beautiful gear changes for
at least a half an hour as Snow went past. Little did I realise then that in a short whlle I too
would be driving this wonderful old truck.

The timber business was at an all Vtime high. A number of timber men had contrac'té to hérvest
timber from the virgin rainforest for the Forestry Department and were in full swing. The
main contractors then were Dallas Beedell, Johnny Pelleri, Bill Pappin and Henry Hussey.

The road out to the Paluma Dam was still under construction but it enabled Bill Pappin to log
an area the Paluma side of Birthday Creek. Bill was camped on top of a very steep pull on the
road that was ever after called Pappins Hill. This was the steepest grade on the Swamp Creek
Road and was always a sever test for trucks working then. Henry Hussey worked the Camp
Creek block that was about three-mile further on.

. While we were still camped at Puzzle Creek the Forestry Department called tenders for the
harvesting of Flooded-gum, Red Stringy and Turpentine from the Puzzle Creek area. This
was a wonderful hardwood block, open forest country with some great stands of Flooded-
gum, so my father made a hasty trip to Townsville to visit one of the many Army disposal
auctions and purchased a Ford Marmon Herrington four wheel drive truck for One Hundred
and Eighty pounds. This truck had a very powerful winch on the back and would have been

e
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In low range the GMC was very powerful, but in high range it was nothing to write home
about. As there was such a reduction in low range the truck had to be travelling at slow speed '
to facilitate a reasonable gear change, so it was virtually impossible to change into low range
on the fly. I remember one time when the White broke an axle on a steep pull at the Rock
Cutting. The White had about four thousand four hundred super feet on and the GMC had
about the equivalent load. Joe Vella hooked the GMC onto the front of the While and pulled
both loads to the top of the Rock Cutting. This was a mighty pull considering the GMC was
only rated about a three-ton truck. I must mentron that thrs truck had Wonderful hght steering,
almost like a car. :

On the Tenth February 1947, after a very long illness my gréndmother passed away. She had ,
been sick in the camp at Moongobulla for about two weeks, but was such a stubborn, head | IS
strong woman that she refused to go to a doctor.. In the end an Ambulance had to be called
from Townsville to make that long rough trip, but she died that same afternoon at the Park» ' :
Haven Hosprtal I was very sad at her passrng, vbecause over the years she had been a Rl ;

is or grrders and deckmg for the Mam Roads
_clo _es _ry in Paluma 's Wet and rmsty condrtrons

A short trme after our return to Paluma I was drrf ng r-truck ';av the Cavalcade guesthouse v B (3R
“when I was stopped by Jack Clupfel the Ewan Policeman. He asked me if I had my licence - i
yet and when I said no, he immediately suggested I fill in the forms and obtain my first
drivers licence. No test for me as Jack considered if T could drive up and down the range I
must be alright. Really it was amazing the things people did in those days. Wide loads, long I
loads and trucks overloaded to a dreadful degree. The Rollingstone Hotel was a very handy
stopping off place for the drinkers travelling up the range under the weather but nobody was
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partnership between Les Little and Henry dissolved, because one of the first drrvers was
Ji immy Lynch Later Les Little drove the KRS. '

) I never acquamted myself with the details, but Henry offered my father and Erme Hamllton a
‘partnership in the TD14 Tractor, which they accepted for two hundred and fifty pounds each.

Dad started work driving the tractor and snigging. At this’ time Henry was driving the KR8

" and as the road down the range was still unsealed he employed me as an offsider for one
S ‘pound a day This was my first job outside my family with m T ‘money.- We used tostart
~ at three in the morning and it was Very unusual to ﬁnlsh befi ’ for -
R two tnps to Moongobulla mmd you .

