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Foreword 
 
From an early age I was vaguely aware of the “Balranald” O’Hallorans  However, it 
seemed that there was no contact.  It was not until the 1995  Cousins Get together in 
Melbourne that Ann Poelsma was able to flesh out her side of the family. 
 
My last grandparent died when I was 12, so that my parents were the only accessible 
source of family history.  Unfortunately, I did not ask enough questions and the details 
volunteered by them were scanty.  A visit to Ireland in 1983 presented an opportunity to 
obtain details of my paternal grandfather’s siblings and parents. 
 
I knew that we were based in County Clare and the Corofin Heritage Centre was able to 
provide these details with, in most cases, year of birth.  Back home, I then had to find 
out who had arrived in Australia, port of arrival, if possible, (there are still gaps here), 
married here or not and details of offspring, if any.   With about 12 involved that was 
going to be quite a task. 
 
My great uncle, Daniel, had died in 1912 and his will was contested on the grounds of 
undue influence.  The contestant was his brother Roger, assisted by his solicitor son, 
Daniel.  Fortunately for me, cousin Frank, a solicitor of Trafalgar in Victoria, had a 
transcript of the hearings.  Included, was a declaration listing the next-of-kin and where 
married, the surname. If predeceased, the details of children were given. 
 
So, from the original “ Tree” on a sheet of A4, sheets of A3 were now required. 
 
The Matriarch of the Balranald line, Margaret, caused some trouble.  She was deceased 
and had left 6 children all with the surname O’Halloran.  What did this imply?  Had she 
married an O’Halloran or was she a naughty girl.  Searches of civil and parish records 
failed to turn up any such marriage.  However, at St. Kilian’s,Bendigo it was found that a 
Michael and a Margaret had been wed as Halloran.  Their personal details tallied and, so, 
all was well. 
 
Peter will testify that there are many more  twists and turns along the way.  The 
appearance of an unusual surname in the placegetters of an event at the Stawell Easter 
Gift led to the discovery that three sisters were unaware that they had a half-sister. 
 
Peter is to be  warmly congratulated upon the compilation of such an enthralling and 
detailed volume. 
 
To ensure that his work is taken further, it is essential that you, the reader, ask those 
questions and record the answers so that when a “Cousins get together” occurs, as it 
should, you are able to answer other cousin’s queries. 
 
In the meantime, “Happy hunting!” 
 
 
Vincent O’Halloran 
Rosemount, Queensland 
September, 2010  
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Introduction 

 
When I started out on this odyssey it was never my intention to end up writing a book.  

For me, the idea of researching family history was initially conceived back in the 1960s. 

My uncle, Don Collins suggested that as I had a reputation in the family as being 

something of a writer, I should have a go at documenting the family history.  I wasn’t 

quite sure what he meant at the time but he reinforced his suggestion by pointing out 

that the Curtis and Kenealy families, on my mother’s side, had much to offer as no 

doubt, did the O’Hallorans, and the story of these families deserved to be formally 

recorded while those that could relate the stories were still alive. 

 

I brushed the idea off at the time.  I was barely in my twenties and had more to do with 

my spare time than collect family legends and commit them to paper. 

 

My father died on Christmas Day 1984.  In the wash-up after his death I got to thinking 

about his life and during 1985 I did put pen to paper, recording the things that I 

remembered about him as well as incidents that I recalled as I was growing up.  Looking 

back now, I am glad that I made the notes I did.  Re-reading those old typewritten 

pages of twenty-five years ago, I was surprised to recall facts that I would have 

forgotten had I not written them down when I did.  The names of old school teachers 

and classmates would have long vanished into the ether had these notes not been made.  

In fact, reading these old jottings triggered further recollections which reinforces the 

theory that the memory needs to be gently teased into revealing its buried secrets. 

 

It was not until the mid-nineties that I gave any further thought to writing the family 

story.  My brother Paul sent me half a dozen pages entitled “Fragments of O’Halloran 
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History”.  These papers comprised a lineage chart of Michael O’Halloran, our Great-

Grandfather, showing several names through three generations and some dates.  The 

second document was also a descendant lineage chart that appeared to have been 

compiled much earlier than the first.  It had been done on an old typewriter with 

connecting lines ruled in.  Whereas I was familiar with many of the names on the first 

chart, I recognised none on the older one.  From the handwritten annotations, I 

assumed the older chart had been in the possession of a Vincent O’Halloran but that 

didn’t ring any bells either as I wasn’t aware of a Vincent amongst all the O’Hallorans 

that I had grown up with.   

 

My initial reaction to this information was twofold.  I observed the more recent chart 

contained a number of errors so I annotated the required corrections. I was confused by 

the second chart and at that time did not recognise the connection to the first.  I filed 

the documents away with my earlier notes and other family documents I had collected, 

making a mental note to further investigate at some later time.  In the mid-nineties I 

was very busy with work, children were doing VCE and Uni, and there just wasn’t enough 

spare time to devote to family research. 

 

Some years passed until, in 2002, family research once again appeared on the agenda.  

I happened to do a work-related favour for an old school colleague who, in return 

unexpectedly presented me with a 9-CD set of Indexes to the Births, Deaths and 

Marriages Records Database.  These indexes covered Births, Deaths and Marriages for 

the period 1788 to 1921, and Deaths up until the end of 1985.  As I was intending to 

retire in September 2002, this was just the inspiration I need to get the project 

underway. 

 

Initially, I was doubtful about starting with the O’Hallorans.  My father’s family had been 

somewhat estranged from us over the years and he never talked much about his 

childhood.  Dad’s mum Gertrude had lived with us for several months during the late 

1950s but she never let on much about the old days, probably because we never asked.  

Dad was only eight when his father died, and Gertrude had moved the family to 

Melbourne from Balranald the previous year, when husband Daniel was diagnosed with 

cancer.  The family property, Langleydale, was soon sold off and the old days were 

quickly consigned to the past.  This all happened in 1926-27.  I later found out that 

there was a degree of shame in the family at having to sell up at Balranald and that was 

probably the principal reason that it was never mentioned in later years. 
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My mother’s family, on the other hand, was fairly close knit.  There was always lots of 

visits from grandparents and aunts and uncles and plenty of gossip to overhear when the 

older ones were chatting away.  I felt I had a fairly good grounding in at least two 

generations back.  Also, I knew where my great grandparents had lived and worked in 

Victoria, as I had been a regular visitor there, and even what their names and maiden 

names were.  

 

Purist genealogists would normally research the paternal line.  I thought about this but 

quickly reached the conclusion that I didn’t know enough about my father’s family to 

make much headway.  On the other hand, I had a good knowledge-base of my mother’s 

family and, as an added benefit, still had access to one of her brothers and a sister. 

 

So I started with the Cartwrights, my grandfather’s mother’s family, who had settled in 

Avoca in mid-western Victoria.  To my surprise, I discovered that my grandfather’s 

people, the Curtises had also settled there.  So this was how my great-grandparents 

met!  It didn’t take too long to map out descendant charts for both families, although 

there were a few mysteries along the way that detailed research eventually resolved. 

 

I was making good use of the Indexes and had learned to apply all manner of queries to 

the databases.  My goal at the outset was to produce a simple linear family tree adorned 

with boxes of names that included dates of births deaths and marriages.  Success 

quickly followed and I was quite proud of the results. 

 

It was this confidence at being able to turn up results that prompted me to turn my 

attention to the O’Hallorans.  At this point, I returned to the documents from 1995 that I 

had filed away.  Using the indexes I was able to flesh out the previously skeletal charts 

and families started to evolve. 

 

I revisited Vin O’Halloran’s old typewritten chart and discovered right in the middle of 

seemingly a hundred other names, one Michael O’H with a straight line leading to one 

Margaret O’Halloran.  Suddenly it all clicked.  Some forty years earlier, during a casual 

chat with Dad’s mother, she mentioned that years ago there were many O’Hallorans in 

Ireland. So many that it was commonplace for an O’Halloran to marry an O’Halloran.  In 

fact, she added, such an event actually occurred in our family.  I now knew how 

Champolleon felt when he translated the Rosetta Stone.  Here in front of me was the 

evidence.  The old typewritten chart now made a whole lot of sense.  Now I could trace 

the lineage of a whole new family tree.  I should add here that the old typewritten chart 

that eventually proved invaluable in sorting out some of the conundrums that I  
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Vin O’Halloran’s original Family Tree 
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encountered along the way, was originally put together by Vincent O’Halloran.  Much 

later during the research journey, I was to discover that Vin was a great-great grandson 

of Roger O’Halloran, who is also my great-great grandfather, on my great grandmother’s 

side.  During the eighties, Vin carried out a great deal of his own research without the 

benefit of the Internet but was still able to provide us with a terrific working legacy of 

family information, more of which will be talked about later in the story. 

 

I should add that since my mother’s death in 1994, I had had very little contact with 

either of my brothers Paul or John.  There is no need to go into the reasons here but 

such things happen in many families.  Towards the end of 2008, I was getting to the 

stage with my research that I needed more hands-on assistance.  At hand I had the 

‘Fragments’ document that I had put aside after Paul had sent it to me in 1995.  I felt 

that if I could get in touch with the author of those papers, I would be able to make 

significant progress. 

 

I contacted Paul and we arranged to have lunch in Melbourne in January 2009.  Over 

lunch, I showed Paul the Family Tree for our mother’s side of the family.  He asked if I 

had done any work on Dad’s family.  I said I had but I had run into some brick walls.  I 

showed him the documentation of how far I had progressed.  While he was examining 

my work I asked if he had followed up any research since sending me the ‘Fragments’ in 

1995.  He admitted that he had been too busy with his work to devote the time required 

to serious family research but that he was impressed with what I had been able to 

establish. 

 

I felt somewhat disappointed that no further work had been done and asked Paul what 

the purpose of ‘Fragments’ was.  He said that it was the result of a ‘Cousins Day’ 

barbecue held in October 1995, by Ann Poelsma and Jan Cleland, both of whom were 

grand-daughters of Patrick O’Halloran.  Paul said he had lost touch with Ann as he 

thought she had since moved away from her former Ringwood North home.  Paul said he 

had received a couple  of Certificates that might be of use in my research.  In due 

course, Paul emailed me a number of photos and documents that were indeed useful. 

 

Over the next few months I pushed on with my research.  When researching reached an 

impasse I spent quite a bit of time collecting and scanning photographs for possible 

publication in the history.  My brother John dug Mum’s family albums and Dad’s large 

collection of 35mm slides out of storage and I spent several weeks scanning these and 

cleaning them up on the PC.  These collections provided some excellent snapshots from 

the old days for both our mother and father’s respective families. 
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But this alone was not enough.  I desperately needed to contact somebody who had 

detailed knowledge of the early days of the family at Balranald.  During lunch with Paul I 

had raised the question of whether he had been in contact with any of the family in 

Balranald in recent times.  He said that both he and John had visited Balranald some 

years back and had been made extremely welcome.  Paul said that he had met Patrick’s 

son Kieran O’Halloran and his wife Rene.  Kieran was a full bottle of family information 

but had passed away some time in the 1990s.  Paul was unsure if Rene was still alive.  

Paul said that he had also met Tim and his wife Maryanne but he did not think either of 

them knew much about Michael and Margaret or how they came to settle in Balranald.    

 

Paul eventually passed on an email address for Bernard O’Halloran, our cousin and son 

of Daniel O’Halloran, our grandfather.  Paul said he had maintained email contact with 

Bernard for some time at that Bernard was interested in the story of the family.  I had 

met Bernard once at his father’s funeral in 1968 and I remembered that at that time he 

was Prison Officer at Pentridge.  The previous year Ronald Ryan was hanged and it 

crossed my mind that Bernard would probably have been quite close to that grisly event.  

 

I emailed Bernard who was now living in Bondi in New South Wales and was delighted to 

receive an immediate reply.  After several emails and telephone calls Bernard graciously 

passed on to me details of his own family that he had recorded.  He also sent me 

photographs of his parents and sisters some of which appear in this book.  Over the next 

several months Bernard was to prove a valuable resource of family history especially of 

the period from 1927 onwards after Daniel died and the family had moved to Middle 

Park. 

 

During my lunch with Paul, I had also raised the question of the present whereabouts of  

our cousin Julie Buncle.  Julie was another of Daniel’s grand daughters who had cared for 

her mother Julie, up until she passed away in 1987.  I mentioned to Paul that I had 

spotted Julie in our local library a couple of years back but she had slipped away before I 

could catch up with her.  Paul said that Julie had attended Cousins’ Day in 1995 but that 

he wasn’t sure of where she now lived.  I was also keen to track down our Aunt Reita.  

Reita was Daniel’s youngest child, born in 1922.  It appeared that she had last been 

heard of just after returning to Melbourne in 1975, following the decimation of that city 

by Cyclone Tracy.  It had long been thought that Reita and her husband, Norm 

Thompson had resettled in Brighton but nothing had been heard of them for over thirty 

years, or so we thought. 
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It turns out that Bernie was in regular contact with Julie and he passed on to me both 

her email address and postal address.  Of all the coincidences, Julie was living just a 

couple of kilometres away in the next suburb.  I emailed her and got a positive response.  

The telephone was next.  She was quite excited to learn that I was recording the family 

history and offered all of her assistance.  I had lots of questions and after taking several 

pages of notes I thought enough was enough and we arranged to meet again over lunch 

in the world-famous Moonee Ponds.  During this call I asked Julie about Reita and also 

about Reita’s sister Margaret.  Sadly, Julie said she had no information about either of 

them. 

 

Lunch with Julie was a valuable and enjoyable exercise.  Family background was 

gradually materialising and some of the many pieces of this huge family jigsaw were 

coming to light.   Several early facts and anecdotes emerged from our lunch.  Towards 

the end, I mentioned how strange I thought it that all contact had been lost with Reita.  

At this point, Julie reached into her handbag and produced a pen and a page from 

notebook on which she quickly wrote a phone number. 

 

“This is Reita’s phone number.  She lives at North Brighton.  Norm died of cancer in 

2002.” 

 

I was amazed.  For me this was one of the major missing links.  I ascertained that Reita, 

although almost 87 was ‘as sharp as a tack’.  She lived alone but had daily carers 

visiting to attend to her everyday needs. 

 

Later that afternoon, I rang Reita.  The last time I had seen her was in 1972 shortly 

before my grandmother, Gerte, died.  During the 50s and 60s Reita and Norm were 

regular visitors to Mum and Dad’s place at Pascoe Vale South.  Both came to Krys’ and 

my wedding in 1971 and we had visited Gerte at their Glen Waverley residence the 

following day.  Reita still sounded like the Reita of old.  Thirty seven years hadn’t altered 

her intonation.  We chatted for over an hour and arranged to visit her at North Brighton.  

Reita was, and still is, important in the never-ending quest for early family information. 

 

It must have been quite overwhelming for her when we visited.  I had prepared a list of 

questions that I tried to feed into a casual afternoon conversation.  It worked out quite 

well but my follow up telephone conversations evinced much more.   One important 

thing I have learned during this project is the value of the follow-up.  In almost every 

case, the follow-up has teased out vital elements that might have remained hidden in 

the ‘grey matter’ without further prompting. 
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Reita’s stories were major milestones in the journey. Even more valuable were her 

recollections of various details of the early days as told to her by her mother and the 

way she was readily able to confirm the stories of others and even elaborate on them in 

greater detail. 

 

Even though I had made some good progress through the contacts with Bernie, Julie and 

Reita, there were still far too many loose ends to be able to produce a cohesive story.  It 

was getting frustrating and I was quite perplexed about what to do next.  It didn’t take 

much resolve to decide that I had to try and find Ann Poelsma.  I looked up Ann’s 

pedigree in ‘Fragments’.  She was Kieran’s daughter.  I knew that Paul had met Kieran 

some years back when he had visited Balranald.  Nobody was more accommodating than 

Kieran, who had given Paul the run of the place and the low-down on every operation of 

his property ‘Ettrick’.  If the old adage ‘Like Father Like Daughter’ were true then Ann 

had to be the one. She seemed to be a moving force in the Cousins Day exercise and 

even though some fifteen years had passed, I was convinced that she would at least 

point me in the right direction. 

 

I had no contact details.  Ann was no longer listed in the residential telephone book.  I 

reckoned that ‘Poelsma’ was a reasonably uncommon name and ‘Fragments’ said she 

was married to Corrie.  I opened up the Internet White Pages, typed in Poelsma and 

success was instant.  There was a C and A Poelsma at a place called Nanneella in 

Victoria.  Nanneella?  Who had ever heard of that?  I grabbed Broadbents Victorian Road 

Atlas.  Sure enough, there it was just south of Echuca.  Now what?  I could phone but 

that might not be as successful as a note in the mail explaining who I was and what I 

was wanting to do.  A phone call would be rushed and things might not be said properly.  

No it had to be a note.  I carefully drafted a few paragraphs explaining the situation and 

sent it off.  I had included both my email address and telephone number as well as the 

return address so I had all the bases covered. 

 

Three weeks passed but I hadn’t counted on it being school holidays.  I had all but given 

up any hope of making contact when an email reply appeared.  Ann was delighted to 

hear from me and said she would have replied sooner but for the inundation of grand-

children during the half-year break.  She enthusiastically offered to work with me in 

what ever way she could to document the O’Halloran family history. 

 

It turned out that very little progress had been made since Cousins’ Day.  I wanted to 

know how Cousins’ Day came about.  Apparently, Ann and her cousin Jan Cleland (Daniel 
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Joseph’s daughter) had become increasing concerned at the gradual disappearance over 

the years of family photographs and documents relative to the family’s early history in 

Balranald.  The idea behind Cousins’ Day was to invite as many living O’Hallorans as 

possible to a family barbecue.  Guests were invited to bring along photographs and 

family details to share with each other.  Ann and Jan had affixed a huge chart of 

butchers’ paper to a spare wall and traced the outline of the family tree on it.  The day 

was a huge success even if it didn’t kick off the immediate momentum that was 

expected to follow.  The fact that detailed information charts were produced and 

distributed is the main reason this work has proceeded to the point it has. 

 

Ann has been the most significant catalyst in keeping this project alive.  She has 

exhibited unbridled enthusiasm in collecting and sharing photographs and information.  

She has contacted countless numbers of people to encourage them to have their say and 

contribute their stories.  She has been the face of the Balranald O’Hallorans and has 

found an answer somewhere to every question I have put to her.  Put simply, without 

Ann’s input, this project would never have got off the ground. 

 

It is not intended that this compilation is complete in any sense of the word.  Family 

histories can only ever be “works in progress” because there is always the chance that 

further information will be unearthed that will add to and enhance that which has already 

been recorded.  Stories about the past are usually only as good as those who remember 

them today, or those that were written down by ancestors past for the benefit of those 

who might be interested in otherwise forgotten times. 

 

Apart from a couple of pages of very sketchy details of names in boxes, this work does 

not have the benefit of any previously documented history, at least, none of any 

significance had come to light at the time of writing.  Its starting point was what was 

remembered today about the previous generation and the stories that the previous 

generation had passed down by word of mouth.  There were plenty of stories and 

scandals.  Things that made me laugh then that still generate a smile when recalled.  

And that is a significant problem facing those who attempt to write the family story.  

Events are not retained in the brain in any sort of chronological order.  One just can’t 

pick a time or a person and conjure up instant recall of all the interesting things that 

involved that individual.  Memories have to be teased out of the recesses of the mind, 

not only by the writer but also by those people who the writer believes should know all 

the things he or she needs to record.  In order to jog the memory, there need to  be 

catalysts that trigger the opening of the brain’s vaults and release those long forgotten 

details that will add interest and variety to the story being told. 
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The following pages record the stories collected from many members of the O’Halloran 

family.  Not everyone had the whole story but by collecting and analysing all the 

snippets of information, and putting it all together in a relevant historical context, an 

endeavour has been made to map out chronologically the evolution of the O’Halloran 

family from its poverty-stricken beginnings in Ireland to the success of several 

generations since Michael, Margaret, John and Hannah landed on these shores.  The 

story is by no means complete.  It is peppered with gaps in detail but it is sincerely is 

hoped that by documenting what we have been able to learn about the families featured 

in this book, no matter how incomplete, at least the ground work will have been 

established for some future researcher to use as a starting point. 

 

What follows is essentially an anthology of essays on historical times, people and 

families, their elation and their tragedy.  Readers will notice some repetition in a few of 

the essays.  This was unavoidable at times because some events were common to 

different families and to exclude certain facts for editorial correctness would detract from 

the picture being portrayed. 

 

About the Title….. 

 

Titles for books are funny things.  Sometimes they select themselves, the content of the 

book making a choice a very obvious process.  This one didn’t fall into that category at 

all.  Most family histories are simply called that. For example, ‘The Smith Family History’.  

I thought the O’Hallorans deserved better than such a generic bestowal.  I toyed around 

with ‘From Clare to Here’ but found it already existed along with several other ‘From 

Clare to…..’ titles. Too common for us!  I like alliteration in titles.  Something that rolls 

off the tongue and begs the reader to open the cover to find out ‘Why that name?’ 

 

As our Irish ancestors were tenant farmers it was obvious they had been potato growers, 

albeit very poor ones.  The Irish lovingly refer to their spuds as ‘praties’ so I decided I 

would like to include that in the title.  My alliterative quest was exhausting the dictionary 

without success so I turned the matter over to my very able collaborator Ann Poelsma 

and a couple more offerings were considered.  However, it was Ann’s mum, Rene 

O’Halloran, herself a Balranald legend of more than ninety years, who hit the nail on the 

head with ‘From Praties to Paddymelons’.  From an old Dennis Gibbons folk song I had 

learned that pademelons were some sort of small marsupial, which they are if the word 

is spelt differently.  There aren’t too many of those sorts of pademelons in the outback 

at Balranald but Rene quickly cleared all that up. 
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It seems that paddymelons are an Australian native fruit growing in great abundance 

around the Balranald district.  Not that they are very palatable, being quite bitter.  Rene 

affirms that if a horse were to step on a paddymelon bush and be squirted in the eye by 

the juice of the fruit, the horse could be blinded. 

 

Rene also recounted a story involving her 

husband Kieran and the paddymelons:   

 

“One day at Rosalind Park, little Frank, 

Vin and Kieran wandered away from the 

homestead to gather paddymelons.  They 

found a part of the wire netting fence, 

where over time, the mallee dust had 

built up into a steep slope.  The kids each 

gathered an armful of melons and bowled 

them down the slope, competing to see 

whose melons could go the furthest distance.  All of a sudden, a monster came towards 

them, roaring like a bull and pawing the ground, kicking up dust everywhere.  The older 

boys, Frank and Vin ran away like hell back to the house, leaving poor Kieran for dead.  

Kieran, only four at the time, tried to run but in fright stumbled and fell, crying his eyes 

out.” 

 

“Next thing Kieran knew is that he was safely in the arms of Pat, his father, who lifted 

him up and carried him home.  It turns out that Pat was always warning the boys not to 

wander away from the homestead, for fear his fictional monster, the Ladycater, would 

grab them and take them away.  In this particular instance, Pat had donned an empty 

wool bale and pretended to be the fierce Ladycater to teach the boys a lesson.” 

 

The following pages constitute the end result of almost three years of detailed research 

involving countless emails, phone calls and interviews with people previously unknown to 

me but who I am now proud to identify as ‘my family’.  The task had many frustrating 

moments when seemingly dead-ends were encountered but eventually exasperation 

gave way to sheer delight when solutions were uncovered, often in most unexpected 

ways.  Such is the lot of the family history researcher.  It has been a fascinating odyssey 

and I am now delighted to be able to share it with the family I never knew existed. 

 
 

A Balranald Paddymelon 
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Chapter 1 
 

A Thumbnail of Irish History 

 

 

Most of the people in this story descended from parents in Ireland.  The O’Hallorans and 

the Duncans came from County Clare, and the Fitzgeralds came from County Limerick. 

In order to understand what led to their coming to Australia it is necessary to know 

something of the history of that country.  After all, it is not much good boasting that you 

are Irish, if you don’t know what that means. 

 

In the Beginning 
 

Ireland was never discovered by any world famous explorer or navigator such as Vasco 

Da Gama or Magellan, it simply came up out of the sea from under the glaciers of the 

last ice age when Global Warming first made its presence felt.  It remained unnoticed 

and uninhabited for quite a while until around 7000BC when the Scots first arrived for a 

look-see in what is now County Antrim and stayed, living life as hunter-gatherers and 

fishermen. 

 

During the Stone Age (Neolithic period 4500BC – 2500BC) the people became more 

settled, and developed an agricultural system that could sustain them.  There was some 

contact with sea-borne traders from Europe and Britain and this trade helped the 

development of coastal settlements. 
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The advent of the sea trade ushered in an important transition in Irish lifestyle.  

Essentially, the people stopped running around gathering nuts and berries. They figured 

out the basics of farming and started building more permanent settlements. The use of 

basic clay pottery began and best of all, these early people got their heads around the 

use of stone. 

 

 

 

By using the readily available 

porcellanite rather than flint, the 

Irish could make more impressive 

tools such as axes and digging 

implements which facilitated the 

clearing of the land for better 

farming.   

 

Towards the end of the Neolithic 

Age the population of Ireland is 

thought to have peaked at 100,000.  The greatest legacy of the Stone Age Irish was 

their megalithic monuments.  Some 1200 tombs were built across the Country during 

this period and even today archaeologists are not sure who was buried in them. 

 

 
A Stone Age Tomb at Tara 

 

During the Bronze Age (2500 BC – 700BC), the people lived in houses made from timber 

and covered with wattle and daub walls.  Rooves were thatched.  They cleared more of 

the forest areas and expanded their agricultural operations by using the land for grazing 

animals and growing cereal crops.  Ireland was rich in copper, the major ingredient in 

 
Porcellanite axeheads found in Ireland 
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bronze.  There were many copper mines in the south-west of Ireland and the people  

discovered how to use bronze to fashion even stronger tools and weapons to work with.  

The Bronze Age people even figured out cooking by placing a trough of water next to a 

fire in which they heated large rocks.  When the rocks were hot enough they were 

thrown into the water which then became hot enough to cook meat. 

 

The Iron Age arrived in Ireland sometime around 700BC.  More than likely, the Irish 

didn’t discover the Iron Age but had it thrust upon them by iron-weapon wielding 

invaders known as the Celts who would dominate Irish life for the next few hundred 

years.  By this time the population is thought to have tallied about 200,000.  The Celts 

descended upon Ireland from continental Europe, travelled through Britain and finally 

made their way to Ireland.  They must have been a scary sight to the Irish.  They looked 

different, spoke a different language and came armed with serious weaponry. 

 

Essentially, there were four different types of Celts: the Priteni who arrived first, the 

Bolgic in about 500BC, the Lagin in 300BC, and finally, the Goidels or Gaels who came 

from France in 100BC.  Each of these groups, once they had established themselves, 

intermingled with each other and also with the Irish.  They had a dramatic effect on how 

the Irish lived and even got them speaking differently. 

 

 
The Rock of Cashel 
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Previously, the Irish had lived in small groups, and while there were undoubtedly local 

power structures in place, the exact nature of these remains unclear.  As the Celts 

spread across the country and settled the land, developed clear power structures which 

eventually evolved into a system of local rule by a king.  There were some 100 to 200 

kings spread across Ireland, all of whom ruled over their local tribe.  These kings built 

themselves royal sites that attested to their wealth and power such as Navan Fort in 

County Armagh, Dun Allinne in County Kildare and the monuments at the Hill of Tara in 

County Meath.  These basic governance structures put in place by the Celts remained 

largely  unchanged until the time of the Norman invasion of Ireland in the twelfth 

century. 

 

The Romans first came to Britain on 55BC but didn’t like it too much 

and went away.   They returned with Agricola as their leader.  

Agricola thought the Irish were like the Scottish – barbaric and too 

much trouble to invade.  However, the Romans had a very positive 

effect on Ireland during the centuries they remained in Britain.  The 

Irish became trading partners with the Romans, such exchanges 

making the Irish aware of Roman technology, and introducing them 

to new ideas such as coinage and the clever things the Romans 

were doing with metalwork. 

 

Despite the Romans thinking the Irish a barbaric race, they weren’t 

exactly that, but things were a bit chaotic.  Different tribes and 

groups established themselves in charge of local areas.  

Occasionally, one particular group or another would decide to expand beyond its 

boundaries, which would lead to conflict with the neighbours.  Tribal rules dictated 

matters such as succession, but beyond the tribal boundaries there were no real rules.  

Strength and power were the deciding factor.  If you wanted your neighbours land or his 

cows, and your forces were bigger or stronger, then you could have what you wanted.  

As a result, power in Ireland was always a balancing act.  Neighbouring kings had to be 

mindful of what other kings were up to, and would form alliances to protect themselves. 

 

Out of this environment rose some great Irish kings, rulers who would build settlements, 

organise the farming of the land, oversee law and order (or what passed for it), and 

ensure that everyone was, as far as you could be in those days, happy and content.  The 

main thing was to avoid instability and war.  It was better to broker local deals to keep 

the peace than to charge into battle.  These kings were very sophisticated diplomats. 

 
Agricola 
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Having noted all of this, we should be aware that for these very early years of Irish life, 

we don’t have a solid history to work from.  While there are bits and pieces of evidence 

and material that archaeologists have been able to examine, we don’t have a big archive 

of official documents.  Historians have had to rely on poems, stories and legends that 

were handed down orally and written up much later.  For example, the oldest source for 

the story of the great Irish king Tuathal is a ninth century poem by Mael Mura of Othain.  

In other words, what we know about Tuathal comes from the pen of a man who lived 

some 700 years later. 

 

We won’t go into the legends surrounding Tuathal here.  Tuathal was quite a character 

and there are many stories of his great feats.  Other great rulers about whom there are 

many stories are Niall and Finn.  Their stories are covered in great detail on many 

internet web pages and wouldn’t add much to this history.  We will however, deal with 

the 57 significant Irish kings (one of which was an O’Halloran) in another chapter on 

Milesian ancestry and the role these kings played in being able to trace Irish ancestry all 

the way back to Noah and the Great Flood, if you can believe it! 

 

Saint Patrick 
 

Apart from the Irish kings, probably the most important character in early Irish history is 

St Patrick.  St Patrick is credited with all manner of things.  He is supposed to have rid 

Ireland of snakes, done clever things with the shamrock and gave us the excuse for the 

greatest piss-up of all time – St Patrick’s Day on 17th March.  While these things have an 

element of truth about them, Patrick was much more to Ireland.  During his lifetime, 

which most historians accept was during the fifth century AD, Patrick travelled across 

Ireland and Europe, bringing Christianity to the Irish, whose religion up to that time was 

polytheistic. 

 

Patrick was most likely born in 389.  he was probably Welsh and 

went by the name of Sucat.  He was raised as a Christian and was 

loyal to the Roman Empire.  Reasonably well off, Sucat should have 

had a nice quiet life, but he was kidnapped for a slave by the Irish 

when he was sixteen and taken to County Antrim.  Like all slaves, 

Patrick was put to work tending sheep on a lonely hillside, which he 

did for six years.  With time to contemplate, his thoughts turned to 

God and Christianity.  His visions convinced him that his days 

tending sheep must come to an end and that he had to escape. 

 
St Patrick 
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Not only was Patrick looking to escape slavery, he also wanted to get away from Irish 

religious beliefs.  At the time the Irish had avoided Roman occupation and so had not 

taken to Christianity.  They believed in Druidism, a belief system that Patrick found 

offensive.  He believed that Christianity was the only true religion, and it was to free the 

Irish from Druidism and convert them to Christianity that would make him return years 

later. 

 

Patrick fled the mountainside and travelled to the coast where he got passage on a boat 

bound for Europe.  According to one legend, the boat was carrying a cargo of Irish wolf 

hounds but Patrick’s reaction to another period of confinement with animals isn’t 

recorded.  Patrick’s first stop in France was St Martin’s monastery in Tours.  From there 

he went to the island sanctuary of Lerins.  The time he spent in these secluded religious 

orders gave him the chance to think about his new religious devotion and begin planning 

for the future. 

 

At the same time, the great Bishop, St Germain, had begun working in Auxerre.  

Germain was known for his great learning and his charitable works with the poor.  

Wanting to learn everything he could, Patrick travelled to Auxerre and placed himself in 

the hands of Germain.  It was there that he entered the priesthood. 

 

At around this time Britain was having a few problems. Christianity had been established 

there but people were getting very confused.  They started combining a few of the Druid 

ideas with those of the Christian Church.  One thing that gained much popularity in 

Britain was pelagianism.  Basically, this was a belief that there was no such thing as 

original sin but that humans had responsibility for their own morals and their salvation.  

The omission of the idea of original sin was offensive to the Church, which saw it as 

heresy.  The Church felt that it was losing control of the British because of these 

heretical ideas and that they might all be won over to paganism.  St Germain was given 

the job of going over to Britain to sort everyone out, and he asked Patrick to join him. 

 

In Britain, Patrick did a great job and started winning people back to the Christian 

Church.  He was spotted a s a mover and shaker and the big promotion wasn’t long in 

coming.  St Germain suggested to the Pope that Patrick was the man for the job of 

converting the Irish and sent him to Rome for a job interview.  Patrick passed with flying 

colours and was given a whole lot of important religious relics to travel back to Ireland 

with.  During the job interview, the Pope discarded Patrick’s old name of Sucat and 

christened him Patritius, or Patrick.  Patrick returned to Ireland in 433 and spent the rest 
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of his life there.  He died in 492, when over 100 years old.  To cut a long story short, 

after a lot of hard work and a few miracles thanks to the relics given him by the Pope, 

Patrick was successful in spreading the good word.  He started from nothing and by 

converting the kings he knew the rest would flow.  And it did because the kings warned 

their followers to stay away from the Druids and accept the new God, and the people 

followed. 

 

Now to the banishment of the snakes.  One of the best known miracles attributed to 

Patrick is his freeing Ireland of snakes.  According to legend, it is claimed that he 

performed an actual miracle, ridding the island of the pesky creatures with divine help.  

Some sceptics claim that the story is metaphorical, that the snakes represent the pagan 

religions that Patrick drove out of Ireland.  (In paganism, the serpent is a common 

symbol.  If Patrick drove out the snakes, he was really driving out the pagans and the 

whole thing acted as a quick story demonstrating the victory of Patrick’s Christian 

mission in Ireland.)  Still others, namely scientists, have argued that Ireland was 

separated from the rest of continental Europe at the end of the last Ice Age, and 

because snakes can’t swim, no snakes ever arrived in Ireland (or New Zealand for that 

matter), and the St Patrick story is a load of old blarney. 

 

The Viking Invaders 
 

The first recorded visit of the Vikings was in 

795.  It wasn’t a friendly visit, they came with 

some serious looting in mind and they 

plundered and burned the local church on 

Rathlin Island off the coast of Antrim.  After that 

the Scandinavian raiders seemed to have 

returned every year, their principal targets 

being the churches which were known to have 

accumulated wealth by way of gold and jewels. 

The Vikings were quick and ferocious attackers 

and the Irish didn’t stand much of a chance 

against such experienced invaders.  By 840, the 

Irish started regularly defeating the Vikings.  In 

fact the wheel turned and the Vikings realised 

that the Irish had more to offer as trading 

partners. 

 

 
Viking Raiders in Ireland 
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In 837, a Viking fleet sailed up the Liffey and established a settlement in what was to 

become Dublin.  In 850, Dublin had its first kings, Olaf the White, a Norwegian and Ivar 

the Boneless, a Dane.  Thenceforth, Dublin grew as a trading port and was in fact the 

most important and only Viking trading place in Ireland. 

 

The Irish kings seemed fairly powerless to do anything about the Vikings and let 

themselves be walked over for several decades.  Eventually they got their act together 

and convinced the Vikings to go home.  The problem was that during the twelfth and 

thirteenth centuries the Normans got involved in Irish politics and they came invading 

too.  It was the start of centuries of constant interaction between Ireland and the people 

from across the Irish Sea. 

 

More Invaders 
 

Once the Normans had paved the 

way, the English got a taste for 

Ireland and seemed to be reluctant to 

leave.  The enduring problem for the 

English was that the Irish were a 

troublesome lot and wouldn’t quietly 

accept being ruled by an English 

king.  They were constantly plotting 

and causing all kinds of problems.  

Also, they always seemed happy to 

make friends with anyone, such as 

the Scots or the French, whom the 

English hated.  During the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, Ireland was a fairly 

unsettled place and successive English kings struggled to know what to do.  At various 

times they poured troops into Ireland to try and suppress the country, or else they stuck 

their heads in the sand and tried to ignore it.  They also tried to control the Irish by laws 

which were supposed to make them more English.  The problem was that many of the 

English who settled in Ireland liked it so much they started speaking Irish, marrying Irish 

girls, and becoming like the natives. 

 

 

 

 

 
Norman Invaders 
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The English Problem 
 

Henry VIII 

The Fitzgerald family is prominent in the Australian history of the O’Hallorans.  The 

Fitzgeralds were also one of Ireland’s great ruling families and had been so for over two 

hundred years until they incurred the displeasure of the English King. 

In the 16th century, Henry VIII moved to reinforce English control over his unruly 

neighbour. He was particularly worried that France or Spain might use Ireland as a base 

from which to attack England. 

In 1534, Henry VIII tried to regain England’s influence in Ireland. The principal power 

brokers in Ireland, the Anglo-Norman FitzGeralds, Earls of Kildare, and nominally the 

representatives of the English Crown in Ireland, were in open rebellion. Henry sought 

their downfall. 

He took all power away 

from the Earls of Kildare, 

Norman noblemen who 

had long controlled English 

interests in Ireland, and 

set up more direct control. 

In 1534 the incumbent 

Earl of Kildare, "Silken 

Thomas" FitzGerald, led a 

rebellion against Henry. 

(His ancestor, John 

FitzThomas, Lord of 

Offaly, had been created 

Earl of Kildare in 1316, 

and had at that time 

received a grant of land 

from the English king. 

From this beginning, the 

FitzGeralds had during the 

following two hundred 

years built a sovereignty of great wealth and power in Ireland.) 

 

The Irish Countryside In Rebellion 
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The story goes that in 1534, Garret Og, the father of Silken Thomas, was meeting with 

Henry VIII in London. His 27-year-old son heard rumours that his father had been 

executed. Silken Thomas gathered his father’s forces and attacked Dublin and the 

English garrisons. 

This rebellion ended tragically with Thomas, together with five of his uncles, being 

executed in London at Tyburn Hill in 1537. The FitzGerald estates were divided among 

English settlers, and an English viceroy was also appointed. Thus ended the House of 

Kildare, which was never again to recover its former eminence and influence. 

In 1541, Henry succeeded in having Ireland’s Parliament declare him King of Ireland. 

He established English laws in Ireland and tried, with little success, to introduce 

Protestantism into the country. When Henry broke with the Catholic Church, he 

instigated the Protestant Reformation, which would eventually set the deeply Catholic 

Irish on a collision course with the zealously Protestant English. 

 

As well as being invaded, religion became one of the great themes of Irish history.  Since 

the time of St Patrick all had been straightforward.  Ireland and England, despite their 

differences, both accepted that the Pope was a really important guy, and in things God-

related they all took their orders from Rome.  In the sixteenth century, however, it all 

became pear-shaped.  Henry VIII decided that he didn’t like his wife anymore, and tried 

to get a divorce.  The Pope disagreed, so Henry went off in a huff and set up his own 

Church.  Protestantism was born.  Ireland didn’t take to the change well at all and 

resisted the new religion, preferring instead to keep its priests and their links with Rome. 

 

Oliver Cromwell 

The English Civil War kept most of the English busy at home for much of the 1640’s. In 

Ireland, the native Irish and Old English Catholics, allied under the 1641 Confederation 

of Kilkenny, supported Charles I against the Protestant parliamentarians in the hope of 

restoring Catholic power in the country. After Charles’ execution, the victorious Oliver 

Cromwell, leader of the parliamentarians, decided to go to Ireland and "sort them out". 

England responded with great force, despatching an army of English Civil War veterans 

under the command of Oliver Cromwell. 

When Oliver Cromwell landed with his zealously Protestant troops at Dublin on 15th 

August 1649, the fate of the Catholic Irish was sealed. He rampaged through the 

country, leaving a trail of death behind him and shipping many of the defeated as slaves 
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to the Caribbean. Under the Act of Settlement (1652) others were dispossessed and 

exiled to the harsh and infertile lands in the west of Ireland, in the province of 

Connaught. Two million hectares of land were confiscated - more than a quarter of the 

country - and handed over to Cromwell’s supporters, many of whom remained to settle 

the land. 

This national revolt 

of the Irish people 

was brutally 

crushed by Oliver 

Cromwell between 

1649 and 1650, its 

people murdered by 

the tens of 

thousands, the 

Catholic religion 

outlawed, and the 

rights of its native 

people reduced to 

little more than 

livestock. 

By the time the English had completely subjugated the entire island in 1653, the 

combination of massacres, pestilence, and starvation had killed between half and two-

thirds of the Irish people; untold thousands of others were shipped off into slavery in the 

American colonies and the West Indies. Those who could fled to the Continent, 

reminiscent of The Flight of the Earls earlier in the century. Cromwell’s tour of Ireland 

has never been forgotten. 

In 1653 Colonel Edward Doyle, an Irish mercenary officer, was granted a licence by the 

English to recruit and transport 3,000 Irish soldiers to Flanders for service in the Spanish 

Army. (No doubt this was allowed by the English in order to be rid of another 3,000 Irish 

fighting men.) 

Worse followed when the English Parliament declared that after the 1st of May 1654, 

under penalty of death, no Irish could live east of the River Shannon and only those who 

could prove they had not been rebels could own land west of the Shannon. All the lands 

east of the Shannon were divided among Protestant settlers. 

 

Cromwell's Soldiers: All ruthless veterans of the English Civil War. 
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In 1641 when The Rising began, nearly 80% of the land in Ireland belonged to Catholics. 

By the year 1665 only 20% remained in Catholic hands. By 1703, less than 5% of the 

land of Ulster was still in the hands of the Catholic Irish. 

 

England tried to change 

Ireland by sending over 

Protestant settlers by a 

process of plantation, but 

that simply set up two 

separate communities who 

deeply distrusted each 

other.  In the end it all 

came down to a royal war 

between Protestant King 

William and Catholic King 

James at the battle of the 

Boyne.  William won and 

the last hope of a Catholic 

on the English throne 

disappeared. 

 

Ireland and England 

struggled to find a way to 

get along with each other 

during the eighteenth and  nineteenth centuries.  The British were a bit paranoid.  They 

still saw Ireland as a troublesome, backward place dominated by Catholicism.  This was 

a real pain as Britain was busy trying to build an Empire and see off annoying European 

enemies such as the French.  The real problem was that the Irish, in search of some 

level of independence, encouraged the French to help them in a rebellion in 1798.  The 

whole period saw an upswing in demands for some form of liberty for Ireland.  At first, 

and spearheaded by Daniel O’Connell, these demands were just for religious freedom, 

but in the second half of the nineteenth century, they changed into political demands for 

national freedom. 

 

The Great Famine 

The Great Famine is probably the most significant reason that Michael and his brother 

John, along with Roger O’Halloran and his family emigrated to Australia.  It might seem 

 
Lands Reserved for Transplanted Irish - 1653 
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that a disproportionate amount of space has been accorded to this event but of all Irish 

history, this is by far the most important in the history of the O’Hallorans who came to 

Australia. 

"The Great Hunger" or "Potato Famine" began in Ireland towards the Autumn of 1845, 

and continued up to 1851, and ended in the deaths of an estimated 1,000,000 Irish 

men, women, and children (or about one out of every nine inhabitants). 

To understand the Great Famine, one must realize the expanding population of early 

1800’s Ireland and the growing dependency on a single crop - the potato. To realize why 

it lasted for five years one must understand the politics, culture, and economics of the 

time, since full crop failures did not occur every year between 1845 and 1850. 

 

In 1800, some 5,000,000 people lived in Ireland. By 

the autumn of 1845, when the Great Famine struck, 

there were more than 8,000,000. This was the largest 

increase in the population of Ireland in history. 

The "white" potato, known today as the Irish potato, 

originated in the Andean Mountains. In 1532 the 

Spanish arrived in north Peru and it is speculated that 

they brought the potato to Europe in the second half 

of the 16th Century. By 1800, the potato had taken 

root and 90% of the Irish population was dependent 

on the potato as their primary means of caloric intake 

and as an export. 

In September of 1845, a fungus called Phytophthora 

Infestans was infecting Ireland’s potato crops, devastating the potato population. More 

than half the Irish potato crop fail in 1845. This event is what started The Great Famine 

in Ireland. 