Henry sold out to Arthur Godwin who with his son Bob Godwin and his nephew Chris

Godwin had moved down from Kirrama Range. Henry and Arthur had been to an Ammy
disposal sale at Thursday Island and purchased a practlcally new Caterprllar D8 tractor w1th o

Hyster timber wmch

Before I get too far ahead of myself I would like to relate a funny 1ncrdent that happened when

I was offsiding for Henry when he was carting with the KR8. An old chap by the name of |

Jack Ferguson owned a KS5 International tip truck that he used to cart gravel for the Main
Roads. He was employed mostly on repair work on the range road filling in pot holes and
keeping the drains clean on the side of the road. Jack was a very ordinary driver, so

inevitably, when he was turning the truck down near Crystal Creek Bridge he backed over the

side of the Range. Down he went for about sixty feet, through the scrub and over rocks untﬂ
he was stopped by a big tree. Luckily not much damage had been done, and apart from some
bruises Jack was ok. When Henry and I arrived on the scene with a load of logs it was
decided that Henry would have a go at pulling the truck back up the very steep prec1plce

With the aid «of a pulley and long wire rope thmgs were ready to go. Just then a serious

discussion took place whether Jack would sit in the truck and steer it up, or tie the steering
wheel in place with rope. Jack’s insistence finally pa1d off, he would sit in the truck and steer
it to the top. I seriously had doubts about this exercise because the rope was so small and it
was a long way down, but who was I to question the experts and brain trusts on this day. As
you have probably guessed, just when the front wheels were coming over the rim, the
fastening on the truck let go and back down the hill went Jack at a terrible rate. This time he
broke two ribs and had to go to hospital. This little episode paid off for me, because when
Jack’s truck was repaired he approached me to drive it for a short time carting gravel for the

range road.

One of Henry Husseys last acts with Godwin was to arrive at Paluma with the first NR Mack
truck in the district. This was an Army Disposal unit that they had bought at auction, and still
had the big troop carrying body on the back. Of course, as soon as he arrived everybody came
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before, this area was a timber cutter’s dream, good straight timber with very little tracks to be
cut in the open forest and the snigging and carting was the best on the range.

My first job with Benny turned out to be a disaster. At the time his driver had left, so he
asked me to drive the old White for a week until he obtained another full time driver.
Remember that I was helping my father with his own girder contract. When I arrived out at
the camp Benny assured me that Snow had given the White a full service and she was ready to
go. We loaded up and I took the load down to Moongobulla, but coming back up the range I
thought she was a bit sluggish, instead of coming up in low top I had to change down to high
fourth. When I got out to the ramp I mentioned to Benny that something was wrong: Benny

OWIl ,,_v_efO[e ark and .. TR | ,‘
nﬁ ide Of the tmck up E ;

hght rise to make 1t easier to roll the glrders eff :  bad decision. I
took the back chain off, ok, and very gingerly removed th chain Not__._ ng happened A
lot of the trucks at this time had wooden bolsters, and we u tq have a knotted D chain
against the log to hold it on the bolster. When I flicked the end of thxs chain the whole ten
girders let go. Every instinct I possessed propelled me back but hlgh grass caught my feet and
- over I went. With the girders crashing around me and brushing my legs I managed to skid
backwards on my behind, and some how, mlraculously escape being squashed. - When it all
stopped, I was about eighteen feet from the truck w1th girders: all around me. It all could have
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Malloys was extremely basic but cheap, it started at two shillings and six‘pence per night and
over a couple of years it rose to five shillings. In those days there were seven cafes in the first

- two blocks of Flinders Street but mostly we all ate at the Blue Bird cafe. You could partake

of a very large meal of crumbed steak, salad, bread and butter and coffee or tea for only two

shillings and six pence. There was a café across Victoria” Bndge on the corner of Palmer -

Street that prov1ded a three course meal for one shllhng and 51x pence

Staymg at Molloys was quite an experience. You always had to watch your shlrts and socks '
~ because the Hamilton boys were always short of good gear to wear and it was not uncommon
to find them wearing your shirt or your last pair of socks ThlS was always laughed off as a -
- great joke and in a way there was no hint of malice or nastiness.” Molloys ‘was mostly an all

male house with a lot of men as permanent boarders, but it was not uncommon to leave the
door of your room open and nothing would be touched

Sometime my mother and Sister would come down for the weekend and stay w1th friends, or
out at my Aunts place in Hermit Park.

After we were playing fixtures for a while we decided to enter our first tournament in Cairns.
This necessitated us flying to Cairns, and as this was my first flight I was terrified especially
as we had to go by DC3. Dad, Ernie, Mick, myself and Ernie’s gitlfriend Fay made the trip,
but everything came to naught, it rained the whole weekend and we never hit a ball..

On the flight back the weather was atrocmus and I just made Townsvﬂle before I became
violently ill along with a few others on board. Incxdentally, Ernie and Fay later mamed and
lived together for a lifetime and had many chlldren Tw o

About four-mile from Paluma on what we cal-led Red Hill there was a good stand of

turpentine. The Hamilton brothers with Ernie as ganger were cutting decking timber for the -

Main Roads Department. They had a Caterpillar D4 supplied by the department to snig the
decking quite a long distance out to the Main Road for loading. It was my jobv.t_o:driv'e this
machine with the help of my mate Jim Linton as blue tonguer. We devised a real ingenious

way of smggmg this decking, namely a big fork cut from a tree by the gang, about five foot

wide by six foot long.

Jim and I would stack about ten pieces w1th the ends on the fork and then pass the snig chain
under the front of the fork up and under the decking thus forming a big loop.  When the
tractor took the strain the chain tightened on the deckmg, holdlng it together and away we
went.

It was a fairly long snig up through the scrub up hill all the way with some steep pulls and a .

couple of wet gullies we had to cross. Sometimes a piece would work loose and slip out of
the load, causing much gut busting to reload it. When we got out near the Main Road it was
the worst. We had to go down a very steep hill so when the slack went off the snig chain the
decking tended to slip forward, sometimes causing a bit of a calamity and a much profanity.

As I mentioned before it was a good feeling driving the D4 even though she was not in good
repair. With the throttle open and the open exhaust bellowing it was music. There is
something about the smell of Diesel and the smell of dressed timber being dragged along a
dry snig track, causing little puffs of smoke that stays with you for the rest of your life.

Wherever the Hamilton’s were working there was always a lot of good-natured sarcasm and
banter, so this job was no exception. One afternoon late Ernie decided they would fall a big
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quite a lot of blasting to be done so the powers to be had purchased a large quantity of Ex
Army Bangalor Torpedoes, and land mines to use along with the conventional dynamite.
Bangalor Torpedoes consisted of a cylinder about six-foot long and about four inches in
diameter, packed with T.N.T. I believe these things were used by the Army to blow up barbed

wire entanglements.

Now this day the Powder Monkey; (incidentally this is the name given to the man doing the
blasting) laid six Torpedoes on top of this big stubborn rock and two mines in a hole
underneath. When things were ready it was common for the. Powder Monkey to yell “Fire”,
and this was the cue for everyone to take cover, especially. poor Freddy Copnell who used to

Lucklly for us 1t was full moon time, so when the moon came up it was a matter of walkmg in
that direction because we knew we would strike the road. We came across some beautiful tall
Rose Gum that night, shining silvery in the half-light thcy seemed to reach nearly up into the
sky. A couple of years later I had the pleasure of cutting and carting some of these trees.
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- because poor old mum got very little use . of the car, I was always dnvmg off to town for

weekend tennis or sometime down to the pictures and then home in the same night. I never
thought to take mum and my sister. I was too selfrsh n my young attrtude to even. glve ita
thought ' : S

I was much in demand when going to town on the weekends ,:;Shella Rose the school teacher

 wasa frequent passenger, my good friend Jim Linton who was my tennis partner; Mrs Bud
Jones who lived on a small farm just outside of Paluma .. Joan Hackett who was a rellevmg IR

scheol teacher were some of my frequent passengers

Lt A ton and I used to
hitch a ride to town to play tennis fixtures on the weekend. When Jim and I formed a

partnership in tennis we got to town as best we could but nearly always we got a lift with
Norm Geary who had a tip truck working on the road at this time. Normy would instruct us to

be at Williams Store, then situated on the corner of Ingham Road and Meenan Street Garbutt,

between seven thirty and eight o’clock Sunday night.
As Normy was courting Grace Whalley at the time, these hours: were not strlctly adhered to.