The next year, 1846, the Irish potato crop was destroyed again. By 1847 ("Black ’47") 

the impact of the famine spelled doom for Ireland. Nearly one quarter of the population 

died from starvation or disease, while one eighth of the people fled the country, all 

occurring in a five-year period between 1845 to 1850. This was the greatest catastrophe 

of the 19th Century. 

 

Desperate Days – Clare 1847 
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While the blight provided the catalyst for the famine, the calamity was essentially man-

made, a poison of blind politics, scientific ignorance, rural suppression, and enforced 

poverty. 

The Protestant landlords 

sent badly needed grain to 

England, instead of 

helping the Catholic 

peasants (cottiers and 

labourers). The peasants 

were poor, so the grain 

was sent to English 

merchants for the profit 

and to help offset the loss 

in rent. The effects of this 

were multiplied by the fact 

that the English 

Parliament was reluctant 

to send any food to Ireland. One official declared in 1846, "it is not the intention at all to 

import food for the use of the people in Ireland." 

Although the net export of food out of Ireland decreased over the Famine period, more 

than 26,000,000 bushels of grain were exported from Ireland to England, in 1845 alone. 

Shipping records indicate that 9,992 Irish calves were exported to England during "Black 

‘47", a 33% increase from the previous year. Irish grain was exported, while cheap 

Indian corn meal was imported to feed the peasants. What was not known at the time, 

however, was that this corn meal contained little or no nutrients and only contributed 

further to the spread of disease. Most Famine victims died from malnutrition-related 

diseases such as dropsy, dysentery, typhus, scurvy and cholera, rather than directly 

from starvation. 

For many the only alternative to starvation, and the only reaction to eviction, was 

emigration. 

An estimated 1,500,000 Irish emigrated from 1845 to 1851, and upwards of 45% of 

them were dying of starvation or disease in cramped quarters aboard the "coffin ships" 

on their journey, or shortly after their arrival in the New World. 

 

 

 

A Starving Irish Family - 1848 
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The overall impacts of the Great Famine included: 

 the decline of the Irish language and customs (in 1835, the number of Irish 

speakers was estimated at 4,000,000 ... in 1851, only 2,000,000 spoke Irish as 

their first language) 

 the devastation of the landless labourer class and the small tenant farmer 

 a treeless landscape in many parts of Ireland 

 the shells of homes that were rendered uninhabitable after landlords evicted their 

tenants 

 a massive decrease in farms of 15 acres or less 

 Irish emigrants scattered around the globe 

The Connacht Counties of Ireland suffered the worst with the populations of Clare and 

Mayo declining by 29%.  In the southeast Leinster the population declined as follows: 

Carlow by 21%; Wexford by 11%; and Wicklow by 22%. 

Huge numbers of Irish settlers who found 

their way abroad, particularly to the U.S.A. 

and Australia, carried with them a lasting 

bitterness. Irish-American wealth would later 

find its way back to Ireland to finance to 

finance the independence struggle. 

Today there are over 5,000,000 people in 

Ireland, while it is estimated there are 

upwards of 70,000,000 people of Irish descent 

throughout the world. 

 

By the end of the nineteenth century many 

people in Ireland were sick and tired of British 

rule and wanted to do something about it.  

The first big move was a cultural one that 

convinced Irish people to embrace their own 

culture.  If they wanted to be truly Irish they 

had to stop adopting British habits.  The Cultural Revival, as it was called, encouraged 

people to speak Irish, read Irish plays and novels and play Irish games.  There would be 

 

Emigrants Leaving Ireland 
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no more cricket for the Irish.  The success of the Cultural Revival found an echo in 

politics and demands for Home Rule (political freedom from Britain) increased. 

 

It was all looking good for Ireland until a million Germans heaved into view and started 

the First World War.  The War fractured politics in Ireland and led to the rise of the Sinn 

Fein and the IRA.  They fought a war against the British and won a partial freedom for 

Ireland in 1922.  A partitioned Ireland – Northern Ireland as part of Britain and the 

Republic of Ireland as a separate State – was always an uncomfortable fit, and the whole 

thing exploded into violence in the 1960s.  The troubles in Northern Ireland lasted for 

over thirty years and were violent and bloody.  Fortunately, it now looks like it may all 

be behind us and now many parts of Ireland have become very wealthy and it’s a trendy 

place. 

 

Now don’t you feel a whole lot more Irish for having dipped into some Irish history? 
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Chapter 2 
 
The Irish Ancestors 
 
Although all the O’Hallorans know that their ancestors came from Ireland that is about 

all that most of us know.  When we asked our parents that question, if we ever did, all 

we got in reply was either, “It was a long time ago, and everyone has forgotten exactly 

where our grandparents lived,” or “From Ireland”. 

 

If we were smart enough to ask why they came to Australia, the usual reply was, “To 

join the gold rushes.” 

 

Even when I was well into adulthood, I was under the impression that my grandfather, 

Daniel O’Halloran, had come from Ireland because that is exactly what my grandmother, 

Gerte, told me.  She also said that she had come from County Cork in Ireland.  Imagine 

my amazement, when in 2002, I started seriously delving into this family research 

business and discovered that none of what I had been told by a seemingly very reliable 

witness was true. 

 

Why would she have given me such misinformation?  She was in her eighties at the time 

and I was about 22 so it wouldn’t have been to fob me off like some irritating child.  In 

fact, Gerte was born in Australia, as was her husband, Daniel.  Both their parents had 

emigrated from Ireland, but from County Clare in the west of Ireland, not from Cork 

which is in the south.  Generally speaking, I think people of that era didn’t pay too much 

attention to where they had come from.  It was important that they were here and they 

didn’t know what the ‘Old Country’ was like so they had no nostalgic memories to 

reminisce about.  Their own parents were too busy with the hard slog of eking out a 
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living on unforgiving land from dawn til dusk to think too much about their homeland 

either.  In fact, their parent’s own lives in Ireland had been so depressing, they were 

grateful for what they had in the new country, and so their own ‘olden days’ were best 

forgotten and were probably never discussed with their children.  In that way, their 

heritage backgrounds gradually disappeared in the mists of time. 

 

Lots of Australians can trace their family history back to Ireland.  In fact, at various 

times it has been suggested that one in every three Australians has an Irish ancestor 

somewhere in their background.  The Irish came to Australia in huge numbers during the 

mid-nineteenth century when famine forced many of them to seek a new life in a 

different land.  Some were shipped out as convicts but many more followed the lure of 

gold when it was discovered in Australia and some simply responded to Government 

advertisements posted around their home villages offering plentiful work on the land, 

with good wages in return. 

 

As can be seen from examining the birth, death and marriage certificates of those who 

came from Ireland, the information gathered by Government organisations responsible 

for such things in Australia during the colonial period, usually referred to them only as 

originating from Ireland, perhaps with the County being the closest we get to a home 

address. 

 

Tracing ancestors in Ireland is a complex task and the more we can determine about 

those relatives the better placed we will be to track down that elusive detail.  For 

example, if we can establish the name of the village or town they came from, we can 

determine some likely records to search.  The sorts of records available in Ireland are 

held in a wide variety of places.  Civil recording of births marriages and deaths did not 

begin in Ireland until 1864.  As a result, Church Parish registers remain the main source 

of genealogical data for the early nineteenth century.  These records contain a wealth of 

information but they are held in individual parishes and there are 47 of these in Clare 

alone.  Land records that might contain details of tenant farmers who held leases for the 

land they farmed, are also held in records based on the Parish system.  Unfortunately, 

there is no single register in the public domain that combines all this information, 

making it essential that at least the Parish in which the ancestors lived is known.  

Otherwise, such a significant amount of research would be required as to render the task 

almost impossible. 

 

The earliest O’Hallorans in our family who arrived in Australia were Michael, in about 

1860 and his younger brother John, who landed here some years later, probably in 
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1871.  Sister Hanorah arrived in October 1871 after marrying her sweetheart John Liddy 

in New York.  Perusal of their Marriage and Death documents state that their parents 

were Joseph O’Halloran and Hanorah Hurley.  Although both John and Hanorah’s 

documents refer to their mother as Anne, this is understood to be an accepted derivation 

of Hanorah.  In fact, Hanorah herself was known as Annie during her Australian years. 

 

Michael’s documents provide us with nothing more than County Clare as his birthplace.  

However, John’s Death Certificate states he was born in Ennis, County Clare which 

narrows the search down very slightly.  John’s Marriage Certificate is unhelpful in that it 

wrongly records his birthplace as Sandhurst.  Perhaps Father Reilly was little too 

enthusiastic in filling in the details!   

 

We shouldn’t forget that Michael’s wife Margaret was also an O’Halloran but of an 

entirely different family.  She also arrived in Australia with her father Roger and several 

siblings in around 1860.  The various certificates of Roger’s family give no further clues 

as to the family’s Irish origins apart from the usual ‘County Clare’.  However, Roger’s 

gravestone at White Hills cemetery, Bendigo goes one step further.  Its inscription, as 

shown in the photo below, says he was a ‘Native if Clonleaugh, County Clare, Ireland.’ 

 

To give us some idea of what Clonlea 

may have been like during Roger’s 

lifetime, the Parliamentary Gazeteer of 

Ireland, 1845 includes the following 

entry: 

 

Parliamentary Gazeteer of Ireland 
1845 

   
Clonlea, or Clonleigh  

A parish on the western border of the 
barony of Lower Tulla, 4 miles north by 
east of Six-mile-Bridge, Co. Clare, 
Munster. It contains the village of 
KILKISHEN. Length, south-east by 
southward, 5½ miles; breadth, from ¾ of 
a mile to 3¼ miles; area, 8,833 acres, 2 
roods, 36 perches, of which 140 acres, 3 
roods, 3 perches, are in Lough 
Culleaungheeda, 12 acres, 2 roods, 32 
perches, are in Lough Doon, and 361 
acres, 3 roods, are in other lakes. Pop., in 
1831, 3,105; in 1841, 3,749. Houses 579. 
Pop. of the rural districts, in 1841, 3,190. 
Houses 494.   
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The surface is chiefly pastoral, and partly mountainous; and it lies within the basin of the rivulet 
Ougarnee. Lough Cullaungheeda lies on the north-west boundary, and has an elevation above sea-level 
of 97 feet; Lough Doon lies on the north-east boundary, and has an elevation of 96 feet; Lough 
Clonleigh, a very large sheet of water, lies wholly in the interior, and has an elevation of 98 feet; and 
the other noticeable lakes are Clonbrick, a little south of Lough Clonleigh, and Castle-lake on the 
southern boundary.  

The seats are Mount-Baylee, Lake-Kyle-House, Lakeview, Killeen, Scart, Sunville, Kilkishen, 
Glenwood, and Belvoir, the last the residence of J. D. Wilson, Esq. This parish is a rectory, and a 
vicarage, in the dio. of Killaloe. The rectory is part of the benefice of O’MULLOD. Rectorial tithe 
composition, £79 12s. The vicarage is a separate benefice. Vicarial tithe composition, £92 6s. 1½d.; 
glebe, £42. Gross income, £166 12s. 1½d.; nett, £107 13s 6d. Patron, the diocesan. A curate has a 
stipend of £75.  

The church was built, in 1811, by means of a gift of £738 9s. 2¾d. from the late Board of First Fruits. 
Sittings 120; attendance 35. Two Roman Catholic chapels are attended by respectively 700 and 250. In 
1834, the Protestants amounted to 60, and the Roman Catholics to 3,274; a classical school was kept by 
the vicar; and 6 other daily schools-one of which was a parochial free-school under the super-
intendence of the vicar, and another was a National school salaried with £10 from the Board-had on 
their books 286 boys and 196 girls. 

The Parliamentary Gazeteer of Ireland, 1845 
Courtesy of Clare Local Studies Project 

 

Apart from the Parish registers of births, deaths and marriages there are some other 

records that could provide valuable assistance in locating early Irish ancestors.  The first 

of these is the Griffiths Valuation Survey.  In order to acquire accurate information to 

levy local taxes, uniform valuations of land throughout Ireland needed to be undertaken.  

Sir Richard Griffith was appointed Commissioner of Valuation, and between 1830 and 

1864 carried out three property valuations of the country.  The Valuations conducted 

from the 1840s were published between 1848 and 1864 as The Primary Valuation of 

Ireland, known as the Griffith’s Valuation.  It is important to remember that the 

information contained in Griffith’s may have been recorded from one to four years before 

publication.  Nevertheless this resource lists over a million names and covers 17% of the 

population. 

 

The 1837 Griffiths Valuation of Ireland for the Parish of Clonlea, County Clare contains 

three entries that might be relevant to our search: 

 

Surname Forename Townland Parish County 

Halloran Michael Cloonloum More Clonlea County 

Halloran Thomas Cloonloum Beg Clonlea County 

Halloran Thomas Cloonloum More Clonlea County 

 

 

It is noted that the ‘O’ is missing from the surname but this was not unusual in the mid-

19th century as a result of religious persecution by the English, and should not cause us 
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to discard these references, particularly if we remember that both Michael and Margaret 

signed themselves as ‘Halloran’ on their Marriage Certificate.  It is disappointing that 

Roger O’Halloran’s name does not appear in Griffith’s because he was known to have 

been a farmer in Ireland.  Perhaps he was not living in Clonlea in 1837. 

 

There is another index that is often useful in genealogical searches and that is the Tithe 

Applotment Survey.  Tithes were a form of tax which people of all religious 

denominations were obliged to pay to maintain the Church of Ireland, which was the 

Established Church until 1867.  There was a great deal of resentment from Catholics, 

Presbyterians and others towards this tax.  Between 1823 and 1837 a land valuation was 

conducted throughout Ireland to decide the amount if tithe payable by each landholder.  

Tithes were an unfair tax, as the burden fell unfairly on the poor.  Different types of land 

attracted different ratings.  For example, in Munster, tithes were levied on potato 

patches but not on grazing land so that large landholders were not required to pay tithes 

on land used for sheep grazing, etc.  Nor were town or city dwellers liable for the tax.  

This filtering of Irish society means that the records are not comprehensive but 

nevertheless, they are a good source for finding ancestors. 

 

The table below shows some names extracted from the 1827 Tithe Applotment Survey 

conducted in County Clare. 

 

Surname Forename Title Townland Parish Note 

Halloran Timothy  Kilkishen Clonlea  

Halleran John   Newpark Clonlea  

Hurley Thomas   Ballyvorgil Clonlea Patrick McDonagh & Thomas Hurley 

Halleran Connor    Knockaclune Clonlea Connor & Mich'l Halleran 

Halleran Mich'l   Knockaclune Clonlea Connor & Mich'l Halleran 

Halleran   Widow Clonloum Clonlea
Jno & Maurice McGrath, James Collins & 
Widow Halleran 

Halleran Mich'l   Clonloum Clonlea Mich'l, Connor & Roger Halleran 

Halleran Connor   Clonloum Clonlea Mich'l, Connor & Roger Halleran 

Halleran Roger   Clonloum Clonlea Mich'l, Connor & Roger Halleran 

Halleran Tho's   Oatfield Clonlea [with 5 others] 

 

It would appear that the Roger Halleran reference is the most promising and the Thomas 

Hurley item could also be worth following up to see if there is any connection to 

Michael’s mother Hanorah.  At this stage of our research it is unclear how useful these 

entries might be but they are included here in the hope of assisting future inquiries. 
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To fully understand the above the above tables, it is probably useful to define what is 

meant by the terms ‘Townland’ and ‘Parish’.   

 

The townland is the smallest unit of land area used in Ireland.  Townlands vary from less 

than ten acres to several thousand acres in size.  These are ancient divisions, but in the 

ancient Gaelic system there were a number of land measures, all set sizes.  According to 

William Nolan in Irish Genealogy, a Record Finder, townlands became standardised as a 

basic land division in the 17th century because they had been used repeatedly in land 

transactions and surveys.  But the English had taken a number of different land 

measures of different sizes and called them all townlands, in the process eliminating 

some and combining others.  There are about 64,000 townlands in Ireland. 

 

Parishes are extremely important land divisions and are based on Church of Ireland 

Parishes.  There are about 2,500 parishes in Ireland, 47 of them in Clare.  Civil parishes 

contain a number of townlands as well as towns and villages.  Civil parishes can be in 

more than one County and this can be confusing when searching records.  Catholic 

parishes are not land divisions but may straddle civil parishes. 

 

Sometimes occupations can provide a clue to where someone might have lived.  The 

information recorded for Joseph in the documentation is not consistent enough to be of 

much assistance.  For example, in Michael’s Marriage Certificate, Joseph is recorded as a 

‘labourer’ while on the Death Certificate his occupation is shown as ‘tailor’.  John’s 

documents are at least consistent with Joseph being shown as a ‘farmer’ on both.  Where 

the idea that Joseph might have been a tailor came from is anybody’s guess and is yet to 

be shown to have any validity. 

 

The Corofin Research – Part 1 
Michael O’Halloran’s Ancestry 

 

In 1995 the Clare Heritage Centre was engaged by Jan Cleland and Ann Poelsma to 

conduct initial research on the O’Halloran family.  The Centre is a voluntary, non-profit 

making organisation that offers professional family tracing services to those wishing to 

trace their Clare roots.   The Centre holds indexed data of more than 500,000 births 

transcribed from the Parish registers. 

 

In April 1996, the Centre responded with an interim report which actually said very little 

of any use but tantalisingly offered far greater detail on the payment of further monies.  

As the O’Hallorans in Australia knew almost nothing about their Irish ancestors it was 
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agreed to take the matter further and the Centre was asked to proceed.  Naturally, 

another bank draft accompanied the request.  There was some trepidation in Australia as 

to whether the money would be well spent as there have been many stories of family 

research scams conducted by unscrupulous Irish ‘researchers’.  Thankfully, the Clare 

Heritage Centre is a reputable organisation and the results were not disappointing. 

 

Reprinted below is the reply received from the Centre.  This response was based on 

information contained in Michael O’Halloran’s Marriage and Death Certificates, both of 

which named his Father as Joseph O’Halloran and his Mother as Honorah Hurley 

 

The O’Halloran surname was quite strong in Co. Clare during the last century with our Master Index of 

Baptisms recording just over 930 families of the name.   

 

Dr Edward McLysaghtin his book “Irish Families, Their Names and Origins” which was published in the 

late 1950s gives the following account of the name: 

 

O’Halloran – In Irish, O hAllmhurain, is the name of two distinct septs (A sept is an English word for 

a division of a family, especially a division of a clan. The word might have its origin from Latin septum 

"enclosure, fold" – ed.)  These were located in the adjoining Counties of Clare and Galway 

where their present-day descendants are numerous, though seldom found in Leinster or Ulster.  The 

propinquity of these two Counties makes it a matter of doubt to which sept dwellers on their border 

belong, except in cases where a pedigree or family tradition exists.  The County Galway sept, whose 

slogan was “Clan Fearghaile abu”, were chiefs of Clan Fearghaile, an extensive territory near Lough 

Corrib: they were the original proprietors of lands on the western boundary of Galway City.  They 

retained their leading position in Iar-Connacht to the end of the sixteenth century for they appear as 

such in the “Composition Book of Connacht” (1585).  The Clare sept is of the same stock as the 

MacNamaras of Thomond.  They were located in Ogonnelloe on the shore of Lough Derg and spread 

southwards in to County Limerick.  Though originally of less importance than their Galway 

namesakes, they have, however, produced all the notable men of the name. 

 

Sylvester O’Halloran (1728 – 1807), surgeon and eye-specialist, historian, antiquary and Irish 

language enthusiast, and his brother the Rev. Joseph Ignatius O’Halloran, SJ, (1718 – 1800), 

Professor of Philosophy at Bordeaux, were born and bred in Limerick, as was Sir Joseph O’Halloran 

(1763 – 1843), who, though he served for fifty years with distinction in the British Army, retained his 

association with Limerick until his death.  He had eight sons in the same service, two of whom, Thomas 

and William, subsequently became prominent in Australia.  Another of the name, Laurence Hynes 

O’Halloran (1766 – 1831), after an adventurous life as a poet, sailor, teacher and wanderer, was 

transported to Australia and ended up as a headmaster of a school in Sydney. 
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The first task in doing this research was to try and locate a record of marriage between Michael 

O’Halloran’s parents, namely Joseph O’Halloran and Honora Hurley.  This search involved a full and 

detailed study of all available marriage registers at our disposal.  However, after an extensive search 

through same, I regret to report that we failed to uncover the relevant entry.  Therefore, we would have to 

assume that the couple were married in a Parish in the County where the registers were simply not old 

enough to record data on the event. 

 

The next step involved a study of all available Baptismal registers for the County in the hope of uncovering 

particulars on the birth/baptism of the children of Joseph O’Halloran and Honora Hurley.  This time I am 

pleased to report that our search proved successful. 

 

Joseph O’Halloran and Honora Hurley were recorded as having the following children here in Co. Clare: 

 

Michael Baptised 
Sponsors 

Michael’s birth appears to have gone un-recorded.  
However, his Death Certificate shows him to have 
been 60 years of age in 1903, placing his birth 
sometime in 1842-43.  He was therefore Joseph and 
Honorah’s eldest child 
 

Honora Baptised 
Sponsors 

23 November 1845 
Michael O’Halloran and Mary Griffey 
 

Patrick Baptised 
Sponsors 

14 February 1853 
Thomas McMahon and Anne Hawkins 
 

John Baptised 
Sponsors 

5 August 1855 
Michael O’Halloran and Mary Griffey 
 

Joseph Baptised 
Sponsors 

15 August 1858 
James and Bridget O’Halloran 

 

The dates above are Baptismal dates.  However, in those days because of the very high level of infant 

mortality, children were baptised within a few days of birth.  So, while Honora was baptised on 23rd 

November, 1845, it would be reasonable to assume that she was born sometime between 19th and 23rd of 

that month. 

 

As to the fact that Michael’s baptism has not been recorded, the Priest obviously neglected to record the 

event.  This was not that unusual for those times.  Indeed, even in the best kept Parish registers, it is 

estimated that up to 30% of baptisms went unrecorded.  What this means of course, is that while Joseph and 

Honora were recorded as having four children between 1845 and 1858, (not including Michael), there may 

have been other instances of the baptisms not being recorded. 

 

The above children were baptised in what is today known as the ecclesiastical Parish of Quin-Clooney 

which at one time comprised the old Civil Parishes of Quin and Clooney.   
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At their baptisms, the Priest recorded their address as 

Knockaroe.  Knockaroe is not a Townland in its own 

right but is rather a sub-division of the bigger Townland 

of Rylane.  Rylane is a Townland of approximately 849 

acres, situated in the old Civil Paris of Clooney.  From 

the enclosed copy of the old Ordnance Survey Map, it 

will be noted that the Townland of Rylane is about four 

miles north of the little village of Quin and approximately 

three miles north-west of the town of Tulla. 

 

The Michael O’Halloran, James O’Halloran and Bridget 

O’Halloran listed above as sponsors or godparents at the 

baptisms of the O’Halloran children were, in all 

probability, siblings of Joseph O’Halloran.  Sponsors or 

godparents were often close relatives of the family.  

Based on this theory we examined all families listed 

above as sponsors in the hope of uncovering connections 

between these families and the families of O’Halloran 

and Hurley.  This search uncovered a possible link between a Hawkins and O’Halloran family, the details 

of which are as follows: 

 

John Hawkins and his wife Mary O’Halloran were recorded as  having a daughter in the Parish of Quin-

Clooney:   Bridget, baptised on 27th March, 1846.  The sponsors were Tom Hawkins and Anne O’Neill.  

While we cannot be absolutely certain, we believe there is a possibility that Mary O’Halloran, who was 

married to John Hawkins, may have been Joseph O’Halloran’s sister.  However, owing to the age, condition 

and limited information contained in the existing records, we cannot be absolutely certain of this. 

 

The earliest 

available Land 

Records that we 

have for the area in 

which the family 

lived are the Tithe 

Applotment Books 

of the mid 1820s.  

Tithe was a tax on 

all agricultural land 

(originally a tenth 

of the produce) and 

it was paid by 

 

Baptismal Font From Old Clooney Church 

 

The Old Parish Church at Clooney 
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people of all religious denominations towards 

the upkeep of the Established Church of that 

day, the Church of Ireland.  The tax aroused 

much resentment on religious grounds as the 

country was four-fifths Roman Catholic and 

the distress that followed the Napoleonic 

Wars forced the replaced payment in kind by 

payment in cash by local landlords.   

 

The information differs from parish to parish, 

but in most part gives the name of the tithe 

payer, the acreage of his farm subject to tithe, 

and the amount of tithe paid.  Taken together, 

the Tithe Applotment Books virtually form a 

census of landholders around the year 1830, a 

few years before the massive emigration 

resulting from the “Great Famine.”  These 

records do not include a list of the householders in rural or urban areas but contain only the names of those 

who occupied titheable land. 

The Tithe Applotment Books for the old Civil Parish of Clooney are dated 1825.  We duly examined these 

books but failed to uncover any evidence of either an O’Halloran or a Hurley holding land or property at 

Rylane at this early stage.  However, this would not necessarily mean the family did not reside in the 

Townland, just that they held no titheable property. 

 

The next available Land Records are dated are the Griffith Valuation Books of 1855. The Griffith Valuation 

of 1855 was undertaken to determine the amount of tax each tenant should pay towards the support of of the 

poor within his Poor Law Union.  In addition to giving the name of the occupier or tenant, it provides the 

name of the immediate lessor, the name of the Townland or city location, the area and value of the holding 

and the value of the house.  These records contain the names of every householder and every occupier of 

land during this period. 

 

These 1855 Land Records show Joseph O’Halloran as leasing a house, office (shed) and land at Rylane.  

The are of the land totals 132 acres, 2 roods, 11 perches.  He is shown as sharing this with a Michael 

McNamara, Anne Malley, John McNamara, Michael O’Halloran, John Ryan, Daniel Minihan and Michael 

Kearney.  Joseph’s share of this land was shown as just ₤1-10-0.  This would suggest that it was very poor 

agricultural class land.  The house was valued at just 5 shillings.  This brought Joseph O’Halloran’s total 

property valuation at Rylane to ₤1-15-0.  he was shown as leasing the property from Mary Creagh. 

 

The Michael O’Halloran who is listed as sharing the adjoining property, and whose land was valued at ₤7-

10-0 , with his house valued at 15 shillings may have been a relative, probably a brother of Joseph 

 
Extract from the “Topographical Dictionary of 

Ireland” - 1837 
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O’Halloran.  However, owing to the limited information contained in the surviving land records we have no 

way of knowing whether in fact they were related. 

 

 

Griffiths Valuations for Rylane Townland - 1835 
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Clare Parishes showing the proximity of Tulla to Quin and Feakle 
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From a study of the later records at our disposal it would appear that your great-grandfather’s (Michael) 

brother Patrick O’Halloran, who was born at Rylane in 1853, inherited the family property there from his 

father, Joseph. 

 

Our records show that Patrick O’Halloran married one Mary Flanagan in the Roman Catholic Church in 

Clooney on 6th September, 1878.  The Civil Record of this marriage, which is held at the Courthouse in 

Ennis, shows that Patrick O’Halloran was “full age” at the time of his marriage, his occupation being that of 

a shopkeeper.  Rylane was recorded as his address at the time.  Patrick’s father was shown to have been 

Joseph O’Halloran, a farmer.  Mary Flanagan is shown to have been the daughter of Daniel Flanagan, also a 

farmer.  The witnesses at the marriage were Daniel Flanagan and Kate Daffy.  Father Daniel Corbett was 

shown to have married the couple.  From the enclosed copy of the Marriage entry  it can be noted that both 

Patrick and Mary signed the Register. 

 

After their marriage in 1878, Patrick and Mary resided on the O’Halloran property at Rylane where they 

were recorded as having the following children: 

 

Mary Ellen Baptised 
Sponsors 

13 July 1883 
Michael and Bridget Flanagan 
 

Julia Baptised 
Sponsors 

31 May 1885 
John and Mary O’Halloran 
 

Eliza Baptised 
Sponsors 

15 April 1887 
Patrick Flanagan and Mary Anne Clune 
 

Helen Baptised 
Sponsors 

23 August 1889 
John and Nora O’Halloran 
 

Michael Baptised 
Sponsors 

10 May 1891 
Michael and Mary O’Halloran 
 

Nora Baptised 
Sponsors 

21 May 1893 
Mary Anne and Thomas Clune 
 

Catherine Baptised 
Sponsors 

1 May 1894 
John Murphy and Mary Halloran 
 

Teresa Baptised 
Sponsors 

7 May 1897 
Patrick and Nora Digadon 
 

Daniel Baptised 
Sponsors 

14 July 1899 
Michael Flanagan and Nora Digadon 
 

 

The above children would all have nephews and nieces of Michael O’Halloran who settled in Australia in 

the 1860s. 

 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

42 

The oldest official Census in Ireland dates back to April 1901.  This lists the following people residing at 

the O’Halloran home in Rylane, that is, the house in which Michael O’Halloran was born. 

 

Patrick O’Halloran, head of the family.  The Census shows that he could read and write both Irish and 

English.  His occupation is shown as farmer and living with him was his wife Mary and their children John, 

Julia, Eliza, Helen, Michael, Catherine Teresa and Daniel. 

 

The Census describes the O’Halloran home in 1901 as having stone walls, a thatched roof, two windows to 

the front and two rooms.  

 

Church Registers during the 19th century did not record deaths.  In fact, deaths were not recorded until the 

commencement of the Civil Registration in 1864.  Here at the Centre over the past number of months we 

have been indexing the Civil Death Registers from their commencement in 1864 up to the late 1930 period.  

Consequently, we are now in a position to provide you with details in relation to all recorded deaths in the 

O’Halloran family at Rylane during the above-mentioned timeframe: 

 

On 3rd April, 1866, Michael’s brother Joseph, who was born at Rylane in 1858, died there aged 8 years.  He 

was described as a farmer’s son.  Scarletina, which he had had for three days was recorded as the cause of 

death.  His father, Joseph, registered the death and signed his mark with an “X”. 

 

On 20th May, 1893, your great-grandmother Honora (Norah or Ann Hurley) O’Halloran died at Rylane.  

She was described as the wife of a farmer.  Her age was given as 70 years, thus born in 1823.  Cause of 

death was shown as “old age”.  Her husband Joseph registered the death and again he signed his mark with 

an “X”. 

 

On 13th July, 1893, Nora O’Halloran, the daughter of Patrick O’Halloran and Mary Flanagan, and niece of 

Michael O’Halloran died at Rylane.  She was described as thew daughter of a farmer.  Debility from birth 

was recorded as the cause of death.  Her father Patrick was shown as registering her death and he signed the 

Register with his signature. 

 

On 1st April, 1901, Teresa O’Halloran who was born in 1897 to Patrick O’Halloran and Mary Flanagan, 

another niece of Michael, died at Rylane.  Tonsillitis, which she had for four days was registered as the 

cause of death.  Her death wa registered by her father Patrick. 

 

On 9th April, 1918, Mary (Flanagan) O’Halloran died at Rylane.  She was Patrick’s wife and Michael’s 

sister-in-law.  Mary, who was 57 years of age died from pneumonia after fourteen days of illness.  The 

death was registered by daughter Catherine. 

 

On 10th August 1927, Michael’s brother Patrick died at Rylane, aged 68 years.  He was described as a 

widower.  His occupation was shown as farmer and probable cause of death was shown as valvular disease 
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of the heart.  His daughter Lizzie (Eliza) Garrihy was shown to have registered the death.  At this time she 

was shown to have been living in Ennis. 

 

From the above, you will note that the death of  Michael’s father Joseph went unrecorded..  We know from 

surviving records that he was alive in 1893 as he was shown to have registered his wife’s death in that year.  

The fact that he was not recorded in the 1901 Census would suggest that he must have died some time 

between 1893 and 1901.  The fact that we failed to uncover a record of his death at Rylane would not 

necessarily mean that he did not reside at Rylane, in that it is very possible that his death went unrecorded.  

In this context it is worth bearing in mind that it was estimated that there was a 30% omission rate from the 

Civil Registers during the period under review. 

 

Coming right up to the present day, we find a study of the Current Register of Electors (1985-86), that there 

are no longer any O’Halloran families living at Rylane.  Nevertheless, it might be worthwhile writing to 

some of the people who today live in this small rural townland in an effort to determine whether or not they 

may have any knowledge of your family who once resided at this address.  The postal address would simply 

be Rylane, Carrahan, Quin, Co. Clare, Ireland. 

 

This completes our research.  We hope you are happy with same and should you have any questions arising 

from the results of our work please do not hesitate to contact me. 

Antoinette O’Brien – May 1996 

 

Based on the research conducted by the Clare Heritage Centre, and our own 

investigations and findings, the sketch of the above family tree will give readers a visual 

presentation of how the Irish genesis flourished in Australia. 

 

It is clear from the Corofin research that the home town of the Irish ancestors of the 

‘Balranald’ O’Hallorans was Clooney and it might be worthwhile to now explore a little bit 

about the place. 

 

Clooney takes its name from the Irish word for ‘meadow’.  Irish historian John 

O’Donovan (1806-1861), visited Clooney in 1839 but dismissed the old church there as 

being “not one of much antiquity nor antiquarian interest”.  Today’s ultra modern parish 

church would certainly have merited some comment from him.  In his introduction to the 

parish he referred to the people of Clooney as ‘aborigines’ and found it unnecessary to 

say one word about how the name of the parish was derived. 
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The Irish Descendants Tree – Based on the Corofin Research 

 

 

Clooney Castle was then described as being about two 

hundred yards to the north of the church but only twenty 

feet of the castle walls remained standing.  The castle was 

listed in 1580 as the property of Donogh O’Grady and it is 

quite possible that Donogh himself built the castle. The castle 

was a small tower house, built of limestone. Much of it has 

collapsed, and the ruins are almost entirely covered with ivy 

 

Clooney House is now a ruin with only the walls remaining.  

Even so it still looks impressive.  Hilary Gilmore’s sketch of 

Clooney House is featured on the cover of The Other Clare – 

Vol 10” published in 1986.  Clooney House was the property of the Bindons in 1670.  

Francis Bindon, the famous architect and portrait painter, may have been born there in 

 
John O’Donovan 
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1698.  The original house dated from the seventeenth century but was completely 

renovated and rebuilt after a disastrous fire in the nineteenth century.   

 

 
Clooney House 

 

There were other houses of note in the area: Corbally House, once the seat of the 

Spaights is still inhabited.  So too is Toonagh House which is approached by a bridge 

over the Hell River.  Dangan House is now only a site marked on the map but the 

eighteenth century Dangan Ville is still standing, now known as Brook Lodge.  Cranagher  

House was once the home of Bindon Blood, who was known as “The Vampire”, and 

nearer to Quin are the ruins of Moyriesk House, the old MacNamara seat where “Fireball” 

MacNamara was born. 

 

Spancil Hill was famous for its annual horse fair which is still held on the 23rd June.  The 

event was usually celebrated in great style as horse dealers congregated for the 

occasion.  At one time, before the advent of the motor car, this was one of Ireland’s 

largest fairs, if not the largest.  The British Cavalry probably got some of the best horses 

but according to local tradition, buyers flocked here from Russia, Prussia, France and 

elsewhere in search of suitable military mounts.  In more recent times the fair has 

deteriorated to such an extent that it is now merely an occasion for genuine dealers to 

get together. 
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The Spancil Hill Duel evolved out of an argument between Edmund O’Callaghan of 

Kilgorey and John “the Soft” MacNamara, son of the famous “Fireball” MacNamara.  

O’Callaghan provoked John “the Soft” into issuing a challenge at a fair in September 

1791.  John MacNamara emerged from the duel unscathed but his opponent died a few 

days later, thus ending the direct O’Callaghan line in Clare. 

 

The Knockanoura Stone Pillars are prominently sited on top of a low hill south-east of 

Clooney National School.  These formations consist of an alignment of three tall 

boulders, running north-east to sout-east, only a few feet apart with a fourth lying on 

the ground nearby.  From a distance these pillars resemble human silhouettes and the 

hill takes its name from this, Knocknafearbreaga the hill of false men.  Such alignments 

are known elsewhere in Ireland, Britain and France.  According to folklore, St Mochulla of 

Tulla turned seven robbers into fearbreaga because they killed a wild bull which used to 

run errands for him.  Other versions relate how three policemen were turned to stone 

when they tried to arrest a priest for saying Mass in Carrahan in penal times. 

 

Magh Adhair, meaning Plain of Adhair, was formerly the name of that flat plain which 

forms a triangle between Ennis, Quin and Tulla.  Now the name is restricted to a small 

area within the townland of Toonagh but it may also refer to the level field which 

surrounded the sacred tree so often mentioned in Dalcassian history.  Such trees, called 

bile in Irish, were often used to canopy inaugurations which were generally held on 

mounds, hilltops or ancestral cairns.  In Christian times inaugurations took place with 

much ceremony.  Chiefs, sub-chiefs, warriors, brehons, poets, bishops, abbots and 

priests assembled here.  The hereditary historian of the tribe recited the laws which the 

Chief would have to observe.  Then, while the Chief stood on the stone or the mound, or 

under the bile (tree), he was handed a straight white wand – straight and unsullied – as 

a symbol of what his conduct should be.  Holding this in his hand, unarmed, he would 

turn three times to the left and three times to the right to view his territory in every 

direction as he was proclaimed king.   

 

Magh Adhair was the inauguration place of the Kings of Thomond.  The inauguration may 

have taken place on the flat-topped mound which is surrounded by a bank and a ditch.  

The stone pillar across the River Hell may also have had some role in the ceremony.  In 

877, Flan, the High King of Ireland, showed his contempt for the Dalcassians by playing 

chess on the green of Magh Adhair.  He was routed by Lorcan, Brian Boru’s grandfather. 

 

In 981, another High King, Maolshaughlin, uprooted and cut to pieces, the sacred 

inauguration tree while Brian Boru was away raiding Ossory.  In 1051, Aodh O’Connor, 
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King of Connaught, destroyed the bile Maige Ader on another raid so there may have 

been two such oak trees on the this inauguration site.  In fact, one translation of Magh 

Adhair, according to folklore, is “the field of the oak tree” or possibly oak trees, as two 

biles (or trees) were destroyed within a seventy year period. 

 

 
Magh Adhair as it is today 

 

Seven inaugurations were recorded here between 1204 and 1552.  There is a raised area 

near the mound with traces of a square building on it. 

 

The Ballyhickey Dolmen is behind and to the west of the Clooney GAA pitch in 

Ballyhickey townland.  This box-like megalithic tomb, with six upright stones supporting 

a broken roof stone in two pieces, is described as a wedge-shaped gallery grave by de 

Valera and O Nuallain. 

 

The Ballyhickey Lead Mine was one of the richest in the County.  In fact, eighteen lead 

mines were situated within a five-mile radius of Quin.  The removal of ore from the 

Ballyhickey mine commenced in 1834.  By the following year, one hundred and twenty 

five tons had been exported from Clarecastle to Wales where smelting was undertaken.  

By 1837 production had reached its peak and excavation was being carried out to a 

depth of eighty feet or so.  A steam engine was used to grind ore and pump water out of 

the workings.  The chimney stack which still stands dates from this period.  The lower 

limestone part is the older section, the brick portion being slightly more modern. 
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By 1840 the mine had been overworked and was virtually abandoned, although some 

work was carried out for a while in 1841.  Two cut-stone piers, which may have been 

used to support lifts or heists can still be seen above the now flooded shaft. 

 

 
The Ruins of the Ballyhickey Lead Mine 

 

 
The Ballyhickey Dolmen 
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The Corofin Research – Part 2 
Margaret O’Halloran’s Ancestry 

 

In an entirely separate and independent exercise in 1997, Brendan O’Halloran, great-

great grandson of Rody O’Halloran, engaged the Clare Heritage Centre to research 

Rody’s Irish ancestry.  Rody was Margaret’s father, who emigrated to Australia with what 

remained of his family in around 1862. 

 

The reply Brendan received in January, 1998, contains very similar wording in the 

preamble of the Report as well as similar descriptions of the various Registers used 

during the research.  It is interesting to note that the Clare Heritage Centre has claimed 

that all of the ‘famous’ O’Hallorans mentioned in the earlier report (i.e. Rev Joseph 

Ignatius, Sylvester, Sir Joseph and Laurence Hynes O’Halloran) regarding Michael’s Irish 

ancestors are also of the same sept or clan as Rody O’Halloran’s ancestors.  If this is 

indeed true, it seems to show that a common link exists between Michael and Margaret’s 

respective ancestors.   

 

Western Australian farmer, Denis O’Halloran, in 2005, completed his own family history 

of O’Hallorans, who had emigrated to Australia, landing in South Australia in 1840.  

Denis’s history is a rambling affair and hard to follow at times but he does claim direct 

lineage to the ‘famous’ O’Hallorans mentioned above, and what’s more has done the 

research that shows the lineage of the ancestry.  Not only that, Denis is also able to 

show ancestry of the O’Hallorans, via the ‘famous’ identities mentioned above, all the 

way back to Edward I of England, Ann Boleyn’s sister and Louis VII of France.  By some 

twisted logic, if our O’Halloran families, i.e., Michael and Margaret’s, have lineage to the 

‘famous’ O’Hallorans, then it would appear that we too should be able to trace our 

ancestry back to Royalty.  Such is not the claim of this book.  However, it is possible that 

the links exist prior to the timeframes able to be covered in this work and that should 

give plenty of scope for future researchers. 

 

To return to Brendan’s response from Corofin, in the interests of brevity, the Report has 

been edited to exclude detail already covered earlier in this chapter.  The relevant 

components of the Corofin reply are as follows: 

 

Now to your own direct line: 

The first task in doing the search was to try and locate a record of marriage between Roger O’Halloran 

and Margaret Mulqueeney.  This search involved a full and detailed study of all available Marriage 

Registers at our disposal.  However after an extensive search through same I have to report that we 
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failed to uncover a relevant entry.  Therefore we have to assume that the couple was married in a Parish 

in a County in which the Registers were simply not old enough to record details of the event.  

 

The next step involved a study of all availableBaptismal Registers for the County in the hope of 

locating data on the births/baptisms of the children to Roger and Margaret.  This time I am pleased to 

report that we met with some success.  Roger and Margaret were recorded as having the following 

children: 

 

Mary Baptised 

Sponsors 

6th August 1836 

John Dillon and Mary Halloran 

Johanna Baptised 

Sponsors 

3rd November 1838 

Michael Meaney and Bridget O’Halloran 

Eliza Baptised 

Sponsors 

20th February, 1841 

Dan and Catherine O’Halloran 

Michael Baptised 

Sponsors 

1st December, 1843 

Francis and Mary O’Halloran 

Roger Baptised 

Sponsors 

9th January, 1845 

Denis McInerney and Nancy O’Halloran 

 

The above children were all born/baptised in what is today known as the ecclesiastical Parish of 

O’Callghan’s Mills/Kilkishen.  The Church Registers (Baptismal/Marriage) for the Parish do not 

commence until 1835, which would of course explain why all of the children of Roger and Margaret 

were not recorded in that their births/baptisms took place prior to this time. 

 

At the baptism of Mary O’Halloran in 1836, and Johanna O’Halloran in 1838, the priest neglected to 

record where exactly in the Parish the family lived.  At Eliza O’Halloran’s birth/baptism in 1841, 

Cloonloum (Cloonloum More and Cloonloum Beg) was recorded as the family’s address.  Cloonloum 

is a Townland of approximately 900 acres situated in the old Civil Parish of Clonlea (Kilkishen).  

According the old Ordnance Survey map it will be noted that the Townland of Cloonloum was sited 

less than a mile south of the village of O’Callaghan’s Mills and about three miles north-east of the 

village of Kilkishen.  When translated from Gaelic, Cloonloum reads “The bare field”. 

 

At Michael O’Halloran’s baptism in 1843, the family’s address is given as Knockatinty, a Townland of 

approximately 208 acres situated in the old Civil Parish of Clonlea (Kilkishen).  Again, referencing the 

old Ordnance Survey map, Knockatinty is just over a mile east of the village of Kilkishen.  Knockatinty 

is Gaelic for “The hill of fire”. 

 

At Roger O’Halloran’s baptism in 1845, the priest neglected to record the family’s specific address 

within the Parish of O’Callaghan’s Mills/Kilkishen. 
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Those listed as sponsors/godparents at the above baptisms, Mary O’Halloran, Bridget O’Halloran, 

Daniel O’Halloran, Catherine O’Halloran, Francis O’Halloran and Nancy O’Halloran are likely to have 

been siblings of Roger O’Halloran.  Based on the theory that sponsors or godparents were often close 

relatives of the family, we have examined all families listed above in the hope of uncovering some link 

between these families and the O’Halloran and Mulqueeney families but our research has failed to find 

any obvious connections. 