Many nights Jim and I were sitting under the awning of the store until eleven or twelve at
night before he turned up. And we would be cold and cranky. One night he didn’t turn up at

all until the morning, and as we were climbing onto the back of the old truck; a chap by the
name of Keith Anderson greeted us with the usual “Good Day” but Jim failed to hear him
with the consequence that Keith said “When I speak to you I want an answer”, Jim took
exception to this and I could see he was extremely wild for the rest of the journey.

Unfortunately there was a huge landslide about three quarters of the way up the range, with -

mud about two feet thick and spread about two hundred yards down the road. When the truck
pulled up Jim and Keith got into it, some times up to their kneés in mud but neither man fell.
Normy and I and a couple of other blokes tried to stop them but they were too intense. After
what seemed a long time they decided to quit, neither man uttered a word throughout and no
insults were expressed after. Jim and I hitched a ride home on the other srde of the slip and
Keith resumed pushing the mud over the 81de with the dozer : :

Looking back then I suppose I could be'accused of b_elng very ol)n:oxious':at trmes, and I know
some people took a dislike to me, but all my young life I was sort of on guard, because there - .
were plenty of men around who gained great delight in takmg a rise out of you or thought it -

was abnormally funny to make a fool of you, especxally in front of others

Nearly everyone had a nickname but not me, not to my face anyhow I admit I had a Very
short fuse, and how I never copped a hldlng I Wlll never know I could never suffer fools

gladly.

Like Ernie Hamilton and Ted Spleglehauer my great mate Jlm Lmton met his future w1fe at

tennis. - One afternoon we were playing ﬁxtures at Trojans court in Queens Park when Jim

noticed this nice looking girl. Pretty soon he learnt her name was Francis Butler and things
progressed from there, to marriage and a happy family. Incrdentally Jlm and I played B grade .

fixtures for that year and only lost one doubles match.

Work was fairly slack for our KS6. Some of the carting did not eventuate so dad decided to
sell if he could. We had carted a couple of loads of girders up to Tully for the Jarrah Creek
road when we met one of the timber contractors who liked our truck. He eventually bought it,
much to my sorrow, but economically dad had no choice. The contractors name was Ray
Bourke and boy, he purchased a grand little truck and trailer that he was able to put straight to
work. Dad made no money on the deal, as a matter of fact I think he lost overall.
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shaped with a bit of weed hanging out the end. Old Bill used to meticulously tamp the end
with a match and then wet the end with his tongue before lighting. If one was a bit short of »
weed the standard phrase was “Have you got the makings on you Bill”. Ernie Hamilton’s :

approach was to hold his hand and say “Give”. ‘ ]
Mr Linton used to keep a varied stock in the old shop. Mainly tinned meat, powered milk and s
that sort of thing, but boy was it hard to see anything because it was so dark inside on a wet or
overcast day. One day I went for a ride with Joe Anonymous to the Scrub in Beedell’s -~ i

Diamond T. As we left Paluma the truck started to boil but still Joe kept driving. I noticed
the heat gauge was on the danger mark. I can tremember who I mentioned this to but pretty -
ot back to Dallas Beedell w1th the cons ( [ Of course Joe blamedv

was  stand ply mlll manager and

Henry Rebgetts was yard Foreman at

- this time. The cutters were Phil
Haskins, his son, Mick, Norm
Starkie ~ and Jim Lee, also ' £
periodically different blokes I have i?ﬁgfé%g‘;?;i?Ze?ﬁggihg(ig;m Tt Cotner was thel _ .
forgotten. They had their camp on a '
ridge mid way between Puzzle and Clarks Creeks, and was forever known as Phll s Camp. |
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t,ut no way would the drlver come past Iv S
roblem. After a very brief conversation I .
A_hlgh load of logs. The father got out andI -
rcllef I must admit it was very narrow. o

: ‘f open exhaust and make"a considerable r f-ket thus warmng a few tourists I suppose.
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Possibly one of the most pleasurable sights you could hope to see is driving down the range

between the Saddle and the Bluff and gazing out to sea as the sun rises over the water at day-

break. On a clear day Palm Island stands out on a shimmering silver background, that for a
short time made a great start to the day. Certain events stick in ones memory forever. I was

about seven years old, when I was travelling with my father up the range in the old