 

As has already been stated, the Church Registers for baptisms and marriages for the Parish of 

O’Callaghan’s Mills/Kilkishen do not commence until 1835 and as such would not be old enough to 

record details of the birth/baptism of Roger O’Halloran, as he was born several years earlier in about 

1797. 

 

Regarding Roger’s father Francis, we have examined the Tithe Applotment  Books for the relevant 

area, dated 1827, in the hope of locating details of any property that Francis or his son Roger might 

have held or leased.  These list a Roger O’Halloran sharing 23 acres of land at Cloonloum with a 

Michael Connors. 

 

We have also examined the Griffith Valuation Books of 1855, for any evidence that Roger might have 

held or leased property in the district.  However, our research has failed to come up with anything so 

we can assume that he held no rateable property.  In this context, it is important to remember that in 

Clare in 1850, some 16,000 families lived on less than four acres of land, while a further 16,000 held 

no property whatsoever. 

 

Church Marriage Registers during the 19th century did not record the parents names of the bride or 

groom.  However, Civil Recording of Marriages that commenced in 1864 did in fact record the father’s 

name of both bride and groom.  In the course of our investigations, we undertook a study of the Civil 

Marriage Registers in the hope of locating details of the marriages of any of the children of Roger 

O’Halloran and Margaret Mulqueeney but this has proved unsuccessful. 

 

From a study of the Civil Death Records I have to report that we failed to uncover any relevant deaths 

in the immediate family of these O’Hallorans. 

 

The fact that we failed to uncover information on later marriages in the family, or indeed deaths, would 

suggest that the entire family must have left the area.  Perhaps the “Great Famine” of the 1840s 

combined with the mass emigration that followed, took its toll on the family. 

 

Antoinette O’Brien – April 1998 

 

With regard to the above Corofin report, it is worth noting that when Roger (Rody) 

O’Halloran died on 16th January, 1867, his Death Certificate includes details of eleven 
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children born to he and Margaret Mulqueeney.  The Corofin Report has located details of 

only the last five children, Mary, Johanna, Eliza, Michael and Roger, all born between 

1836 and 1845.  Of the other six children, Martin, Francis and Andrew are shown on 

Rody’s Death Certificate as  ‘deceased’ at the time of his death.  There is no record of 

these three in any of the Australian indexes so it is presumed that they died in Ireland 

before the rest of the family migrated, and certainly before 1867.   

 

If the order of the children’s births shown on Rody’s death certificate is correct, then we 

can assume that Daniel was the couple’s eldest son and we know from his death 

certificate dated 1911, that he was born around 1831.  From the marriage certificate and 

death certificates of Bridget, the couple’s eldest daughter, we can derive that she was 

born around 1840.  It therefore follows that Martin, Francis and Andrew were born 

sometime between 1831 and 1840. 

 

As with Michael and John O’Halloran, the details of the seaboard passage taken by Roger 

and his family, presumably in 1862 or thereabouts were shrouded in mystery for some 

time.  However, there is a reference on John Patrick O’Halloran’s sealjohn website that 

says Roger, and two of his children, Rody and Eliza arrived in Melbourne in November, 

1862 aboard the “Shalimar”.  The Ships List website confirms this detail. As exciting as 

this information is, it still leaves us with the mystery of when and how Roger’s other 

children made their way here.  Interestingly, the death certificates of Mary Ann and 

Daniel both state that they spent one year in South Australia.  Mary Ann married Hans 

Larsen in 1864 and appears to have spent the rest of her life farming with her husband 

at Tarnagulla, where she died in 1917.  Similarly, Daniel appears to have spent his life in 

the Inglewood-Llanelly district until his death in 1911.  It seems that these two 

references suggest that at least some of the family may have originally arrived in South 

Australia, possibly at Robe which was a popular port of disembarkation for emigrants, 

especially those wishing to avoid the emigration tax.  South Australia has yet to attain 

the same online standards of other States in terms of the level of detail contained in its 

shipping records thus rendering the search for possible O’Halloran arrivals inconclusive 

at this stage.  This is certainly an avenue that should be diligently pursued by future 

researchers when better records become available.  The full story of the “Shalimar’s” 

voyage appears in Chapter 22. 

 

The fact that Martin, Francis, Andrew and Michael died before 1867 does not necessarily 

mean that they died as infants.  Any one of Martin, Francis and Andrew could certainly 

have married and moved away from the family home and had families of their own up 

until the time of their deaths.  The reason for mentioning this is that research in the 
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Victorian Births, Deaths and Marriages Indexes has shown that a Martin O’Halloran from 

Clare married an Ellen Cameron in the 1850s.  Ellen Cameron herself then married a 

Martin O’Halloran who subsequently died. Ellen and her children then migrated to 

Australia in 1915.  One of Ellen’s sons Michael, worked in Melbourne in the 1950s, dying 

in 1971, and is reported to have claimed that he had ‘family connections’ with the 

Balranald O’Hallorans.  Apart from Michael and Margaret’s own son Michael, who died at 

Kensington in 1947, there are no other Michaels in the family who would fit in with this 

timeline.  It is not the intention of the author to claim that this mysterious Michael is in 

fact the great-grandson of Rody O’Halloran but the possibility is worth further 

exploration when more facts become available. 

 

According to the Corofin Report, Rody O’Halloran’s family seat was centred around 

O’Callaghan’s Mills.  The description of the village in Wikipedia is: 

 

O'Callaghan's-Mills community is situated 27 km north of Limerick City in the County Clare, Ireland. 

The village takes its name from the O'Callaghan family who were large landowners in the area. They 

were displaced from the Mallow area of Cork in confiscations during the Cromwellian Plantations 

when they lost 24,000 acres, 20,000 of which was deemed to have been the property of the ruling chief, 

Donncha O'Callaghan. He and his extended family were transplanted to east Clare, where they 

obtained land in the barony of Tulla. The village of O'Callaghan's Mills records their continued 

presence. The community sustains a regular senior Gaelic Athletic Association hurling panel team with 

county championship achievements at under-age, junior and senior levels. Population in 2002 was 

575. 

In addition, eccentric Irish schoolmaster John Lloyd who lived in the latter half of the 

eighteenth century wrote a book entitled “Lloyd’s Tour of Clare – 1780” and for curiosity 

value it is worth having a look at what he said about O’Callaghan’s Mills: 

Broadford, Callaghan’s Mills, Tulla 

From CRATLOE to THOMOND GATE, and round along the River SHANNON to O’BRIEN’S BRIDGE  
and KILLALOE, is a long Scope of choice Ground, well Stock’d and Cultivated, Improv’d and 
Ornamented with several excellent Habitations and elegant Lodges. 

BROADFORD, near the Eastern extremity of this County, lies bordering on a fertile Valley, almost 
surrounded by a Ridge of Mountains, and considering its situation is a pretty Village. 

CALLAGHAN’S MILLS, nearly Midway between BROADFORD and TULLA, is a small, clean, Village 
and Fair-Place; it’s situation open and agreeable; it takes it’s Name from Daniel O’Callaghan Esq; 
who was (agreeable to the Laws of the Lord Protector) Transplanted from his Original and Extensive 
Estate in DUHALLOW, in the County of CORK, to this Country; He was, in a Paternal Line, 
descended from the renown’d CALLAGHAN CASHILL—and Lineal Predecessor to the present 
EDMOND O’CALLAGHAN Esq; a respectable Young Gentleman, Senior and Chief of that Heroic, 
Eugenian Sept. 
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TULLA, the Capital of a Barony, is a compact, pretty, Market Town, with a large Market-House, a 

wide, open, Street, and some good Buildings; from it’s advantageous situation, Name and 

Improvement, it may be justly call’d an handsome, rising, Village; it really affords a commanding 

Prospect of the agreeable adjacent Country for many Miles, and is in the Centre of a rich and 

respectable Neighbourhood. 

 

It is reported that Lloyd had a great love of eating potatoes and was fond of drinking 

hard liquor, which probably accounts for the fact that he was found dead by the side of 

the road near where he lived at Toureen in Clare, shortly after his book was published. 

 

One could be forgiven after reading the Corofin Reports featured here, that there are no 

O’Hallorans living in Ireland today who are related to those who now live in Australia.  

One only has to look at the Clare telephone book or the Ennis Trade Directory, both of 

which are available on the Internet, to realize that the family name is still well 

represented in our homeland.  Not all of the O’Hallorans emigrated.  Take Michael’s 

brother Patrick for instance.  He remained in Ireland and had several children, who in 

their turn, no doubt, have also produced several children.  All it takes is for one of these 

to take an interest in their heritage and perhaps post a family tree, or a request for 

family information on one of the many genealogy websites, for another connection to be 

made. 
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Chapter 3 
 
Michael and Margaret O’Halloran (1862-1881) 
 

Michael O’Halloran (1842-

1903), was the Australian 

patriarch of the Balranald 

O’Hallorans. There is only 

one known depiction of 

Michael (left). This is a 

photographed copy of a 

painting owned by Vincent 

Connellan of Echuca, 

Michael’s great-grandson. 

 

In the picture, Michael 

appears to be in his late 

fifties so the painting 

probably dates from the 

1890s.  Possessing a strong 

face, bushy beard, a good 

head of hair and those 

unmistakeable O’Halloran 

ears, Michael appears to be 

observing us through kindly 

eyes with a hint of a smile on 

his lips.  He looks like a man who has seen a lot of life and is now somewhat wearied by 

it all.   He seems to be proud of his achievements and so he should be.  More than a 

century after he lived his O’Halloran dynasty now numbers well over a hundred 

individuals.  The O’Halloran name is embedded not only in the Balranald farmlands that 

 
Michael O’Halloran 
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Michael and his sons established but is highly respected wherever this family has settled 

throughout Australia. 

 

Several O’Hallorans migrated to Australia in the mid-nineteenth century in search of a 

better life than that on offer in Ireland, especially as the lure of riches to be found in the 

Australian goldfields had been well advertised in that country.  Most of these early 

O’Hallorans came from either County Galway or County Clare in Ireland. That not all of 

them were related stems back centuries earlier when there were many O’Halloran tribes 

or clans occupying different areas.  This is an important factor in understanding why a 

search of the births, deaths and marriages records shows that almost all of the many 

O’Halloran families that emerged from the Bendigo gold rush area have unrelated 

parentage.  

 

Bearing this in mind, it would therefore not be unusual in those times for one O’Halloran 

to marry another without any social stigma attached.  Such was the case with Michael 

and Margaret, both of whom were born in County Clare. 

 

According to their Marriage Certificate, Michael was 21 years old and Margaret 23, when 

they wed.  This would suggest that Michael was born in the latter half of 1842 or in the 

first half of 1843.  Michael’s death certificate states he was 60 years old when he died on 

27 February 1903 which would tend to support the contention that he was born in 1842.  

However, this document also suggests that Michael was only 19 years old when he 

married Margaret.   

 

It can be concluded that this particular fact is unreliable as Margaret had already died 

nine months earlier.  Although not stated on the document, in accordance with usual 

practice, it is highly likely that eldest son Patrick provided the family details for the 

Registrar and he can be forgiven for any inaccuracies about events of forty years earlier. 

In those days very little documentation existed in everyday households.  All family 

information was passed on by word of mouth and exact dates of events would have 

faded in the memory over time.  

 

In any event, if Michael had been under 21 when he married, he would have been 

regarded as a minor and by law, the appropriate endorsement would have to have been 

included on the Marriage Certificate. 

 

In order to determine when Michael may have arrived in Australia, we can only rely on 

his Death Certificate as the Marriage document is silent on such detail.  The Death 
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Certificate claims that Michael spent “about 15 years in Victoria and 22 years in New 

South Wales”.  This information, if accurate, suggests that Michael arrived in 1865 or 

1866 but this can’t be right because we know for certain that Michael was married in 

1863.  Although we can again forgive Patrick for his “best guess”, we are no closer to 

learning when Michael actually arrived.  Perusal of the various shipping records has also 

proved inconclusive on this point.  There are many records of a “Mr O’Halloran” arriving 

in Australia during the 1850s and 1860s but none of these appear to match up with 

Michael’s probable birth date of 1842/43.  Further research needs to be done on this 

aspect but for now we can probably accept that Michael arrived between 1860 and 1862 

and that his port of arrival was probably Robe in South Australia. 

 

If the reader is confused about Michael’s dates, there are anomalies in respect of 

Margaret’s as well and it is possible that son Patrick may get the blame again.  It would 

seem that Margaret was certainly older than Michael but the question is by how much. 

 

We have the evidence of the Marriage Certificate, when both were present, which says 

Margaret was two years Michael’s senior.  However, on Margaret’s Death Certificate, 

Patrick, the Informant, suggests that Margaret was 65 years old at her death in 1902, 

putting her birth date at around 1837.  Furthermore, the Death Certificate claims that 

Margaret was 26 when she wed Michael, thereby supporting the 1837 birth date.  Unless 

we are able to locate Birth or Baptism records from Ireland, these conundrums may 

never be solved.  On balance, it is probably more reliable to accept the evidence 

provided by the participants on their Marriage Certificate and regard Michael’s birth date 

as 1842 and Margaret’s as 1840. 

 

Margaret’s Death Certificate does provide some confirmation of when she might have 

arrived in Australia.  According to her father Roger’s Death Certificate, he arrived in 

Australia in 1862 and we know that was on board the “Shalimar”, accompanied by two of 

his children, Rody and Eliza.  It is unclear how the rest of his family got here but the 

date of 1862 agrees with the mathematics on the record of Margaret’s death, that is, she 

lived “about 23 years in Victoria and 20 years in New South Wales”.  At least Patrick may 

have got this one right. 

 

And who knows, it may well be possible that Michael and Margaret sailed to Australia on 

the same vessel.  Now wouldn’t that be a great story! 

 

Unfortunately, very little is known about Michael’s life prior to emigrating.  All we do 

know is that his parents were Joseph and Honorah (she was probably better known as 
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Norah or even Annie) Hurley and that Joseph is variously described as either a tailor or a 

labourer, depending upon which document we look at.   

 

However, from research carried out in Ireland, we know that Michael’s father Joseph 

along with his brother Michael farmed a small piece of Townland at Rylane.  In 

accordance with the usual family practice, it is most likely that Michael also worked on 

the farm plot assisting his father and uncle up until the time he decided to emigrate 

around 1862.  It would not be difficult to establish reasons as to why Michael decided to 

set off for Australia.  The gold rushes had severely depleted Australia’s farm labouring 

stocks and farmers were desperate to attract men who would work the land for them.  

The Colonial Government responded to the outcry from the farmers and established a 

scheme with shipowners where a bounty was paid for every farm hand carried to 

Australia who successfully found employment in the pastoral industry.  Lesser bounties 

were also paid for women to join their menfolk as they could also be found useful 

employment on the farms. 

 

The shipowners had to attract suitable applicants so they printed posters that were 

prominently displayed in the Irish towns and villages.  The shipowners also employed 

spruikers who frequented pubs and markets, demonstrating the abundant benefits 

available in the great south land.  Undoubtedly, these spruikers who were paid on 

commission, gilded the lily somewhat in order that the offer appeared more attractive 

than it probably was.  But the underlying truth was that if a man was prepared to work 

hard he would do reasonably well for himself.  In fact, infinitely better than his present 

Irish situation because the wages paid to farm hands in Australia was actually far more 

attractive than anything on offer for the same work in England, Wales or Ireland. 

 

In this context it is a reasonable bet that Michael was confronted with the promise of a 

decent life in a new country.  He would have surveyed his present surroundings and 

noted how hard his parents had slaved for as long as he could remember, for nothing 

more than the meagre excuse for food on their table in the evening.  It is probably even 

reasonable to assume that Michael’s father would have encouraged him to make the 

move.  It is doubtful that Norah would have been too enthusiastic.  Mothers hate to see 

sons leave home no matter what the circumstances. 

 

Based on the assumptions outlined above, it is most probable that Michael would have 

applied for an Assisted Passage or perhaps joined a ship’s crew.   
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From the Corofin research we now know that Michael had at least two brothers, John and 

Patrick and also a sister Honora. John sailed to Australia some time after Michael, 

arriving in 1871 while sister, Honorah first travelled to the United States and married her 

sweetheart, Clare Irishman John Liddy in New York, finally arriving in Australia in 

October, 1871. 

 

If it is accepted that Michael arrived in 1862, it is likely that he headed straight for the 

‘Diggings’.  The gold rushes had ended but Bendigo was still the hub of gold mining 

activity in Victoria. Large numbers of prospectors still scoured the goldfield mullock 

heaps and deserted diggings in search of small finds of alluvial or surface gold 

overlooked by earlier miners.  Many of these men eked out a living of sorts in the hope 

of finding a large nugget to make it all worthwhile.  However, this sort of fossicking did 

not make too many fortunes and these casual fortune hunters gradually drifted off to 

other forms of employment on the farms and in the towns. 

 

The Bendigo district was also a rich source of reef gold.  Reef gold was embedded in 

quartzite deposits in deeper ground and as such required much greater physical effort to 

excavate the deep shafts and branching tunnels necessary to access the various rock 

faces to locate the rich lode-bearing ore.  This sort of mining required machinery and 

equipment such as steam engines, pumps, trucks, crushing machines and explosives and 

a ready supply of heavy timber for shoring up the tunnels.  Mining on this scale was a 

very expensive prospect and beyond the reach of most ordinary miners.  As a result, 

companies were formed to mine for gold by visionary businessmen and entrepreneurs 

and instead of working for themselves, miners were employed by these companies.   

 

In almost all of the documentation we have in relation to Michael between 1862 and 

1880, he is described as a miner but there is a reference in the Bendigo Shire Rates 

Records that lists Michael’s occupation as a ‘Constable’ when he was living at a house in 

Ironbark Gully on Crown Land during 1863. Thereafter, his occupation is shown as 

‘Miner’.  Although we don’t know for certain, it is possible that he tried his hand at casual 

prospecting for a time and having failed to ‘strike it rich’ sought employment with one of 

the mining companies.   

 

Within two years of arriving in Australia, Michael had met, and asked for, Margaret 

O’Halloran’s hand in marriage.  Margaret’s father Roger, better known as ‘Rody’ had also 

arrived in Australia in 1862 from County Clare in Ireland, settling in Bendigo or 

Sandhurst as it was then known.  Rody and his wife Margaret (nee Mulqueeny) had 

eleven children but only eight appear to have made the voyage to Australia.  There is no 
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record of Margaret (Mulqueeney) in the Australian Indexes, so it has to be assumed that 

she either died in Ireland prior to her family emigrating or didn’t survive the voyage.  

Rody’s present day descendants, who contributed to this volume have all expressed the 

family view that Margaret and her three sons, Martin, Francis and Andrew had all died 

before Rody and his brood sailed for Australia. 

 

This lack of information about Roger O’Halloran’s family in Ireland prior to their arrival in 

Australia is perplexing.  There has been widespread discussion with present day 

descendants of his family in search of some trace or clue as to their Irish history but 

without success.  It seems that little word of mouth evidence survives regarding any 

details of where they lived, except for what appears on Roger’s tombstone in White Hills 

cemetery, that he was a native of Clonleaugh, County Clare. Even the Corofin Report 

featured in the previous chapter admits it was not possible to locate any details of 

surviving relatives in Ireland.  Perhaps the publication of this history will someday turn 

up clearer evidence of these long forgotten facts. 

 

What we know for sure is that Michael and Margaret were married on Sunday 3rd May, 

1863.  It must have been a busy day for Father Henry Backhaus because apart from the 

usual Sunday Mass, there were two weddings on that day at St Kilians Catholic Church.  

The first couple joined in matrimony that day were Sandhurst butcher Robert Routledge 

and his bride, Mary Cusack.  Then it was Michael and Margaret’s turn.  Witnesses to the 

ceremony were Margaret’s elder sister Bridget and a gentleman, Paul Collins.  Neither 

Bridget nor Margaret signed the register but adopted the usual custom of marking a 

cross on the name written by the Priest.  Michael did sign the register in a neat and 

strong hand, a sign of some degree of literacy.  Interestingly, the name in the register is 

“Halloran”, the ‘O’ having been omitted.  This is probably a legacy of the English 

persecution of Irish Catholics in Ireland, where many dropped the apostrophied ‘O’ as it 

almost always denoted Catholicism.  Dropping the ‘O’ often avoided religious 

discrimination. 

 

St Kilian’s was to become an important place of worship for the O’Hallorans over the 

years with many baptisms, weddings and funerals being conducted from there. It is 

probably worthwhile that we digress a little at this point and examine the background of 

the church and its pastor Father Henry Backhaus. 

 

St Kilian's Church stands some two miles from where Dr Backhaus celebrated his first 

Mass in 1852. That Mass took place in a tent. He soon decided that a location in the 

midst of an area known as Irishtown, would be more suitable, so he moved there in the 
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same year. The first permanent church measured 40ft x 16ft and was described by 

Bishop Goold as a "miserable slab affair covered with canvas". In 1856, work 

commenced on a new building, to the designs of the Melbourne firm of George and 

Schneider, and it was completed in 1857, Dr Backhaus contributing substantially to the 

cost. He also announced that he had ordered a pipe organ, as his gift to the church, but 

this did not arrive until 1872. On account of faulty foundations the original sandstone 

church did not survive and had to be demolished in 1887. The structural failure was 

probably the reason for the choice of timber for the present church, which replaced it in 

1888. 

 

 
The Original St Kilian’s as photographed in 1880 

 

The present Church building was erected to the designs of Wilhelm Vahland, the father of 

Bendigo architecture. It is the largest wooden church in Australia and perhaps in the 

world. It was blessed on 1st July 1888 and is still structurally sound and in excellent 

condition. Many of the fittings of the old church, including Dr Backhaus' organ, were 

moved into the new building, St Kilian's Church is really the heart of Catholic Bendigo 

and is a much loved building. Even though Dr Backhaus did not know it, it stands as his 

memorial; he is buried within its grounds. On the occasion of the centenary celebrations 

commemorating the death of Heinrich Backhaus in 1982, a thorough restoration of the 

building was carried out. As you see it today, St Kilian's is much as it looked in 1888, 

with an updating to suit changed requirements and circumstances. Its beauty lies in its 

scale and simplicity, and in the quality of its wooden fittings and furnishings. 
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St Kilian is the patron saint of Westphalia, that part of Germany comprising ancient 

Franconia and Thuringia, where Dr Backhaus was born. 

 
St Kilian’s Church, Bendigo as it stands today 

Kilian was born in Mullagh in County Cavan in Ulster about 640 and was the principal 

Irish missionary to bring Christianity to the Franks. He was martyred in the year 689 

with two companions and, to this day, St Kilian's Day, 8 July, is a great celebration in 

Warzburg, which grew up around the shrine of the Irish martyrs. It was an interesting 

twist to history, which certainly did not go unnoticed, that a German who probably owed 

his faith to Kilian, was here in a new land to care for the faith of Kilian's countrymen. 

 

The patrons of the city of Paderborn in Westphalia, where Heinrich Backhaus was born, 

are the Virgin Mary, St Kilian and St Liborius. Liborius was the fourth Bishop of Le Mans, 

in France, and was martyred there in 397. Four hundred years later his relics were 

translated to Paderborn and installed in the new Cathedral. As with the transplantation of 

devotion to St Kilian in a new land, so it was with St Liborius, and we find Dr Backhaus, 

the priest from, Paderborn, dedicating a new church to the same St Liborius, in a 

patronal link extending back through many centuries. Mention might be made at this 

point, of the bonds of friendship which exist between the Archdiocese of Paderborn and 

the Diocese of Sandhurst something which would no doubt have greatly pleased Heinrich 

Backhaus. 

 

Father Backhaus made a sufficient impression on the Australian people to warrant a very 

significant entry in the Australian Dictionary of Biography.  His entry reads as follows: 

BACKHAUS, GEORGE HENRY (1811-1882), Catholic priest, was born on 15 February 1811 at 

Paderborn, Prussia, one of nine children of a boot merchant. He made his early studies with distinction 
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in Paderborn, going then to Rome to study for the priesthood at the College of the Propagation of the 

Faith (D.D., 1836). He was ordained priest on 24 August 1836. His missionary zeal drew him to India; 

he sailed from Ireland as chaplain to some troops, and later worked at Berhampur in the vicariate of 

Bengal under Dr Carew. He laboured in that area for several years and in 1841 visited Ireland, 

whence he brought some Loreto Sisters from Rathfarnham to his vicariate. 

 

In 1846 a liver complaint and poor health caused him to leave India in search of a cooler climate. 

After visiting Singapore and Batavia he came to Australia, and spent eleven months in Sydney, finding 

scope for his musical ability with the Sydney Metropolitan Choir. Life was congenial there, but on 

learning that the Bishop of Adelaide was unable to obtain a priest for the German Catholics in his 

area, he decided that his place was with them. He left Sydney on 20 October 1847 and worked hard in 

poor conditions in the Adelaide diocese for more than four years. In that time he decided to make the 

Australian mission his life work, and took the oath of allegiance in June 1849. In 1851 a group of 

influential citizens at East Adelaide petitioned him to stand for the Legislative Council but he declined. 

Many struggling settlers left South Australia when they heard of the gold discoveries in Victoria and on 

19 February 1852 Bishop Francis Murphy 

wrote to Backhaus suggesting that he return 

to Sydney as it was no longer possible to find 

sufficient revenue to support him. The 

suggestion must have been tempting, but the 

pioneer priest decided instead to go where he 

was needed most, to the Victorian goldfields. 

He sailed from Adelaide in the Marshal 

Bennett on 4 March, arrived in Melbourne 

eleven days later, and volunteered to make 

the diggings his mission field. An entry made 

by him in a family Bible states that on 

Sunday, 25 April 1852, he, 'having been 

appointed the first priest to take charge of 

the Catholic population on the Victorian 

goldfields, celebrated the first Mass in the 

Gold Commissioner's camp at Forest Creek 

diggings'. He said the first Sunday Mass in 

the Bendigo area on 2 May. 

In those first months he travelled constantly 

round the various diggings, his base of 

operations being at Mount Alexander. Later 

that year another priest was stationed at 

 
Rev. Father Henry Backhaus 
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Kyneton, leaving Backhaus free to concentrate on the area along the Bendigo Creek. The original 

Mass site in that district was at Golden Square, but before the end of 1852 he pitched his tent at the site 

where St Kilian's Church now stands. The first church was a tent; a slab-walled chapel with a canvas 

roof was built by the miners one hot Sunday in 1853. A Catholic school was started in it, the first of 

many he established in the district over the next few years. 

In 1855 Bishop James Goold on a visit from Melbourne insisted that a church be started. A contract for 

a stone church was signed within a few months and despite difficulties with foundations and materials 

it was in use early in 1858, though not completed for another five years. Backhaus, a German 

missionary to predominantly Irish people, decided to dedicate the church to St Kilian, an early Irish 

missionary to Germany and one of the patron saints of Paderborn. 

He was unremitting in his work as a priest, and in addition was most active in public affairs; his 

considerable medical knowledge was also in constant demand. When he announced in 1863 that he 

was resigning and returning to Europe for personal reasons, the leading citizens arranged a banquet 

to fête this 'scholar and gentleman' who was so universally respected. A valuable set of church plate 

arrived at St Kilian's in 1865 as a gift from him, and next year he returned to his adopted country and 

resumed work in Adelaide. He went to Bendigo in May 1867 and, eight years later when it became a 

diocese of its own, Bishop Martin Crane made him vicar-general. 

Feeling the weight of years he retired from parish work in 1881 and after another big public farewell 

lived in a house he had bought at Brighton near Melbourne. When he became seriously ill in August 

1882 he insisted on returning to Bendigo; he died there on 7 September and was buried in the 

churchyard at St Kilian's with a funeral which seems to have been without parallel in the town's 

history. 

Tall and ascetic looking, he was the complete example of the educated man who chose to share the 

hardships of the early gold diggers so that he could best minister to their wants. Frugal in his own 

requirements, he constantly carried out surreptitious acts of charity. He had the rare distinction of 

being esteemed by the poor as well as the rich, by his own parishioners and by members of other 

denominations. Forthright and of an independent spirit, he combined a confidence in his own judgment 

with a ready obedience to ecclesiastical authority. He was a talented musician who maintained a high 

standard in his own church choir, and who also produced some notable compositions of his own. For 

his sound business acumen he was sometimes called 'Rev. Corner Allotments' because of the valuable 

properties he acquired in the early days. In carrying out a promise in 1863 to make St Kilian's his heir, 

he left real estate, valued for probate at more than £75,000, to accumulate for twenty years and to 

assist in carrying on the development he had begun. Perhaps his epitaph could best be written in his 

words at the farewell function in 1881: 'We have succeeded in living such useful lives, that of our 

existence on Bendigo, imperishable memorials will remain'.  

 

There is one surviving photograph of Margaret.  It was apparently found on the 

Balranald tip some years ago and was able to be identified by the pencilled writing on 
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the back.  Margaret appears to be in her late thirties or early forties when the picture 

was taken.  The photograph itself is typically Victorian in its style and format.  It is 

obviously a studio print.  As was usual in such photos, Margaret is not smiling but 

looking straight at the camera.  She appears to be of medium build and height, and even 

allowing for her attendant bustle, looks to be well proportioned.  The dress is again 

typical of the era.  A multi-buttoned bodice topped with a high-lace collar, the whole 

ensemble looks slightly undersized but that was probably how they wore them in those 

days.  The attire is completed with the addition of white gloves and a parasol for effect.  

 

Her short, curly hair would have been very practical for the conditions under which she 

lived.  Her arms are slender and her hands and fingers long and lithe, hallmarks of a 

delicate and sensitive woman.  If this photograph of Margaret was indeed taken in 1880, 

it should be remembered that by that time she would have mothered all seven of the 

couple’s children.  Yet to look at her one would never suspect this. 

 

After their marriage Michael and Margaret would have settled down in Sandhurst. It 

appears that Michael left the constabulary at around the time he was married and took 

to mining, probably working for one of the larger reef miners operating in the area 

during that period.  According to the Bendigo Shire Rates records collected in 1988 by 

Vin O’Halloran of Shepparton, Michael and Margaret appear to have originally settled in 

the Ironbark Gully home, the Rates for which amounted to ten pounds per year. By 

1868, with four children in tow, the family had moved to larger accommodation in Lower 

Bridge Street, the Rates for which were eleven pounds per year.  It seems that Michael 

retained the property in Ironbark Gully, as he continued paying rates there until he left 

Sandhurst in around 1880. 

 

In 1874, the Rates Records no longer refer to these properties being ‘Crown Land’ as it 

seems that Michael may have purchased the freehold titles.  By 1875, Michael and 

Margaret had produced a total of seven children.  Obviously, a family of such dimensions 

required more living space and so we see a third property, in Brougham Street, 

appearing against Michael’s name.  The Rates payable on this site had increased to 

fifteen pounds per annum.  By now, Michael is the listed owner of three properties, no 

doubt renting the other two to supplement his miner’s income.  Michael would probably 

have been regarded as ‘landed gentry’ in those days, perhaps a testament to his astute 

investment skills.   

 

Getting back to their family life, on 18 March, 1864, the couple welcomed their first 

born, Patrick.   
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Margaret O’Halloran Studio Portrait circa 1880 
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However, it appears that Patrick’s birth was not officially registered as a thorough search 

of the Births records in Victoria has failed to locate the appropriate entry.  When 

researching this story, enquiries were made at St Kilian’s for a copy of a photograph of 

the original sandstone church.  The Parish Secretary, Annette Cullen, not only supplied a 

booklet and pamphlets detailing the history of the Parish but also very generously gave 

of her time to research the Church’s Baptismal records which revealed details of the 

baptisms of Patrick, Joseph and Michael.  In Patrick’s case, the Baptismal Register 

records that he was indeed born on the 18th March 1864 and baptised two days later, on 

the 20th.  Sponsors of Patrick were Andrew Nevil and Bridget O’Halloran, Margaret’s 

sister. 

 

The following year, a second son, Michael, was born but again there is no record of his 

birth being formally registered.  However, St Kilian’s has his birth recorded as happening 

on 9th May 1865 with the Baptism taking place on 14th May.  Michael’s sponsors are 

shown as Joseph and Johanna Halloran.  Once again we note that the ‘O’ has been 

dropped from the surname.  The Baptismal Register also records both parents’ names 

without the ‘O’ so it is safe to assume that both sponsors were in fact, O’Hallorans.  The 

Johanna is very probably Margaret’s sister who later married James Riordan in 1868.  It 

seems that Margaret was sharing the godmother role around amongst her sisters. 

 

The godfather, Joseph O’Halloran, however,  presents us with something of a 

conundrum.  Up until this point in the family history the only Joseph O’Halloran we are 

aware of is Michael’s father and as we noted in another chapter, he is still at home in 

Ireland.  So who is this Joseph?  The Church’s guidelines for sponsors helps us here to 

some degree.  Sponsors had to be adult, but not of such an age that they were likely to 

die before the child had reached the age of reason, of the same faith, and preferably a 

member of the same family as their principal role in the event of the death or incapacity 

of the parents was to ensure the child was reared and educated as a Catholic.   

 

As far as the Victorian Births, Deaths and Marriages records are concerned, Joseph 

O’Halloran was not a common name during that period.  In fact, there is only one Joseph 

O’Halloran listed in the records who would fulfil all the sponsorship requirements.  This 

particular Joseph was born in Clare, Ireland, in 1839.  He married Mary Kilury in 

Sandhurst on 5th September 1869, according to his youngest child Michael’s Birth 

Certificate dated 25th April 1879.  There were four daughters born between 1871 and 

1876 but curiously, Joseph and Mary did not solemnize their union in the Catholic Church 

until that was carried out by Father Henry Backhause at St Kilian’s  on 30th January 

1880. 
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If we have another look at the previous chapter, it will be noted that Michael’s father 

Joseph farmed the Townland at Rylane with a Michael O’Halloran, who it is reasonable to 

believe was his brother.  We also know from research  performed by the Clare Heritage 

Centre that this Michael O’Halloran also had a son called Joseph. Furthermore, the only 

Joseph O’Halloran to arrive as an assisted passenger from Clare did so aboard the 

‘Simond’, arriving in Melbourne on 14th April 1855 as Joseph Halloran. On this basis, 

Joseph and Michael are highly likely to have been cousins and as such, Joseph would be 

a prime candidate to be a Baptismal sponsor. 

 

In addition, Joseph O’Halloran lived at number 60 Drought Street, Sandhurst, only a 

short distance from where Michael and his family were residing at the time in Garden 

Gully.  It is also noteworthy that this particular Joseph O’Halloran is listed as a miner on 

his Marriage Certificate of 1880. 

 

 
Sandhurst as seen from the State School circa 1875 

 

 

Michael and Margaret’s first daughter, Margaret Mary Agnes, was born on 9th June 1867 

at 5 am, the birth being registered at Sandhurst on 9th September that year.  According 

to the registration entry, the family was living at Iron Bark Gully at the time.  Michael’s 

age is shown as 24 years while Margaret is listed as being 26.  Margaret and the baby 

were present at the registration and Margaret signed her name with an ‘X’.  

Interestingly, the baby was registered simply as ‘Margaret’, the Mary Agnes additions no 

doubt occurring later in life. 
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Closer examination of the Birth Register shows that Margaret’s sister Bridget, by then 

married to John Gelfins, accompanied Margaret to the Registrar’s office.  Bridget’s task 

was to register her baby John’s birth, which occurred at 3 pm on 30th July 1867.  Like 

her sister, Bridget also signed the register with an ‘X’. 

 

On 19th December 1868, Margaret paid another visit to the Registrar in Sandhurst to 

formalise the birth of another son, Daniel, born at 10 am on 20th August 1868.  The 

family was still resident at Iron Bark Gully.  On a lighter note, having four children under 

the age of four, must have significantly aged Margaret because she has given her age as 

30 years, whereas Michael is now five years younger at 25.  Such are the vagaries of 

public records and a lesson to all genealogists to tread this path warily. 

 

It was not until 1871 that the family next increased in size with Joseph’s birth.  Like 

Patrick and Michael before him, Joe’s birth appears to have gone formally unrecorded but 

thanks to the Baptismal records at St Kilian’s we know the date of birth to be 24th 

November 1871.  Joseph was baptised on 23rd December 1871, when the sponsors were 

listed as John Liddy and Margaret’s sister Eliza, by now married to Hans Larsen.  

 

It is amazing how receipt of a simple letter providing details of baptismal records can 

have a profound effect on the course of family history research.  If finding that Michael’s 

cousin had come to Australia wasn’t enough, there was an even greater surprise in store. 

 

Using the previously mentioned Catholic guidelines for Baptismal sponsorship, it followed 

that John Liddy, Joe’s godfather, should also have been some sort of relative. 

 

Hannah’s birth was registered under the name Honora but she was always known under 

the accepted derivation as ‘Hannah’.  Born on 17th March, 1873, Margaret and Hannah 

visited the Registrar’s Office on 26th November that year to complete the registration.  It 

is interesting to note that Hannah’s Birth Certificate records a “Mrs Liddy” as one of the 

witnesses to the birth.  Obviously, this is Michael’s young sister and the reference to her 

raises the question that Hannah may well have been named after her aunt. The 

difference in Michael and Margaret’s ages seems to have been corrected this time 

around, being shown as 31 and 33 years respectively.  The family had obviously moved 

house, as recorded earlier, and was now living at Garden Gully. 

 

At 6am on 12th December, 1875, midwife Mrs Dwyer, delivered the couple’s last child, 

Mary Eliza.  Margaret and her baby visited the Registrar on 23rd December to complete 

the legalities.  Margaret gave her age as 36 years and that of Michael as 33.   



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

70 

In 1875, Michael was still employed as a miner and the family continued to live at 

Garden Gully, where the large company gold mine was situated and where it is highly 

likely that Michael was employed 

 

It is probably worth having a look at the mining industry around Bendigo during the time 

Michael lived and worked there as it will probably reveal the reason that he departed.  

By the middle of the 1860s, almost all profitable mining was performed by the larger 

mining companies.  Surface gold had mostly been snapped up in the initial ‘rushes’ and 

what little that remained by the 1870s was the target of the unemployed and casual 

prospectors. 

 

The later history of the gold-mining industry around Bendigo was dominated by 

machinery and capital.  It was this very combination that the early diggers had fought so 

hard against but it was the only way of winning the gold hidden deep beneath the earths’ 

crust.  As shafts probed deeper, pumping out water and hauling tons of rocks to the 

surface became increasingly difficult.  The only solution was to harness the power of the 

steam engine to the task.  Steam driven machinery had been pumping water out of 

British mines for over a century and the principals of the mining companies in Australia 

were well aware of its enormous capabilities.  Steam power rapidly transformed the 

industry.  In 1855, only forty four engines were at work in Bendigo.  By the end of 1860 

over four hundred were at work in the quartz mines and a further three hundred in 

alluvial mining. 

 

In 1870, one of the richer finds being mined by large company funded machinery was at 

Garden Gully, where, it was noted above, that Michael and his family were living.   

 

Some of these mines had sunk shafts to depths of between 3000 and 4000 feet, with 

one of Lansell’s mines actually reaching more than 5000 feet below the surface.  Mining 

at these depths required a technology which would conserve the miner’s energy.  

Instead of having to climb down to his work, cages driven by steam driven winding gear 

allowed him to descend effortlessly.  In the early days of this type of mining, holes for 

laying blasting charges had to be laboriously hand drilled with steel rods.  From the 

1870s, compressed air rock drills took over this work.  Dangerously volatile blasting 

powder was replaced by more powerful and reliable dynamite. 

 

Gold mining is what is known as a ‘wasting asset’.  That is the more that is mined the 

less remains and eventually the ore produces less payload to such an extent that it is no 

longer profitable to mine.  The deeper mines were costly to explore and profitability 
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declined during the 1880s, only to revive again a decade or so later on the back of 

further mechanical innovation and technology advancement. 

 

Tony Dingle, in his book ‘The Victorians – Settling’ published in 1984, describes the life 

of a Bendigo miner at the time Michael was employed there: 

 

Bendigo miners had little to show for their efforts.  The provision of miners’ 

residence areas, leased from the Crown, allowed two-thirds of them to own their 

own homes.  These were small cottages of no more than four rooms and worth 

less than 100 pounds, but they usually had a garden big enough for hens and 

vegetables.  The miner was unlikely to have life insurance, a bank savings 

account containing more than petty cash, or furniture or chattels worth more than 

twenty pounds.  Most distressing was his inability to accumulate savings as he 

grew older.  Those who survived into old age could look forward to a time of 

poverty which was likely to end finally in the hospital or the benevolent asylum.  

They were probably better off than their fellow miners in the pit towns of England 

and Wales, who rarely owned the roofs over their heads, but little of the gold that 

they mined stuck to their fingers. 

 

Miners were victims of their occupation in other ways.  Mining continued to be 

dirty, uncomfortable and dangerous.  During the 1860s over a hundred miners 

were killed each year, mainly by rock falls or falls  down shafts; many more were 

seriously injured.  The enlightened Regulation of Mines Act 1873, attempted to 

halt this slaughter by introducing stringent safety requirements.   

 

The number of serious accidents declined, but by the end of the century three 

miners in every thousand were still involved in a serious accident each year and 

one in every thousand was killed.  This was partly due to the unwillingness of 

miners themselves to obey safety regulations.  As one miner explained: 

 

“Danger’s not so much if you look out.  Trouble is, chaps get careless.  

Don’t sound ground properly; go back too soon after a blast…It’s not the 

risks, though, it’s grafting down here by candlelight, breathin’ in dust and 

fumes, and so on, makes it bad – unnatural kind of like.  But you get used 

to it.” 

 

*** 
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Garden Gully Mine – 3000 Feet down (circa 1880) 

1880 is the last year that Michael’s name appears on the Shire’s Rate records.  However, 

it is not until 1896 that we have any further positive indication of where, or under what 

circumstances Michael and Margaret uprooted their family and left Sandhurst. 

 

There is some anecdotal evidence as to what Michael did next.  Reita Thompson, 

Michael’s grand-daughter, recalls her mother Gerte saying that after leaving Sandhurst, 

Michael acquired some bullocks and along with the older boys, became a teamster, 
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carting wool to the port and back loading groceries and building materials.  Reita also 

recalls stories, and these are supported by those who lived at Balranald, that Michael 

simply went rabbiting. 

 

The fact is that all of these things are probably true.  Unfortunately, at the time of 

writing, we have no way of knowing exactly what happened when, or why, during this 

sixteen year period. 

 

What follows here is purely supposition and is put forward by the author as a possible 

scenario for the period 1881 to 1896 based on the scanty detail contained in the 

recollections of those surviving relatives who have related the stories told to them over 

the years. 

 

In the 1880s some of the larger reef mining companies were struggling.  They had 

mined to depths beyond which it was not economically feasible to proceed given the 

mechanical technology of the day.  Large numbers of miners were laid off and found 

work as farm labourers or took on farming tracts of land for themselves. 

 

It is possible that Michael was laid off as a miner and, having a large family to support 

would have needed to find alternative employment reasonably quickly.  Given that he no 

longer appears on the Bendigo rate register it appears that Michael sold his properties.  

The family may have rented alternative accommodation in Sandhurst or lived locally with 

relatives while working on nearby farms.  It is probably worth exploring where Michael 

and Margaret’s families were living at this time to see if there are any possible answers 

to our dilemma. 

 

Michael’s brother John had commenced farming on a Crown allotment at Benjeroop in 

the north-west of the State on the Murray River in the early 1880s.  It is possible that 

Michael joined his brother to help out at this time.  Benjeroop is about 120km from 

Balranald.  Benjeroop is also within striking distance of the Murray River port at 

Koondrook which could have provided Michael with the opportunity to establish himself 

as a teamster.  By this time Michael’s sons, Patrick, Michael and Daniel would have no 

longer been of school age and being well into their teens would have been able to assist 

Michael in the cartage business.   

 

Margaret’s eldest sister Mary Ann had married Hans Larsen in 1863 and by 1873, the 

couple was farming at Tarnagulla, 40km west of Bendigo.  Hans died in 1888, but Mary 

Ann remained on the property until her own death in 1917. 
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Bridget, Margaret’s favourite sister, married John Gelfins in 1865.  John worked as a 

battery feeder for one of the large reef mining companies around Bendigo.  Bridget died 

suddenly after a heart attack in 1881 and John re-married a Mary Ann Simmonds in 

1883. 

 

Eliza married another Hans Hansen-Larsen in 1863.  This Larsen appears to be unrelated 

to Mary Ann’s husband. Hansen-Larsen was also a miner in the Sandhurst area during 

the 1880s but by the time of his death in 1898, Hans was working as a horticulturist at 

Gannawarra, 10km south of Koondrook.  Eliza died in 1917 in Bendigo. 