International when we met a chap by the name of Tom Langan right at the Bluff. Tom was an
old friend of the family and I think he had been out to Ewen because his brother Barney had

drowned while crossing the Burdekin River on horseback. It was about nine o’clock on a
beautiful clear mght __w1th a huge full moon shmlng on the water out to sea. I thought it was -

alked on for_ B

strife. The logs

op, but no way
curate or the load

* would be all on one side and the bolster on this occasion was nearly touchlng the rear tyres

As time wore on I flew into a hell of a rage and told Chris’ that vas finished as soon as I
delivered the load. Henry Rebgett’s came up the next day to’ try and persuade me to stay on,
but as far as I was concerned that was “it”. Now Chris was a good old stick, completely
unflappable but with a mind set in concrete as far as timber gcttmg was concerned, but after
this episode we still remained friends. » '
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L to move too far to make the transition. Jim later on ‘mar
e kn' 2 .qurte well when we were kids.. '

" blocks from Running River, but this job failed to last so
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' super feet of Oak in four huge logs I am not sure if this'was the largest load ever carted from ,

the Swamp Creek area but at this time the Dlamond T was the only truck capable of handlmg
thls load

Whrle thls was going on a young chap by the name of Jim Lee took over my old job of driving -

the Old White for Godwin. Jim had been cutting tlmber with Phil Haskins so he didn’t have
hll’s daughter Beverley, who I

{ k. and was cartmg sleeper~ :
60 ]omed Godwin drlvmg a four

by four Blitz. I had driven this truck for a couple of loads which for its size was very
powerful. Thirty three hundred super of Turpentine from the Puzzle Creek block was about

its limit though.

Meanwhrle J im Lmton Jor. bought an old CR4O Inter

Everyone seemed to possess a Chev or Ford Blitz, timber-men, miners, graziers, they seemed
to be everywhere. Jack Plant, who had a long history at Mt Spec, bought a Brengun Carrier
for pulling Lawyer Cane out of the scrub but I never actually saw it working. A fellow called
Bruer also bought one for snigging small limb-logs at Swamp Creek. These small logs were
for a case mill he had at Garbutt. They never lasted too long because the Bren-Catrier was
absolutely useless in the Scrub, especxally when the ground was wet and muddy

I forget who was srck in the Beedell camp but Dal asked me to drive the Dlamond T for a
week. Hells-bells what an experience. This truck was in appalling condition mechanically.
The brakes were virtually useless and if the tourists on the range only knew how bad they
were they would never have made the trip. In the cab. there wasa rope with a loop in one end
tied to the seat. This had to be slipped over top gear in the main box to stop it from ﬂymg out
of gear when going down the range. There was also a piece of board with a notch cut in one
end to jam against the auxrhary box lever to stop it from flying out. One never knew when
the starter could chuck it in or the fuel system give enough trouble to stall the motor

O1 my second trip the engine stalled on Pappins Hlll through a fuel blockage and the starter
system refused to work. What a predicament, the air in the brakes used to leak out after ten
minutes and the hand-brake was unserviceable, so I had to hold it in low gear. Everything had
to be done very quickly because the truck was creeping back slowly with the weight of the
heavy load so I reefed the gear stick into reverse started the engine on letting the clutch: out
and then smashing the stick into low while she was rollmg back. I was extremely lucky thatI
made it, as the front wheels came off the ground, but she started to go forward. In any other
truck 1t would have smashed the transmission but this machme was huge and powerful

In my opinion this truck was completely unsurtable for tlmber cartlng at Mt Spec because it
was too slow, and the steering was so heavy on the winding range road. When the week was
up I wasn’t sorry even though I had the privilege of driving the rnost powerful truck on the :

. 1ange.

About this time it slowly dawned on me that with the exception of a couple of blokes, these
timber men who I used to admire were very ordinary indeed. They had very little knowledge
of suitable machinery for the job and in most cases were against any sort of change. Mostly
they were quite ordinary drivers and some of their theories were actually eccentric, bordering
on the absurd. One particular contractor for many years had everyone convinced he was God,
but by the same token he refused to let you use the two speed axle shift and insisted on
jacking up the load overnight and placing stays under the bolsters.
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rock in front of a wheel for a chock, because the handbrake never worked. Jack up and
change the tyre, then start up and reverse off the chock, stop the engrne again and remove the
rock, and then proceed down with the load.