 

Margaret’s eldest sister Johanna had married James Riordan in 1868.  The couple farmed 

at Llanelly, 5km from Tarnagulla all of their lives.  James died in 1902 and Johanna, the 

third of the sisters to die in 1917. 

 

After Michael’s death in 1867, Margaret was left with only one brother, Roger.  He 

married Johanna Hogan in 1875.  Roger was also a miner in his early working life until 

he lost a leg in a mining accident.  It appears that he had set a blasting-charge in a shaft 

and was in the process of being hauled to safety when the rope broke despatching poor 

Roger to the floor of the shaft.  The charge detonated and the blast so injured Roger that 

he lost his leg.  Following his lucky survival,  Roger had a wooden leg fitted and took up 

a career as an hotelier in Sandhurst/Bendigo until his death there in 1929. 

 

Each of the foregoing offers Michael and his family a potential opportunity for work and 

shelter during the ‘missing years’.  However, given that Michael eventually settled in 

Balranald and that he and his sons were experienced teamsters, the most likely of the 

above scenarios is that he may have worked with or near his brother John, at Benjeroop. 

 

Of course, there is another obvious possibility that we cannot overlook and that is that 

Michael went straight to Balranald, settled his family in the town and took work as a 

rabbit trapper on one or more of the larger stations in the district such as Tupra, Paika, 

Cannally or Til Til.  And there is good support for this theory from a number of sources. 

 

Michael’s death registration states that he lived in New South Wales for 22 years.  

Michael went to live with son Joe after Margaret died in 1902.  At that time Joe was 28 

and living at Oxley but it is probably before he owned the old Oxley Hotel/ General Store 

and certainly before he took on his Western Land Lease at Booligal in 1906.  It is most 

likely that Joe took Michael into Hay Hospital when he became ill and therefore probable 

that it was he who provided the detail for Michael’s Death Certificate.  Of course, 
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Michael’s last illness lasted some seventeen days so it is entirely possible that eldest son 

Patrick made the trip to Hay and looked after the final arrangements. 

 

Whether it was Patrick or Joe who provided the information, both would have had long 

enough memories to know how long their father had lived in New South Wales.  

Therefore the figure of 22 years has to be regarded as reasonable.  This would put 

Michael’s arrival in New South Wales at around 1880-81 which lines up quite accurately 

with his known departure from Sandhurst. 

 

It is worth looking at a couple of other Death Certificates in order to verify this date.  

Margaret’s death registration, completed by son Patrick, states that she had lived in New 

South Wales for 20 years while son Daniel’s Certificate, completed at his death in August 

1927, states he lived 48 years in New South Wales.  The mathematics in connection with 

both of these provides us with convincing evidence that the family did indeed arrive in 

New South Wales, and most probably at Balranald, around 1880-81. 

 

The Death Certificates of Michael and Margaret’s other six children are silent as to the 

years lived in New South Wales. 

 

If we continue on with the premise that Michael and his family settled in Balranald in, 

say, 1881, his options would have been, as suggested earlier, set up house in the town 

for his family and with his elder sons seek work on the many large properties in the 

Murrumbidgee-Lachlan basin. 

 

It has been commonly suggested by many of Michael’s present day descendants that he 

trapped rabbits during his time at Balranald.  Sean Murphy recorded some notes of a 

chat he had with Kieran O’Halloran on New Year’s Day 1988.  Kieran recalled oral family 

history that said Michael was a ‘professional rabbiter on Paika’ before he took up his 

Western Lands Lease of ‘The Borough’.  Reita Thompson also recalls tales her mother, 

Gerte, told of Michael’s regular disappearances ‘to go rabbitin’.  Apparently he would 

absent himself for weeks at a time and often took the older boys with him.  It is worth 

noting that Gerte was born on Paika where her parents were employed, around 1886.  

Gerte later married one of Michael’s sons, Daniel, who would have been old enough to 

have been in Michael’s rabbiting party.  

 

In order to understand whether Michael’s rabbiting ventures were out of necessity or 

simply as a pastime, we need to learn something of what has become known as 

Australia’s Rabbit Problem. 
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The saga of the rabbit menace in Australia really began near Geelong in Victoria in 1859.  

In that year, Thomas Austin (1815-1871), owner of the 29,000 acre property, Barwon 

Park, near Winchelsea, imported two dozen wild rabbits from Europe that settled in ‘the 

garden state’ so well that within three years they were reported to be a ‘pest’.  Austin, 

wishing to share his new source of food and to provide good hunting, deliberately turned 

out some of the offspring of his fecund importations, and the rabbit invasion of Australia 

began. 

 

From Barwon Park at the bottom of the ‘inland corridor’ there were no physical barriers 

to impede their progress and they soon moved over Victoria and in 1880 crossed into 

South Australia and New South Wales.  After swarming in the area north of the Murray 

River near Swan Hill, they spread down the river to its junction with the Murrumbidgee, 

which they followed to above Balranald crossing it at several points, and down the 

Murray to its junction with the Darling, from where they spread out inland in all 

directions. 

 

Landowners, in an attempt to contain the advance of the ‘grey blanket’, resorted to 

trapping, shooting, digging out, digging in, explosives, poisoning and dog drives, but 

their strategic response was to erect wire-netting rabbit proof fences.  There were 

countless arguments about the best route for the fences and finance was also a problem 

so that few of the fences were erected in time to contain the relentless surge of the 

rabbit plague.  As an example, by the end of 1887, the New South Wales government 

had only erected 207 miles of wire netting at a cost of 82 pounds per mile. 

In those early days poisoning was by far the most popular method of dealing with the 

problem.  Arsenic, strychnine and phosphorous were widely and in most cases, 

carelessly used.  Unfortunately, poisoning was also counterproductive.  While it 

demonstrably killed millions of rabbits, it also wiped out large numbers of the rabbit’s 

natural predators such as the goanna, native cat, fox, dingo and eagle hawk as well as 

other useful wildlife. 

 

If there was no thought given to the possible ecological impact of some of these 

measures, little was also known about the nature and the habits of the rabbit itself.  One 

of the more bizarre suggestions made during the great drought in the 1890s was to 

engage a scenic artist  to paint on a vast canvas some 200 yards long, a tempting 

landscape covered with luxurious vegetation to induce the rabbits into a prepared trap.  

It was claimed in Federal Parliament that this scheme had been approved by ‘a very high 

Government official’ and that a Sydney professor had bought shares in the project and 

urged others to do likewise. 
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The highly toxic chemical compound carbon disulphide was by far the most effective 

remedy in reducing rabbit numbers provided it was properly used.  In fact, it was so 

effective that many trappers who were fearful of their livelihoods, deliberately misused it 

so that it would fail.  Jimmy ‘Hungry’ Tyson was just one of the many pastoralists who 

accused his men of deliberately igniting the chemical to make it less effective. 

 

State Governments rushed through a deluge of Rabbit Act legislation that gave 

inspectors power to enter properties and enforce rabbit destruction.  Between 1883 and 

1890, 1.5 million pounds was spent by the NSW government on rabbit destruction, much 

of it in the form of bounties to professional trappers for rabbit scalps.  Many large 

stations employed over a hundred rabbiters and some idea of the immensity of their 

work is reflected in the fact that between 1883 and 1886, Canally, Tupra and Paika 

stations in the Balranald district spent 17,000, 19,000 and 13,000 pounds respectively 

on rabbit extermination.  Two thirds of this was covered by government subsidy.  Some 

graziers, at the first sight of a rabbit on their land paid bounties as high as one pound 

per scalp in a vain bid to stem the tide. 

 

In the context of the rabbit problem and its drastic effect in the Balranald district, there 

appears to be overwhelming support that Michael was not just a casual rabbiter but that 

he was actually one of the many professional rabbit trappers working in the area at that 

time.  Given the strength of anecdotal family evidence that links Michael to the Paika 

run, it is highly probable that he was engaged there and in the absence of contrary 

evidence it is reasonable to accept that Michael’s first employment after moving to 

Balranald was as a rabbit trapper.  It is not known how Michael might have been 

compensated for his rabbiting ventures.  According to Vin O’Halloran rabbit skins were 

bought by weight and it was the practice of the rabbiters to stretch the skins inside-out 

on a No.8 fencing wire frame to dry.  While they were still damp, the skins were rubbed 

in gravel which adhered to the skin thus increasing the weight.  As the skins were sold in 

bundles, the presence of the gravel would not have been immediately apparent to 

unsuspecting buyers.  As an Irishman, it is highly likely that Michael would have been 

well aware of thus ruse. 

 

Just how long Michael and his boys hunted the rabbits is not known.  What we do know 

is that they eventually assembled teams of Clydesdale horses and drays and began 

carting the wool clip from the sheep runs to the Murrumbidgee River port at Balranald.  

Elsewhere in this story is printed the full text of an interview Kieran O’Halloran, Michael’s 

grandson, did for his grand-daughter, Carla in the early 1990s.  A couple of paragraphs 
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are relevant to the work of the teamsters.  The ‘Dad’ referred to is Keiran’s father 

Patrick, who was Michael’s eldest son: 

 

Dad was a teamster.  He used to have Clydesdale horses and he and his mate, 

Bill Burns, from Kilarney had the greatest teams you could come in contact with.  

In those days they were carriers and channel makers and tank sinkers.  Dad 

worked on the properties and they used to have a little house in the town.  But 

they camped out on the properties where most of their work was done. 

 

All the wool from properties like Ivanhoe would have to come down to Balranald, 

or down to the river to boats and it would have to come by wagon.  The roads 

were that tough, like sand, that they always had to have a mate.  Well my Dad’s 

mate was Bill Burns and they would pull one another over the sand hills.  So 

instead of having twenty five horses on a wagon loaded with 16 ton of wool, 

they’d have 50 and they’d pull themselves over and shuffle ‘em up.  They’d help 

each other over four to five big sand hills.  I believe they got paid 10 pounds per 

ton for carting the wool from Clare station to the port at Balranald.  Each season 

they’d do four to five trips and they would earn thousands of pounds.  They were 

gentlemen and they had plenty of money. Back then you could buy a beautiful 

suit for 30 bob and boots for 7 bob.  Everything was so cheap.  After the wool 

season they’d probably go sinking tanks for other graziers with their horses. 

 

And so, the family departed Victoria for a new life on the barren western plains of New 

South Wales.  It would be a tough life but one that would reap rich rewards for the 

generations that followed. 
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Chapter 4 
 
Balranald - 1881 to 1896 
 
 
From what we have learned so far on our journey we can confidently assume that 

Michael and Margaret resettled their family in Balranald sometime in 1881.  As we noted 

earlier, it is likely that the couple acquired a house in the town and Michael and the 

eldest boys would have set about looking for employment.  In those days, Balranald was 

an isolated spot compared to Bendigo.  Nevertheless, work was plentiful, whether in the 

town, which was developing into a busy river port, or on the many surrounding 

properties whose operators were always looking for farm hands. 

 

Once they had decided that Balranald would offer their family a better standard of living 

and perhaps greater lifestyle opportunity, the couple had to set about moving.  We know 

nothing about this migration but we can explore how they might have tackled the 

logistics of transporting a family and its household items.  The trip from Bendigo to 

Balranald is about 300km. Even today, with air-conditioned, four-wheel drive vehicles 

riding on sealed highways, such a journey could be a nightmare for a family of seven, 

the children aged between six and seventeen. 

 

In 1881, the rail service between Bendigo and Echuca had been running since 1864 but 

no connecting rail service on the New South Wales side of the border to Balranald.  The 

first train to Balranald did not run until March 1926.  There is family speculation that 

Michael might have travelled to Balranald before the rest of the family and either 

secured accommodation in the town, or secured employment on one of the large stations 

in the area, probably as a rabbit trapper or general hand.  It is possible, as was the case 

in Armytage’s station in the Western District (See Chapter 20 on the Duncan’s), that a 

man’s family could also be accommodated on the station provided there was suitable 
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work for the wife and children of working age.  However, in Michael’s case this might not 

have been so as there is anecdotal evidence from a couple of family sources, that 

Michael and the older boys took accommodation in the sheds at Paika, while working at 

various tasks on the station.  This would mean that Margaret, the girls, and the youngest 

boys probably lived in the town. 

 

Getting the family and household items to Echuca by train would not have been too 

difficult.  The forward journey from there though could have been arduous depending on 

how it was undertaken.  The options would have been for Michael to have obtained the 

services of a carrier using a wagon and a team of horses; purchase his own team of 

horses and a wagon – which he may have done as we know that in their early days at 

Balranald, Michael and his sons were well known as teamsters and carriers; a third 

option would have been to load the family and all the gear on to one of the paddle 

steamers that regularly plied the river system in those days.  Via the river system, a 

paddle-steamer could land them right in the main street of the town.  Presumably, 

Michael would have had money enough to fund the move as he would have sold his 

properties in Bendigo before departing.  As indicated earlier, we can’t be absolutely 

certain about any of this but speculation is all upon which we can rely. 

 

At this point we are probably getting a little ahead of ourselves and we need to 

understand what Michael and Margaret were faced with when they arrived at their 

destination. Our story will now centre on Balranald for a while and it will be useful to 

devote a few pages to the history of the town and the surrounding district. 

 

It is all very well to regard Balranald’s history as beginning when the Europeans arrived.  

However, this would do a great injustice to the indigenous populations who had roamed 

the area for hundreds, perhaps thousands, of years before white settlement.  Balranald 

is located in Mutthi Mutthi traditional country and a strong indigenous culture thrives to 

this day.  

 

In his informative booklet “The Balranald Story” by Arthur Feldtmann (1976) is the 

following description of the indigenous presence around Balranald: 

 

When the first white people took up their residence in Balranald, there were several 

tribes of aborigines in the district with their headquarter son the Murrumbidgee River, or 

on some of the large fresh water lakes abounding in the region.  Both Sturt and Major 

Mitchell, in their reports made mention of numerous parties and tribes of natives 

frequenting the Murrumbidgee and Darling rivers. 
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They roamed the area carefree, happy and unmolested in those early years, gave little 

trouble, and were a source of manpower in this labour-starved period.  However, as time 

marched on, and all their hunting grounds and ceremonial sites became occupied, first 

by the squatters and then by the settlers, the Government of the day provided 

Reservations for the remnants of the decimated tribes that had survived the white man’s 

invasion of their territory. 

 

A Government Reserve of 142 acres of land on the Murrumbidgee river at the western 

end of the township of Balranald was set aside as a place of abode for the local 

aborigines.  It is still in existence, but where once this Reserve was crowded with native 

folk, with a Mission Church of their own – only one dwelling still remains in 1976. 

 

The Balranald Reserve is controlled 

by the NSW Aborigine Welfare 

Board.  In 1963 there were 70 

aborigines living there, in 1964, 

31, and in 1976 there are just 2 

aborigines left on the Reserve. 

 

The NSW Government, assisted by 

the Balranald Shire and local 

residents have transferred these native people into some very fine homes scattered 

throughout the town. 

 

The names of the local tribes were Barindji, Bagandji, Myall and Moolpa. 

 

The Aborigines have an official cemetery of their own at the very eastern end of the 

town.  Many graves are marked with crosses and artificial flowers.  A rough count shows 

that at least 71 graves are in this cemetery, many of which are children. 

 

In relation to the indigenous presence of the area, we should not move on without 

mentioning Lake Mungo, the site of the earliest Aboriginal occupation in Australia.  

Located in the far North West region of the Balranald Shire is the dry lake bed of Lake 

Mungo and the Walls of China – the white sand dunes that dominate Mungo National 

Park, now proclaimed as a World Heritage Site. 

 

 
A Cottage on the Aboriginal Reserve - 1933 
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It was at Mungo, in the drought-affected summer of 1969, that a young scientist 

stumbled across the remains of a cremated skeleton of a human, later to be known as 

Mungo Woman. Six years later, he found Mungo Man, buried in a pit strewn with ochre. 

Carbon dating showed that Mungo woman was at least 26,000 years old, and that Mungo 

Man lived some 62,000 years ago. The discovery threatened to rewrite the history of 

human occupation in Australia, and had profound implications for the origins of modern 

man. More recently, the scientific consensus is that both skeletons are around 40,000 

years old. 

Stone flake tools are scattered across the landscape, and peeking out of the mud are 

ancient wombat holes, fossilised chunks of Eucalyptus trees, and the bones of long-dead 

marsupials, including extinct buffalo-sized wombats and giant kangaroos. 

Prior to 1922, Mungo was part of the Old Gol Gol Station with a total area of 500,000 

acres.  In 1978, the NSW National Parks and Wildlife Service acquired some 40,000 

acres of the Station from the Barnes family.  Sheep no longer graze there and 

considerable regeneration of native plant species has occurred, encouraging the large 

numbers of Red and Western Grey kangaroos and emus that are to be found there. 

The old Mungo Woolshed built in 1869 by Chinese laborers from locally sawn Murray pine 

logs is preserved on the site as an important relic of a past era. 

 

Now, back to Balranald. By all early accounts, it is astounding that anything at all could 

have ever been established at what initially was such an inhospitable place, just short of 

a desert, in ecological terms.  The location had absolutely nothing going for it.  It was 

1000km from Sydney, little more than spot a vast desolate plain significantly remote 

from the existing provincial centres of the day, such as Yass and Wagga Wagga.  The 

absence of any decent track through the area and unbridged waterways rendered it 

completely unsuitable for any form of transport. 

 

Furthermore, the plains were covered with saltbush, bluebush, cottonbush and mallee 

scrub existing on vast stretches of sandy soil capable of supporting only one sheep to 

every eight to ten acres.  Rainfall was a minimal 30cm per annum which only barely 

maintained the sparse outcrops of Murray Pine and Belah.   

 

And so it was that in 1817, under orders from Governor Macquarie, the explorer and, at 

the time, Surveyor General, John Oxley had ventured as far as 14 kilometres beyond the 

junction of the Lachlan and Murrumbidgee rivers.  He observed “a vast expanse of plains 

as far as the eye could see, punctuated with a series of muddy waterholes”.  He soon 
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packed up and returned to Sydney where his less than favourable report saw the area 

languish for any development for another thirty years. 

 

In 1842, the first of the squatters to settle in the district arrived.  It was none other than 

Benjamin Boyd who had attempted to establish his Boyd Town colony on the south coast 

of New South Wales in 1841. Boyd floated a company of English investors and 

commenced to build an empire on the shores of Twofold Bay which included a church, 

boiling down works for the treatment of whale blubber, a lighthouse on south head, a 

wool store and many other buildings including the Seahorse Inn, which still trades to this 

day as a tourist attraction. 

Unfortunately, return on the investors’ money was slow so they withdrew their support 

which meant the end of the Boyd empire. By 1870 the development was left unoccupied 

and the buildings fell into ruin.  Today, only the Seahorse Inn, now a popular tourist 

attraction, remains as a reminder of the Boyd era. 

 

In the Lower Murrumbidgee district Boyd occupied Deniliquin, Neimur, Nyang, Poon 

Boon, and other pastoral stations and imported Augustus Morris from Port Philip to 

manage his various stations around Balranald.  In 1845, Morris was befriended by the 

explorer, William Charles Wentworth, and Wentworth, who never lived in the district, 

convinced Morris to accept the position of superintendent on his Tala run, later to be 

known as Yanga.  Morris eventually ended up owning both the Yanga and Paika runs.  So 

popular did Morris become in the Balranald district that he represented the electorate in 

the NSW Parliament. 

 

The first resident squatter in the district was George Hobler, who in 1845 took up part of 

Yanga, and Nap Nap with a 50km frontage along the Murrumbidgee.  Hobler had to flee 

his original Goulburn run due to an outbreak of scab in his sheep.  He called his new run 

“The Lake” and built his homestead at Waugorah Creek.  He later renamed his station 

“Nap Nap”, an aboriginal name for the area. 

 

In 1846, Hobler acquired Paika Station, but without following the licensing procedures 

now laid down by the NSW Government.  Between 1851 and 1878, Nap Nap was sold 

several times, finally in 1878, for £97,500, by which time it had grown to 262,000 acres.  

As a matter of interest, the first rabbit discovered in Balranald was on Nap Nap in 1880. 

 

Hobler lost the Paika run in 1850 because he did not hold the required Government 

Licence.   
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Stations in the Balranald District from 1842 

 

In 1847, the Government had called tenders for all unlicensed and vacated or forfeited 

runs in an endeavor to put an end to the unfair practices of “land grabbing” associated 

with squatting. Tenderers were required to show that they were prepared to pay a yearly 
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rent of £10 with £2.10.0 for every 1000 sheep or equivalent in cattle above 4000 sheep.  

640 head of cattle were deemed equivalent to 4000 sheep.  Hobler found that better 

tenders than his had been received an so in 1850, he and other unfortunate pioneers 

who had been outbid in their tenders were forced to vacate their runs and abandon all 

rights to any improvements they had effected.  Hobler was outraged and recorded the 

following in his diary, “This is a monstrous thing.  It is no fault of the residents that no 

licence had been paid.  They  had offered the fee to the Crown, but the Commissioner of 

Crown Lands would not accept the money.”  In disgust, Hobler and his family moved to 

California in 1851. 

 

Towards the end of 1847, the Commissioner for Crown Lands for the Lower Darling 

District, George James McDonald, along with a police escort, arrived at the site of 

present day Balranald.  Believing it to be a suitable location for a base from which to 

perform various survey and data gathering projects, McDonald established camp under 

canvas.  The following year, Leighton Robinson and Thomas Duggan established the first 

general store at the site.  At the same time, sensing financial opportunity, a Mr 

Robertson built the town’s first public house, the Balranald Inn. 

 

In 1849, Commissioner McDonald was still on location.  He was of the view that a store 

and a pub were all that were necessary to establish a township and officially 

recommended such a course of action to the Colonial Secretary.  He suggested that the 

new town be known as ‘Balranald’.  Of Scottish heritage, McDonald was born in the 

Outer Hebrides on North Uist in the town of Balranald, and so chose the name of his 

birth-place for his fledgling settlement.  In his recommendation to the Colonial 

Secretary, McDonald foresaw that the position of the town on the lower reaches of the 

Murrumbidgee would be of strategic importance having regard to the then proposed 

introduction of steam navigation on the Murray. 

 

Following the Colonial secretary’s approval in 1849, the surveyor Francis McCabe laid out 

large reserves in the Lower Murrumbidgee-Murray-Darling region.  McCabe’s survey 

provided for “a township at the north end of Caiera, otherwise Balranald Reserve”.  

Commissioner McDonald died in 1851 to be succeeded by Stephen Cole who continued to 

use Balranald as a base until 1853, when the Lower Darling District office of Crown 

Lands was transferred to Euston, where a new house had been built for the 

Commissioner. 

 

On 4th April 1851 the township of Balranald was gazetted.  The first land sale was held 

on 14th January 1852 when thirty-five lots went to public auction. 
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Although an unofficial post office had been operating at Balranald since 1850, it wasn’t 

until 1853 that the first official post office opened there.  John Bent was the first mail 

contractor and his run serviced the area from Balranald to Wagga Wagga along the 

Murrumbidgee. 

 

Sometime during 1852, German settler, Phillip Comitti, a builder by trade, who married 

an Irish girl on the goldfields, decided that the town needed a second hotel and built the 

‘Carriers Arms’.  In April 1854, William Graham acquired the license for the Balranald Inn 

which he ran until tragically murdered in 1859.  The murderer was later hanged in 

Goulburn Gaol.  After Graham’s murder, the license passed to Denis Hanan, who in 1859 

had purchased a punt from Captain Cadell and operated it on the river at the southern 

end of Mayall Street.  Hanan held the license to the Carriers Arms until 1867. 

 
The Original Carriers Arms Hotel 

 

While Balranald was in its infancy, the Victorian gold-rushes were firing the imaginations 

of world-wide fortune hunters.  The incredible influx of gold-seekers had a huge impact 

on the Riverina region by creating an enormous demand on the fat-stock market.  

Unfortunately for Balranald, the establishment of a stock route across the One-Tree Plain 

to Lang’s crossing directed attention away from Balranald to the region up-river of the 

Murrumbidgee-Lachlan junction.  The result was that towards the end of the 1850s, 

when the fat-stock market was at its peak, Balranald was suffering a real downturn.  In 

August 1858, the local newspaper lamented the difficult times claiming the town had 

fallen into ‘stagnation’.  The article went on, “This obscure and miserable township, 

situated on the lower Murrumbidgee, is here attracting a considerable share of attention, 
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as being one of those rowdy places, for which the Australian bush in the interior has 

become famous”. 

 

In 1860, Burke and Wills set out from Melbourne on their epic and ill-fated trek to cross 

Australia to the Gulf of Carpentaria.  The expedition chose to cross the Murrumbidgee at 

Balranald, which they did on 15 September when the camels and two wagons crossed 

the river via Hanan’s punt at the Mayall Street crossing.  The following day, the 

remaining wagons made the crossing and Camp XX, the twentieth camp established 

since leaving Melbourne, was set up on the outskirts of Balranald. 

 

Burke realised that the expedition faced difficulties crossing the sandy tracts across the 

Mallee country between the Murrumbidgee and the Darling and decided to lighten the 

load carried on his wagons.  Burke’s diary notes that he left 15.5 cwt of sugar, some 

rice, all eight demi-johns of lime juice, four bags of camel’s sugar, the anvil, bellows, 

some iron, the blacksmith’s vice, a handsaw, five axes, two rifles, several revolvers and 

the camel litter at Messrs Sparkes, Cramsie and Co.  He then took on hay and maize for 

the animals and flour for the men, for which he paid very high prices.  When camp 

broke, the expedition headed north for Paika Station. 

 

As fate would dictate, Balranald did not wallow in the doldrums of stagnation for very 

long.  By the end of the 1860s, Balranald had become the major crossing place for stock 

originating in South Australia.  The Royal Hotel was built by Peter Young in 1866.  

Shortly after, Young established a second punt across the River and a toll-house was 

erected on the north bank adjacent to Young’s punt. 

 

In 1867, Denis Hanan sold his interests in the Balranald Inn and the Mayall street punt 

to William Hall.  Two years later John Russell built the Commercial Hotel and in 1871, 

Balranald’s first brick building was constructed to house the Post and Telegraph Office. 

 

The Anglicans were the first religious denomination to demonstrate a presence in the 

town with the first church being built in 1872.  The first service was conducted by the 

Rev W H Yarrington on 6th April, 1873 and in June the building was consecrated by the 

Anglican Bishop of Goulburn, of which Balranald was part, the Very Rev. Mesac Thomas.  

The Catholics followed suit and their first place of worship was built in 1875. 

 

The first newspaper in the area, the Riverina Recorder commenced publication in 1877. 
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Balranald Post Office – Built in 1871 

 

By 1881, when Michael arrived with his family, the population of Balranald was about 

400.  At the time, apart from the customary Police Station, Court House, Post Office and 

hospital, Balranald was reported as supporting four general stores and six hotels: The 

Balranald Inn, The Carriers Arms, The Royal, The Shamrock, The Commercial, The 

Bridge House and Tattersalls.  In addition, there were a further three hotels within 15km 

of the town.  Besides the four general stores, there were four barber shops, two bakers, 

two bootmakers, three banks, a tinsmith two blacksmiths, a tailor, a saddlery, two 

drapers and a library.  And, of all things, in 1886, a fellow called Ted Russ opened a 

skating rink which survived for many years. 

 

Such was the development of the town that it was proclaimed a Municipality in 1882 and 

in 1889 reticulated water was connected to all houses and businesses in the township.  

However, electricity was not available to the town until 1926 even though Yanga station 

had an electric light plant installed as early as 1921. 

 

In 1881, Michael and his family would have seen and travelled over the then recently 

constructed bridge across the Murrumbidgee at Balranald. The structure was only 

replaced by the current concrete bridge in 1976. 
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Greenham’s Blacksmiths Shop - 1889 

 

By the time Michael arrived in Balranald, many pastoral station runs had been 

established for some years.  As Michael and his sons are likely to have performed 

contract work on some or even all of these properties, it is probably worth exploring the 

backgrounds of some of the better known operations. 

 

 

 
Court Street Balranald in 1900.  This streetscape would have been familiar to 

Michael and his family 
 

Tysons (Toorong) 

 

Probably Australia’s best known squatter was James Tyson, also known as “Hungry Jim”.  

Tyson and his brothers, Peter, John, and William, followed George Hobler into the district 
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around 1846 and took up the “Toorong” run located on the west side of the Lachlan-

Murrumbidgee junction.  This run was more popularly known as “Tysons”.  Tyson had 

previously occupied “Geramy” on the other side of the Lachlan and acquired “Toorong” 

without the necessary licence.  Initially, he stocked it with 240 head of cattle and six 

horses.  Tyson expanded “Toorong” to include “Tupra” and “Juanbung” and with his 

brother Peter, also held “Coorong” and “Tarwong”.  They later acquired the runs of 

“Deniliquin”, “Zara” and “Thalaka” from Ben Boyd.  Peter Tyson also held “Til Til” but 

sold it in 1872.  In the 1880s Tyson sold all his Riverine properties and headed for 

Queensland, dying on his Felton Station in the Darling Downs in 1898. 

 

Tupra 

Tyson was able to expand his “Toorong” run by acquiring the adjoining “Tupra” and 

“Juanbung” stations, giving “Tupra” a total size of over 440,000 acres, of which 100,000 

acres was freehold.  Tyson acquired “Tupra” from John Leckie Phelps and Nicholas 

Chadwick, who had taken up both “Tupra” and the “Coorong” frontages and also a large 

slice of the land at the rear of these properties in the early 1840s. 

 
 

 

Paika 

“Paika”, discussed earlier in this chapter, is of special interest to the O’Halloran family.  

There is strong anecdotal evidence that Michael trapped rabbits there during the 

outbreak of the infestations in the 1880s, as well as stories passed down about his sons 

Pat and Dan carting wool from there.  There is also evidence that Dan’s father-in-law 

Fergus Duncan and his family were engaged at “Paika”, Dan’s eventual wife Gertrude 

having been born there in about 1882, according to her daughter, Mary’s, Birth 

Certificate. 
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Paika Stables and Storage Shed - 1899 

Til Til 

 

Til Til was was once part of Tyson’s “Tupra” but George Fairbairn purchased it from 

Tyson Brothers in 1870.  In 1876, the Australian and New Zealand Land Company 

purchased the run and held it until 1963 when Jim and Rhondda Connell purchased the 

homestead block of 36,000 acres.   

 

 
Til Til Homestead as it was in 1996 

Russell and Suzanne Neild acquired 26,000 acres of the homestead block in 1996, the 

remaining 10,000 acres being taken up by the Merrung Rung Pastoral Company 
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In the 1880s, Til Til was a huge undertaking of some 385,000 acres employing a large 

number of hands.  The drop-log homestead was built on an attractive sandy ridge of pine 

trees and surrounded by several outbuildings but today is only a shadow of its former 

glory. 

 

Canally 

Situated on both sides of the Murrumbidgee with considerable frontage on both the 

Wakool and Murray Rivers, Canally was one of the oldest and largest runs in the Western 

Riverina.  Once covering an area of some 600,000 acres, sustaining 95,000 sheep, the 

station has shrunk to approximately 2700 acres. 

 

Purchased by William Noughton in 1900, Canally was sold to Alfred Greenham in 1935.  

Leonard and Lorraine Dalton bought the property in 1970, renovating the homestead 

and effecting other improvements.  More recently, Neville and Joanne Dalton have 

acquired the property. 

 

 
Canally Homestead 

 

The river steamer, “Canally”, built in 1907 and owned by Captain Tommy Freeman, was 

named after the run.  The steamer was a fast and powerful vessel and was known as the 

“Greyhound of the River”. 

 

Unfortunately, there is only scant word-of-mouth evidence to indicate how Michael and 

his family lived from the time they arrived in Balranald up until 1896 when Patrick, and 

then his father, applied for Homestead Leases from the New South Wales Government.  

Michael’s grandchildren, Kieran O’Halloran and Reita Thompson have both recorded 

recollections that Michael and his sons were teamsters using Clydesdales and that they 

carted wool to the river ports, backloading farm supplies and building materials when 
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these were on offer.  When not carting, the men utilised their teams to drag tanks and 

clear mallee scrub on stations in the district. 

 

During this period it can be reasonably accepted that Margaret and the younger children 

lived in the town as the family appears not to have occupied a run at this stage.  Living 

in the town would have the advantage of being close to school for the younger children 

and Margaret would have had the social company of local women while her men were 

engaged in service activities that required they were away from home for long periods of 

time.  Their work did not allow time to commute home on a daily basis.  The stations 

they worked on, as we saw earlier, were quite vast and situated up to 160 kilometres 

from the town.  Even in good weather it would take at least six days to travel to the river 

port with a load of wool bales. 

 

 

Patrick O’Halloran’s team and wagon at the Homebush Hotel 

 

The task of clearing mallee scrub on the runs was facilitated by a method developed in 

1868 by Charles Mullen who devised a system where a horse drawn machine using an 

old steam boiler filled with rocks was dragged behind a team of horses or bullocks 

through the mallee scrub, tearing it out by the roots.  In some areas where fertility 

permitted wheat was then sown in the felled scrub and after the crop was harvested, the 

land would be set on fire to stop the mallee regenerating.  At Balranald, neither the soil 

nor the rainfall would support a wheat crop so the defoliated scrub was ploughed using a 

Stump-Jump plough and then was set afire where it lay to discourage re-growth. 
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A bullock team clearing mallee scrub 

 

The Mullenising method, as it became known, like the Stump-Jump Plough, improved 

on the time consuming task of clearing land filled with eucalyptus mallee stumps and 

stones by hand. In South Australia, Victoria and New South Wales this enabled the 

clearing of mallee land which was previously thought to be too difficult to cultivate. 

 

The “Ulonga” PS towing a barge of wool bales down the Murrumbidgee 

 

It is acknowledged in the family that Michael and his sons earned good money for the 

work they performed in the Balranald district between 1881 and 1896.  Except for a 
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couple of drought-driven years in the early 1890s, the wool clip was good.  Cartage rates 

were also attractive and the O’Hallorans were well known as reliable operators.  When 

not transporting wool to the river there was plenty of work on the station runs and as 

Michael and his boys could turn their hands to anything a station overseer might require, 

they were never short of a job, or a pay-cheque. 

 

By all verbal accounts that survive today, the men were careful with their money.  

Michael’s sons were also popular figures at any social event they chose to attend.  Not 

only were they good looking, but their healthy bank balances convinced the local 

matrons of the district to regard them as “well-off” and as such, these ladies were quick 

to promote the charms of their daughters in the hope of snaring a “good catch”. 

 

It is therefore surprising that Pat and Dan refrained from marriage until almost middle 

aged, whereas Joe and Mick never took the plunge at all.  Perhaps the boys were mindful 

of the Government’s dissatisfaction with the land situation and were following proposals 

to divide the Western Riverina land up into more equitable parcels that would encourage 

more farmers to take on smaller, more manageable allotments.  If this were the case 

they would certainly have been well placed when the Government eventually 

implemented the Homestead and Western Land Lease programs. 
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Chapter 5 
 
The Western Land Leases 
 
The years from 1895 to 1904 were ones of mixed fortunes for the O’Hallorans at 

Balranald.  They had settled into the district nicely and the boys were now making good 

money.  Changes the Government would make to management of Crown Land would see 

them enjoy their own acquisition opportunities.  Success, however, would be tinged with 

tragedy for the first time since they came to Australia.  Hannah would lose her husband 

in tragic circumstances, as well as her unborn baby as a consequence, and both 

Margaret, and then Michael would depart this life. 

 

We know that Pat became a very successful and well respected grazier in the Balranald 

district.  He was obviously very astute and his shrewdness served him well in building his 

success.  Undoubtedly, he was the outstanding performer of Michael and Margaret’s 

sons, if we judge him on what he had achieved by the time he died in 1924. 

 

For some fifteen years after arriving in Balranald, Michael and his sons worked on 

various runs, probably as contractors, performing a variety of tasks.  In the early years, 

Michael trapped rabbits, the return on which was quite lucrative during the plague years.  

To what extent the boys assisted in this work is unknown.  It is also unknown how long 

Michael continued to make a living in this way.  What we do know from a number of 

present-day family, is that all of the boys were eventually in the cartage business.  We 

know Pat had a team of Clydesdale horses and that he engaged in the business of 

carting the wool clip from the stations to the river ports.  On the return journey he back 

loaded whatever goods or materials were required back at the many stations in the 

district. 
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When not carting wool or goods, the horses were utilised to clear scrub and to drag 

tanks or dams.  Reita Thompson, Michael’s grand-daughter recalls her mother Gerte 

telling her that Michael, Pat, Dan and Joe were all in the cartage business and although 

there were many others who also plied this trade, the O’Hallorans were well known as 

reliable operators.  They were well respected by station overseers who were happy to 

employ their services. 

 

Performing a variety of tasks on different properties gave the boys a valuable insight into 

how the runs were managed, or miss-managed, as the case may be.  First hand they 

saw what was required in order to make a property successful.  In many ways, it was an 

excellent apprenticeship for what was to come. 

 

In order to understand how Michael and his sons benefited from the revised Government 

approach to the management of Crown Land in Western New South Wales, we need to 

look at what was happening in Australia’s development that gave rise to the 

empowerment of the squatters. 

 

After the Blue Mountains had been crossed in 1813, the excellent grazing and farming 

lands beyond in all directions were discovered.  Whaling and sealing were no longer as 

profitable as they had been and a new industry was needed for continued growth in 

Australian prosperity.  From the 1820s onwards, new breeds of sheep had been 

developed specially for Australian conditions and the new breeds were thriving.  In the 

1850s, the gold rushes had attracted hundreds of thousands of immigrants and as gold 

became harder to find the newcomers wanted jobs and land.  At the same time Britain’s 

Industrial Revolution had spawned an almost overnight surge in the building of woollen 

mills and textile factories that created an unprecedented need for wool. 

 

From the 1840s onwards, men took flocks of sheep to graze on the inland grass.  These 

men became known as squatters, getting their name because they squatted on land they 

had no right to use.  As time passed, laws changed, squatters were licensed and many of 

them became rich and respectable settlers.  They controlled huge areas of land and 

wanted to ensure that no one else got hold of it. 

 

Many kinds of people decided to try and get rich quickly by driving a flock of sheep 

inland and letting them graze until their wool grew long enough to be shorn and sold.  

Some of these people were young men from England who were sent to Australia to make 

their fortunes.  Some were officers from the army and navy who found themselves out of 
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a job and some were the sons of convicts and free settlers who wanted to get their 

hands on a bit of the land they were born in.  And then, of course, there were the 

immigrants who had tried all sorts of jobs without being able to settle down but they 

liked the freedom and independence that life in the bush offered them. 

 

If you decided to try your luck as a squatter, the first thing you had to do was find some 

grazing land for your sheep, that is you had to select a run.  There were no maps of 

unexplored land and there fore no advertisements in the newspapers to say where land 

was for sale.  Would-be squatters had to find land for themselves.  Most would set out 

by following one of the well-known squatters’ tracks and venture just a bit further than 

the previous fellow.  It was advisable for a squatter to find his land before he bought his 

sheep.  On the way, a prospective squatter would enquire of existing settlers if there was 

any good land around that nobody else was using.  Some advice was helpful, some was 

not.  The land out west hadn’t been cleared so it was difficult to the untrained eye to 

establish whether it was any good.  Mostly a squatter decided on the first unused land he 

came across and hoped for the best.  He would burn some trees to show that the land 

had been claimed and then rode back to Sydney or Melbourne to register the claim.  

After 1836, a squatter paid ₤10 per annum for the use of the land. 

 

The successful squatters like the Tyson brothers, had worked hard for their success.  By 

the 1880s, their runs had grown enormously over the years and the boom times in the 

wool industry had made them wealthy and powerful.  Some members of parliament felt 

that this group had become too powerful and called for new land laws to regulate the use 

of Crown Land.  Their view was that if more people had access to the land, the squatters 

would become less important.  The call went out to unlock the land. Newspapers of the 

day picked up on the anti-squatter sentiment publishing leading articles such as the one 

in the Melbourne Age that claimed the squatters have had the land to themselves for too 

long:  “They pay hardly anything for it and don’t use it properly.  They just sit around 

and wait for their sheep to grow wool.  Australia is a big country.  There should be 

enough land for everyone who wants to buy it.  Give the small farmer a chance!” 

 

In reply, the squatter’s view might have been, “My family worked hard to tame this land.  

I am not giving it up to a bunch of newcomers.  We squatters deserve the land after all 

we have put into it. We’ve built houses dams and fences.  You can’t take it waway from 

us now.  Wool is helping to make Australia rich and our sheep need a lot of land to graze 

in.  Anyway, most of the land in Australia is no good for growing crops.  It is too dry.” 
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The land issue was becoming a major concern in all the Colonies, who attempted to 

address the matter by passing Selection Acts between 1858 and 1872.  In New South 

Wales the Robertson Act 1861 (NSW) made free selection of Crown land possible for 

anyone. The Crown Lands Alienation Act 1861 (NSW) dealt with the sale of land and the 

Crown Lands Occupation Act 1861 (NSW) dealt with leasing. The Occupation Act 

permitted any person to select up to 320 acres of land and purchase the freehold (with 

the exception of urban land). Prior to this, powerful squatters had managed to acquire 

vast amounts of the colony's prime land through initially illicit occupation. The 

Occupation Act opened up these squatter held lands for selection by anyone in the 

colony. The Alienation Act allowed the sale of town and suburban land by public auction. 

 

However, this wasn’t the end of the matter.  Squatters were so determined to keep their 

lands and thought up many different ways of stopping selectors from getting hold of it.  

Those selectors who were able to buy land still had to put up with attempts by squatters 

to get rid of them.  Selectors, too, worked out ways to cheat squatters.  They sometimes 

‘picked the eyes out’ of a squatter’s run, buying up the best parts of his land without 

intending to farm it at all.  If the squatter wanted his land back, the selector forced him 

to pay a very high price.  Squatters indulged in all manner of ruses to ward off the 

selectors.  They would bribe surveyors and land department officials not to open up 

certain valuable areas of land.  Sometimes a squatter would engage in “dummying” , a 

practice where he would send his workers or family to buy land at auctions and then pay 

them to get it back.  Auctions were rigged with well-off squatters buying off the 

auctioneer so that the land was sold only to friends and family. 

 

When all else failed violence was introduced.  There were dog attacks, selectors’ house 

were burned down, their crops trampled and their animals set free.  In extreme cases, 

wagons of produce heading to market were hijacked. 

 

The Government was forced to step in again to deal with the unrest.  The Crown Land 

Acts 1884 (NSW) created a new structure, introducing various new tenures not 

previously in existence. These tenures included grazing licences, homestead leases, 

conditional leases, pastoral leases and permits for wharfs and jetties. It was this Act that 

led to the division of land in NSW into eastern, central and western divisions. Local land 

boards were introduced in the three divisions in 1886, effectively decentralising Crown 

land administration. 

 

In far western NSW the 1884 Homestead Land Leases had introduced the idea of 

government supervision of land use along with a restriction of free selection. 
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Unfortunately their start coincided with a period of drought, low wool prices and the 

rabbit plague. The squatters had been forced to set aside half their land for possible 

leasehold selection. A large part of this resumed area was not taken up by the 10,240 

acre Homestead Lessees; it became a breeding ground for rabbits. 

The 1889 Amendment to Farnell's Land Act was an attempted relief measure. It gave 

larger areas to selectors, allowed renewals to squatters who now became known as 

graziers, and it set up a Land Court to settle any disputes. 

So this was the environment that Michael and his sons were living and working in.  But it 

was even more complex.  While all the political argy bargy about the future of the 

western land leases was unfolding, dark menacing clouds of doom and gloom were 

rapidly accumulating on the greater Australian horizon.  Australia had been in a lengthy 

and prosperous boom since the gold rushes of the 1850s.  Now, forty years later that 

boom was about to bust.  During the boom times the population has increased ninefold 

and local industry began to meet half of the country’s demand for manufactured goods.  

More land than ever before went under cultivation and innovations like wire fences, 

irrigation and improved machinery, ensured that it was better farmed. 

Large amounts of British capital had come into the country to support an expansion of 

railway systems, a construction boom, and speculation in urban land as well as the 

mining and pastoral industries.  Urbanisation proceeded rapidly and Australia’s standard 

of living was among the world’s highest. 

By the end of the 1880s, the boom was over.  A severe drought that began in 1888 and 

lasted for eight years, coupled with overstocking on marginal lands, plagues of 

introduced pests and plants and the drop in the wool price, caused the rural sector to go 

into rapid decline.  More importantly, in 1889 British backers ceased lending to Australia.  