This old truck had another alarming habit of melting the pipe off the air compressor when
travelhng down the range, so if you didn’t hit the brakes before the air escaped one was in

serious trouble.

‘Now the reason for this bit of trouble was not because Johnny falled to work most of the tlrne'

he worked exceedrngly hard but hlS gear was ]ust too old

When we took off his shirt we could see the track grip tyre marks on his chest. After a while
he seemed to be all right and went out to work that same day. He was an extremely tough

‘man my dad. It was only some weeks later when he went to: the doctor that he was found to

have two cracked ribs.
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~a two peg and raker six-foot long for
- cutting the tree into logs when it was
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Things were starting to get very unreliable with Johnny’s plant. If it wasn’t the old tractor
breaking down, surely it was the truck. Too much time was lost so w1th a b1t of sorrow for

Johnny I decided to leave.

Eric Sander invited my father to help him cut out a block of tlmber on the northern side of S

Swamp Creek so I joined dad i in this job. As this block was nearly” cut out the timber was

: fairly small. My father and I were a good team on the crosscut saw as not everyone is
o) ,‘patrble The art is to pull and push ltghtly, otherwr

saw it becomes very hard work. We had

felled and a six foot six saw with the
back cut out for felling.

Now to cut timber you required a fair
bit of gear. As a matter of fact a man
was loaded down like a packhorse on
occasion. A chopping axe each, three
steel wedges in a bag threaded over the :
handle of a twelve-pound steel hammer. [NR Mack whed by Dal Beedell and dnven byI
The two saws, four spring-boards for - |Thomas William. Conner.

climbing up a tree, two brush-hooks for S

slashing vines and light scrub so you could get at the tree to be felled plus a sugar bag that
held the sixty-foot measuring tape, a twelve-foot steel. girthing tape for measuring the
circumference of the log, a branding tool for marking the particular contract brand for that
area on the end of the log when cut, also the length of the log and the girth. As an example

PCA 28’ x 6’ 3”. In this particular swamp block ‘dad and I averaged about six to seven

thousand super feet per day but this was before tracking. We would usually cut for about a
week and then we would spend about two-day cutting tracks to all the logs we had cut. All up

we made about six pound ten shillings a day each. The trackmg Was always part of the job,

but a hell of a big part.

About this time the Fletcher brothers, Joe Nugget and George amved W1th a TD18 Dozer to

push a road back along the ridge, starting at Windy Corner and eventually finishing about six
miles on at what we called the Bull Ring. In the late forties the brothers were. timber
contractors at Kirama Range, but on this occasion they had the contract to build this road for

- the Forestry Department. This road was built to tap the softwoods and some Gympie Mesmate

growing in this area. Incidentally Nugget was a returned Tobruk Rat and after the war had
joined his brothers in the timber industry at Kirama Range but more about this area later

Our cutting together lasted about two or three weeks at swamp when Dal Beedell offered me a
job driving his NR Mack. I forget the reason why this opportunity arose because Jim
Robertson was driving the tractor and Dal had been driving the truck and I think he was sick

. and was taking an extended holiday. I made the trip to Ingham to negotiate a deal and we

agreed on three pounds a load to Moongobulla and eight loads a week with the last load to
Ingham Sawmill so we could service the truck on the Friday and return with the truck to
Paluma in the afternoon. On the first week I was loading the eighth load when I mentioned to
Dal and Jim that I would see them in Ingham. Dal looked astounded and said that no, there
was another load, nine loads a week. I said no bloody fear, we had agreed to eight loads. He
replied that I must have misunderstood. [ virtually blew a fuse and told him that if he wasn’t
satisfied, that he could get in the truck there and then and drive it himself, or words to that
effect, only with much more colourful language, I might add, he back-pedalled a bit and told
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- Now we certainly shifted some timber, but like everything in the timber game it wasn’t all l '
plain sailing. The Main Roads were in the process of sealing the range road with bitumen so J
on certain days the road was closed until about five o’clock in the afternoon. We could still
get a load down early in the morning but in the afternoon there could be three or four timber
trucks lined up waiting for the road to open. On this particular day I was the first in line but -
when I set off, horror of horrors, I found they hadn’t covered the wet tar with crushed metal.
This was a nightmare. The tar was like glass, but I was commmed to gomg forward because
if I touched the brakes :
the wheels would have
locked and the whole
' have :

respond a few feet untﬂ we reached the top, keepmg in ni
useless. »

As this was a clean out block and everything had to go, some of ‘thé timber was quite small. It L
was not unusual for some of the loads to have seventeen or eighteen logs and the steel chocks
on the bolsters to be out to the last hole. One afternoon I had a fifteen log load with the
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'. chocks rrght out to the last hold when the pin let go and the whole loa:_
takmg a sharp bend in the road about a quarter of a mrle frorn Swamp Cr

&»'_ ‘ L s IN (2 ’byDv.‘Beedell drrvenbyTom Connerlsleavmgl

v to- dnve When Da steppe ]
9 - into the old truck at Paluma that was it. I never saw erther of them again.
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Around the area at this time there lived quite a few real characters, mostly tin scratchers and
hermit-like fellows who could relate some outlandish yarns and falsehoods. [ was broken

down on the road one day when old Tim came along and stopped his 4x4 Blitz to see what
was wrong. I asked him for a lift but when he put her in gear nothing happened. He reached
under the seat and pulled out a big rock and got under the truck and gave it one or two great
whacks. He got back in, put it in gear again and off we went. “Geez Tim” I said, “if I were
you I’d take it to a mechanic as soon as you can” “What s the pomt? ”Sald T1m “It was the

" mechanic who gave me the rock ”

I was out at Running River one day when the Hawker arr1Ved w1th all his merchandlse for :

sale. Included were some highly coloured pyjamas. ““Young Bill,” who was about sixteen,

asked Stan, “what’s them,” “pyjamas” said Stan. “What’s them for” asked Bill. “For wearing. -

's,ald_ Stan “Nah, I never go anywhere at mght except

at mght would you hke to'buy a palr

, ; had to go to Ingham_
and orgamze'a mechamc to come ot W1th a welder and gear to, et the old girl going. Bramo
Romanello from Ingham was organized to transport thé tractor up the range on the KRS,
previously owned by Henry Hussey, but on the way out to- Swamp Creek he got stuck on a
very steep hill just past Camp Creek. We were there until about nine o’clock at night before I
decided to give the whole thing a miss. Next morning I think dad unloaded the tractor and
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]‘ | drove it on to Swamp Creek L don t know because I was at home pretty well pinged off w1th e
(s o thmgs too put it mﬂdly : T T e e .y :

l! - We eventually started-‘» sn;c%glng and cartmg, and the tlmber was qulte good but 1nev1tably the‘

A_ ﬁculty The largest loadI ', :
'S;lkwood m six. beaunful logs :




* TOM'S DLARY, THE FIRST 23 Yenas

stump and leave it standing. Cutting up required two men, one operatmg the machrne and the
other prising up the log with a small pole to stop the saw from j ]ammlng :

-+ These saws consisted of a four stroke motor mounted ona frame with two handles protrudmg'
out the back, and the twenty four inch saw was fixed on to a small differential at the end of a
pipe about six foot long out the front. AH this was mounted on two pneurnatrc wheels about

fifteen lnches in dlameter

‘ Now aIl this was happemng in. November ina terrrbly hot pe , but still we had about thirty
- or forty cord of wood cut when the wet season started. 'We were l'ucky enough to get the saws
out before the flood but all our wood was swept out to sea. All that gut bustlng and work for
nothmg We just walked away. ' - - T »

- My mother s health was not improving so after all th ; he bush. the demsron was -

“made to move to Townsville. Mum and dad rented ‘a uni léarview Flats situated ‘at the
top of Denham Street, right opposite St. James Cathedral. Mick Molloy of Molloy’s
guesthouse owned these flats, at this time. Initially my parents pard two years rent in
advance, and it was here we called home for many years : ,