The Colonial governments drastically cut expenditure on all public works, resulting in 

thousands being out of work.  Although British banks represented no more than a third 

of deposits in the banks, these withdrawals sparked a panic as local investors rushed to 

withdraw their money. 

The depression bottomed out in 1893.  Drought and low world prices lasted from 1894 to 

1898 but in a mild recovery, led by gold and new exports, prosperity returned by 1900. 

From available records at the West Sydney Records Centre we know that Pat was 

granted a Homestead Lease in 1896.  Given the time that it took for the approval of such 

applications, it is probable that he may have enquired as early as 1894 about the 

possibility of acquiring land under the scheme. In fact his Application Number of 94-7 

appears to confirm this. Thoughts in the family suggest that initially Pat was not 
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necessarily looking to establish himself as a grazier, but was looking to obtain suitable 

land to house his horse teams and associated equipment. Pat and his brothers, and 

possibly to a lesser extent, their father, were running a successful cartage operation.  

They had seen the drastic effects of the drought on the pastoralists that they provided 

services to and would probably not have been too eager to join their ranks at that stage. 

As we have already explored, much of the land in the far west of NSW was divided into 

vast pastoral runs. In 1884 the Government introduced a system of Homestead Leases 

under which a person could apply for a "small" 10240 acre Homestead Lease, the land to 

be acquired from out of an existing pastoral holding. 

The Homestead Lease System was a tightly controlled, highly legalized and well 

documented process. To obtain a Homestead Lease (HL) it was necessary to submit an 

application showing that you were a suitable person to be a lessee and stating that you 

were not already in possession of a lease unless the initial lease was small.  It was 

necessary to lodge a deposit with the application.  In most cases the deposit was a set 

fee of £43.13.4, although this was later significantly reduced.  Applications were 

submitted to the Lands Department through a local Lands Office.  After consideration of 

all the details the Lands Department could either approve or refuse an application.  The 

applicant also reserved the right to withdraw an application after lodging it. 

Once approved a successful applicant could take up his Homestead lease by paying the 

annual rent less the already paid deposit.  It was also the lessee’s responsibility to 

compensate the previous holder of the land for any improvements along with half of the 

cost of any shared fencing already erected.  The applicant then had to take up residence 

on the leasehold and undertake to construct suitable boundary fencing of the entire 

leasehold except for any river frontage. 

In some cases the approved homestead lease was not accepted by the applicant. 

Sometimes these applicants accepted the Homestead Lease at a later date. The Non-

Accepted Homestead Leases were made available to other applicants.  

Homestead Leases were renewable annually by paying the rent due.  The rate might 

have been reviewed by the Lands Department but this did not necessarily happen every 

year.  A lessee had to show that he had been living on the property.  An Inspector would 

visit the lessees and was required to note the residence and that the required fencing, 

comprising designated posts of a certain height and fitted with five wires, had been 

erected. 

Failure to comply fully with any of these conditions could result in an invitation to the 

lessee to attend the local Land Court to plead his case. Some cases resulted in forfeiture 
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of the lease but many of these forfeitures were reversed on appeal.  If all the conditions 

were not met in the first year and the Homestead Lease had not been forfeited, there 

would be another full inspection before the Lease could be renewed. 

And so it was in 1896 that Pat’s application was approved.  The relevant records describe 

the details as follows: 

Applicant Patrick O’Halloran 

Land District – County - Parish Balranald – Manara - Oberwells 

Acres 10,240 

Annual Rent ₤25.12.0 

Application No. 94-7 

Homestead Lease No. 1453 

Registration No. 96-13322 

Gazette No. 1 

 

In 1901 the rent on Pat’s Lease was increased to ₤32 per annum. 

Pat duly erected a residence on the property which he called “Rosalind Park” after the 

scenic parkland near where he was born in Bendigo.   

After Pat’s success the idea of acquiring a Homestead Lease must have appealed to 

Michael and he eventually followed suit in 1898 with his own application.  Michael’s 

Homestead lease appears to have been approved in two stages – the first parcel of 

3,925 acres in 1899 and the remaining 6,315 acres, the following year.  This may have 

been because the entire acreage was not available at the time of the original approval. 

Applicant Michael O’Halloran 

Land District – County - Parish Balranald – Manara - Oberwells 

Acres 3925 6315 

Annual Rent ₤4.8.4 ₤5.5.3 

Application No. 98-11 98-3 

Homestead Lease No. 1651 1699 

Registration No. 98-12393 1900-2977 

Gazette No. 1 3 
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In order to retain their leases, both Michael and Pat would have had to erect suitable 

residences on each site.  These places were usually pretty rudimentary consisting of one 

or two rooms and were usually constructed from timber growing or fallen on the 

leasehold.  Pat’s son Kieran described the situation on Rosalind Park in those early days 

as follows: 

“There was no water on it and no fences and unless you were young and could 

work like billy-o, like my Dad did, you did no good.  He was able to keep that land 

despite the lack of water and little hope.  But they built their huts out of bush 

timber called slabs.  They cut the slabs out of local timber by hand with their axes 

and built the places themselves without any outside help.  They were pretty good 

huts and even made the flooring by cutting up the trees.  They were wonderful 

axemen.” 

Setting up on a Lease wasn’t cheap.  Given the depression years of the 1890s, Michael 

and Pat would not have been able to borrow money to fund the work they had to carry 

out if they were to pass muster at the first annual inspection.  It is also probable that 

they didn’t run sheep at first but concentrated on getting the run secure.  Five miles of 

fencing couldn’t be done by one or two men in the allotted time so money had to be 

available to pay the necessary hired help.  As we have seen earlier, Michael and his boys 

had done well financially from the cartage business so they were probably better placed 

than most others at the time to venture into the grazier business.  The houses Michael 

and Pat constructed probably looked something like those shown below which were 

typical of those built on Homestead Leases. 

 

Typical Slab Cottages in Western NSW in the 1890s 
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As it happened, the Homestead Lease System proved to be short-lived.  Times were 

difficult, especially for those attempting to establish themselves on the land.  The 

government was becoming increasingly concerned that the grazing potential of western 

NSW continued to deteriorate. The carrying capacity of the land was often 

overestimated. Vast sums were spent on improvements; heavy debts were incurred. By 

1891 half of all the Western Division Leases (and probably a higher percentage of leases 

west of the Darling) were mortgaged to banks or pastoral finance companies (Slater R.O. 

Arid Lands of Australia 1969). These companies sometimes assumed ownership of 

foreclosed properties. 

The Carruther's Land Act of 1894 gave the unused resumed areas back to the graziers as 

part of their Pastoral Lease until such time as it was actually needed for settlement. The 

Act also proposed to give long leases a secure tenure on an improvement basis but 

neither did this measure resolve the crisis. 

After careful consideration the government introduced he Western Lands Act which was 

passed by Parliament in 1901. Under the provisions of the Act, the Western Lands Board 

was established to administer all land in the Western Division, that is, the Riverina 

district.  Homestead Leases were abolished by mandatory expiry and were replaced by 

Western Land Leases.  Existing lessees had to re-apply if they were to remain on their 

existing leaseholds. The Board also assumed responsibility for land that continued to be 

held under the Crown Lands Acts. In 1900 there were 316 Pastoral Leases in the 

Western Division that would expire as a result of the Western Lands Act.  

The new Western Land Leases that replaced the Homestead Lease System offered 

security of tenure for forty years.  Such tenure was far more attractive to settlers than 

the short-term Homestead Leases as it offered greater protection of investment in costly 

capital improvements necessary for successful runs.  Rentals were to be determined 

according to the condition of each individual lease. 

If all of this is confusing to the reader, imagine how the graziers felt.  News didn’t travel 

fast in those days, especially news from a bureaucracy that still didn’t know if it had 

decided on the correct way forward.  What we do know is that while all this was going 

on, Pat applied to transfer his Homestead Lease into a Western Lands Lease.  This was a 

very involved process requiring the completion of several complex forms.  These forms 

were submitted to the appropriate authorities via the local Lands Office, for cross-

checking.  Such a process would usually take several months during which time it was 

business as usual back on the run. 
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According to the available records, between January 1904 and March 1905, Pat’s 

Homestead Lease was assigned to Western Lands Lease No. 873 with the Annual Rental 

assessed at ₤10.4.10. 

During the same period, it appears that Dan had applied for a Leasehold and although 

there is no record of his application -  a common occurrence at this time – his application 

was approved and he was assigned the former Homestead Lease No. 525.  How Dan 

came to acquire this Lease was a bit of a mystery until research turned up the fact that 

Homestead Lease No. 525 was originally assigned to David Langley Chrystal in 1889.  

The acreage was the standard 10,240 acres and Chrystal’s Application No. was 88/12.  

The Lease was approved in 1889, Registration No. 89/2918 with the Annual rent 

assessed at ₤72.10.8.  The property was still held by Chrystal in 1898 when the rent was 

reduced to ₤42.13.4.  It appears that Chrystal either forfeited the property or 

relinquished it and in accordance with the standard practice, it was assigned to the next 

approved applicant, who appears to have been Dan. 

Dan’s Western Land Lease became No. 816 with the rent assessed at ₤11.10.5, 

significantly less than what Chrystal had been paying.  Dan’s rent was also more than 

what Pat was paying which is probably accounted for by the fact that the improvements 

were deemed to be better.  Given that Chrystal had been in residence for at least ten 

years, this is not an unreasonable assumption. 

This background of Dan’s Lease also probably tells us where the name ‘Langley Dale’ 

came from.  David Chrystal’s middle name was Langley, which was probably a family 

name, which he chose to bestow upon the property.  Dan obviously liked it and decided 

not to change it.   

Michael’s death in 1903 occurred right in the middle of the administrative procedures 

and his Homestead Lease did not become a Western Lands Lease until 1906 after his 

probate had been proved. 

The remaining Western Lands Lease was held by Joe.  His application was much later, in 

1908.  As a result, the property he was assigned was much further out at Booligal, near 

Hay.  Joe’s Lease was WLL No. 2052, known as Block 15 and partly withdrawn from WLL 

#611 in the area known as Corrong-Waljeers-Kilfera.  Joe’s acreage was a little larger 

than the others - 10,800 and the assessed annual rental was set at ₤20.5.0.  According 

to Hordern’s Pastoral Directory, Joe’s property was known as ‘Allenbury’. 

Today, nearly all the land in the Western Division is held under Western Lands Leases 

granted under the Western Lands Act 1901. The primary purpose of the Western Lands 

Act is to ensure the appropriate management of this fragile environment. By world 
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standards, it is one of the oldest pieces of resource management legislation and 

demonstrates the environmental foresight of our early legislators. 

Conditions are attached to each Western Lands Lease to ensure the land is managed 

sustainably. That means that land must not be over-grazed, and that approvals must be 

obtained to cultivate land and to subdivide or transfer the lease. The Western Lands 

Commissioner has the power to impose notices on lessees to de-stock areas, refrain 

from certain activities, or rehabilitate damaged or degraded areas. 

Most leases are perpetual (ongoing) and can only be used for a designated purpose. If 

different or additional uses are sought, an application to the Department of Lands  must 

be made, which requires a review of environmental factors. Western Region of Lands 

administers over 7,000 Western Lands Leases, including 4,250 for grazing, 520 for 

agriculture, 2,090 for residence and 240 for businesses. In addition, it oversees more 

than 1,200 Crown Reserves leases, 300 Crown and Irrigation Area leases, and 800 

licences to occupy Crown Land. 

Western Lands Leases are bought and sold in the same way as freehold property. 

However, when people "buy" leases they are in fact only buying the improvements on 

the lease and the right to lease the land. 

The Crown charges an annual rent for leases. In accordance with the Act, grazing and 

agriculture lease rents are based on the total area of the property and on the 

environmental impact of the land use, including a credit for managed conservation. 

Rents for residential and business leases are 3 per cent and 6 per cent of the land value, 

respectively. 

Favourable concessions were made available in late 2005 to encourage holders of 

residential leases to convert their leases to freehold, with over 25 per cent taking up the 

option in the first 6 months. Grazing leases are not convertible to freehold. 

The Western Lands Commissioner is chair of the Wild Dog Destruction Board, which 

maintains the dog proof fence along parts of the Queensland and South Australian 

borders. Wild Dog Destruction Board rates are payable on all properties in the Western 

Division of more than 1,000 hectares, including freehold and leasehold lands. Western 

Region staff of Lands carry out rate collection and debt management. 

 

 

 

 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

108 

Peevers v O’Halloran 

 

As this Chapter deals with land acquisitions, it seems appropriate to deal with a 

“scandal” that rocked the O’Halloran foundations in the 1930s.  The matter had its 

beginnings in 1903 when Michael died leaving his estate to his eldest son Patrick and 

youngest daughter Elizabeth, both of whom were also appointed as his executors under 

the terms of his Will. 

 

Before we get too far ahead of ourselves, we need to understand that in 1902, Elizabeth 

married coach driver John Peevers in Balranald and the couple set up house in 

Deniliquin. 

 

Later the same year, in the shadow of Margaret’s death on 15th May, and probably 

fearing his own mortality, Michael drew up his will, leaving all his estate to Patrick and 

Elizabeth on the condition they provide a home for their sister Hannah at a cost of no 

more than ₤1 per week.  Also, not less than ₤60 was to be spent on a headstone and a 

fence around the family grave at Balranald, where presumably Margaret was now 

interred. 

 

Perhaps Michael had some premonition of his own demise as he passed away at Hay on 

27 February, 1903, after a short illness.  Six months later probate of Michael’s estate 

was granted to his joint executors Patrick and Elizabeth.  Probate documents assessed 

the net value of the estate at ₤126 made up as follows: 

 

Assets ₤ ₤ 

Landed property held under lease 300-00-00  

Australian Joint Stock Bank A/c 40-14-07  

Government Post Office Savings A/c 2-10-00  

   

Debts   

Peter Byrne -  Improvements  11-05-00 

John Griffiths - Improvements  30-00-00 

NZ and Australian Land Co (mortgage)  172-09-00 

Malcolm Murray - Balranald  4-04-00 

 343-04-07 217-18-00 
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Michael’s Will dated 28th August 1902 
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Probate codicil appended to Michael’s Will – 28th August 1903 

 

Things progressed slowly in the farming community and it wasn’t until March 1906 that 

Michael’s Homestead Leases 1651 and 1699 were assigned to his executors as Western 

Lands Lease #1480.  By this time the Western Land Leases had replaced the Homestead 

Leases and the bureaucracy associated with such a transfer especially in view of 

Michael’s death no doubt contributed to the delay.  Prior to his death, Michael had 

applied for an extension of his Homestead Leases and their transfer to a Western Land 

Lease.  This had been approved but was still not finalised by the time he died. 

 

Western Land Lease #1480, as eventually granted to Patrick and Elizabeth, was to run 

from 7 March 1906 to 30 June 1943 at an annual rent of ₤6-10-00, subsequently 

reduced to ₤4-5-4.  The Lease document establishes that Patrick and Elizabeth would be 

regarded as ‘Tenants in Common’. 

 

There is no evidence as to how the property was managed between 1906 and the time 

Pat died in 1924.  Anecdotal evidence suggests that Pat continued to run sheep on the 

property as an extension of his own but it is not known what, if any, consideration went 

Elizabeth’s way.  By all accounts she continued to live in Deniliquin with her husband 

John and showed little interest in farming. 

 

When Pat died he left his estate to wife Ellen, who, with family assistance and the hired 

help continued to run the property.  But storm clouds were gathering on the horizon.  By 

1925 it seems that Elizabeth had become increasingly unhappy with the outcome of her 

inheritance from her father.  On Pat’s death she would have assumed the role of Tenant 

in respect of WLL 1480, and in pursuit of her perceived entitlement she approached her 
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sister-in-law Ellen seeking compensation by way of a share of the income derived from 

the land she inherited.  Elizabeth’s view, according to her solicitors, is that since Pat’s 

death she has become the sole lessee of WLL 1480 and is therefore entitled to the 

income produced from the operation of that property. 

 

The family view today is that during his lifetime Pat considered that Elizabeth did not 

materially contribute to the maintenance of the Lease.  He strongly held that as he did 

all the work and carried all the risk, he was entitled to all of the income.  Pat was a 

strong-willed customer who, no doubt, dominated his sister, and Elizabeth would have 

found it difficult to stand up to him.  In any event, deep down, she must have known he 

was correct to some extent about her diminished entitlement to any return if she wasn’t 

interested in working for it.  Of course, we don’t know if Pat didn’t compensate his sister 

from time to time in recognition of her position as his joint tenant.  Even with all his 

bluster, it seems hard to believe that a man of Pat’s stature and kindly nature didn’t 

come to some arrangement with his sister that kept her at arms length during his 

lifetime.  If so, it could be that Ellen didn’t share Pat’s benevolence to Elizabeth after he 

died and whatever arrangement had been in place obviously ceased. 

 

Pat’s son Kieran recalled that at one stage Pat was very annoyed that his father Michael 

had seen fit to leave a share in the land to Eliza.  Kieran speculated that Pat’s angry 

reaction may have resulted in Michael’s departure from Balranald to stay with Joe on 

‘Allenbury’ up at Hay after Margaret’s death.  Kieran said that Pat steadfastly refused to 

tend Eliza’s land, expressing the view, “It is there for her when she is ready to do her 

own fencing, clean out her own troughs and shear her own sheep!” 

 

Now with Pat gone, Elizabeth obviously saw Ellen as an easier target and decided to pull 

out all the stops to obtain the maximum financial benefit for land that was otherwise 

worthless to her.  However, Elizabeth didn’t bargain on Ellen’s reaction.  Ellen clearly 

knew something about the business side of things and this wasn’t something she was 

going to limply concede, especially in the light of Pat’s strongly held views. 

 

According to surviving documents, it seems that Elizabeth approached her sister-in-law 

seeking regular compensation or a lump sum payment in compensation for relinquishing 

her interest in WLL 1480, thus allowing it to become part of Ellen’s Rosalind Park 

holding.  We are not privy to Ellen’s response to Elizabeth but it was obviously less than 

satisfactory.  It appears that the verbal jousting between the women continued for some 

years until, in 1933, Elizabeth lost all patience and vowed to fight on a higher level, 
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engaging Swan Hill solicitors Davies and Hayes to institute legal proceedings on her 

behalf. 

 

The first step for Elizabeth was to obtain a copy of the Probate documents relating to 

Michael’s estate.  In what appears to be a reflection of her hard nosed approach to 

Elizabeth, Ellen steadfastly refused to hand the documents over, even though as an 

executor, Elizabeth had every legal right to them.  It was only after a stern letter dated 

2 May 1934, from her own legal team that Ellen signed the appropriate release 

document. 

 

By now, Ellen had engaged Balranald solicitor Hugh B McHugh to represent her interests.  

McHugh was a good friend of the O’Hallorans and had looked after all of Pat’s legal needs 

over the years.  Over the next several months there was a volley of letters exchanged by 

the respective solicitors tendering offer and counter offer.  Each was vehemently 

rejected by the other party.  One can only imagine the vitriol that would have existed 

between the two women during what had become a long-running and bitter dispute. 

 

In 1934, on the advice of her solicitors, Elizabeth, in a state of exasperation, concluded 

that she had no option but to test her legal position in the courts.  Letters were again 

exchanged and solicitors for both parties engaged legal counsel to review their 

respective cases.  The big guns had been hired. 

 

In April 1934, Ellen would have been disappointed to hear from Hugh McHugh that their 

Counsel had expressed the view that Elizabeth’s claim on the whole of WLL 1480 was 

sound and likely to succeed if tested before a judge. 

 

However, Elizabeth must have relented her position somewhat as her team of Davies 

and Hayes had simultaneously informed McHugh that Elizabeth did not intend to pursue 

her claim for the whole property on the advice of her Counsel, who had formed the 

opinion that her claim was doubtful!  Now there’s a turn up for the books – each client’s 

Counsel thinking the other side had a better case! 

 

As a result, Davies and Hayes, acting for Elizabeth, advised McHugh that Elizabeth would 

instead pursue a claim for “rents and profits” for the period 1928 to 1934.  In response, 

McHugh requested that Davies and Hayes suggest a price at which the interests of Mrs 

Peevers and Mrs Berry could be brought out.  The reference in this correspondence 

indicates that Pat’s sister Hannah was a new player in proceedings.  To what extent is 

not understood as there is no further mention of Hannah in any of the surviving 



CHAPTER 5 - THE WESTERN LAND LEASES 
 

113 

correspondence.  Of course, it could be that Hannah may have been a beneficiary of 

Pat’s estate. 

 

On 24 January, 1935, Ellen’s son Frank visited McHugh on his mother’s behalf and 

agreed to offer Mrs Peevers ₤1,000 to purchase her interest.  McHugh conveyed this 

offer to Hayes and Davies but it was summarily rejected the following day. 

 

According to McHugh’s log of affairs for Ellen’s legal account for 1935, there are 

references to the sale of the ‘Peevers block’ which are not readily understood in the 

context of the protracted negotiations between Ellen and Elizabeth.  It appears that a 

sale of the property may have been agreed to by the parties, the issue then becoming 

‘who gets how much’ from the proceeds.  The land was purchased eventually by Ellen’s 

son Dan on 6 February, 1935, for 3/6d per acre with the transfer of the lease eventually 

being sanctioned by the Western Lands Lease Board.  The situation is probably best 

explained by McHugh’s letter of 1st October, 1936, to Ellen, a copy of which appears on 

the next page. 

 

Interestingly, even though Dan purchased the land, Elizabeth continued to pursue the 

matter through the Courts, while Ellen, steadfastly refusing to concede, defended her 

rights in the justice system.  In the end, Elizabeth won, as explained in McHugh’s letter 

of 18th December 1936, to Ellen, a copy of which appears in the following pages. 

 

Today, with the benefit of our enlightened understanding of legal process it would be 

easy to examine this case and assert that it was one Elizabeth was never going to lose.  

These days, no self-respecting legal team would get as far as a courtroom, settlement 

being the most efficient and cost-effective solution.  One final word on the judgement as 

described in McHugh’s letter of 18th December.  It would be interesting to go back in 

time and join the good judge at lunch to ascertain what influenced him to alter his 

opinion. 
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The matter was finally brought to a conclusion in April, 1937, when McHugh submitted 

the final account for his legal services: 

 
McHugh’s Final Account of 8th April 1937 

 

Given that this Chapter has been devoted to the Western Land Leases, there are some 

references in McHugh’s Statement of Affairs for 1935 that relate to dealings other than 
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the stoush between Ellen and her sister-in-law.  These references, all dated 1935, 

extracted from the Statement provide a pertinent insight into other family matters that 

were evolving during that time: 
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Before we leave the Western Land Leases behind, there may be some readers interested 

to know what such a Lease document looked like.  The document in the following pages 

is the one that formalised the transfer from Michael to his Executors in 1906. 
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Chapter 6 

The Dynasty Emerges 

The new century brought to Australia drought, oppressive heat, bushfires, disease and 

the harsh realities of war – a bit like the new millennium actually.  In Victoria, a 

temperature of 160 deg F in the sun was recorded during the heatwave of January 1900, 

reducing butter production from 700 to 350 tons a week.  Rabbit trappers in south 

western NSW were despairing as their produce was decomposing in the heat before it 

could reach city markets. 

The first decade of the new century would be one of dramatic change – Federation, a 

new monarch, motor cars would become a common sight and man would learn to fly.  

Newspapers seemed enamoured with the romance of the Boer War which they seemed 

to glorify. 

Federation became a reality in 1901, after furious preparation in the previous years.  

Over 8,000 entries were received in a competition run by the Melbourne Herald for 

designs for a new Australian Flag, with the winning entry being flown from the 

Melbourne Town Hall. 

The nation’s joy in Federation was tempered by the death of Queen Victoria on 24th 

January 1901.  Public buildings were draped in black as a mark of respect, although the 

Irish probably didn’t go that far! 

While all the bureaucratic turmoil regarding the properties was unfolding, there was a 

number of domestic events during this period that would shape the future lives of the 

O’Halloran family.  Michael and Margaret would both depart this life and the next 

generation would begin to blossom. 
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In the Autumn of 1902, Margaret realised things were not as well with her health-wise as 

they had been.  She was tiring easily.  Simple, everyday things like tending the 

vegetable garden and feeding the turkeys and the chickens were draining her strength.  

Once again it had been a long, hot summer and the combination of the sun, the 

northerlies and the insidious red dust had taken its toll but this year recovery was taking 

longer.  Any activity at all seemed to restrict her breathing and for the first time she was 

acutely aware of tightness in her chest.  At times, there were even spasms of pain, 

short, sharp jabbing needles at first followed by a dull ache that seemed to disappear if 

she rested for a while.  She didn’t mention it to Michael.  Men didn’t want to know about 

ailing women.  She had been ill before but had always managed to soldier on.  This was 

what was expected of outback women.  That she might visit a doctor didn’t even cross 

her mind.  The nearest medical man was over a hundred miles away in Balranald.  A girl 

could die undertaking a journey like that.  Self medication had always worked in the 

past.  A liberal dose of tonic water and a shot or two of Michael’s brandy had done 

wonders before.  But this time it was no panacea.  Now that both daughters Elizabeth 

and Margaret were married off, Margaret was grateful that Hannah had come to live with 

them following the tragic loss of her husband and stillborn baby.  Cooking for the 

household was a big chore and Hannah was a god-send in this respect. 

On Thursday, 15th May, 1902, Margaret’s condition worsened when she collapsed into 

semi-consciousness.  Recognizing the seriousness of the situation, Hannah made 

Margaret comfortable and summoned Michael from where he was working.  It was clear 

that Margaret needed urgent medical attention and the decision was taken to get her to 

the hospital at Balranald as quickly as possible.  Michael hitched the horse to the buggy, 

Margaret was loaded aboard and they set off for Balranald.  As they left ‘The Burrough’, 

Margaret leaned across and gave a last wave to her beloved turkeys and chickens.  They 

were her abiding interest and she enjoyed taking care of them.  The prospect of the long 

journey to Balranald cannot have been pleasant for Margaret, especially in her condition. 

In any event, it was all too much for Margaret.  After only a few miles on the road at Til 

Til Government Tank near Til Til Station, Margaret lost her battle and quietly expired.  

One can only imagine Michael’s despair and grief when he discovered that Margaret had 

gone. 

We are able to pinpoint the location of Margaret’s death because it is recorded on her 

Death Certificate.  Given the proximity to Til Til Station, it is likely that Michael drove the 

buggy there to find help rather than continue the arduous journey to Balranald. 

According to the Death Certificate, son Patrick notified the Coroner who, after examining 

all the circumstances surrounding Margaret’s death, issued a certificate dispensing with 
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the need for an Inquest.  The Death Certificate states that Margaret’s ‘supposed cause of 

death was heart disease’ from which she had been suffering for three weeks. 

Margaret was buried at Balranald Cemetery the following Monday, 18th May, 1902.  

Father Philip Shore officiated at the funeral.  Although it is known exactly where 

Margaret is buried (thanks to Tim and Maryanne O’Halloran, a plaque now adorns the 

grave), there is an air of mystery as to how she came to be buried in what remained an 

unmarked grave for over a hundred years.  In his will, made shortly after Margaret died, 

Michael specifically mentions the ‘family grave’ and instructs his executors to arrange for 

a fence be built around it and a suitable monument erected.  Margaret’s grave is 

adjacent to Albert Berry’s last resting place, and that of Hannah and Albert’s unborn 

daughter.  There is a fine, marble monument topped with a large cross, standing over 

Albert’s grave and the site has been fenced in a style common in the early 1900s.  Given 

that Michael survived his wife by more than nine months, it is puzzling that no 

monument was erected in her memory.  Even more surprising is the fact that none of 

her children saw fit to mark her last resting place, or for that matter, that of her 

husband, despite Michael’s specific instructions in his will.  There is another odd factor 

about all this.  Judging by the perimeter of fencing around Albert Berry’s plot there 

appears to enough room to accommodate several burials, yet it appears to be occupied 

solely by the unfortunate Albert, his wife Hannah and their stillborn baby daughter. 

 

Margaret O’Halloran’s grave.  The Berrys’ grave with repainted fence can be 

seen in the background 
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The deaths of Michael and Margaret signified the end of an era for the O’Hallorans.  Forty 

years had passed since the intrepid couple had landed on Australian shores facing a 

most uncertain future.  At that time, their horizons were no doubt tempered by the 

poverty stricken conditions they had left behind in their homeland; but, in the future, 

they faced an uphill struggle in a harsh land.  They were true pioneers in their new land.  

They started with nothing and by virtue of their own blood, sweat and tears created a 

dynasty which has done them proud.  Even in their last years they must have taken 

great consolation from the success enjoyed by their children.   

It is regrettable that we know so little about the personal lives.  Nothing has been 

handed down to us that might give us the smallest clue about their relationship.  The 

fact that they had remained together for almost forty years might suggest that they 

were a close couple.  However, they lived in an era when separation was virtually 

unheard of especially in close-knit rural communities.  After they moved to Balranald, 

Michael would have had many, and sometimes long, absences away from home.  

Depending on how one views this, such absences could represent a blessing or 

heartbreak to either party.  In no way is this an attempt by the author to suggest that 

there was anything wrong with the relationship.  There is certainly no evidence to 

support such a theory.  What worries the author is that Michael and Margaret were 

buried separately and that their immediate family made no attempt to mark their last 

resting places.  It’s almost as if their children knew something that those of us looking 

back today can only wonder about.  

What we can say, quite positively, is that their quest for a better life embarked upon in 

the 1860s has borne bountiful fruit.  They had laid a solid rock foundation for 

generations to come, the proof of which continues to thrive today, not only on the land 

but also in the halls of medicine, law, religion and commerce. 

◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊ 

Now, without getting too far ahead of ourselves, there were three major family events 

that occurred in the years just prior to Michael and Margaret’s deaths - their three 

daughters all married.   

Margaret Mary Agnes (Maggie) – Arthur Edward Bateman-Larsen 

The first of these family weddings occurred in 1895 when eldest daughter Margaret Mary 

Agnes had decided to get married. Margaret was always known in the family as ‘Maggie’ 

which is just as well because the abundance of Margarets would render the telling of the 
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story a little too confusing.  Returning to Maggie and Arthur, however, there are some 

curious circumstances surrounding the union. The facts are that Maggie married Arthur 

Edward Bateman-Larsen on 29th April, of that year.  The Larsens were well known to 

both O’Halloran families.  In reality, Maggie’s aunts on her mother’s side, sisters Mary 

Ann and Eliza had each married a different Hans Larsen whose fathers Peter and Hans, 

may have been brothers.  Arthur Edward Bateman-Larsen was actually the adopted son 

of Margaret’s sister Eliza and her husband Hans Larsen, and accordingly, Maggie’s 

cousin, but not a blood relative.  Eliza and Hans appear not to have been able to have 

children of their own but were fortunate enough to adopt Arthur after the death of both 

of his parents early in his childhood.  Arthur’s parents were Horton Bateman, a 

tobacconist and Louisa Peachy (or Morrison, depending on which source you trust) both 

from Perth, Western Australia, where Arthur was born.  The exact circumstances of how 

a Perth orphan came to be in the care of a Bendigo miner are unclear but Arthur was 

obviously sufficiently impressed to take Bateman-Larsen as his surname.  (If readers are 

confused by this, spare a thought for your poor beleaguered author who endured several 

migraine attacks while scouring the Larsen family records to try and establish exactly 

who was who!) 

There is another mysterious element about Arthur and Maggie’s marriage in that it took 

place in Footscray.  Up until now, there has been no reason to suspect that Maggie didn’t 

accompany her parents to Balranald when they ventured there in 1881.  She would have 

been fourteen at the time and no doubt still under her mother’s wing.  However, her 

death certificate claims that she lived all of her 48 years in Victoria.  As her husband 

Arthur, was the informant at her death, and he would have had intimate knowledge of 

the family history, so it is quite possible that Maggie never went to live at Balranald.  

She had plenty of close relatives in and around Bendigo who could have put her up, 

while she worked as a domestic or home-help of some sort.  By 1895, her father’s sister 

Hanorah and husband John Liddy had established their home base in Footscray and it is 

just possible that Maggie went to live with them.   

But there is yet another anomaly regarding this marriage, and it relates specifically to 

Maggie’s place of residence.  The marriage was celebrated at the Liddy’s local place of 

worship, St Monica’s Catholic Church in Footscray, by Rev Father John Manly.  The 

Marriage Register states that Arthur was a ‘Sawyer’ from Koondrook and cites his birth 

parents rather than his adoptive ones.  However, Maggie is shown to be of ‘No fixed 

address’ which is rather curious since her occupation is shown as ‘Domestic’.  There are 

two other marriages recorded by Father Manly on the same pages of the Register and 

one of these records both the bride and the groom as also being of ‘No fixed address’.  It 
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could be that Father Manly had a habit of using the phrase rather than writing down the 

actual details.   

Maggie and Arthur both signed the Register.  Arthur’s hand is bold and strong while 

Maggie’s writing is light and flowery.  Both signatures are evident of good literacy and 

neither signature matches the handwriting elsewhere on the Register.  It was usual for 

the officiating Priest to sign on behalf of an illiterate party, with the participant marking a 

cross in his or her own hand.  It is clear from the Register that Father Manly did not sign 

on either Arthur or Maggie’s behalf.  This observation would prove interesting in later 

years after Maggie’s death in 1915. 

It would appear that the couple didn’t immediately return to Arthur’s hometown of 

Koondrook.  In 1896, they produced a son, Hans, who was born in Brunswick. Shortly 

after however, the family returned to Koondrook, establishing “Bleak House” as their 

home at Gannawarra.  Hans was to eventually marry Ada Safe, Father Frank Larsen 

being their eldest son.  Speaking of Ada Safe, there was yet another curiosity associated 

with the research for this particular piece.  When examining the Death register for Arthur 

Bateman Larsen, who died in 1931, on the page immediately above Arthur’s death entry, 

was the registration of Ada’s father, Henry William Safe, who also died at Koondrook in 

1931, just two weeks before Arthur.  

According to her Death Certificate, Maggie had suffered from heart problems for some 

years and these eventually caught up with her on 3rd August 1915.  She was only forty-

eight.  Her three surviving children were only in their early teens on her death.  Maggie 

made her Last Will and Testament on 28th July, 1915, less than a week before she died.  

Her will includes a notation from the witnesses that although she was too weak to sign 

the document, its contents were carefully read and explained to her.  The witnesses 

attested on the document their opinion that Maggie was of sound mind when she ‘made 

her mark’ on it. 

At the time Maggie made her will, the Larsens were living in the magnificently named 

“Bleak House” at Gannawarra, conjuring up memories of Dickens’ novel of the same 

name.  According to the Probate documents lodged in the Supreme Court, Maggie owned 

the “Bleak House” property which was situated on some 38 acres of wetlands.  In 

addition, her estate included a further 157 acres of Crown Land leased for agricultural 

purposes.  The estate was valued at ₤138.19.0.  It is interesting to note that the 

properties were held in Maggie’s name and not her husband’s and that as her executor 

he also had the role of trustee of the estate until such time as the youngest of children   

attained the age of 21 years.  A copy of Maggie’s will appears on the following pages. 
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A copy of  the only surviving photograph of Maggie Larsen taken shortly before her death in 1915.  Note the number 

plate ‘5073’ of the motor car at the left of the picture. 

Just over three years later, on January 18th, 1919, Arthur remarried.  His new wife was 

the 53 year-old Sarah Cavagna (nee Griffin), herself widowed on 17th November, 1917.  

The couple married at the Sacred Heart Cathedral, Bendigo, the marriage being 

witnessed by Sarah’s son, John and his wife Lucy. 

Arthur and Maggie had five children: 

Hans Bateman, born at Brunswick in 1896.  He married Ada Maria Safe at Koondrook in 

1922.  Ada was the third of the seven children of Henry William Safe, a grazier from 

Gannawarra, near Koondrook in Victoria’s north-west, and Sarah (nee Westblade).  Hans 

was a successful Real Estate Agent in the St Kilda area, with the family home located at 

6 Albion Street in that suburb.  Late in 1961, Hans suffered a stroke and was paralysed 

to the extent that he required hospice care at Caritas Christi in Kew where he died on 

13th May 1962.  Ada survived until 1983.  The couple is buried together in St Kilda 

Cemetery.  Hans and Ada had three boys, Francis John 1924 – 2007, was a well-known 

Catholic Priest who ministered to many of the O’Halloran family over the years. John was 

born in 1926 and William followed much later in 1940. 
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Father Frank Larsen (seated at table wearing glasses) – Cousins Day 1995 

Margaret Elizabeth, born in 1898 at Koondrook.  Margaret married Ada’s brother 

William Frederick Safe at Koondrook in 1923. William, a grazier, was the son of 

Koondrook grazier William Henry Safe (1863-1931), and Sarah Maria (nee Westblade) (d 

1935).  

Margaret and Wiliam had only one child, a daughter Rita Maria born in 1925.  Margaret 

died at Kerang on 5th May 1971 from pneumonia resulting from an abdominal cancer 

from which she had been suffering for several months.  At the time of her death she and 

her husband were living at Murray Street, Barham, in New South Wales.  Margaret was 

buried at Barham Cemetery on 7th May with Father Frank Larsen officiating at the 

funeral. 

Arthur Francis was born in 1900 at Koondrook.  From his Death certificate, it appears 

that Arthur worked alongside his father on the family farm as a farmer at Gunbower until 

his death.  The young man was stricken by acute poliomyelitis in 1918 and died on the 

8th May.  He was buried at Koondrook cemetery the following day. 

Michael Joseph was born at Kerang in 1902 and married Hazel Wilhelmina Eames also 

at Kerang in 1926.  Hazel, also born in 1902, was the youngest daughter of Bendigo 

butcher Ernest Charles Eames and Minnie Rosen. Michael and Joseph produced three 
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children, Josephine Hazel born in 1927, Minette Dorothea born in 1932 and Arthur 

Joseph born in 1938. 

Michael was an Estate Agent in Oakleigh, the family living at 23 Atkinson Street.  Michael 

died at the Fairfield Hospital on 8th September 1962 after a sudden heart attack and was 

buried at Brighton cemetery on 11th September. 

Eldest daughter Josephine married Bernard Edgar May at Moama, NSW, in 1945 when 

she was 18.  The couple’s only child, Janice Maree was born the following year.  Tragedy 

struck the family in 1969 when Josephine was diagnosed with cancer of the stomach.  

She died a year later on 27th July 1970.  At the time of her death the family was living at 

152 Church Street, Middle Brighton.  Like her father, Josephine was also buried at 

Brighton cemetery, on 29th July. 

After the death of her daughter, Hazel lived on until 1972.  Since the death of her 

husband ten years earlier, Hazel had moved house from 23 to 117 Atkinson Street in 

Oakleigh.  It seems that on 24th January 1972, while in South Melbourne, Hazel suffered 

a sudden heart attack and passed away four hours later.  She too, was buried at 

Brighton. 

Adrian Anthony, the fifth and last of Margaret and Arthur’s children was born in August 

1904 but by January 1905 the boy had tragically contracted Jabe’s Mesenterica - 

tuberculosis of lymph glands inside the abdomen. This illness usually affects only 

children and is caused by drinking milk from cows infected with tuberculosis. The illness 

is now uncommon in Western countries where milk is pasteurised.  It appears that the 

family did everything they could to save Adrian as he was treated by the eminent 

London trained specialist Dr C N Simons on 28th February but died the following day.  He 

was buried at Koondrook cemetery on 3rd March, 1905.  The burial service was 

conducted by Father B Murphy from Kerang. 

◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊ 

Honorah (Hannah) – Albert Berry 

Hannah was nearly six years younger than her sister Margaret and we are quite certain 

that she went to Balranald with her parents and remained there for the rest of her life.  

On 27th January, 1897, she married Albert Berry in the Presbytery at Balranald.  Father 

Francis Treacy performed the ceremony in the presence of Hannah’s sister Eliza and 

brother Joseph.  Born at Piper River in Tasmania, Albert was the son of farmer Arthur 

Buckingham Berry and his wife Katharine (nee Jeffery).  Albert’s occupation as shown on 

the Marriage Certificate is ‘Contractor’. 
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In the first year of their marriage, Hannah found she was pregnant.  It appears that 

Albert, who came to New South Wales in 1891, may have been working with Pat up until 

he acquired his Homestead Lease in 1896, and even after that.  Although we don’t know 

for sure, it may be through this association that Hannah met Albert.  Tragically, the 

couple’s happiness was to be short-lived.  Ann Poelsma recalls the following story as told 

to her by her father Kieran. 

“Hannah and Albert were at one time living with Pat.  Michael and Margaret were still 

living at the ‘Burrough’ then.  On 4th March, 1898, Pat was converting a large hay barn 

into a wool shed at Rosalind Park.  Albert was lending a helping hand working on the 

roof when he lost his balance and fell to the ground, breaking his neck, killing him 

instantly.  Hannah was so overcome with grief by the sudden loss of her beloved 

husband that her baby was still-born.” 

“Albert was buried at 

Balranald cemetery beneath 

an imposing gravestone.  The 

baby, a girl, was also buried 

there and the words ‘And 

Baby Also’ added afterwards 

in a poignant reminder of the 

tragedy.  Then, when Hannah 

died many years later in 

1934, she joined her little 

family in eternal rest, but no-

one added her name to the 

gravestone.  At her feet is a 

flat little mound of dirt.  My 

father remembered that 

Margaret was buried at the 

foot of the grave.” 

After her husband’s death 

and the loss of her baby, it 

seems that Hannah returned 

to the ‘Burrough’ to live with 

her parents, remaining there 

at least until Margaret’s 

death in 1902.   

 

The grave of Albert Berry and baby 
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Hannah (left) with sister-in-law Ellen in the early 1900s 

Ann recalled another story told by her father, “When Hannah’s brother Joe died in 1920, 

he left all his possessions to Hannah.  She bought her own house in Balranald where she 

lived.  Dad used to stay with her on weekends as a boy.  They all loved Hannah.  She 

was the darling of the family.” 

“There are many little stories about Hannah that survive on various scraps of paper.  

These surfaced at different times during the last of Kieran’s years.” 

“Remembering that Hannah was quite an isolated young person at the time, surrounded 

by the Irish accent spoken by her closest family.  This made her comments memorable.  

She must have spoken that way herself.” 

“A swaggie ambled into Rosalind Park one day.  Often they turned up to rest, maybe to 

get some work, get a feed or some supplies, then move on.  This particularly unkempt 

wanderer hung around for a bit.   

 Hannah was enjoying the facilities of the outside loo when the swaggie decided he 

needed to relieve himself and inadvertently walked in on her.  Hannah kicked up a huge 

fuss and Pat, who rushed over when he noticed the commotion, was equally furious with 
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the swaggie. An argument ensued with the swaggie shouting at Pat as he moved off, 

‘Who do you think you are?  What have you got anyway?’” 

“Immediately following this incident, Hannah affixed a notice to the toilet door which 

read, ‘LYDYS’ which, if you think about it is exactly how a person of Irish extraction 

would say ‘Ladies’.”  “At one time, Hannah was sweet on a particular young man.  

Another lady, named Mary, ended up getting him and poor Hannah missed out.  Hannah 

was upset and was heard to say, ‘Mary threw out her line….and she cot (caught) him!’  

Frank O’Halloran’s wife Cathleen was there at the time and responded, ‘Oh, did she ‘cot’ 

him?” 

“When the Hugh McHugh, the family solicitor got married, Hannah sent the couple a 

telegram.  It read, ‘Congratulations, and good look (luck)!’ , exactly as Hannah had 

dictated it to the Post Office clerk.  When the best man read the message out at the 

wedding reception, the groom called out loudly, ‘My oath, I’ll have a good look!’” 

As mentioned earlier, Hannah had a great fondness for Kieran which is confirmed by the 

note on the back of the holy picture, below, that she sent him to mark his fifteenth 

birthday. 

 

  
The card sent to Kieran by Hannah for his 15th birthday in 1924 
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For those who might struggle with the writing, the card reads: 

‘My dear Kieran 

Just let you know your not forgotten by your old aunty Hannah to wish you many happy 

birthday one 5.  Best wishes and good look (luck) and may the saints make you to keep 

good boy. 

From your old Aunty 

Hannah Berry 

XX’ 

 

In 1924, Hannah was fifty years of age but obviously still wrote as she spoke, with the 

rich Irish accent! 

 

On 13th August, 1934, Hannah suffered a heart attack and was admitted to the Balranald 

District Hospital where she died the following day.  Her brother-in-law J M Berry, of 

Market Street, Balranald, was the Informant on her Death Certificate.  Hannah was 

buried at Balranald Cemetery the same day as she died, the 14th August.  Father C J 

Ryan performed the service. 

 
Hannah and Albert’s grave marker erected by Tim and Maryanne O’Halloran 
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◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊ 

 

Elizabeth (Eliza) – John Peevers 
In 1902, the youngest of Margaret and Michael’s daughters, Elizabeth, aged 27, married 

John Peevers at Balranald.  John, some fourteen years older than Eliza, was the second 

of seven children born to James and Ellen Peevers (nee Bentley) at Smythesdale, 

Victoria, in 1861. 

 

The couple settled in Deniliquin and in 1904 were expecting their first child.  

Unfortunately, the baby boy did not survive at birth.  The baby’s death was registered at 

Moulamein but no name was assigned. 

 

In 1907, John was born at Deniliquin and in 1928 he married Mary J Donaghue at Glebe. 

 

The couple’s only daughter, Rita, was born at Deniliquin in 1914. 

 

As mentioned in the previous chapter, Eliza was embroiled in a legal battle with her 

sister-in-law over a share of property her father willed to her, after her brother Patrick 

died in 1924.   

 

John Peevers died in 1929 at Deniliquin.  Eliza was taken to the Deniliquin District 

Hospital on 9th October, 1937 after suffering a heart seizure but died twelve hours later, 

the following day.  She was laid to rest at the Deniliquin Cemetery alongside her 

husband on 11th October.  Father VL Cummins officiated at the funeral.  According to the 

Death Certificate, Eliza’s nephew, Hans Bateman-Larsen from Barham was the Informant 

who registered her death. 

 

Father Frank Larsen claimed that the family moved to Tasmania after Eliza’s death and 

he had taken the opportunity to visit them on a couple of occasions. 

 

(The author can add an interesting aside to this story: 

As a young boy I attended St Vincent’s Primary School in what is now Strathmore, 

Victoria and one of my classmates in those days was a Terry Peevers.  Over the years, I 

became firm friends with Terry.  We both went to St Bernard’s Christian Brothers College 

and were members of the Parish Catholic Young Mens Society, both representing the 

club in football and cricket. Curiously, although I had met his mother, his father Reg had 

never been at home when I had visited their family home.  I met Reg at a CYMS dinner 

one evening, when Reg looked surprised when I mentioned my family name.  He added 
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that there were O’Hallorans in his family that came from up Deniliquin way.  I said we 

had originated from Balranald and it didn’t seem to go any further.  I mentioned the 

matter to my father who casually brushed it off as he never appeared to be too 

interested in such things.  When I was researching this story in 2009, Vin O’Halloran told 

me that he knew a Peevers family from Essendon.  I then mapped out the Peevers family 

genealogy from my records and discovered that Reg’s father, David Peevers was John 

Peevers’ brother.  So Reg was right after all and Terry and I are related, albeit by 

marriage.) 

 

◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊ 

Joseph O’Halloran (1874 – 1920) 
 
“With a love for the liquor, he was born” – James Joyce: Finnegan’s Wake 
 
 
Joyce’s quotation above could well be the family motto of several O’Halloran males but 

probably none would appear to be more deserving of the description than Joseph 

O’Halloran.  Undoubtedly, Joseph was partial to an ale and the physician who conducted 

his autopsy confirms this.  However, it would be wrong to write Joe off as an alcoholic 

who didn’t know his own mind at the end.  Most hard working men in rural communities 

liked a drink.  They worked hard and they drank hard as it was their only opportunity to 

let their hair down. But they were still good men.  And that is all we owe Joe.  

Notwithstanding how he died, he was still a good man. 

 

Joseph was born in Sandhurst in 1874 and lived there with his parents until they shifted 

to Balranald in 1881.  As was the case with his brothers Pat and Michael, Joseph’s birth 

appears to have missed the formal registration process. However we can rely on the 

Baptismal Register at St Kilian’s for the pertinent details.  According to St Kilian’s Joe 

was born on 24th November, 1871 and was baptised on 23rd December that year. The 

names of Joe’s baptismal sponsors were John Liddy and Eliza Larsen.  Eliza was 

Margaret’s sister but the name John Liddy proved a puzzle at first.  After a great deal of 

research, it was discovered that John Liddy was in fact married to Michael’s sister 

Hanorah, the couple arriving in Australia only a short time before Joe was born.  The 

story of the Liddy’s is told in a later chapter. 

 

Very little is known about Joseph’s early years but as he grew towards manhood it is 

certain that he would have joined his father and brothers assisting in the cartage 

business. 
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Like father Michael and brothers Patrick and Daniel, Joseph acquired the property 

“Allenbury” in the Booligal district in 1908 under the terms of Western Land Lease #2052 

(File No. 1908/1996).  The 10,800 acre property was described as WLL Section 23 with 

the annotation “The block is partly within the area withdrawn from WLL #611 – Corrong, 

Waljeers and Kilfera”.  Notes made by Sean Murphy of a discussion with Kieran 

O’Halloran suggest that Joe’s property may originally have been called ‘Mayfield’. 

 

According to the 1918 edition of the NSW Pastoral Index, Joseph had two horses and 

320 sheep on “Allenbury”.  By the 1919 edition, Joseph’s flock had increased to 575 

along with the two horses. 

 

That Joseph liked a tipple is not disputed in family circles.  Legend has it that he was 

thrown out of so many pubs in his time that he actually bought one.  It is supposed that 

Joseph was once the owner of the original Oxley Hotel and this is confirmed by the 

published transcript of his Coronial Inquest . 

 

Oxley is located near the junction of the Lachlan and Murrumbidgee Rivers about 97 km 

north east of Balranald.  The town was named after the explorer John Oxley who, in 

1817, as Surveyor-General, was instructed by Governor Macquarie to follow the course 

of the Lachlan River in search of a possible inland sea. After three months, Oxley 

reached Booligal and 14 kilometres further on the Lachlan deteriorated into a series of 

‘muddy waterholes’.  Oxley surveyed ‘the immense plains extending to the westward as 

far as the eye could reach’.  He recorded in his diary ‘they were unsuitable for 

agriculture’, not knowing that later generations would find them excellent for fine wool 

production.  Oxley’s journal continues: ‘Not a semblance of a hill can be seen.  No 

natives, animals or birds.  Nothing can be more melancholy and irksome than travelling 

over wilds, which nature seems to have condemned to perpetual loneliness and 

desolation.  This country must remain forever uninhabitable and useless for the purposes 

of civilised man’. 

 

Thus, Oxley terminated his expedition at the site named after him and returned east.   

In 1860 Oxley was of some importance as the location of the headquarters of a large 

Police District as well as the branch of the Australian Joint Stock Bank. In its time, Oxley 

supported two hotels, a general store, post office, four churches, a school and a Chinese 

market garden. The old post office was burnt down in the late 1990s.  The original Oxley 

Hotel suffered the same fate in the 1920s as did Jack Peacock’s Oxley Hotel.  Today, 

Oxley is a peaceful outback settlement containing the old Oxley Lodge, St Barnabas 

Church and a few scattered houses. 
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It is the original Oxley Hotel that Joseph is said to have owned.   Joe’s Death Certificate 

describes him as a ‘Storekeeper’.  While there is no doubt that Joe was the one-time 

owner of a hotel at Oxley, there is also strong recollection among current family 

members that Joe ran the General Store in the town and this is confirmed by evidence 

given at the Inquest into Joe’s death as detailed below.  It was not uncommon in small 

towns at the time for the local hotel to also double as the general store and it is possible 

that such was the case during Joe’s ownership. 

 
The original Oxley Hotel around the time it was owned by Joe O’Halloran.  It was later destroyed by fire 
 

The version of Joseph’s death according to the family is that Joseph was a regular in the 

police cells at Hay as a result of intoxication.  The events of 3rd November 1920 were 

little different.  Joseph was picked up by police making a nuisance of himself and literally 

thrown into the cells.  Anecdotal evidence suggest Joseph may have been thrown “with a 

little too much force”, hit his head on the cell wall, the blow hastening his death. 

 

However, the Coronial Inquest held the following day found otherwise. Below is a 

transcript of the Inquest as reported in the ‘Grazier’: 

 

DEATH OF OXLEY RESIDENT 

IN THE HAY LOCK-UP 

The Inquiry 
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The Deputy-coroner, Mr J Johnston, held an inquiry yesterday respecting the death of Joseph 

O’Halloran, who was found dead in the Hay Lock-up on Wednesday morning.  The deceased had been 

arrested on a charge of being deemed to be of unsound mind, and found wandering at large on the 

previous evening. 

 

Mr Alexander was present in the interests of the relatives of the deceased.  Mr Inspector Blanchfield 

represented the police. 

 

The evidence was to the following effect: 

Dr Field stated that he had made a post-mortem examination on Wednesday afternoon, of the body of a 

man who he had seen dead at the lock-up that morning.  The body was that of a man about 50 years of 

age, and well nourished.  There was a slight bruise on the forehead, but no other injury.  There was no 

injury to the skull underneath the bruise and the brain and its membranes were healthy and uninjured.  

The heart was enlarged and fatty, the right side was much dilated and distended with dark, semi-clotted 

blood; the valves were not diseased.  The lungs were very congested with dark blood; there was much 

frothy exudate in the tubes; there were no signs of recent illness, but adhesions, the result of old 

pleurisy.  The liver was enlarged and very fatty.  The kidneys were the subject of chronic disease and 

were very engorged.  The stomach was dilated and markedly subject of chronic inflammation.  There 

were no signs of acute sickness, and no signs of injury.  The signs enumerated were those of death from 

heart failure, and he believed the cause of death to have been dilation and failure of the heart which 

was the subject of fatty degeneration.  The chronic inflammation of the stomach was probably due to 

alcohol. 

 

By Mr Alexander: From what he saw, he would expect a man in the condition of the deceased to die 

suddenly.  The sudden death of the deceased was not, in his opinion, accelerated by any treatment he 

had received in the lock-up; deceased would have been just as likely to die suddenly if he had been in 

the hospital.  The condition of the deceased’s organs was of a chronic character; there was no sign of 

acute disease. 

 

Constable Hunt stated that on receipt of a message from the licensee, he went to the Crown Hotel on 

Tuesday night with Constable Holt, arriving there about 11.50.  Mr Bayliss, the deceased and another 

man were in a bedroom.  Mr Bayliss said, “The chap is here; he is starting to break things up and pull 

things about.”  The deceased was pulling the bedclothes about.  Mr Bayliss said to the deceased, “What 

are you looking for?”  Deceased said, “For my pocket knife!”  Mr Bayliss handed the knife to the 

witness.  The deceased then said, “Look out for the snakes!  He is in my shoe, and they are under the 

floor!”  The deceased was dressed in his shirt and trousers.  Mr Bayliss assisted him to put on his shoes 

and coat.  They then went out to Lachlan Street with deceased, Constable Holt waiting behind.  They 

got round to Moppett Street with the deceased, who was talking about snakes on the way round.  Near 

the lock-up, the deceased said, “Look at the snakes by the dozen!  They are eating insects!”  Witness 

said there were no snakes.  They placed deceased in under arrest at the lock-up gate.  Nothing was said 
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about taking deceased to the hospital; he seemed to be in good health, but very frightened of snakes.  

They charged deceased at the lock-up with wandering at large and not under proper care and control.  

On searching deceased they found a watch and chain, a few boxes of matches, 6s 6d in silver, and a 

pipe.  When at the lock-up, deceased said,  “Don’t leave me!  Come over near me!”  The deceased gave 

no trouble and was not violent.  The deceased was placed in a cell, and when he was put there he said, 

“How  many times would you bite a naughty little girl?”  After a few second, deceased said, “Six, you 

say?”  He left deceased about 12.50 and went to bed.  There was no violence used by him or Constable 

Holt; deceased was very quiet.  He could smell spirits on deceased, but he would not say he was drunk.  

At 7.45 am Constable Holt told him he was ringing up the doctor, as the man had died.  They went to 

the lock-up, and saw the deceased dead in the cell.  The deceased was lying on his back, his body a 

little twisted, and his two knees upright, between the screen and the sewerage pedestal.  The deceased 

was dressed in his shirt and trousers, his boots, socks and hat being off. 

 

By Inspector Blanchfield:  He did not think the deceased was sick.  He had a good deal of experience 

of such cases, and thought deceased would be alright in a day or two.  He had no thought of sending for 

the doctor. 

 

Constable Holt gave similar evidence. 

 

William H Bent stated that he had known the deceased for twelve months; he was unmarried and 

resided in Oxley.  He had heard the deceased say he had two brothers and a sister.  The brothers lived 

at D Block and Clare, and the sister at Bendigo.  The deceased sold a block of land on Tarwong and 

afterwards bought the store at Oxley.  He heard the deceased had bought the hotel at Oxley.  The 

deceased stayed at his hotel from Saturday night to Monday night; he had been drinking but very little 

– sometimes a beer and sometimes a glass of stout.  Deceased had his meals regularly, except 

breakfast.  Deceased had appeared to be ill, and he had urged him to go to the hospital.  He left to 

attend a meeting at the Council Chambers on Monday night, and when he left the deceased intended to 

go to the hospital.  He was surprised to find him still at the hotel on his return at 8.30.  he found that the 

deceased had been accusing someone of hitting him with a bottle and a stick, and he again advised him 

to go to the hospital, but he would not go.  He thought the deceased queer and he got Constable 

Reardon to look at him, and the deceased made the same complaint about a man hitting him with a 

bottle and a stick, and said,  “If I had my automatic I would put a hole through him!”  Deceased told 

him that Frank Connors had seen the man hitting him, but when he brought Connors into the room, the 

latter said, “I never saw anyone Joe, you’re dreaming!”  Constable Reardon and Connors tried to get 

deceased to go to the hospital, but he said he would not go , adding, “I’ll die there tonight if I do!”  He 

said, “Something will have to be done Joe.  You can’t go on like this.”  Deceased then said, “There are 

plenty more hotels in Hay, and I’ll go!”  Deceased left and he did not see him to speak to again.  The 

deceased’s bag was at his hotel. 
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William W Bayliss stated that the deceased had come to his hotel at 9pm on Monday night and went 

straight to bed.  There did not seem to be anything wrong with the deceased on Tuesday morning.  He 

had half a dozen beers during the day; witness refused him spirits when he asked for them.  Deceased 

had both lunch and tea.  At about dinner time he noticed that the deceased was queer, and before tea he 

advised him to go to the hospital which he refused to do.  During tea the deceased spoke of seeing 

snakes and jumped up from the table.  At about 8pm he took deceased to his bedroom and remained 

with  him for an hour during which he talked of seeing snakes and things.  Another man was occupying 

the same room and he stayed with the deceased.  About 10.20pm deceased was singing out.  He went to 

the room and stayed with him until he got quiet.  He got deceased a brandy which did him good for a 

while, but he got bad again, and he rang up the police, saying he was afraid deceased would do himself 

an injury.  The constable came and deceased was taken to the lock-up. 

 

Inspector Blanchfield identified the man he saw in the lock-up as that of Joseph O’Halloran of Oxley. 

 

The finding was to the effect that Joseph O’Halloran, at Hay on the morning of 3rd November, 1920, 

was found dead in the lock-up without any marks of violence appearing on his body, and further that 

death was due to natural causes, to wit, dilation and failure of the heart, which was the subject of fatty 

degeneration. 

 

Following the Inquest, Joseph was buried in the Catholic section of the Hay Cemetery on 

4th November.  Rev Father Joseph Carroll performed the burial service.  Joseph’s brother 

Daniel identified the body on behalf of the family. 

 

According to Ann Poelsma, her father Kieran recalled that after the funeral, Patrick came 

home with all of Joe’s things, including Joe’s gig which became Kieran’s.  After Kieran 

died, the gig was passed on to Kieran’s son Richard.  Joe’s sister Hannah received all of 

his remaining possessions. 

 

In recent years, Joe’s grand-nephew Tim O’Halloran, and his wife Mary-Anne have 

undertaken a project to identify gravesites of the early ancestors.   Once located, if there 

is no memorial marking the grave, Tim and Mary-Anne arrange for the erection of a 

suitable commemorative plaque.  This has already been done for Margaret O’Halloran 

and Hannah Berry.  At Hay, while searching for Michael O’Halloran’s grave, Tim and 

Mary-Anne discovered that Joe’s grave was marked with a splendid monument erected 

by Joe’s sister Hannah Berry, probably in recognition of the fact that Joe left everything 

to Hannah after he died.  The location of Michael’s gravesite remains unknown as the 

Cemetery records for the time of his death have long since disappeared but a memorial 

plaque has been erected to record the details of his death. 
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As an afterthought, it is probably important to note from the Inquest that at no time was 

Joe deemed to be intoxicated nor was he violent or abusive.  His main problem appears 

to have been an obsession with snakes.  It is also noteworthy that two of the witnesses 

at the Inquest advised Joe to seek medical assistance at Hay hospital on the day before 

his death.  Joe was obviously known to these men and clearly they were distressed by 

his demeanour.  If Joe were known as a regular drunkard, one would imagine that his 

behaviour wouldn’t be tolerated and that he would have been sent somewhere to sleep it 

off. 

 

 
Joe O’Halloran’s grave in Hay Cemetery.  Although the whereabouts of Michael O’Halloran’s grave 
remain unknown, Tim and Mary-Anne O’Halloran have erected a plaque in his memory near where 

Tim’s car is parked in the background 
 

From the doctor’s evidence, Joe was obviously a very sick man with a degenerative heart 

condition.  Modern medical science tells us that it is not uncommon for people suffering 

serious heart ailments to demonstrate uncharacteristic behaviour that can include 

delusions and “mental mirages”.  Perhaps Joe was nearer death by natural causes than 

anyone thought when he made his last trip into Hay.  History owes it to him to allow him 

the benefit of any doubt. 

 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

148 

 

 

◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊ 

Michael (Mick) 

Unfortunately, we don’t know a whole lot about Mick, which is regrettable because those 

that do remember him recall him as quite a character. 

 

According to the records in the Baptismal Register held at St Kilian’s church in Bendigo, 

Mick was born on 9th May 1865, although, like his brothers Pat and Joseph, his birth does 

not appear to have been formally registered.  The St Kilian’s records also show Mick’s 

Godparents to have been Joseph O’Halloran, Michael’s cousin, and Johanna O’Halloran, 

who would appear to be Margaret’s sister.  Margaret had adopted the practice of having 

her sisters act as Godmothers and Johanna did not marry James Riordan until 1868 so 

she would have still been an O’Halloran in 1865. 

 

We have to resort to Mick’s Death Certificate to try and piece together how his life 

mapped out.  He never married so he has no descendants (that we know of) to speak for 

him in his absence.  The Death Certificate states that Michael lived for 31 years in 

Victoria and 51 in New South Wales.  Allowing for the 16 years between 1865 and 1881 

when the family moved to Balranald, and for the fact that Mick was 82 when he died in 

1947, the mathematics suggest that Mick returned to Victoria in 1912.  The informant on 

the Death Certificate is an authorised agent, probably an administrative officer from the 

Coroner’s Office, but Mick did maintain fairly close contact with his brother Dan’s family 

in Middle Park so the information is likely to be reasonably accurate. 

 

We don’t know whether Mick remained in Balranald all of the time between 1881 and 

1912.  There is nothing that connects him with the farming life and he certainly made no 

application for a Western Lands Lease like his father and brothers.  We know that during 

his working life in Victoria he worked as a journalist for one of the Melbourne 

newspapers.  According to Reita Thompson and Julie Buncle, Mick was a horseracing 

columnist and wrote under the byline of ‘Lochiel’. Lochiel was a renowned thoroughbred 

of the late 1880s.  His most notable performance was winning the Australian Cup in 

March 1889 after leading from start to finish over the 3600m course, beating the famous 

Carbine by three-quarters of a length in a hard fought finish. No doubt the fame of 

Lochiel inspired Mick to adopt the name as his byline.  
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There are varying recollections about which newspaper Mick worked for, including ‘The 

Argus’, ‘The Age’, ‘The Herald’ and ‘The Sporting Globe’. Perhaps he worked for more 

than one, but at least a search of ‘The Argus’ archives has failed to reveal any trace of 

‘Lochiel’. Kieran O’Halloran, in an interview with his grand-daughter Carla in the 1990s, 

confirmed Mick’s choice of occupation by saying, “Mick left the family and went to 

Melbourne to live and became a writer for the newspapers.” 

 

In a conversation with son-in-law, Sean Murphy, on New Years Day 1988, Kieran also 

mentioned that Mick lived next door to an Ethel FitzGerald (note the ‘G’) at Kensington, 

a suburb close to Melbourne and within a stone’s throw from Flemington Racecourse.  

According to her Marriage Certificate, Ethel’s address was 1 McCracken Street, 

Kensington, while Mick lived at 19 Gordon Crescent.  Gordon Crescent joins McCracken 

Street and both houses occupy the corner so it is quite correct that Ethel and Mick were 

neighbours. 

 

Ethel FitzGerald is interesting in her own right.  She was originally employed by Pat and 

Ellen as a governess for their children at ‘Rosalind Park’, Balranald.  Also living at 

‘Rosalind Park’ at the time was Jim Fitzgerald who had been raised by his sister Ellen 

following the untimely death of their mother Bridget in 1899 when James was barely 

three years old.  James and Ethel fell and love and eventually married in 1923.  It would 

appear that Mick may have been influential in Ethel being considered for the position of 

governess to his brother’s children. 

 

According to Reita Thompson, Mick was a frequent visitor to the family home at 103 

Wright Street, Middle Park.  Reita recalls Mick visiting at Christmas when she was a small 

girl in the 1920s and 30s.  Mick would arrive at Christmas in a jolly mood and would 

hand out silver coins to the children present.  In the years before the Second World War 

Mick would catch up with his nephews Dan and Frank at their various ‘watering holes’ 

around Melbourne. 

 

Julie Buncle recalls that her mother had a different view of Mick.  Julia, who was much 

older that Reita and who would have had more to do with Mick over the years, saw him 

as somewhat mean-spirited in that after surveying the presents on the floor at Christmas 

time, he complained that children at that time were spoiled and have too many favours 

showered upon them. One wonders what Mick would think today! 

 

Mick was the longest lived of his brothers and sisters, surviving until the age of 82.  The 

next best were Hannah and Eliza who managed to get to 61. 
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The story of Mick’s death survives because it was passed on to Bernie O’Halloran by his 

father Daniel, Mick’s brother.  It was June 1947 and the National Census was under way.  

The Census Officer called at Mick’s address at 19 Gordon Crescent, Kensington on Friday 

27th June.  The officer spoke to Mick, explaining the Census and advised that he would 

return on Monday to collect the completed form.  On returning after the weekend, the 

Census Collector’s suspicions were aroused when he found the front door ajar.  The 

lights were on and a radio was playing from somewhere in the house.  Failing to get a 

response from his knocking at the door, the Collector stuck his head around the door and 

called out for anyone inside.  As he was calling his “Hello, is anybody home?”, the 

Collector was alarmed to see a person lying on the floor at the end of the passageway. 

 

We don’t know whether the Collector went in to investigate or whether he was able to 

collect Mick’s Census form but we do know that the Police were called and soon took 

charge.  Mick’s body was conveyed to the City Morgue where a post-mortem revealed 

that Mick had died from a cerebral haemorrhage.  The City Coroner, Mr J V Marwick was 

satisfied that death resulted from natural causes and dispensed with the need for an 

inquest, releasing the body for burial.  Mick was buried at Fawkner Cemetery on 3rd July. 

 

The unusual nature of Mick’s death and its discovery by a Census Collector rated a story 

in ‘The Age’ newspaper.  Mick’s nephew Danny O’Halloran noticed the article on the 

morning it appeared and recognised that it referred to his uncle.  He notified other 

members of the family and assisted with the funeral arrangements. 

 

 

◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊   ◊ ◊ ◊ 

 

Patrick and Daniel 
 

The stories of Pat and Dan are significant and they deservedly appear in separate 

chapters. 
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Chapter 7 
 
 
The Fitzgerald and Shannon Genesis 

 

As 1903 rolled on Pat must have undergone some sort of reality check to try and 

understand where his own life was heading.  He was successful, well off and highly 

esteemed in the Balranald district but his life seemed to have taken on a certain 

emptiness.  Michael and Margaret had both gone to their eternal rewards, all his sisters, 

except poor Hannah, were married off, and even Hannah seemed to be getting over her 

tragedy and was settling down in Balranald.  Joe had decamped to Oxley, Mick had opted 

for life in the big city and Dan was now making his home in the old ‘Langley Dale’ place 

with Gerte Duncan in the family way. 

 

The O’Halloran boys had always been popular with the ladies, especially Pat, who 

seemed to have more going for him than his brothers.  Of all the girls he had socialised 

with, there was one who appealed to him more than the rest and he sensed that she 

might have noticed him with some favour as well.  It was Ellen Emma Fitzgerald, an 

attractive, young 21 year old slip of a girl he had met at his uncle Rody O’Halloran’s pub 

down in Bendigo. 

 

(Author’s Note: In 1988, Kieran O’Halloran told his son-in-law Sean Murphy that Rody 

first introduced Pat to Ellen, who had been working as a domestic at Rody’s hotel.) 

 

We are now going to embark on an historical diversion and leave Pat and Ellen to their 

own devices for the present.  Their story relies heavily on the merging of two earlier 

colonial families, the Fitzgeralds and the Shannons. The Fitzgerald story is an interesting 

one and we should spend some time exploring it as this family significantly impacted on 

how the O’Halloran dynasty flourished.  We will also examine the equally interesting 

Shannon family which landed in Victoria more than ten years earlier than the Fitzgeralds. 
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The first Fitzgeralds of Ellen’s family to arrive in Australia were her grandparents, Dennis 

and his wife Johanna. Denis, true to his Fitzgerald heritage, was born in County Limerick 

in 1810.  Johanna was a County Cork girl born in 1814 to parents John Murphy and Mary 

McCauliffe.  The couple married in Cork in 1839 and appear to have settled in that city, 

the birthplace of four of their five children.  By 1851 conditions in Ireland were probably 

such that they decided to emigrate and seek a better life in Australia.  No doubt 

encouraged by the posters pasted around the town offering a more pleasant existence in 

the antipodes, they crossed the Irish Sea to England where they set sail on their voyage 

aboard the barque “Calphurnia” from Plymouth, on 30th December, 1851, eventually 

arriving at Hobson’s Bay on 29th March 1852.  We owe this information to one of Ellen 

Fitzgerald’s cousins, a nun Sister Hannah Dwyer, who passed the details on to Ann 

Poelsma’s sister, Margaret, some years ago.  At the time, Margaret lived next door to the 

unit where the nuns lived in Mildura.  Margaret and Hannah got on famously, Margaret 

often fussing over the diminutive little nun.  Hannah reluctantly retired from public life 

and was transferred to a retirement home for her Order in Geelong.  When last heard of, 

Sister Hannah was in her 90s and still going strong. 

 

According to Sister Hannah, the Fitzgeralds were not assisted migrants but paid for their 

own passage on the voyage. This suggests that the family was reasonably well off.  The 

cost of an adult ticket for the one-way journey was around £30, more than the annual 

income for most average Irish households of the time.  

 

Denis and Johanna were accompanied by their children John, Patrick and Denis.  Another 

child, David, Patrick’s twin brother, did not appear on the ship’s passenger list and it is 

understood that he died on the voyage.  Johanna was almost six months pregnant when 

the “Calphurnia” sailed out of Plymouth harbour and she would have been praying that 

they reached their destination before she was due to deliver, shipboard births being risky 

and rather public affairs in the crowded ships of those days.  But it was not to be. 

 

The “Calphurnia” was a relatively new three-masted barque built in 1848 at the 

Sunderland Shipyards.  The ship had a displacement of 722 tons and by 1851 had 

already made several voyages to Australia.  She generally carried upwards of two 

hundred adult passengers and up to one hundred children on each voyage.  Most of 

these passengers would have been assisted migrants who were usually crowded into the 

ship’s steerage compartments.  The Fitzgeralds, as paying passengers, would have 

occupied a cabin and been immeasurably more comfortable.  Johanna could also be 

assured by the presence of an experienced surgeon in the crew although this does not 
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seem to have been of much comfort to a mother who has lost a much loved son during 

the voyage. 

 

 
The Barque  “Calphurnia” 

 

The following advertisement that appeared in the London Times on 11th November 1848 

gives some idea of how emigration was encouraged: 

 

The new British-built ship CALPHURNIA, 722 tons register. JAMES NICHOLSON, Commander; 

lying at the Jetty, London Docks. This splendid ship has a spacious poop, with every accommodation 

for the comfort and convenience of passengers, and will carry an experienced surgeon. For terms of 

freight and Passage apply to Henry and Calvert Toulmin, 31, Great St. Helen's, Bishopsgate-street.  

 

The ship was also well known in South Australia where it had landed many emigrants.  

The following passages appeared in the South Australian Register. 

South Australian Register Wednesday 4th April 1849  

The barque Calphurnia, 722 tons, James Nicholson, Master, from London the 10th December 1848. 

Passengers: Mr. J.C. Bray & two sons, Mr. John & Mrs. Sarah Higginson and Dr. Kennedy surgeon-

superintendent in the cabin, and the following government emigrants in the steerage, 113 male adults, 

98 female adults, 43 male children & 40 female children. . . . — 6th ship from England to S.A. with 

government passengers for 1849 ; four births and two deaths on the passage, Dr. Kennedy, surgeon-

superintendent. 

South Australian Register Tuesday 3rd April 1849 

On board the Calphurnia there were four births and two deaths. One boy, 13 years of age fell 
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overboard last week ; every exertion to save him was made by the captain but without success. William 

Crisp, the second officer, died early in January of inflammatory fever; greatly respected by all on 

board.  

 

The “Calphurnia” took the southernmost (dotted-line) route in 1852-3 

 

The 15,000km journey generally took between eighty and ninety days depending on the 

weather and all-important wind conditions.  After leaving Plymouth, a southerly course 

was set down the west coast of the African continent via Madeira and Cape Verde.  

Things slowed a little through the Doldrums at the Equator.  Here a more westerly 

course was charted to take advantage of the winds off the South American continent.  

The captain would then steer a wide arc in a south easterly direction towards the 50 deg. 

South parallel to catch the powerful prevailing westerlies, passing Tristan de Cunha and 

Gough Island before proceeding due east along that latitude.  Crozet and Kerguelen 

Islands in the Southern Indian Ocean were the only landfalls before Perth.  Adelaide, 

Melbourne and Sydney followed. 

 

If Johanna had hoped to land in Australia before giving birth she would have been sadly 

disappointed.  Her birth pangs began after just six weeks at sea and at probably the 

loneliest and most dangerous maritime location – the middle of the Southern Indian 

Ocean.  Attended by the ship’s surgeon Johanna gave birth to a bouncing little baby boy 

on 6th February 1852.  The boy would be named Richard and almost thirty years later he 

would become the proud father of Ellen Emma.  As Richard was born at sea, in 

accordance with maritime law, his birthplace was recorded as the nearest landfall at the 

time of his birth.  In Richard’s case this was the French Protectorate of St Paul’s Island, 

almost 4,000 miles from the Australian mainland. 
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St Paul’s Island in relation to the Australian mainland 

 

Four weeks after Richard’s birth the “Calphurnia” anchored off Fremantle.  The Governor 

of Western Australia at that time was one Charles Fitzgerald.  It would appear that 

Fitzgerald was a relative of some sort because when he heard that Denis and Johanna 

and their family were on board the “Calphurnia” he sent a boat out to the ship with an 

invitation for them to visit them while the ship was in port.  It seems that the good 

Governor may have traded in his Catholicism for the Anglican way of worship in order to 

find favour with the English government and be considered for such plum appointments 

as a Colonial state governor.  This didn’t sit terribly well with Denis, a staunch Catholic, 

who promptly turned down the Governor’s invitation and stayed on the ship.   

 

Charles Fitzgerald had a notable pedigree clearly linking him to the same Fitzgeralds that 

produced Rose who later married Joseph Kennedy, this union being responsible for 

producing amongst others, US President John F Kennedy and his senator brothers Robert 

and Edward.  That Charles was sufficiently interested to invite Denis and his family to 

Government House certainly suggests a reasonably strong family relationship, otherwise 

why bother?  If we follow this logic it would therefore appear that those O’Hallorans 

descended from Ellen Fitzgerald can make some claim to a relationship with the famous 

Kennedy family. 
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At this point we should examine some more Irish 

history to understand just where the noble family of 

Fitzgerald fits in.  Noted Irish historian John O’Hart’s 

well known work “Irish Pedigrees – Fifth Edition”, 

published in 1892, apart from quoting much of 

Sylvester O’Halloran’s famous “History of Ireland”, also 

contains the following extract pertaining to the 

Fitzgeralds: 

 

THE NEW SETTLERS IN LIMERICK AND CLARE, 
OR THOMOND  

THE following were the chief families of early settlers, in the 
counties of Limerick and Clare: De Burgo, Fitzgerald, 

Fitzgibbon--a branch of the Fitzgeralds, De Clare, De Lacey, Brown Barrett, Roche, Russell, Sarsfield, 
Stritch, Purcell, Hussey, Harold, Tracey, Trant, Comyn, White, Walsh, Wolfe, Dongan, Rice, Aylmer, 
Nash, Monsell, Massy, etc. The Fitzgeralds, earls of Desmond, had vast possessions in Limerick; and 
of the estates of Gerald, the sixteenth earl of Desmond, in the reign of Elizabeth, about one hundred 
thousand acres were confiscated in the county Limerick, and divided amongst the following families:--
Annesley, Barkley, Billingsley, Bouchier, Carter, Courtenay, Fitton, Mannering, Stroude, Trenchard, 
Thornton, and Uthered.  

Limerick was formed into a county as early as the reign of King John, A.D. 1210; and Clare, in the 
reign of Elizabeth, A.D. 1565, by the Lord Deputy Sir Henry Sidney.  

THE MODERN NOBILITY OF LIMERICK AND CLARE, OR THOMOND  

QUOTING from Connellan, the following have been the noble families in Limerick and Clare, since 
the reign of Henry the Eighth:--O'Brien, earls and marquises of Thomond, earls of Inchiquin, barons of 
Ibrackan, and barons of Burren, also viscounts of Clare, and barons of Moyarta; Bourke, barons of 
Castleconnell; Roche, barons of Tarbert; and Fitzgerald, knights of Glin, in the county of Limerick; 
Sarsfield, viscounts of Kilmallock, in the county of Limerick; Dongan, earls of Limerick; Hamilton, 
viscounts of Limerick; Fane, viscounts Fane and barons of Loughguire, in Limerick; Southwell, barons 
Southwell of Castlematross in Limerick; Fitzgibbon, earls of Clare; Perry, earls of Limerick; Quinn, 
earls of Dunraven and barons of Adare, in Limerick; O'Grady, viscounts Guillamore in Limerick; the 
lords Fitzgerald, and Vesey or Vesci, in the county of Clare; Massey, barons of Clarina in Limerick; 
Monsell, barons of Emly. 

Regardless of his religious persuasion, Charles Fitzgerald is also a person of notable 

interest to the family.  He has an impressive entry in the  “Australian Dictionary of 

Biography” as follows: 

FITZGERALD, CHARLES (1791-1887), governor, was the son of Robert FitzGerald of Kilkee, 
County Clare, Ireland, and a cadet of the ducal house of Leinster. He entered the navy in March 1809, 
passed his examination in 1815, and was first commissioned in March 1826. He served for a time as a 
lieutenant in the coastguard, and in 1833-36 commanded first the Cruiser and then the Belvidera on the 
North American and West Indian Stations. In 1838 he was sent in command of the Buzzard to the west 
coast of Africa to help suppress the slave trade, and served there with distinction. He was invalided 
home in 1840, promoted commander, and placed on half pay. 

In 1844 FitzGerald was appointed lieutenant-governor of the British settlements on the Gambia. It was 
a comparatively quiet post, and the only significant event during his administration was an imbroglio in 
the higher public service, during which the governor suspended his chief justice, (Sir) Richard Graves 
MacDonnell, who later succeeded him as governor, and still later served as governor of South 

 
Charles Fitzgerald 
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Australia. FitzGerald returned to England in 1847 and in July was appointed governor of Western 
Australia in succession to Lieutenant-Colonel Andrew Clarke. However, FitzGerald insisted on taking 
the leave accruing to him from his Gambia appointment, and thus did not arrive in Western Australia 
until 12 August 1848. He was then 57, and twice married: first in 1837 to Lucy, youngest daughter of 
Dr Austin, and second in 1848 to Eleanora Caroline, daughter of Charles Elwes, of Great Billing, 
Northamptonshire. 

On arrival in the colony FitzGerald found the local Treasury almost empty and a general despondency 
hanging over the pastoralists and farmers, nearly all of whom were thoroughly dissatisfied with the 
high price of crown land, the lack of labour and the interim administration of Colonel Frederick Irwin 
and his colonial secretary, George Moore. There were fewer than 5000 people in the whole colony. 
Neither workmen nor capitalists had been attracted to it for many years, and the colonists had already 
petitioned for convicts to be sent from Britain. FitzGerald was instructed to inquire whether the 
colonists would accept a small number of well-behaved convicts from Pentonville; after confirming 
that they would be welcome, he informed Earl Grey in London, who quickly instigated an Order in 
Council in May 1849 to convert Western Australia into a penal colony. The British government 
promised to send out as many free immigrants as convicts. 

The first two ships carrying convicts arrived at Fremantle in 1850, and thereafter the colony received 
about three shiploads of felons a year, though their arrival was very irregular and no advance notice of 
either dates or numbers was given to the colonial authorities. The result was an alternation of surfeits 
and deficits in the supply of labour. By the end of 1855, the year in which FitzGerald retired, 3668 
convicts had arrived in Western Australia, nearly half of them already holding tickets-of-leave entitling 
them to seek private employment and to be paid wages; if employers were not prepared to take them, 
they were employed by the government on public works at below-market wages. During these five 
years FitzGerald was not responsible for the day-to-day administration of the convict system, which 
was in the competent hands of Captain E. Y. W. Henderson, R.E., and his subordinate officers. 
However, inasmuch as FitzGerald was responsible for general policy, he had some control over the 
methods used to employ and to discipline the men, and he acquired the reputation of being at once 
autocratic, kind-hearted and humane. With more interest in the quick and efficient dispersal of convicts 
throughout the colony's rural districts than in the construction of a plethora of cheap public works, he 
adopted a country depot system to help private employers to engage the men. The remaining convicts 
were employed in building the Fremantle gaol and on other ancillary works. Although the labour 
supply for public works was never high, FitzGerald was able to claim credit for several notable 
improvements, especially the new roads from Perth to Fremantle, Guildford and Albany; he also used 
Aboriginal prisoners on the Perth-Albany project. Other notable improvements around Perth included 
the draining of several swamps and the erection of the first buildings specifically for use as a hospital 
and government schools. 

During FitzGerald's administration the population of Western Australia nearly trebled, reaching 12,000, 
of whom about 3000 were convicts under sentence. Although the British government honoured its 
promise to send out assisted free immigrants, the colonists were not especially pleased with the quality 
of the English paupers and single Irish girls who were dispatched to counter an alarming decrease in 
the proportion of women in the colony. Furthermore, most free migrants to the Australian colonies had 
by-passed Albany and other western ports on their way to the Victorian and New South Wales 
goldfields. However, there had been little serious crime among the convicts, while the free immigrants 
had been readily absorbed into the community and the Irish girls showed no reluctance to marry the ex-
convicts. 

At the same time the economy of the colony benefited greatly from the increased imperial expenditure 
and the rising population. The fertile lands north of the Moore River in the vicinity of Champion Bay 
were settled by pastoralists taking advantage of the increased local market for meat and agricultural 
produce. After his arrival FitzGerald had strongly supported exploration of this district; on a tour of 
inspection in 1848 he was speared in the leg by Aboriginals and was fortunate to escape with his life. 
Wool production also improved in the early 1850s, pearl fishing began at Shark Bay, and a little lead 
was mined at Geraldine on the Murchison north of Geraldton, both place-names commemorating the 
governor. On the whole, therefore, the colony had recovered from its twenty years of economic 
depression, and the changing temper of the settlers, as well as the improvements in trade and 
commerce, confirmed the permanency of the colony. 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

158 

FitzGerald's autocratic quarter-deck manner did not endear him to the leading settlers, who had been 
soured by long years of stagnation and were bent on gaining the greatest possible representation and 
power in the Legislative Council, as well as the quickest possible benefit from convict labour. They 
had always found Downing Street control of their public finances and land policy extremely galling, 
and orders from London were not at all palatable when coming from a salty ship's captain, who had 
been turned into a sort of schoolmaster, and who was more acquainted with giving orders than with 
receiving advice, especially from a highly critical and frequently intemperate local press. 

FitzGerald appeased the opposition a little by appointing non-officials to the Council but by the very 
nature of the colony he had to remain an autocratic dispenser of his employer's policies. He was also a 
little unfortunate in his subordinates. With the important post of colonial secretary filled by three 
different men during his administration, FitzGerald had to intrude into too many petty affairs of 
government. Nor was he well served in the matter of government finance, which was also unfortunate 
because he had little business acumen. Any judgment on his abilities as an administrator and on his 
rather modest and unostentatious achievements must also be tempered by the fact that he governed the 
most insignificant Australian colony at the time of its greatest depression, and when its acceptance of 
convict labour was totally at variance with the policies of the other colonies. The critics of Western 
Australia were legion. 

While FitzGerald performed with credit and social aplomb the many minor duties of his office, his 
young and attractive wife conducted a vigorous social programme revolving around Government 
House. She excelled at the opening of charity bazaars. She superintended an Anglican Sunday school, 
and she helped to organize a school for immigrant children. Her stay in Western Australia was 
probably the highlight of her life. Early in 1854 her husband was informed that his term of office was 
drawing to a close; in November his successor was appointed, and the FitzGeralds left Western 
Australia in July 1855. 

Captain FitzGerald was probably thankful to be relieved of responsibility for governing a colony which 
daily became more penal, because he had always maintained that although the immediate economic 
effects of convict transportation were beneficial, its continuance would keep out the men and capital 
who alone could make it prosper. Such, indeed, was the tenor of his evidence to a select committee of 
the House of Lords, which in June 1856 examined him on his administration. In 1857 Captain 
FitzGerald was appointed C.B., and retired to his home, Geraldine House, Kilkee, where he died on 29 
December 1887.  

Getting back to Denis and Johanna, the “Calphurnia” finally arrived in Melbourne on 29th 

March, 1852.  The couple lost no time in arranging a christening for young Richard, his 

baptism taking place on 19th April, at St Francis’ Church in Melbourne. 

Although we are not aware of the exact circumstances, Denis and his family soon 

established a farm of 336 acres on Milking Yard Creek at Tylden, near Kyneton.  Twenty 

years passes and it is discovered that the 60year-old Johanna is suffering from 

tuberculosis, finally succumbing to the disease on 14th May, 1874.  She was buried two 

days later at Kyneton Cemetery.  Denis outlived his wife by some twenty years until old 

age caught up with him on 8th August 1895, pneumonia being the culprit.  The following 

day Denis joined Johanna in Kyneton Cemetery. 

At this point we lose track of eldest son John, who according to the Fitzgerald memorial 

at Kyneton cemetery, died in 1893.  He is cited as still living according to his mother’s 

death certificate but according to his father’s Will, John had already passed away when 

that document was witnessed on 21st June, 1894.   The will states that John left a 
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widow, Bridget but the author has been unsuccessful in attempting to locate any details 

of a marriage or the death of John in the relevant eastern States Registries. 

In 1876, Denis, born in 1846, married Johanna O’Neil.  The couple had eight children, 

Denis 1876-1922, Mary Frances 1878-1922, Johanna 1879-?, Catherine 1880-?, Cecilia 

1882-1971, Geraldine 1887-?, Eileen Frances 1890-1974 and Elizabeth 1892-?.  The 

question marks here denote that dates of deaths have not been located.  What we do 

know is that Mary Frances married a fellow named McNamara, Cecilia married a Gardner 

but Eileen Frances did not marry.  Denis, the father, died at Tylden in 1922, aged 75. 

In 1887, Patrick born in 1843 and the twin of David who died at sea, married Margaret 

McCarthy in Sydney, the couple not returning to Victoria for some years afterwards. 

They produced six children, Julia 1889-1946, Francis Patrick 1891-1966, John Edward 

1893-1981, Gerald Denis 1897-1898, Edward Denis 1900-1978 and Ellen Teresa 1903-

1976, who married a Kennedy.  Patrick senior died at Hawthorn in 1920, aged 76. 

On 20th September, 1876, Richard married Bridget Shannon.   The Shannons are also a 

family of interest in this story and we will return to them shortly.  