Almost immediately after our shift, my father and I started work cuttrng trmber for Arthur
Godwin. We made our camp in the old American log cabin at Paluma and boy was this some -
experience. The wooden floor was only about six inches off the ground and was potentxally a
great harbour for snakes. Periodically a red bellied black would make an appearance in the
rafter ceiling over the open fireplace, and I was always terrified of finding one curled up in my
bed. As a matter of fact the first thing I always did was gmgerly strip the blankets.off to have
a look. A man was always on his toes because even in the daytime one required a light
burning because it was so dark inside. When you first walked in it was a.cow of a place to see
anything. One day before we left for work I placed some corned meat in the bxlly and hung it
over the open fire to cook while we were away. When we arrived back late that afternoon I
took the meat out of the billy, started the fire again and put on some potatoes and pumpkm
When these were cooked I carved off some meat, added the vegetables and we started to eat in
the gloomy darkness. When we had nearly finished dad pointed to his plate and said, “What
is that?” I got the torch to have a look and sure enough across his plate was inching a live
maggot. On closer inspection we drscovered about half a dozen dead ones floating over the
water that I had cooked the spuds in. I think dad felt a bit nauseous to put it mrldly, and I felt
a whole lot worse, even though I failed to have a live one on my plate.- A

Another time we had two other blokes camped wrth us in- the old cabin, Jim Church and CIiff,
whose surname clean escapes me. These fellows were really afraid of snakes so with the
consequence they pulled there beds very close together. One night we were sitting around the
open fire telling yarns and dad was really dredging up some spooky experiences he had seen.
When we decided to turn in, our two mates and I were a bit edgy. I pulled the blanket over
my head and went to sleep. Sometime in the pitch-black T awoke to the sound of something
hopping right through the big room. Jim leapt out of his bunk and let out a yell “What was
that?” Cliff and I got up and with the torch had a good look around. We all agreed that it was
something big but what. After a while things quietened down and very sheepishly we went
back to bed. Now after a long period I was still laying awake when there was this terrific
crash and some awful cursing and someone struggling on the floor. Cliff let out a roar and
bolted for the door in the inky dark, but in the process fell over a stool and only added to the
bedlam. When we finally lit the lamp we discovered the leg had fallen off dad’s bunk and he
had crashed onto the floor. In the commotion we thought he has being attached, but when we
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ter al thzii trackmg through the scrub, we moved out f”v "
l1n had Just acqmred the new block on the forestry '




TOM’S DIARY, THE FIRST 23 YEARS

road down to the bullring. My father and I started cutting this block soon after the Forestry
Road left the Main Road at Windy Corner. Before starting the Mall saw had to be returned to
Holimans because of defects. One of the drawbacks of this saw was its light construction. It

was made of Duralumin to keep the weight down but over a period of time at peak revs, parts
would fall off and bolts work loose and strip. The first cutting chains were what we called
snaggletooth and were fairly rough to use. Thankfully these chains were replaced with a
planer blade as time moved on. ' e '

So it was back to he old cross cut and all our gear. As we moved along the ridge we cut all
the available timber in patches, right into the bullring. On the left side of the road going in
there was very little timber because the mountain fell away very steeply to the coast. On the
right side the scrub fell away, sometimes gradually, other times stceply, into gulhes and'

creeks.

ou would cut it w1th your good choppm v :
blade: before you could say Jack Robinson. The , es ,n,;q_-‘ ke
use a'bit of petrol from the chainsaw. s R

Serlo'us accidents in the scrub are very rare but the potential to get killed or maimed is ever
present on a daily basis. Accidents creep upon you, it only takes a lapse in judgement or
negligence and it has got you, but the story I am about to tell you is not like this. For a few
days we had put off felling a small Silkwood because about thirty feet up it had a huge great
limb broken off from another tree caught in the branches. Now thls dead limb was about

PAGE 60




R e e e ’ii@)ﬂsbxx&&imﬂmﬂ'zsYEARS

. PAGE 61




L , TOM'S DIARY THE FIRST 23 YEARS

And after the war about thlrty eLght thousand telegraph poles of all sizes were supphed to the ’v l
Electnc1ty Department '

In retrospect I thmk I hved through the most cxcmng penod in the tlmber mdustry, espectally-
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