Meanwhile, in the following pages is a copy of the last Will and Testament of Denis 

Fitzgerald.  As wills go, this is a meticulously thought out document, provision having 

been made for all those dear to him.  It is also interesting to note the specific mention 

made of the portion of land already having been transferred to son Richard on 9th April, 

1891.  On the page following the Will is a copy of the Statement of Assets and Liabilities 

as appearing in the Probate documents.  The net value of the estate totaled more than a 

thousand pounds, a considerable sum in the 1890s. 

However, things may not have been as rosy for Denis as the estate appears.  The 

property was heavily mortgaged with £1,000 still owing.  Son Patrick had obviously lent 

money to his father and then there was the £200 debt to Mr John Glenn, the Tylden 

Storekeeper, an amount that would have been quite significant in those days. 

One wonders how productive the 336 acres was as there is no provision in the Probate 

Statement for value of crops or produce so it is unlikely that there was a wheat crop for 

harvest.  To be fair to Denis, he was eighty five when he died and can hardly have been 

expected to be a working farmer at that age.  No doubt the debts were eventually 

cleared by the family to avoid the farm being sold. 
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The Assets/Liabilities Statement from Denis Fitzgerald’s Probate Documents 
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Ten years before the Fitzgeralds set sail for Australia, the intrepid Shannon family also 

made the voyage from Plymouth, England, departing on the 25th May, 1841 arriving in 

Melbourne on the “Forth” on 19th September, 1841.  The following record is from the 

ship’s log of the voyage: 

Forth 

Arrived Melbourne 18 Sep 1841, 481 tons, William Baxter master, from London 13th and from Plymouth 25 
May 1841 to Melbourne - 232 immigrants under superintendence of Dr Maddox 
Gratuities were paid for 220 souls, Horne and party not included 
To G Maddey Surgeon Superintendent at 10/6 each, 115/10/- 
Mr William Baxter, Master at 3/6 ea, 33/0/0 and Mr John Baxter, 1st Mate, at 1/6 ea, 16/10/0 
Mr John Markey 2nd Mate and Mr George Robinson 3rd Mate each at 1/- ea, 11/0/0 
Bounty was 35 families with 108 souls, 1595 pounds  
41 unmarried males 912 pounds and 70 unmarried females 1330 pounds, at 19 pounds each 
Deducted 73 pounds for the Horne party, so total of 3759 pounds to be paid to Mr John Marshall of London, the 
Agent 
 

Ship Total Staff Other Died Born Couples
With 
chn 

Hus Wives Sons Daus Chn Bounty Families 
Un 
mal

Un 
fem 

Forth 232 5 6 0 2 16 19 35 34 20 17 39 221 103 48 70  

 

The ”Forth” was built in 1841, its trip to Australia that year being its maiden ocean 

voyage.  The vessel was not to enjoy a long career at sea, foundering and breaking up 

off Cartagena in the Mediterranean in 1849, fortunately without loss of life. 

There were no paying passengers on the voyage to Australia, all being carried as bounty 

patrons.  Under the bounty scheme, the master of the vessel would be paid an agreed 

sum by the Governor of the Colony at the end of the voyage for each qualifying married 

couple or single adult.  This scheme was most successful in the early years in attracting 

immigrants to offset the critical labour shortage in the Colony.  However, it also 

encouraged overcrowding in vessels rendering such voyages most unpleasant 

experiences.  The Hornes referred to above were disqualified for bounty as the Governor 

refused to pay for Denis Horne and Catherine. It turned out they were pretending to be 

married but the children gave the game away when questioned by officials, revealing 

that the adults were both widowed with two children belonging to each parent. 

The passenger list included the following details of the Shannon family who would 

eventually play a major role in the genesis of the O’Halloran-Fitzgerald dynasty: 

Family 30 – Clare, Ireland Family 31 – Clare, Ireland 

Patrick Shannon, 39, husband  
Biddy Shannon, 29, wife of Patrick  
Martin Shannon, 11, son of Patrick  
James Shannon, 9, son of Patrick  
Patrick Shannon, 7, son of Patrick  
Daniel Shannon, 5, son of Patrick 

Darby Shannon, 29, husband  
Ellen Shannon, 24, wife of Darby  
Thomas Shannon, 4, son of Darby  
Patrick Shannon, son of Darby 
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Darby Shannon had been born Jeremiah but was known by all as ‘Darby’.  Patrick was 

his brother.  Ellen and Biddy (Bridget) were sisters both being O’Neils before their 

respective marriages.  Darby and Ellen actually had three children with them on the 

voyage, James, born in 1840 was not recorded on the Ship’s Register. 

The Shannon’s were all listed as farm servants and all could read and write.  Originally, 

Darby and his family settled in Blackwood but after a short while moved on to Woodend.  

It is unclear what became of Patrick and his family as the Victorian Registries have no 

records of Patrick, Biddy or any of their children. 

It is worth considering what Darby and his family would have faced when they arrived in 

Hobson’s Bay in 1841.  After leaving a homeland that had been an established place of 

habitation for thousands of years, and having seen some of the English way of life and 

its industrial development, arriving in Melbourne must have come as a huge shock.  

Even the shocking conditions they had left behind in Ireland must have seemed 

preferable.  In those days, Melbourne was little but a tent campsite.  It should be 

remembered that the Colony was in its fledgling years.  Edward Henty had only 

established his farm at Portland in 1834 and it was not until May 1835 that John Batman 

completed his dubious Treaty with the unfortunate Wurundjeri people.   

Three months later, in August 1835, John Pascoe Fawkner arrived.  In May 1836, the 

settlement comprised 177 European settlers who had taken up land as squatters running 

some 26,000 sheep in the Port Phillip District.  Governor Richard Bourke, although 

dismayed by such unsanctioned settlement by squatters, had no option but to condone 

it.  Bedlam and lawlessness ensued as the opportunity to grab land presented itself to 

those game enough to venture into unknown territory.  Finally, the Government’s hand 

was forced in order to get the matter under control and by 1837, organized land sales 

provided some security of tenure, with most Melbourne residents living in tents or rudely 

constructed huts.  In 1838, George Arden likened Melbourne to an ‘Indian village 

embowered in forest foliage’.  

News of cheap land spread quickly and when news of the success of the early Port Phillip 

adventurers reached the United Kingdom a stream of immigrants answered the call.  By 

1848, a third of all those holding squatting licences were Scots.  The squatters ranks 

also included well connected Irishmen and a smattering of colonial-born men.  Such was 

the rapid spread of the squatting community, that by 1845 only the Mallee, the eastern 

ranges and parts of Gippsland remained unoccupied. 
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How long the Shannons remained in Melbourne, or precisely when they relocated to 

Blackwood and then on to Woodend is unknown.  However, we have some clues as to 

their whereabouts from the birth registrations of their children.  For example, Jeremiah 

and Ellen, both of whom died in infancy, had their births and deaths registered in 

Melbourne in 1843 and 1846 respectively. Mary Ann’s birth was registered at Bacchus 

Marsh in 1850 but when Bridget was born in 1855; her birth was registered at Golden 

Point, the site of the first gold nugget found in Blackwood on 16 August 1851 by John 

Hart.  What effect the discovery of gold so close to home may have had on Darby can 

only be imagined but the ensuing rush of fortune hunters must have been unsettling for 

the family.  As a farmer, Darby would certainly have been granted a squatters’ licence 

and would probably have been reasonably advanced in establishing his farm.  Quite 

probably, Darby did a bit of prospecting himself and may even have found the odd 

nugget or two! 

Darby and his wife were prolific in the production of offspring with a further eight 

children in addition to those they arrived with, between 1843 and 1855.  Unfortunately, 

Jeremiah, born in 1843, died seven days later while Ellen, born in 1845, survived only 

twelve months.  As was the custom at that time, another daughter was named Ellen, 

born in 1852.  The next-born son after Jeremiah’s death in 1843, born in 1848 was also 

named after his deceased brother.  The other children were:  Martin 1849-1932 (likely to 

have been the Martin Shannon referred to in Denis Fitzgerald’s will), Mary Ann 1850-

?,who married Michael O’Brien, Michael 1851-?,  married Bridget O’Brien, (Michael’s 

sister) in 1881, Bridget 1855-1899 who married Richard Fitzgerald, and Honora 1855-? 

who married James Bradley in 1887.  For those above where a death date is shown with 
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a query, each was alive at the time of their father’s death in 1894.  However, no trace of 

a death being recorded was found in the relevant Victorian Registries. 

Ellen Shannon died on 21 November, 1872, age 59.  She died of stomach cancer, a 

condition that had been diagnosed some three years earlier.  Her death certificate states 

she married Darby in Kilgoral, County Clare.  Ellen, was buried in Woodend cemetery on 

25th November, 1872. 

Eldest daughter Mary Ann married Michael O’Brien St Mary’s, Kyneton on 8th February, 

1869.  Michael, a farmer from Rochford, had been born in Clare, Ireland to parents 

Michael O’Brien and Catherine Ryan.  He was 27 but Mary Ann was only 18 and being a 

minor, required her father’s permission to marry, which Darby readily gave.  The couple 

had three children in quick succession, Bridget in 1870, Michael in 1871 and Ellen in 

1873.  Ellen was only three months old when a terrible tragedy struck the family.  On 

13th January, 1874, Michael was involved in an accident that caused him to break his 

neck, resulting in his death four days later.  He was buried at Lancefield Cemetery on 

19th January. 

In the 1870s Darby is said to have built the Farmer’s Arms Hotel at Newham, about 7 

kilometres north east of Woodend, a fact confirmed by the Victorian Public Records 

Office that has on file, a Minute from the Licencing Court dated 16 December, 1872, 

stating that a Publicans’ Licence has been granted to Jeremiah Shannon for the operation 

of the Farmer’s Arms at Newham.  After the untimely death of her husband, Mary Ann 

took over the running of the Farmers’ Arms.  According to ‘The Argus’ newspaper dated 

10th February, 1914, the hotel was one of a number of establishments de-licenced in the 

Lancefield District by the Licence Reduction Board at a Deprivation Sitting.  It is not 

known what became of Mary Ann O’Brien.  She still bears that name in Darby’s will of  

1894 so appears not to have re-married even though she became a widow at 22.  Even 

so, there is no record of her death in any of the eastern States. 

Darby survived his wife for almost twenty two years dying on 3rd November 1894.  Like 

so many others of his age, he had succumbed to the ‘old-man’s savior’, pneumonia.  He 

was 82 years old and was laid to rest at Woodend cemetery by Rev Father Thomas 

Fahey on 4th November, 1894. 

Darby Shannon’s will is an interesting document.  Not only does it confirm Mary Anne 

and Honora’s married names but it also refers to twenty year old debt of £20 owed to a 

New Zealand miner, Patrick Archer.  Darby must have been an honorable man to 

remember such a debt.  The will also tells us that son Patrick was at that time living in 
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Queensland which might account for why he doesn’t appear in the Victorian Deaths 

Registry.  

 

Darby’s Probate Statement also mentions a debt of £25 owed to him by his son-in-law 

Richard Fitzgerald stated as “overdue acceptance”, whatever that may mean. 
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Darby’s Probate List of Assets and Liabilities gives us a valuable insight into the contents 

of a farmer’s estate at the time along with the values applied to such assets.  It might be 

noted that the £20 owed to Patrick Archer does not appear in the list of liabilities.  It is 

possible that Thomas Shannon, Executor of his father’s estate attended to the matter 

out of the net proceeds. One wonders though, if the debt troubled Darby enough for him 

to include it in his will, why he didn’t remit the amount owed during his lifetime.  The net 
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value of Darby’s estate was £989, which included the brick cottage of four rooms where 

his family had grown up. 

Given that the Fitzgerald and the Shannon families lived in reasonably close proximity to 

each other in the Kyneton district, it comes as no surprise that Bridget Shannon caught 

Richard Fitzgerald’s eye.  The couple exchanged marriage vows on 21st September, 

1876, at St Mary’s in Kyneton under the watchful eye of Father Daniel Nolan. Witnesses 

to the ceremony were Jeremiah Shannon, presumably the bride’s brother, Richard’s 

brother Patrick and a Catherine Fitzgerald, whose role in the family we are yet to 

understand as she does not appear to be an immediate relative of either family.  

According to the marriage certificate, Richard was 24 years of age whose occupation is 

shown as ‘Farmer’ of Tylden.  Bridget’s age is shown as 22 but in fact, her birthday is 

25th July, 1855, so she had just turned 21. 

It would probably have been quite a 

wedding.  Both the Shannons and 

the Fitzgeralds  were popular in the 

area and given the sizes of both 

families, St Mary’s must have been 

packed to overflowing.  Imagine the 

shindig at the Farmers’ Arms that 

night! 

It is not clear where Richard was 

farming at the time of his marriage.  

He might have been working his 

father’s property, part of which he 

eventually inherited, or he may 

have had his own property.  What 

we do know is that he remained in 

the Tylden/Woodend area as that is 

where his children’s births are 

registered.  The couple did not have 

their first child until 1880, it being 

unusual in that era for newly-weds 

to wait that long.  There may have 

been difficulties but we don’t know 

the circumstances so we shouldn’t 

conjecture. 

 

Richard Fitzgerald (circa 1925) 
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The author has seen three photographs of Richard and one of Bridget.  Richard appears 

on the verandah of Rosalind Park at a large family gathering in about 1920 or earlier.  In 

the photo, Pat and his father-in-law are standing almost side by side.  Pat was known to 

be about 5’ 10” tall and if that was so, then Richard must have been considerably 

shorter, probably about 5’ 6”.  Richard obviously favoured the bowler hat as he is 

wearing one in the family photo and, in a shot taken of him much later, probably in the 

1920s, the ubiquitous bowler is still gracing his pate.  Family legend has it that Richard 

wore the bowler as it made him seem taller than he actually was. If the later photograph 

can be taken at face value, Richard has the look of a man who knew what he wanted 

from life.  Sharp eyes with a steely aspect to them and a prominent, determined jaw line 

accentuated by a full flowing, silver bushy beard, all of which seem to characterize him 

as one not to be trifled with.  A third photograph of Richard came to light after the first 

draft of this chapter was completed.  It shows a hatless Richard alongside Ellen on her 

wedding day in 1904.  The picture is of the upper half of the subjects so there was no 

need for Richard to enhance his stature. 

Richard was certainly a very successful 

businessman and a self-made one at that.  

According to his grand-daughter Phyllis Haag 

he was always away somewhere on business 

attending to his many and diverse interests.  

Principally, he was a horse breeder with 

extensive properties in Queensland, New 

Zealand and Western Australia, his horses 

being sold to both the Indian and Australian 

armies. 

Kieran O’Halloran who, admittedly, only met 

Richard on two or three occasions, saw of him 

as a man, small in stature who “didn’t take 

much interest in us children”.  It should be 

explained, however, that Kieran would have 

only been eleven or twelve at the time. 

The only available picture of Bridget was said 

to have been taken shortly before she died in 1899.  It is a family portrait with four of 

her daughters surrounding their seated mother, with son, presumably Nicholas James 

(Jim), standing at her knee.  The boy is the key to dating this photograph.  Jim was born 

in 1896, while the next eldest son, Richard’s birth date was 1889.  Ellen Emma, on the 

 

Ellen and Richard Fitzgerald – 30 Nov 1904 
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far right of the photograph would have been 17 in 1899 and that appears to agree with 

how she looks in the picture.  If this portrait was taken in 1899, as thought, then it is 

indeed sad to reflect that Bridget didn’t have long to live after it was taken.  The photo is 

also a fine example of Bridget’s dressmaking skills as she sewed all of her daughters’ 

dresses. 

As it turns out, Bridget became pregnant again in 1899 with the couple’s eleventh child 

but unknown to Bridget, the baby died prematurely inside her and Bridget developed 

septicemia.  She died on 1st September, 1899, at home at Kyneton and was buried at 

Kyneton cemetery two days later.  Bridget’s death was a terrible tragedy for the family 

whose ages ranged from the 19 year-old Johanna to James, who was just three. 

 

 

Bridget Fitzgerald, seated centre, with James 

(L-R): Johanna, Agnes, Nora and Ellen 
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Richard survived his wife until his death on 14th October, 1926.  Some two weeks earlier, 

he had suffered a heart attack at the home of his daughter Rosa and her husband Joe 

Brown at 111 Brougham Street, Kew.  He was buried the following day at Box Hill 

cemetery. 

 

In 1990, a commemorative plaque was erected by 

Phyllis Haag and her cousin Joan Carr (nee Brown) 

at Kyneton cemetery on Denis and Johanna 

Fitzgerald’s grave in honour of the deceased 

members of the family. 

The plaque is erected at the base of the original 

gravestone adorning Denis and Johanna’s last 

resting place. 

It is not the intention here to go into the finer 

details about the lives of all of Richard and 

Bridget’s children.  There were ten of them 

altogether, a family collection that probably 

warrants a book in its own right and written by 

someone with a more intimate knowledge of the 

family.  Some play a major part in the saga we are 

trying to relate and their story will be told where 

details are known.  For the remainder, we will 

therefore be satisfied with recording the main 

details known for each. 

Johanna (Annie) was born in 1880 at Tylden.  

According to her niece Joan Carr, Annie married a 

fellow named Hunter and the couple went to live in 

Queensland.  However, examination of the 

Marriage Registers in each of Victoria, New South 

Wales and Queensland has failed to locate a 

record of the marriage.  According to the Queensland records Johanna died there 1n 

1922, aged 42.  

Patrick David was born in 1881.  He was unfortunate enough to have both of his wives 

die before him.  He married his first wife, Florence Edith Alberta Argus, daughter of 

Francis and Lydia (Arnold) in 1908 in Queensland.  Florence died in 1925 and in 1926 

Woodend Star – 9 September, 1899 

Sudden Death 
Much regret was expressed in Woodend 
on Saturday last when it was learned 
that Mrs Bridget Fitzgerald, wife of Mr 
Richard Fitzgerald, and sister of Mr 
Martin Shannon, the well known and 
highly respected farmer of Newham, 
had died suddenly at her late residence, 
Kyneton, on the evening of the previous 
day. 
The deceased, who was  formerly an old 
resident of Tylden, and was 44 years of 
age, was taken very ill at an early hour 
on Friday morning.  Mrs Pestell snr., 
and J H Pestell were at once summoned, 
and Mrs Fitzgerald afterwards improved 
somewhat when she was delivered of a 
still born child. 
Subsequently, after she had come 
through chloroform that had to be 
administered to her, she gradually sank 
and died peaceably of syncope. 
She leaves a large family to mourn her 
loss, with her husband. 
Her remains were interred in the 
Woodend Cemetery on Sunday 
afternoon, when the very large number 
who attended the funeral bore 
testimony to the high respect in which 
the deceased lady had been held by 
residents of all parts of the district. 
The coffin bore a number of very 
beautiful wreaths, and the service at the 
grave was impressively conducted by the 
Rev. Father Gleason. 
It may be added that the deceased was a 
very energetic lady and possessed of 
excellent qualities. 
The bereaved family comprises seven 
daughters and three sons, the youngest 
child being three and a half years of age. 
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Patrick married Johanna Deborah O’Connor, daughter of Benjamin and Mary (Foley).  

Tragedy struck in 1928 with Johanna’s death.  Patrick himself only survived another 

three years, dying in 1931, still in Queensland. 

Ellen Emma came next on 17th September, 1882, 

her birth place being recorded as Milking Yard 

Creek.  Ellen married Patrick O’Halloran and we will 

pick up their story later in this chapter. 

In 1883, Agnes Lucy arrived.  She married Francis 

William Argus in 1903.  Francis appears to be the 

brother of Patrick’s first wife as the parentage of 

the two spouses is the same.  It appears that 

Agnes and Francis moved to Queensland as that is 

where Francis died in 1928. After her husband died, 

she took on the role of live-in housekeeper to the 

Kennedy family who ran Kennedy’s Pharmacy in 

Simpson Street, East Melbourne.  The Kennedy’s 

were good friends of Agnes’ sister Minnie.  After 

some time, Agnes retired and went to live with her 

sister Alice who was still living at Glen Innes in New 

South Wales. Alice passed away in 1969 and it is 

not known what became of Agnes after that. 

 

Alice was born in 1888, also at Tylden. She worked 

for a time as housekeeper to the Parish Priest at 

Heathcote in Victoria, although whether that was 

before or after her marriage to William O’Neill is not 

certain. William managed the property ‘Rangers 

Valley’ close to the Queensland border in New South 

Wales. Alice died in 1969 at Inverell, New South 

Wales.  The New South Wales Register of Deaths has 

details of the deaths of two William O’Neills at Inverell.  

The first William died there in 1963, while William 

Bede O’Neill is recorded as dying there in 1969.  It is 

presumed one of these is Alice’s husband.  In the next 

chapter there is a photograph of the O’Hallorans in 

their car near the Alexandra Gardens taken in 1914 on 

 

Annie Hunter and Agnes Argus – the 

Fitzgerald sisters 

 

Alice O’Neill (nee Fitzgerald) 
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one of their visits to Melbourne.  Alice can be seen in this photo, seated on the left in the 

back seat. 

Rene O’Halloran knew Alice and recalled a funny incident that Alice related to her.  It 

seems that the incident occurred many years ago during one of Alice’s regular visits to 

Balranald to call on Ellen.  On this particular occasion, the farm was heavily in flood and 

the family was being evacuated due to the rising floodwaters.  Alice told Rene that as 

she was being loaded into the boat, she looked up to see one of Ellen’s chooks floating 

past her taken by the current, still sitting on her nest! 

Honorah Mary was 

the registered birth 

name of the next 

child.  She was born in 

1885 and was also 

known as Hannah and 

Nora according to her 

parents’ death 

certificates.  Her 

marriage certificate of 

1904 records her 

name as Hannah Mary 

when she married 

Thomas Richard 

Waldron.  Thomas died at Bendigo in 1952 while Nora survived him until 1963 when she 

passed away at Whittlesea, aged 78. 

The author struggled to find the birth records of both Agnes Lucy and Nora for some 

time because their mother’s maiden name had been incorrectly transcribed from the 

original records as ‘Bridget Hawkins’ instead of Bridget Shannon.  Such transgressions 

severely try the patience of family historians! 

Mary Ann (Minnie) was born in 1887.  She married Percy James Downey in 1916.  

Percy, the son of James and Hannah (Nicholls) died at Fitzroy in 1978 aged 92.  Minnie 

outlived her husband by three years, dying at the remarkable age of 95 at Caulfield in 

1981.  A marriage of sixty-two years is something to be proud of.  The couple had one 

daughter, Phyllis who married Gustav Heinrich (Harry) Haag around 1940.  Phyllis and 

Harry had two sons and a daughter. 

 

The Fitzgerald Family memorial plaque at Kyneton cemetery 
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1889 saw the birth of Richard John.   Not much is known about Richard’s earlier years 

but it appears that he qualified as a mechanical engineer according to his World War I 

record, doing his apprenticeship with Lee and Co., Woodend. 

  After the outbreak of hostilities and 

the announcement that Australia was a 

participant in the global conflict, 

Richard proceeded into Kyneton on the 

7th September, 1914 and enlisted in the 

Australian Imperial Force.  He was 

assigned No. 2455 and attached to the 

famous 6th Light Horse Regiment as a 

Trooper.  It is interesting to note that 

Richard’s birth registration records his 

second name as Jeremy but on his 

enlistment papers he has signed 

‘Richard John’.  The author mentioned 

this inconsistency to Richard’s niece 

Joan Carr, who said that Richard was 

known as ‘Richard Jerome’. 

After signing on, Richard was directed 

to report to the Officer in Charge of 

Enlistments at Roseberry Park Army 

Camp in New South Wales, which he 

duly did, reporting for a medical on 12th 

September.  Passed fit, Richard took 

the oath of allegiance on 14th September.  The medical report describes Richard as 5’ 7”, 

11 stone, with fair hair, blue eyes and a fair complexion.  Basic training followed in 

Sydney until 20th December, 1914, when Richard and the rest of his Regiment boarded 

HMAT “Suevic”, bound for Gallipoli. 

The following extract from the “Australian Light Horse Regiment” website is relevant to 

Richard’s War experiences and is of sufficient interest to warrant its inclusion here: 

The origins of the 6th Light Horse Regiment can be traced back to the 11th of September 1888, when 1 
Captain, 1 Sergeant and 30 Troopers were sworn in at Victoria Barracks, Sydney. Previous to that, 
some advertising was done and those 32 positions were quickly filled. The original Commanding 
Officer was Captain Henry Glendower Bodysham Sparrow. The original horses for the unit were 
bought from Neersfield Station near Singleton, New South Wales. In January 1889, the unit was 
extended to include Companies at Queanbeyan, Picton, Campbelltown and Inverall, Campbelltown 
being their headquarters. The badge was the crossed rifles with a wreath of Waratahs and a Queens 
crown with a lion rampant.  

 

Denis and Johanna Fitzgerald’s Headstone 
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In 1895, the unit was again extended to the Central West to include troops at Molong and Bathurst, 
with HQ remaining at Campbelltown. In 1897, a detachment was sent to England to participate in the 
Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria. In October 1899, a squadron was raised for service in South 
Africa under Capt J. M. Antill. They served with distinction during their tour of duty, taking part in the 
Relief of Kimberly under the column commanded by General Sir John French and fought in the battles 
of Wittenbergen and Diamond Hill. The Kings Colour was presented to the Regiment by the Governor 
General of Australia in Melbourne in November of 1904, the colour party consisted of three 
distinguished soldiers who had fought in the Boer War - Colonel J. W. MacArthur-Onslow, Captain R. 
C. Holman* DSO, DCM and the colour was carried by Regimental Quarter Master Sergeant Wardrow. 
On the 1st of July 1912, Capt G. M MacArthur-Onslow, also a Boer War veteran, took command for a 
period of two years, he later commanded the 5th Light Horse Brigade and received the honours CMG, 
DSO, Order of the Nile. 

In September 1914, the 6th Light Horse Regiment Australian Imperial Force was raised at Holsworthy 
Military Camp under the command of Lt Col C. F Cox CB, CMG, DSO, VD also a Boer War veteran 
who had distinguished himself while in command of a squadron of New South Wales Lancers during 
the conflict in the South Africa. On the 19th of December 1914, the Regiment sailed aboard the 
transport "SUEVIC", bound for Egypt and the Suez Canal. 

After training, they landed at Gallipoli on the 20th of May 1915. The regiments distinguished service 
on Gallipoli and in the Middle East is well recorded. Shrapnel Gully, Johnsons, Jolly, Romani, Amnan, 
Es Salt, Beersheba, Gaza, Meggido, the Jordan Valley. 

At Romani it was the first time 
that they had served together as a 
complete mounted Regiment and, 
along with other Light Horse units, 
took over 11,000 prisoners. On the 
28th of June 1919, a total of 15 
officers and 391 other ranks sailed 
for home after having been 
detained since the previous 
December due to their policing 
duties during the Egyptian 
Rebellion, finally arriving in 
Sydney on the 3rd of August 1919. 
The command at this time fell to 
Major D.G. Cross, Lt Colonel 
C.D. Fuller DSO - Order of the 
Nile, having taken temporary 
command of the 2nd Light Horse 
Brigade. During the Regiments 
almost five years on active service, 
it received 5 DSOs, 5 MCs, 6 
DCMs, 13 MMs and was awarded 
5 foreign decorations. The 
Regiment suffered 134 deaths 
either killed in action or died of 
wounds, etc. had 461 wounded in 
action, 1265 were evacuated 
through illness and had 16 taken 
prisoner of war. 

 

 

In Egypt in September, 1915, Richard contracted a severe bout of dysentery and was 

hospitalized in Heliopolis from 11th September, and then spending a few days 

 

Richard Fitzgerald – Light Horseman (Left) 
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convalescing in Helouan before returning to active service on 5th October, that year.  On 

1st December, 1915, while stationed at Salhia, he was promoted to Driver.  On 21st April, 

1916, Richard’s otherwise perfect conduct record was marred when his NCO obviously 

upset him.  Richard’s was charged with insolence and disobedience towards his NCO for 

which he received seven days field punishment, probably digging latrines! 

 

His Majesty’s Australian Troopship “Suevic” 

On 16th December, 1916, Richard was detailed to join the Regiment’s Camel Corps 

where he appears to have remained until the following September, 1917. 

In September,1918, Richard spent a couple of weeks with the 2nd Light Horse Regiment 

at Moascar but shortly after he rejoined his 6th Regiment he came down with fever, or 

Pyroxia as shown on his War record, and was hospitalized for another week in Abassia 

from 19th to 26th October. 

On 14th November Richard and his war-weary comrades were moved out to Port Said for 

embarkation on the journey home to Australia.  They boarded the HMAT “SS Port 

Darwin” on 15th November, 1918.  Their tour of duty was finally over after four long 

years.  They would sail into Melbourne on Christmas Day. 

It was usual at the time for the AIF to announce in the main newspapers details of when 

troops could be expected to arrive home.  Richard’s brother, James, eager to learn when 

Richard would arrive home, wrote to the Army for details so he could arrange to meet 

his brother. The Officer in Charge replied on 20th December that Richard would arrive in 

Melbourne on the 25th and that NSW troops would then proceed to Sydney. 
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According to Kieran 

O’Halloran, Richard was very 

disturbed by his war 

experiences and never really 

got over them.   

After the War, as part of the 

Australian Government’s 

Soldier Settlement Scheme 

Richard drew a fruit block in 

Griffith, New South Wales 

and set about establishing 

an orange grove but fruit 

takes years to provide a 

return on investment and Richard, like many others went broke.  

In the meantime, Richard met and married the eighteen year old Mary Ann Rose Reay.  

Mary was the daughter of Mary Jane Ethel Brown and Robert Reay of 224 Burnley Street, 

Burnley in Victoria.  The couple was married at the Church of St Bartholomew, Church of 

England, at Burnley on 19th April, 1920.  As Mary was ‘under age’ in terms of the 

Marriage Act, her mother was required to provide her written permission, which 

according to the Marriage Certificate, she duly gave. 

The ceremony was performed by Clerk in Holy Orders, Reginald Fenwick-Brown and the 

witnesses who signed the Certificate were E Reay and A Harding.  The bride’s occupation 

at the time of the wedding is shown as ‘machinist’ which the groom I shown as a farmer 

living at Griffith, New South Wales. 

The marriage certificate also indicates what would have been unfortunate circumstances 

for the bride’s family in that her father Robert Reay is shown as being an ‘Inmate of an 

asylum’. 

After their wedding the couple settled in Griffith, where, in 1922, their only child Thelma 

Muriel was born.  In July, 1935 tragedy struck when Mary was down from Griffith visiting 

her parents at their Burnley Street address.  It occurred that on 7th July she was 

suddenly struck down with a lung condition known as empyaema, an infection in the 

pleural cavity between the lung and the rib cage.   

 

HMAT “SS Port Darwin” 
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She seems to have rapidly contracted 

toxemia and a terminal cardiac failure 

followed within hours of falling ill.  From 

her death certificate, it doesn’t appear 

that there was even time to get her to a 

hospital, although she was treated at her 

parent’s home by a Dr A Haynes.  She 

was buried at Burwood cemetery the 

following day. 

Losing his young wife so suddenly must 

have been a terrible nightmare for 

Richard and his young daughter who was 

only twelve when her mother died.  It 

seems that he and Thelma returned to 

Griffith to make something of their lives.  

Richard eventually died there in 1948.  

After Mary’s death, Richard, or Dick as 

he was better known, sent Thelma to 

live with his sister Rosa and her husband Joe and their family, Phyllis, Ron and Joan.  

Conscious of her unfortunate treatment by her aunt as an orphan, Rosa made Thelma 

very comfortable and she soon became as Joan Carr recalls, “one of the family and my 

pal, even though she was three years older than I.” 

Thelma eventually married Joseph Patrick Hickey and became a farmer’s wife at Whitton 

near Griffith.  They had five children, Gary, Peter, Gerald, Kay and Margot and Joan Carr 

remembers many happy school holidays spent with them when her own children 

Anthony and Trisha were at school.  Joan recalled a rather bizarre and tragic coincidence 

regarding Thelma and Jeff Fitzgerald.  Both had a set of twin boys each who shared the 

same birth date excepting for the year.  The tragedies were that both sets of twins died 

accidentally and some years apart.   

Rosa May was born at Tylden in 1891.  At the age of six, after her mother died, Rosa 

was farmed out to her uncle Martin (her mother’s brother) and aunt Rose.  This was the 

unhappiest time in poor little Rosa’s life as she was treated very harshly by her aunt.  

Rosa married Joseph Henry Brown at Christ Church, Hawthorn on 28th November, 1912.   

 

Jim Ftzgerald’s enquiry regarding Richard’s arrival 

home 
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She died at Kew in 1978, 

aged 87.  The son of Thomas 

William Benjamin Brown, a 

brass finisher, and Annie 

Jane (Knox), Joseph died on 

Boxing Day 1970 when a car 

he was driving collided with 

another vehicle in South 

Melbourne.  Joe was 79 at 

the time of his death and he 

and Rosa were living at 111 

Brougham Street, Kew at the 

time.  This is the same 

address at which Jim 

Fitzgerald was living at the 

time of his marriage to Ethel 

FitzGerald in 1923. 

Rosa and Joe had three 

children, Phyllis May born in 

1913, Ronald Joseph in 1917 

and Kathleen Joan born in 

1925. Phyllis died on 15th 

June 2007.  Ron, once a 

prominent Melbourne 

Magistrate, is still enjoying 

his retirement, while Joan, 

now Joan Carr (having dropped the Kathleen) was instrumental in assisting the author 

by providing vital clues that filled in the many gaps in the author’s research into the 

Fitzgerald family. 

Joan married Richard Vincent Carr in 1947.  Richard’s father was also Richard Vincent 

while his mother was Mary Theresa Uniacke (Tessie) before she married. Richard senior 

was drowned at Lakes Entrance whilst on holiday with Tessie and four year old Richard in 

1927. Tessie was greatly affected by this tragedy and put all her energy into running the 

business she and her husband had established with a fleet of up-market vehicles such as 

Packards and Buicks.   

 

An 11 year-old Ellen Fitzgerald with Catherine and Eileen 
Bradley in 1894 
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(L-R) Joe Brown (holding Ron), Rosa in the back seat, Phyllis and Tom Brown (Joe’s father) – 1917.  

The lady in the front of the car is, as yet, unidentified 

Young Richard was sent to board at Burke Hall, Xavier from the age of seven and then 

boarded at St Patrick’s, Ballarat, going on to complete his secondary schooling at Xavier.  

Tessie was a formidable woman and very astute in business, building a fleet of private 

hire cars.  Her husband Richard originally came from Gurteen in County Galway.  Tessie 

was also born in Galway at Kean’s Pound, near Gort. 

Archbishop Daniel Mannix, whose ‘Raheen’ residence was not far from where the Carrs 

lived was a regular, if not the most prominent, of their clients. 

Archbishop Mannix took a personal interest in the family, visiting Joan in hospital after 

the birth of each of her children, Anthony and Trisha, giving them his blessing. 

Richard died on 23 August, 2001. 

Nicholas James (Jim), the youngest of Richard and Bridget’s children, was born at 

Tylden in 1896.  Jim was an outstanding character and is most certainly an icon of the 

Fitzgerald family. As mentioned earlier, Jim was only three when his mother died in 

1899.  With his father often absent on business, it was left to his sisters to care for him 

along with what ever domestic assistance father Richard was able to engage.  Jim must 

have been particularly close to his sister Ellen because almost immediately after she 

married Patrick O’Halloran, he came to live with the newlyweds at Balranald.  The 



CHAPTER 7 - THE FITZGERALD AND SHANNON GENESIS 
 

183 

appearance of a seven-year old in tow with the couple set the tongues of the local 

gossip-mongers wagging.   

 

Tessie Carr with one of her fleet cars outside the Alexandra Gardens in Kew, opposite the business 

It was strongly rumored that little Jimmy was Pat’s love child with Ellen.  The 

unwarranted slur on her character (it is never a slur on the man’s character!) lasted all 

of Ellen’s life and many times she was heard to respond to the wagging tongues with an 

indignant, “I would have been only fourteen when I had him!” 

(Author’s note:  I have to admit that I had heard of this rumor from two separate 

parties, who shall remain nameless to protect the innocent, that I interviewed in 

researching this story.  One of these parties, who had heard the gossip from her mother 

who lived in Balranald up to the 1920s, can be forgiven because she was only recycling 

old news.  But the other one surprised me, and even after I quoted from Jim’s birth 

certificate, I suspected there was still some doubt!)   



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

184 

 

Standing: Ellen and Jim, Seated L-R: Rosa, Richard and Minnie 

Anyway, if we owe anything at all to Ellen, and in the interests of preserving her good 

name, the myth has to be put to rest for once and for all.  And so, for any of the 

doubters, here is an extract of Jim’s Birth Certificate that clearly shows his parents were 

Richard Fitzgerald and Bridget Shannon: 

 

Hopefully, poor Ellen can now rest in peace! 

Jim was raised and educated by Pat and Ellen and gratefully returned the favour when 

Pat died suddenly in 1924, by helping Ellen with the running of the property. 
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The remarkable circumstances that resulted in 

Jim’s marriage to Ethel FitzGerald in 1923 are 

recounted in the previous chapter.  Love certainly 

finds a way and for Jim and Ethel it culminated in 

their wedding at St Patrick’s Cathedral, East 

Melbourne, on the 8th August, 1923.  Ethel was 

the daughter of Terip Terip farmer Edward 

FitzGerald and Mary Jane (Green).  Jim’s address 

at the time was 111 Brougham Street, Kew while 

Ethel lived at 1 McCracken Street, Kensington.   

Witnesses to the ceremony were Joe Brown, Jim’s 

brother-in-law (married to sister Rosa) and the 

bride’s sister, Anorah (Hannah) FitzGerald.  

Hannah Mary, known as ‘None’, married Thomas 

Richard Waldron in 1904.  Thomas trained trotters 

at Bendigo and the couple lived in the centre of 

the town near Rosalind Park.  They had three 

daughters, Hannah (Norrie), 1904-1973, who 

married a Byrne, June Alyson, 1921-1952, and 

Alma.  Thomas died at Bendigo, aged 75 in 1952, 

the same year as daughter June.  None died at Whittlesea in 1963 aged 78. 

Jim and his wife produced three sons, Doctor James Edward (Jef), teacher Michael Barry 

(Barry) and grazier John Nicholas (Jack).  Barry and Alma’s son, Professor Mark 

Fitzgerald is the well known doctor in the Trauma Unit at the Alfred Hospital in 

Melbourne and has been regularly featured in Melbourne newspapers for his life-saving 

work. 

  A notable example of his talents was after the Kerang rail disaster on 5th June, 2007, 

when eleven passengers were killed and twenty three injured.  Some of the injured were 

air-lifted to the Alfred Hospital for urgent treatment in the Trauma Unit by Mark and his 

team.  What Mark didn’t know when the victims started coming in was that his mother’s 

sister lost a daughter and two of her grand-daughters in that tragedy. 

Ethel was a very private person and not much is known about her outside of the 

Fitzgerald family.  Jim owned a number of properties during his lifetime but it is said that 

Ethel never set a foot in any of them, preferring to remain in the couple’s Balranald 

home. 

 

None FitzGerald (Waldron)  and 

daughters Alma and Norrie (Norah) 
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Jim died at the Mercy Hospital in East Melbourne on 13th August, 1971, aged 75.  His 

death certificate states that the cause of death was bronchopneumonia contracted over 

previous days, resulting from “chronic lymphatic leukaemia and arteriosclerosis” both of 

which he had endured for some years.  At the time of his death, Jim and Ethel were 

living at Mayall Street, Balranald.  Ethel herself, was terminally ill when Jim died and was 

not with him in Melbourne when he passed away.  In fact, Ethel was too ill to attend her 

husband’s funeral in Balranald on 16th August.  After Jim died, Ethel clung to life for 

another two weeks when she too passed away. 

Jim was a well respected identity 

in the Riverina District and his 

passing was featured the local 

media, the following obituary 

appearing in the Riverina Report 

of the “Balranald News” dated 8th 

September, 1971: 

Death of a Pioneer 

The death occurred at the Mercy 

Hospital, Melbourne, on August 

13 of Balranald grazier and 

pioneer Mr J N (Jim) Fitzgerald.  

The deceased had been in 

indifferent health for about 18 months and had spent several lengthy periods in hospital – both in 

Balranald and Melbourne. 

The youngest of a family of ten, Mr. Fitzgerald was born at Kyneton in 1896 and spent his early days 

on his parents’ farm at Tylden, Victoria 

He was orphaned as a small child and was cared for initially by his aunt, Mrs. Bradley, and later by, 

about 1905, by his sister, the late Mrs. E E O’Halloran, who brought him to her husband’s property at 

Rosalind Park, Balranald. 

Mr Fitzgerald grew up with his sister and her family, and when still in his ‘teens he acquired a horse 

team and wagon and engaged in the cartage of wool and general merchandise in the Balranald and 

Clare districts, visiting the Victorian Mallee area to load wheat during the harvest seasons. 

In 1923 Mr Fitzgerald married a namesake, Miss Ethel FitzGerald of Terip Terip, Victoria, and they 

soon afterwards moved to Griffith for a period. 

Returning to the Balranald district in 1924, Mr Fitzgerald re-engaged in the cartage business and also 

commenced earth moving and tank-sinking. 

 

Professor Mark Fitzgerald – Alfred Hospital Trauma Unit 
(Courtesy Herald Sun) 
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He was one of the first contractors to use tractor power for tank-sinking and desilting, and later put into 

service two large traction engines and winches for his work. 

With this modern plant he cleaned out all the Government tanks in the Ballranald PP Board district, as 

well as many large excavations in the Ivanhoe area. 

About 1927, Mr Fitzgerald purchased from the late Mr Dan Lucey the original portion of the 

“Clarebank” holding, to which he later added several additional areas, and so built it up to its present 

complex. 

Meanwhile, however, he continued contracting, and about this period was joined by another well-

known Balranald identity in the late Mr Arthur Torney. 

During Mr Fitzgerald’s later preoccupation with grazing pursuits, Mr Torney managed and operated 

the earthmoving plant until comparatively recent times – their total association some 33 years. 

During the “thirties” Mr Ben Chaffey offered to Mr Fitzgerald the management of his properties 

“Manfred” and “Kilfera”, which had a combined area of one million acres.  He occupied this position 

for about five years before devoting his full attention to his enlarged property at “Clarebank”, and to 

his earthmoving interests. 

His practical approach as a grazier was enhanced by a keen sense of “know-how” and this enabled him 

to develop his land to a stage of recognition as one of the best improved properties in the “back 

country”. 

Mr Fitzgerald was one of the first licensed motor drivers in the Balranald district, and for some years 

following 1913 his was a familiar figure driving Mr O’Halloran and family in a Cotton Degouttes, 

which car was described in the “Riverina Recorder” at the time as a “palace on wheels”. 

A keen supporter of progress and of all objectives he considered worthy, Jim Ftzgerald, at his death 

was a “young” 75.  His life paralleled a pioneering era and to many of his friends and acquaintances his 

death meant the passing on of the last of the “Big Four”. 

Fitting tribute was paid when St Dymphna’s Church, Balranald, was packed to overflowing for the 

Requiem Mass on August 16, at which Father J Moroney, parish priest of Balranald, was the celebrant, 

also officiating later at the graveside. 

Deceased is survived by his widow, Mrs E M Fitzgerald, of Balranald and three sons, Dr James E (Jeff) 

Fitzgerald, of Melbourne, Mr Jack Fitzgerald of Balranald, and Mr Barry Fitzgerald, of Drouin, 

Victoria. 

With such an exemplary pedigree, on both sides of her parentage and descending from 

hard working, colonial pioneering, farming stock, Ellen Emma Fitzgerald would have been 

well aware of what life on the land entailed.  Pat probably didn’t know it at first but it 
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wouldn’t have taken him long to find out what a gem he had discovered.  Michael and 

Margaret would have been very proud of his selection. 

 

L-R: Vincent Gerald, Ellen, Bill, Frank and Kevin O’Halloran at Tylden in the late 1950s 

 



189 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eight 
 
 
Pat and Ellen – The Next Generation 

 

In every family there is a character who stands out from all the others.  This person is 

usually the ‘mover and shaker’, the one who gets things done, the achiever who 

establishes the firm foundation for all those who follow in his footsteps.  For the 

O’Hallorans, this person was Patrick, Margaret and Michael’s eldest son. 

 

Some might argue that Michael had also done great things.  And indeed he had.  He had 

bravely ventured to a new and foreign land where there were no guarantees of success.  

For nearly twenty years he had toiled in the perilous gold mining industry and with 

Margaret, raised a family then packed them all off to Balranald in search of something 

better.  We are not certain what inspired Michael to make such a tumultuous decision.  It 

appears to be the lure of a quick return trapping the rabbits that were by then in plague 

proportions.  It certainly wasn’t the desire to become a grazier because at that time all 

the grazing land was still held by barons such as Tyson and Wentworth.  If the truth be 

known, Michael would never have become a grazier it weren’t for Patrick. 

 

Pat was the architect who laid out the blueprint for success, not only for his siblings but 

for his sons who followed in his footsteps.  It was the entrepreneurial Pat who recognised 

that there was good money to be made around the stations carting wool and goods to 

and from the river ports, dragging tanks and clearing the mallee scrub.  It was he who 

established his team of horses and wagons and with his brothers plied the outback 

tracks for several years while he amassed the capital to acquire his own run when the 

Government finally changed the rules.  It was only after Pat showed the way to the rest 

of the family that his father, followed by Dan and Joe, saw the merit in the grazier’s life.   
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Had Michael been a much younger man when he ventured into sheep grazing he 

probably would have prospered significantly, such was the work ethic he had already 

demonstrated.  Alas, it was not to be.  Fate would dictate that he lived the grazier’s life 

for only a few short years before his untimely death.  

 

Dan, and to a much lesser extent, Joe, achieved moderate success. The wayward 

tendencies of Dan’s eldest sons ensured that Langley Dale withered and died in the 

harsh mallee dust while Joe simply drank himself into oblivion, Allendale being thrown 

back into the property lottery for some other willing aspirant to take on. And so it follows 

that Pat was truly the chrysalis taken to wing that produced a dynasty noted for its 

success.  Pat’s family built on the rock solid foundations that he established over a 

century ago to such an extent that the O’Halloran name became legendary in the 

Balranald district and remains so today. 

 

If they were looking down today, as surely they must, on the descendants of their 

original brood, Michael and Margaret must be beaming with pride at what has been 

achieved.  In the sunset of their years, however, they must have viewed their sons with 

some despair as none of them had yet taken partners or shown the least sign of settling 

down and raising some offspring.  They had seen their three daughters married off to 

good men, and even endured poor Hannah’s tragic loss of Albert.  Maggie had provided 

some consolation producing three grandchildren for Margaret and Michael to dote on, 

albeit at a distance. 

 

But the boys must have been a great disappointment to their parents by not producing 

heirs in their parents’ own lifetime.  It is not that they did not show any interest in the 

opposite sex.  They regularly visited the social scenes of the day, whether it be in the 

pubs at Balranald, or the longer jaunts the brothers enjoyed to the hotels in Bendigo, 

especially those run by their cousin Roger O’Halloran, and there were occasions when 

they ventured as far as Melbourne.  It is certainly not that the boys were unattractive to 

the ladies of the time.  Photographs of Pat and Dan show them as handsome, well-

proportioned examples of manhood and we have Reita Thompson’s word for it that Mick 

was a ‘good looker’ as well.  On this evidence it would be difficult to imagine that Joe 

didn’t take after his brothers even though we have no photographic proof.  Anecdotal 

evidence from the family suggests that the boys were highly regarded by the local ladies 

and held in high esteem by the mothers of these young ladies who continually presented 

their daughters in the finest gowns at all the social soirées in the hope of landing a ‘well-

heeled’ grazier.  
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As it turned out Joe and Mick missed the marriage bus entirely.  We will never know 

whether this was by choice, broken hearts, or simply lack of opportunity later in life.  Pat 

and Dan did eventually marry but not until after both their parents had died.  Pat had 

turned forty when he took the twenty-two year old Ellen Fitzgerald’s hand in marriage.  

Undoubtedly there were whispers in the district about the age difference but what a 

successful match it turned out to be.    

 

Dan also married late in life to a girl much younger than Ellen but that story is told in 

another chapter. 

 
As we saw in the previous chapter, Pat met Ellen through his uncle Rody who owned a 

couple of hotels, the “Victory” and the “United States of Australia” in Bendigo that were 

favourite watering holes of the O’Halloran boys. At one time Kieran was asked how his 

father met Ellen.  “She cooked in a hotel”, he replied. 

 

It was not uncommon in those days for country girls to “go into service” on farms or to 

take employment in hotels in the towns.  The hotel work was referred to as “Inn 

Service”.  After their mother Bridget died all of the Fitzgerald girls were sent out to work 

by their aunt when they were old enough. No doubt the aunt had Richard’s permission 

but he wouldn’t have been too concerned as he was always away on business and had 

previously left the responsibility for caring for the children to his wife.  Rene O’Halloran 

has expressed the opinion that had Bridget Fitzgerald lived, none of her girls would have 

been put out to work but would have been needed at home and Pat may never have met 

Ellen.   

 

There was nothing dubious about the nature of the work, it was simply domestic 

assistance such as housemaid, kitchen maid or waitress.  We don’t know anything about 

their courtship but presumably Pat would have formally asked Richard Fitzgerald for his 

daughter’s hand in marriage as was the custom in those days.  Learning that Pat was a 

well-to-do grazier would have eased any doubts in Richard’s mind about the sizeable age 

gap between the courting couple.  Having regard to the business circles that both men 

moved in, it is of course, quite possible that Richard and Pat knew each other and might 

have even had a beer or two together at some stage.  Obviously, all the parties agreed 

and the wedding took place on 30th November, 1904 at St Ambrose’s Catholic Church, 

Woodend.  Father Michael Quinn celebrated the marriage and the witnesses were one 

Jason Hunter and the bride’s sister, Agnes Lucy Argus. 
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After the wedding, the couple moved into the family home at Rosalind Park where 

Michael and Margaret had lived up until Margaret died.  

 
Pat and Ellen on their wedding day – 30th November, 1904 
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In about 1996, Kieran O’Halloran had a chat with his grand-daughter Carla about the 

early days of the O’Halloran family.  Carla deserves our everlasting appreciation for 

taping Kieran’s dissertation and then transcribing it for posterity.   

 

The transcript is both illuminating and wide 

ranging in its coverage of the trials and 

tribulations faced by Pat and Ellen and their 

children in establishing themselves on the land 

as well as a vivid insight into the life Kieran 

experienced in his own early days. The author 

has used the transcript as a reference point while 

writing this book and has quoted extensively 

from it but was keen to print it in its entirety in 

the appropriate place.  It seems that the Pat and 

Ellen story is such a place and so, here is 

“Kieran’s Story”.  The items in brackets have 

been added by the author for clarification where it was felt necessary: 

 

“Grandparents came from Ireland.  The old grandfather, (Michael,) he was an Irishman. (Grandmother, 

Margaret, also an O’Halloran, came from Ireland as well.)  My father’s name was Patrick O’Halloran 

and he married Ellen Fitzgerald.  Well, you couldn’t get anything more Irish than that, could you? 

 

He was born in Australia, they were Australian.  Actually, he was Australian.  They belonged to 

Bendigo.  Bendigo was their main rearing town.  My mother was at a place called Tylden, just down 

there near Kyneton, ten mile from Kyneton.  They had a big family there.  My grandmother (Bridget 

Fitzgerald) died early and my mother and family were reared by an aunty, a Mrs Bradley.  Her husband 

was Governor of different prisons, like Bendigo and Ballarat and Melbourne.  Eventually all of the 

Fitzgerald girls got married and they were a great loyal family.  There were about five girls, five 

aunties and two boys, Jimmy and Richard Fitzgerald.  Old Richard was old enough to go to the First 

1914-18 World War.  He came back a bit disturbed and he drew a fruit block up in Griffith (under the 

NSW Government Soldier Settlement Scheme).  They all went broke.  Takes years to produce fruit. 

 

My grandparents got married in Bendigo at a big church there called St Killians.  Then he shifted up to 

Balranald.  Dad was a teamster.  He used to have Clydesdale horses and he and his mate Bill Burns 

from Killarney up here.  They probably had the greatest teams you could come in contact with, and 

they used to cart wool and general goods.  They were carriers in those days and tank sinkers and 

channel makers.  He worked on properties and he used to have a little house in the town.  But they 

camped where most of their work was done.  In those days there were no motor cars.  Eventually in 

 
St Ambrose’s Woodend 
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1870, the government, that’s over 100 years ago, made all of this land out here in the north available 

for graziers.  They gave them 10,000 acres of Western Lands Lease.   

 

They gave it to them for about 100 year leases.  Well, there was no water on it and no fences and unless 

you were young and could work like billyo, like my Dad did, you did no good.  He was able to keep 

that land.  There was not much water on it and not much hope.  They built their huts out of bush timber 

called slabs.  They cut the slabs out of the timber and built the huts themselves.  Pretty good huts.  

They even made their own flooring out of the trees.  They were wonderful axemen.  Anyway, he built 

it up and he lived there and he call his place “Rosalind Park” after the big park in the middle of 

Bendigo. 

 

Before it was split up, the land was owned by big squatters like Tyson and there were half a dozen of 

them but you would have to look it up in the history books.  Their leases were only for a small number 

of years and eventually the government took it all off them and settled all of these new graziers.  The 

chap that came out here to assess the land was a general, like most, we called them Pitt Street 

bureaucrats and I believe it was a twenty-inch rainfall that year.  Well, twenty inches of rain on this 

country would make it two to three acres to the sheep.  Well, actually it was six, eight to ten acres to 

the sheep country. 10,000 acres wasn’t enough.  You’ve got to have about 30,000 acres to make a 

living. 

 

Paddy O’Halloran’s Team – 14 October 1917.  Pat’s horse Ruby is tethered behind the dray 

 

Anyway, Dad had these Clydesdales and he was a carrier in the district.  All of the wool from Ivanhoe 

would have to come down to Balranald or down to the river to boats and it would have to come by 

wagon.  The roads were that tough, like sand, that they always had to have a mate.  Well my Dad’s 

mate was Bill Burns and they’d pull one another over the sand hills.  So instead of having twenty five 
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horses on a wagon of sixteen ton of wool, they’d have fifty and they’d pull themselves over and shuffle 

them up.  They’d help each other over four or five big sand hills.  I believe they got £10 a ton for 

carting the wool down from Clare even to Balranald.  They’d do four or five trips you know and they’d 

get thousands of pounds.  They were gentlemen and they had plenty of money.  Back then you could 

buy a beautiful suit for thirty bob and boots for about seven bob.  Everything was so cheap.  After the 

wool season they’d go probably sinking tanks with the horses for the other graziers. 

 

He put water on Rosalind Park, they had beautiful tanks there.  He had three brothers and two of them 

also had blocks, Dan and Joe.  Mick left the family and went to Melbourne to live and became a writer 

for the newspapers.  In our family there were six boys and we all had one sister, that was Ellen. 

 

There was a place there on the Murrumbidgee, a hospital.  The old doctor used to drive round those 

days in a little piano box buggy with one horse.  That was the way he used to visit people.  It wasn’t 

until after the ’18 war that people started to buy motor cars.  You could buy a Ford for under £300.  We 

all had Fords.  Dad bought us a Ford and a property, Tylden for Frank, Vin and I.  He bought us a lot of 

properties though.  Properties that we’d pay two to three hundred thousand for today, they’d buy for 

£80 – 100 because there was no water on then and no improvements.  The chaps that had places 

without water didn’t do any good.  They were no good the chaps that owned them, and were better 

placed if they went to work (for wages). 

 

Frank was the eldest then Vin was next then myself.  I was born in 

1908.  Dad must have wanted a daughter by then because they’d had 

three sons in a row.  So they had a spell and they started up again and 

they had another son, Dan.  The next after Dan was Ellen and then 

came Bill and Kevin.  Kevin’s got the gift of the gab.  They reckon he 

could talk the leg off an iron pot.  We were reared at Rosalind Park.  

Later on he bought a property called Beliamong.  It was sixty odd 

miles from Rosalind Park and he used to run a lot of sheep there  some 

three thousand.  He built his own four-stand woolshed.  They used to shear with blades then. 

 

We had governesses up here.  My dad built a house and a kitchen then we used his old hut as the school 

house.  It had a fireplace in it and we had these lovely little governesses.  I can remember them, Aunty 

Ethel was one of them.  An uncle married her.  She was a Miss FitzGerald and he was Jim Fitzgerald, 

so she didn’t have to change her name.  He was a shearer and he used to work around the place.  Jim 

was my mother’s brother.  We went to school at home until we were about ten and then Dad bought a 

home in Balranald called Tara, Tara Hall.  We went to the Convent then.   

 

Then Dad put the three of us into Assumption College, Kilmore, Frank, Vin and I.  We were there as 

College boys and it was a very cold place and I got sick and they took me home.  Then I went back 

again in 1919 for a while and then we ran out of money.   

 

A Piano Box Buggy 
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The School at Rosalind Park – Left to right: Kieran, the teacher with the wooden leg, Vincent, Frank, 

Ellen holding Daniel.  The lady at far right remains unidentified so far. 

 

Dad died in 1924 and I was at Kilmore then.  We were all kids running the place, Frank and Vin were 

running the place, and I don’t know what happened but they ran out of money and I had to come home.  

The bill for the College was £23 a quarter.  Wool was only £7-8 a bale then and with the droughts and 

lack of water we ran out of money.  At that stage we only had Rosalind Park and Beliamong and a lack 

of boys running them.  They had a manager at each property, old Bill Lloyd was one, and of course 

they were costing them more (to run) than they could earn. 

 

I went to about sub-intermediate at school, I think.  Whatever that would be today, I don’t know.  They 

have Year Five now, or something, then there was Intermediate and Leaving and Leaving Honours at 

Kilmore in those days. 

 

My father left everything to my mother (when he died) but by then she was living in Balranald.  He 

was only sixty years old when he died;  he got double pneumonia.  He was a terribly strong bloke, big 

bloke and a strong man.  Back then Ray Dowling had a new motor car, a Fiat with a hood on it.  They 

couldn’t do anything with him in Balranald.  Pneumonia won’t kill you today, they can inject you with 

this stuff.  Anyway, they took him to Melbourne in Ray’s Fiat.  It would take them a couple of days to 

do that trip; they’d only run along at about twenty miles per hour.  He died in Melbourne, at a little 

hospital (at 5 Carson Street, Kew) down there in behind the Kew Tramway sheds. 

 

That’s when Frank came home and left Kilmore (He was 18 at the time).  He wasn’t adapted for the 

land.  Vin was only young (17) and they lived in Balranald, we all did most of the time.  He (Vin) ran 

the place, he and old Jimmy Fitzgerald.  He was a bit older than Frank although he was an uncle, he 
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used to help them run the place.  But the Depression set in and bad times, lack of money – money was 

a problem.  We made an arrangement with Younghusbands to finance us.  That was £5 a week.  It was 

£20 a month really.  She (Mum) got that until she died.  They never stopped sending it to her.  She used 

to love to get her cheque of twenty quid.  Cash the cheque and she’d have her spending money for the 

month.  We all shifted out to Rosalind Park and we found as kids that we could attend to the water and 

run the place ourselves.  Things got better later on. 

 

My earliest memory would be…….we had 

some baby emus.  I would have been about 

four or five years old, and they all died.  We 

thought we would bury them and as we 

were digging the grave, I remember I hit 

Vin on the head with the pick or something.  

It was an accident, he never really recovered 

though. 

 

We left Rosalind Park in the early 1920s 

(before Dad died).  There were no trucks in 

those days, no trucks at all, so I can 

remember all the furniture, the piano and 

everything was loaded onto the wagon and 

Dad and Vin, they brought it all down to 

Balranald and put it into the house there.  

We left Balranald and all went to school.  

Frank and Vin went to Kilmore.  Dad had a 

bloke there on Rosalind Park, a 

manager/overseer, turning windmills on and 

off was all he had to do, there were no blow 

flies in those days, no flies on the sheep.  The ewes in those days they’d only cut eight pounds of wool.  

Now they cut sixteen. 

 

Baker sold out of Tylden in the very early ‘20s – ’21 I think or ’22 – and Dad bought 30,000 acres.  It 

was a beautiful property and later on, when I was about seventeen or eighteen, Dan and I took over the 

management of the place.  Frank got married (in 1932) and set himself up but he wasn’t adapted to the 

land and he was bought out.  My mother gave him a property, gave him Clare Corner.  We bought 

Clare Corner, it cost around £6,000, and she gave him that.  He owned ‘The Oaks’ over here.  He 

bought ‘The Oaks’ off a bloke and he got married and he didn’t like the land.  He was very keen on 

radio and he started a shop in Balranald – The Balranald Radio Company – and bought radios and 

push-bikes.  I reckon he invented the time-payment.  He used to sell all of the kids bikes.  There was a 

bit of money about, but you could buy the best bike you could see for seven or eight quid.  He used to 

 

Jimmy Fitzgerald circa 1920 
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sell them to them on time payment and every week they’d have to pay him four bob or something like 

that, to cope with their contracts.  He did very well out of it. 

 

Dan took over the running of Rosalind Park and he shifted up there.  At that stage we always had a man 

working for us, two blokes at times.  You’d pay them thirty bob a week, that was their wage 27/6 and 

so on.  That was considered big money.  You could buy a pair of trousers for six bob. 

 

 

 

1929 Intermediate Class – Star of the Sea.  Eleanor second from left back row.  

Sybil Buzza centre, middle row,Genevieve Buzza second from right, middle row. 

 

Eleanor was going to school in Balranald.  She was going to the Convent, then my mother sent her to 

Star of the Sea down in Melbourne, a ladies’ college there.  That’s where she met up with Eve and 

Sybil Buzza.  Sybil married Leo  Connellan while Eleanor married Leo’s brother Vincent.. 

 

Things got better of course.  We were very good managers. Another thing about us too, there were no 

wages.  It didn’t cost anything to run the place.  We had this absolutely fabulous place, Tylden, with a 

lake on it.  If we ran out of water at Rosalind Park, we’d gather all of the sheep up, Dan and I, we’d 

have a bloke with us – a bloke died the other day, Bob Carter – and we’d bring the sheep down the 

road.  Three to four thousand sheep and we’d take them straight down the road and put them on Tylden 

until it would rain for us.  Tylden used to produce 240 bales of wool (a season).  We were very young 

and very green, and very jackarooish, I suppose.  You wouldn’t borrow money in those days.  You’d 

have to have money before you could do a fence, do anything.  We eventually got money and we built 

the woolshed.  
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The Scotts had their own property, Harry Scott, and he lived there right against the road.  He used to 

run a mail service out there, right out, old Harry had a horse-drawn vehicle.  He’d run mail right out to 

Mullarula, Garnpan and Panban with his horse and he’d be away a couple of days.  I don’t know what 

he got for that but he kept himself going.  Then not long after that, about 1925, they commandeered a 

lot of land off Tupra, Clare and Manfred stations.  The idea was to build these chappies up you see, 

they didn’t give them enough land.  The Scott’s, they had Clare Corner, only 10,000 acres in their 

name and they got built up everywhere, got land given to them really.  Probably 50,000 acres.  They 

divided it up and then of course they were both eligible for land.   

 

Frank got to the stage then, he introduced radio.  The first radios were absolutely unbelievable.  You 

know people used to see us putting up the aerial and reckon we were silly.  But they had to be 

connected by wire to Melbourne  to get it, like telephone.  Then Frank got interested in ‘talkies’, the 

first ‘talkies’ in Balranald and the place was full every night.  He did well out of it.  Then he extended 

and he had ‘talkies’ in Swan Hill.  Eventually he had two drive-ins in Kerang and Swan Hill, and 

theatres everywhere.  Then he got a theatre in Melbourne and he had about a dozen or fourteen picture 

shows and he did very well.  He always had a big car and then he bought a hotel in Melbourne. 

 

In 1938, this place was for sale. (Ann Poelsma explains: “Back then the whole place was called Glen 

Emu.  One of the paddocks was called Ettrick after which Kieran and Rene’s house was named when 

they built down the road from the Glen Emu homestead, where Daniel and his wife Eve lived.  The 

name Ettrick was then used to cover Kieran’s half of Glen Emu when they sub-divided”)  The old bloke 

was very sick and there was no water on it, Glen Emu.  I was interested in it.  I was the boss.  They 

used to call me the boss.  I bought this place and I shifted Dan down from Rosalind Park and we put a 

man up on there.  We bought this place on a bill, £2,000 a year for twelve years, I think it was.  In those 

days you could only hold a living area.  A living area was about 30,000 acres, so I made Tylden over to 

Bill because I had no hope of owning Tylden and then buying this place.  They wouldn’t transfer it to 

you, they will now, they’ve changed.  Bill was only a school boy when I transferred it over to him 

when he was seventeen or eighteen, Then Dan shifted down here. 

 

Kevin was a great talker – he was an Irishman – and he used to cry about how bad things were for him 

and my mother made the bloody place over to him.  She gave it to him when he came back from the 

War.  He was shell-shocked, poor fellow,  because the Japs had gone after him one day and nearly shot 

him down.  He never got over that.  That’s what went wrong with him I think.  She gave him the place.  

She reckoned we had this place and were alright, even though we didn’t have it paid for.  She wanted 

to set Kevin up.  She promised that she’d leave me Beliamong if I gave Tylden to Bill.  Anyway she 

didn’t do that.  She left it to Eleanor. 

 

Our families (referring to the Dowlings) were always very attached to each other and I used to call at 

Walmer Downs.  Nana (Rene) had these plaits and she was about fifteen or so.  Anyway, when she was 

about seventeen or so, she became engaged to me. Her father Dan Dowling allowed her to get engaged  
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but made her wait until she was twenty one before getting married. Something like that.  I was about 

ten years older than her, but that’s nothing.  I had a little beauty, she had black hair and I turned it 

white.  Old Dan (Dowling) and I were great mates, you know, great friends.  Always had meals there as 

we went past and I used to bring the kids boiled lollies.  They’d run out to meet me, Ted and Bob. 

 

When we got married (1941), we lived in town for a little while, then I built this place.  We built a little 

three rooms here and then we built the rest of the place up in later years.  Silly to take it on.  Anyway, 

let’s face it, Dan should have owned Rosalind Park.  He did all of the fencing there and put down new 

wells and built the wool shed.  We built it ourselves, and the yards.  Dan and I cut the timber and dug 

the holes and built the place up.  You’d never seen anyone work like us!  We were fantastic, I’d say.  

Fancy doing fencing though!  He used to do fencing. 

 

I always wanted to be on the land…… 

 

What a story Kieran tells, a truly wonderful raconteur.  Can’t you just picture him sitting 

at the kitchen table, a glass of Tullamore Dew at hand, his steely eyes fixed on some 

distant object as he visualises his past.  In his memoirs above, Kieran refers to the the 

governess schooling the children at Rosalind Park but he has omitted a very amusing 

tale.  Apart from Ethel FitzGerald there was another governess who apparently had a 

wooden leg.  From time to time, as a result of wear and tear, the wooden leg would 

splinter at the end and take on a  rather ragged appearance.  When this occurred, Kieran 

would obtain a piece of sand paper from the shed and sit quietly next to the governess 

gently smoothing away the coarse fibres.  As nice and kind to her as he was in doing all 

that, he would often innocently sit close to her bedroom and play his mouth organ.  He 

always played such tunes as “There’s No Place Like Home” and probably “Danny Boy”.   

“She’d be howling in no time!” Kieran said. 

 

It wasn’t long after they were married, that Ellen’s young brother Jimmy, then six, came 

to live with the couple, who reared him as their own.  As mentioned earlier this raised 

some eyebrows among the gossip-mongers in the district.  Ellen was clearly hurt by such 

ideas and indignantly told daughter-in-law, Rene, “I would have had to have been 

fourteen years old to have had him!” 

 

Pat and Ellen’s first child, a boy, Patrick Francis, was born on 14th November, 1905, in 

McCrae Street, Bendigo.  Doctor Murphy delivered the baby, assisted by nurses Flynn 

and Parker.  Ellen registered the birth in Bendigo on 20th January, 1906. 
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Inside two years, Vincent Gerald was born on 3rd August, 1907.  This time the baby was 

born in Wells Road, Oakleigh, a Doctor Birch and a nurse Johnston making sure that all 

went well. 

 

The following year, on 5th November, 1908, Kieran Richard was born in a birthing house 

at Ballendalla Street, Balranald.  The birthing house ‘Bougenvillia’, classed as a Lying In 

Hospital, was run by popular Balranald midwife, Catherine Ellen Murphy, who was 

responsible for assisting in many Balranald births in those days. A photograph of 

Bougenvillia appears below:   

 

 

 
Catherine Ellen Murphy’s ‘Bougenvillia’ Birthing House - 1910 
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The O’Hallorans in 1917.  Left to right: Vincent, Ellen holding Raymond (Bill), Eleanor, Frank, Daniel, 

Pat and Kieran. Kevin John would not arrive until 1921. 

 

 Pat and Ellen’s four-year break from baby-making meant that Kieran was the baby of 

the family for longer than the other boys.  He became affectionately known as ‘Bub’ a 

nickname that stuck with him for the rest of his life, not only with his brothers but with 

many of the locals whom he socialised and worked with. With three boys in as many 

years, it appears that Pat and Ellen may have decided to put any further family 

expansion on hold for a while.  Quite probably, Ellen had enough on her hands not only 

with three small children but she was also responsible for her young brother James who 

was still only twelve. 

 

If Ellen had been hoping her next baby would be a little girl, she would have had to think 

again when Daniel Joseph arrived in 1912.  Eventually, in 1914, Eleanor May was born 

followed by Raymond Fitzgerald in 1917.  The author was puzzled for some time as to 

how someone christened ‘Raymond Fitzgerald’ could always known as ‘Bill’.  Initially, as 

Ann Poelsma explained, “Raymond was always known as ‘Bill’, not William.  It was 

something to do with him liking, or singing the song, ‘Can You make a cherry pie, Billy 

boy, Billy boy?’ when he was small.”  Now while young Bill was certainly fascinated by 

the ditty, it was his sons Steve and Tim who came up with the real reason.  It seems 



CHAPTER 8 - PAT AND ELLEN – THE NEXT GENERATION  

203 

that when Bill was born, Pat was away and came home to find that his new son had been 

named “Raymond Fitzgerald” in his absence.  Pat was most unimpressed with this choice 

and from that day on called the youngster “Bill” in protest. 

 

Finally, on 22 September, 1921, Kevin John was born.  By now, Pat was 58 and Ellen 

had just turned 39 and a family of seven was quite enough. 

 

Earlier in this chapter is the photograph of the family taken in 1917.  Of all the pictures 

that appear in this book, this would have to be one of the most appealing to the eye.  

Every face is a picture of contentment.  Snapped in an era when family portraits were 

fairly sombre affairs, the whole complement is smiling.  Pat and Ellen are obviously very 

proud of their brood as well they might be, so well turned out is the whole family.  Vin 

and Frank are both resplendent in smart suits and Kieran is the height of fashion in his 

sailor gear.  Slicked hair and highly polished boots are also the order of the day, 

although it appears that Pat may have found the ‘Nugget’ tin empty, if his left foot is any 

guide.  The photograph is also a fine example of the famous ‘O’Halloran ears’ (of which 

the author has a fine set), even baby Bill seems well endowed for such a young age. 

   

Speaking of boots, Pat was quite a stickler for ensuring that all the children had well 

fitted footwear. Kieran recalled how particular Pat was about the boys’ boots. There were 

no hand-me-downs in the O’Halloran family.  When new boots were needed boxes of the 

new foot wear would arrive on the mail from Sydney.  They all had dark green leather 

soles. 

 

Ellen did a lot of her clothes shopping from catalogues.  These catalogues were nothing 

like the flood of ‘junk mail’ items regularly deposited in our letter boxes today.  Balranald 

obviously had general stores that stocked a wide variety of merchandise but this was 

generally ‘run of the mill’ quality and the goods did not necessarily suit everyone’s needs 

or meet with their acceptance. 

 

Country towns certainly did not carry the wide selection of goods available in the big 

cities.  Manufacturers and larger stores such as Foy and Gibsons, Hudsons, Maples, 

Maclellan and Company, James McEwan, John Danks, MacPhersons and the Sydney 

based Anthony Hordern and Lassetter and Co. Ltd, all recognised the isolation of rural 

areas and that a significant market opportunity existed in these remote locations.   

 

In order to raise the awareness of their various product ranges, such companies, both 

retail and wholesale, produced attractive highly detailed catalogues depicting images and  
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descriptions of all their merchandise.  Images were line drawn black and white but the 

art work was astounding, even by today’s standards.  Catalogues were distributed via 

general stores in major towns but they could also be requested by mail by farmers and 

graziers in outback locations. 

 
A page from a typical Catalogue in 1919.  Note the similarity of the apparel worn by 

Vincent and Frank in the 1917 photograph appearing on a previous page with what the 

boys are wearing at the bottom of the ad! 
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Catalogues were eagerly received by homesteads, occupants poring over them, gazing 

wide-eyed at the latest fashions in clothing, kitchenware, toys and furniture.  The man of 

the homestead could also be seen after supper with his pipe lazing back in his easy chair 

perusing the latest in farm equipment and other useful hardware items. 

 

For the woman in remote circumstances it was possible to select elegant goods for her 

home and arrange for a forwarding agent to have them sent to her district.  Those 

catalogues from long ago that still exist provide a marvellous repository of information 

about prices, styles and fashions throughout the decades.  This form of long-distance 

shopping remained important in country areas well into the twentieth century. 

 

Pat was well known as a charming and generous fellow.  His generosity was not limited 

to clothing his family in a fashionable way, as Ann Poelsma tells us: 

 

“Pat, I heard, was very generous to Ellen’s sisters, the ones who were 

bridesmaids (Minnie and Agnes).  He bought them each a solid gold chain 

bracelet.  Phyllis Haag, Minnie’s daughter, told me this.  When I saw Phyllis’s 

daughter arrive home wearing the one left to her by her grandmother Minnie, I 

couldn’t take my eyes off it.  Such a link to Pat!  He gave Ellen a gold fob watch 

on a magnificent chain.  You can see the chain only, in one of the photos.  Ellen 

gave it to Rene.  She wore it to her 90th birthday celebration.  It is O’Halloran and 

will next belong to Carla, Richard’s daughter.” 

 

The type of bracelet referred to above must have been popular at the time because Ann 

was able to identify a similar one worn by Gerte O’Halloran in a photograph taken in 

1909 with her husband Dan (Pat’s brother) and son Daniel, that appears in a later 

chapter of this book. 

 

Pat was also a gregarious and well-met gentleman.  He was very popular in the district 

and he and Ellen and their family were always welcome at social get-togethers on 

neighbouring runs as well as hosting similar functions at Rosalind Park.  Two 

photographs have survived the ravages of time depicting these typical celebrations.  The 

first photo, below, was taken at ‘Orange Grove’ station homestead in 1911, celebrating a 

re-union of the Thompson family. The ‘Orange Grove’ Thompsons were neighbours of 

‘Rosalind Park’.   In the picture below, Pat appears standing fourth from the right while 

Ellen is seated far right holding Kieran. Patrick Francis is on the ground to Ellen’s right 

while Vincent is on the ground to Ellen’s left.  
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The Thompson re-union at ‘Orange Grove’ Homestead 1911 

 The second photograph is on the following page, shows the family gathering at Rosalind 

Park in 1920. 

 

When the motor car became popular and had proved itself as far more than the gimmick 

that early critics had suggested, the O’Hallorans were quick to jump on the bandwagon.  

Both Pat and his brother Dan were among the first in Balranald to become motorists.  

When one considers the long distances to be travelled in the outback just to get from 

place to place, it is not hard to see what a boon a motor vehicle would be to isolated 

families.  It is not known exactly when Pat bought his first car but judging by the dates 

of some of the photographs he was certainly a car owner in 1912, followed by at least 

four other vehicles up to the 1920s. 

 

With the added convenience of faster travel, even though it was probably limited to 20 

miles an hour initially, trips to Balranald from Rosalind Park became more frequent as 

did the longer journeys to Melbourne.  One such journey, undertaken in 1914, is 

celebrated in the picture on the following page. 

 

Judging by the comments passed down to the family, it seems that Pat’s popularity was 

not limited to those he worked and socialised with outside the family.  There is no doubt 

that all of his sons and daughter Eleanor shared a great fondness for their father and 

respected and loved him for the man that he was as well as for what he had built up for 

his family by sheer hard work and toil.   
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According to Kieran’s family, Kieran often referred to Pat in glowing terms, with never a 

bad word uttered against him.  The love of his life, Ellen, was also complimentary of her 

husband’s genial nature.  On one occasion, when asked who was Pat most like out of all 

her sons, she had no hesitation in nominating Kieran.  Those who knew Kieran would 

agree that there was no better bloke under the sun, so Ellen’s tribute to her husband 

must have been high praise indeed. 

 

There are several references amongst the writings left to us by the boys of how they 

accompanied their father to assist with the many and varied jobs he had to undertake 

from day to day.   

 

Although they were still pretty much boys when Pat died, the esteem in which they held 

their father is obvious.  There is no more glowing testimony to this than the poignant 

words penned by Bill O’Halloran, who was only seven when Pat died in 1924: “Long 

before I went to school I was my father’s right-hand man…..He bought a horse for me 

called Black Bess…..I went everywhere with my father.” Bill’s notes appear in their 

entirety in another chapter.  Kieran’s story earlier in this chapter also reflects a deep 

fondness for Pat. 

 

As an indication of his patience with his youngsters, Pat taught Kieran how to solder 

when the boy was just seven years old.   

 
Family Gathering at Rosalind Park 1920.  Richard Fitzgerald wearing the bowler, Ellen is to his 

right standing next to Pat. Kieran can be seen at Richard’s left.  The two small girls at the front are 

Phyllis Brown, in the hat, and Phyllis Downey standing in front of Pat. 
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Today, with pre-tinned solder and electric soldering irons available with a multitude of 

tips available for every purpose, we could be excused for thinking this was no big deal.  

In 1916 soldering was a vital task on the farm.  Galvanised metal had to be fabricated 

for all sorts of purposes.  Water tanks, feed troughs and general repairs to roofs and 

drainpipes were just some of the tasks where faultless soldering was an absolute 

necessity.  A soldering iron was usually a heavy iron block with a wooden handle, the 

whole deal weighing at least half a kilogram.  Solder came in long rods about a 

centimetre thick.  The material to be soldered had to be “tinned” by applying a solution 

of Spirits of Salts so that the solder would meld to the metal and fuse a joint. The iron 

was heated to red hot in the embers of a fire and when the heat was exactly right the 

iron and the solder rod were applied to the tinned area.  If everything was right, the 

solder would flow uniformly and a bright silver skin would form in and around the joint.  

If the iron was too hot, the solder would burn and the joint would be faulty.  An iron not 

hot enough would cause the solder to form globules and the process had to be started 

again.   
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The author is only too aware of how trying it was to learn this process, his own father 

throwing his hands in the air out of frustration at his son’s ineptitude.  So well did Kieran 

master the art that his father beamed with pride at what his little boy had achieved.  In 

a sad epilogue to what must also have been a proud moment for Kieran as a boy, he 

must have reflected on those happy moments, after Pat died and was transported home 

from Melbourne to Swan Hill by train and then by road on to Balranald, in a sealed coffin 

that would have been soldered shut. 

 

Of course, with six boys in the one family one can’t expect that harmony prevailed.  But 

it may not have been Pat who was responsible for dishing out the necessary discipline.  

Ann Poelsma recalls a story she heard, probably from Kieran, that when Pat’s kids had a 

good old barny, as boys are wont to do when growing up, Pat would call out to their 

mother:  “Ellen, put the buggers in separate paddocks!” 

 

Pat also got on well with his brothers.  Two tanks that Pat had dragged at Rosalind Park 

were named after Dan and Joe who were regular visitors at the homestead.  Kieran 

recalled, “My uncle Dan used to ride a bike everywhere.  You would see him with a great 

reel of fencing wire on the handlebars of the bike, peddling away.  He owned ‘Langley 

Dale’. Uncle Dan used to tell us kids to ‘Eat up yer burgoo’.  Burgoo was always a family 

term for porridge.”  (Reita Thompson also fondly recalls the use of this expression in her 

family.) 

 

“We’d see dust on the horizon.  A horse and cart, you know.  There’d be uncle Dan and 

uncle Joe coming for a visit!  We kids ran out to meet them.  They knew we loved 

watermelons and brought one for each of us!  They handed one to each and kept on 

going to the house.  One day we ran along beside them and BANG! Over went Frank and 

smashed his melon.  He was bawling.  Then, BANG! Over went Vin.  Same thing 

happened.  He was bawling.  The, the same thing happened to me.  No more 

watermelons”. 

 

Pat was keen on music.  He played the violin and the squeeze box and encouraged the 

children’s interest in music.  Most of them played instruments.  Pat bought Kieran a 

fiddle that he played well as a child.  Then he took up the saxophone and played in a 

band, with brother Frank on the piano.  The band, known as ‘The O’Halloran Brothers 

and Others’, played many gigs around Balranald including dances and balls.  There was 

always a piano in the house around which the family gathered for musical evenings. 
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For all of the twenty years they were married Pat and Ellen maintained a special 

relationship with each other.  The seemingly vast difference in their ages mattered little.  

Pat showered Ellen with affection that manifested itself in the thoughtful gifts he 

bestowed upon her.  In return Ellen was deeply affectionate towards her husband.  There 

is one story, recalled by the couple’s daughter-in-law Rene that very eloquently defines 

their relationship.  “Pat often took a five-minute nap in the afternoon while lying in the 

shade of a nearby gig or cart.  One afternoon at “Beliamong” as he slept, Ellen noticed 

that flies were landing on Pat’s face.  She quietly sat down beside him and lovingly 

brushed the annoying pests away with a sprig of salt bush, taking the greatest care not 

to disturb him so he could snooze on.” 

 

Once Pat had the responsibility of a wife and family, he shifted his focus from contracting 

his services out to other graziers and began to concentrate more on running his own 

flock.  He soon discovered that the sparse vegetation and harsh climatic conditions were 

not conducive to running enough sheep to produce a viable wool crop.  He was not alone 

in reaching this conclusion.  Many on the land were suffering hardship as a result of 

years of irregular rainfall and drought.  If they were able to produce a wool clip it did not 

raise enough cash to tide the grower over until the next reasonable clip, whenever this 

maybe.  In the face of such uncertainty, several land holders simply walked away from 

their leases, happy to take whatever they could get.  Bill O’Halloran talks about one 

grazier who swapped his holding for a hotel in Balranald.  In fact, Bill is probably 

referring to the deal Dan Dowling, Rene’s father, completed in the 1913.  Dan held the 

license of the Shamrock Hotel in Balranald from 30th March, 1911 and also had a half 

share in the property “Walmer Downs”.  His partner, James Keeley, at “Walmer Downs” 

had always entertained the idea of owning a pub, so Dan swapped his interest in the 

Shamrock on 30th April, 1914, and ended up owning all of “Walmer Downs”.  No doubt 

both parties were happy with the deal as James Keeley continued as licensee of the 

Shamrock until 21st November, 1928. 

 

Pat looked at this situation another way.  He reasoned that if he had a larger holding he 

could run more sheep and produce a viable clip.  His entrepreneurial skills came to the 

fore and over a few years he engaged in a number of deals that saw his holding at 

Rosalind Park significantly increase.  Again we rely on Bill O’Halloran who recalled in his 

notes that on one occasion, Pat “traded a top class horse team and fully equipped wagon 

for one block, and later on paid £250 for another.” 
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The Shamrock Hotel in 1913 when Dan Dowling was still the licensee 

 

It is interesting to note how Pat’s holding at “Rosalind Park” grew from his regular 

acquisitions over the years.  In 1896 Pat’s original Homestead Lease was for a block of 

10,240 acres.  According to Anthony Hordern’s Pastoral Directory published annually and 

known as the Graziers’ Bible, Pat steadily increased his landholding by shrewd 

acquisition until in 1919 he is shown as owning 77,000 acres.  The following table also 

details the numbers of stock on the run: 

Year Owner, Station, Town Horses Cattle Sheep Acres 

1914 O’Halloran, Patrick, Rosalind Park, Balranald 

O’Halloran, Ellen, Rosalind Park, Balranald 

30 24 4340 

1790 

37,000 

10,240 

1918 O’Halloran, Patrick, Rosalind Park, Balranald 20  2623 47,000 

1919 O’Halloran, Patrick, Rosalind Park, Balranald 23 30 3433 77,000 

 

The acreage figures for 1918 of 47,000 probably reflect a consolidation of Ellen’s holding 

into Pat’s name.  The number of sheep on the run has decreased by more than half 

which probably suggests that conditions were not favourable.  The following year, 1919, 

shows Pat had acquired a further 30,000 acres, which seems to agree with Bill’s remarks 

in his notes referring to continuing drought forcing unfortunate graziers to abandon their 

holdings or dispose of them for what a buyer was prepared to pay. 

 

As a matter of interest, the relevant page from Hordern’s Pastoral Directory for 1919 

appears on the following page.  Although this is not the complete listing of properties in 

the Balranald district it does contain the details of most.  Pat would have been familiar 

with many of these and their owners, especially “Till Till”, “Glen Emu”, “Paika”, Bill 

Butler’s “The Vale”, the Thompson family’s “Orange Grove” and Dan Dowling’s “Walmer 

Downs”.  The holdings of Pat’s brothers Dan and Joe are also mentioned. Noticeably,  

they have not been developed to the extent that Pat’s business acumen achieved. 
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Just before the First 

World war broke out in 

1914, Pat purchased a 

property in Mayall 

Street, Balranald.  The 

boys had reached an 

age where they needed 

more schooling than 

the governesses could 

provide and a house in 

the town would allow 

them to attend the 

nearby convent school.  

The house was called 

Tara Hall and was still 

occupied by the family 

in 1936 as shown in the 

Electoral Roll for that 

year, see left.  It seems 

that son Vincent was 

also living with his 

mother at that time, 

while Kieran was on 

Tylden, Daniel on 

Rosalind Park.  Frank 

and Kathleen had ‘The 

Oaks’ out of town but Frank also had a place in Myall Street. 

 

There is a photograph taken of the O’Halloran boys, probably in the late 1950s that 

would have made Pat break into that broad grin he was so noted for.  He and Ellen had 

clearly doted on their sons and daughter but stopped short of smothering their children’s 

desire to achieve success in their own right. 

 

The photo below may have been taken at some Sunday get-together judging by the 

attire the boys are wearing.  Unless you were in the know, a casual observer could be 

forgiven for not recognising these fellows as brothers, so dissimilar are they in 
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appearance.  Nevertheless, they were all hard working men who cared deeply for their 

families and those around them in their respective communities.   

 
(L-R) Frank,  Daniel, Vincent, Bill, Kevin and Kieran 

In Pat’s lifetime and under his tutelage, his sons were little more than boys already 

doing a man’s job.  To a man, they not only stood by their mother after Pat’s premature 

death but each went on to acquire and successfully manage their own properties and in 

Frank’s case, a multi-million dollar business enterprise.  Yes, Pat and Ellen would be very 

proud indeed! 

 

The details of Pat’s death are a little sketchy as there is some doubt about just how ill he 

may have been beforehand.  There is family evidence to suggest that he had some 

bronchitis-like condition in the last years of his life that seems to have worsened towards 

the end.  Certainly, in August, 1924 he had come down with a fever described by his 

doctor as lobar pneumonia.  On Pat’s death certificate, Doctor Gamble of Kew, who 

treated Pat in those final days claims Pat had been ill with this pneumonia for ten days 

before he died.  We now back-track to Balranald some ten days earlier.  Pat and Frank 

were repairing some fences.  Pat hadn’t been feeling well and had come down with a 

fever.  Thinking it would pass, he went and rested under a cart for a while but the damp 

earth he was laying on only served to worsen his condition and it became clear that he 

was in urgent need of medical attention.  It would be easy to believe that Pat probably 

objected, but no doubt at Ellen’s better judgement and insistence, Jim Fitzgerald was 

commandeered to drive Pat down to the hospital in Balranald. 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

214 

 

 

 
Anthony Hordern’s Pastoral Directory for 1919 showing the O’Halloran land holdings at 

Balranald 
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The Balranald Hospital in 1905 

On arrival at the hospital, Pat was immediately admitted and double pneumonia was 

diagnosed.  Pat lapsed into a highly dangerous fever and his condition was rapidly 

careening out of control.  There were no antibiotics in those days, the most common 

treatment being to wrap the feverish patient in wet blankets to try and physically reduce 

the body temperature.  Pat’s condition continued to worsen, his delirium reaching a point 

that he had no idea where he was or what he was doing.  In an unattended moment, he 

fled from his hospital bed, making his way down to the river, completely oblivious of his 

surroundings.  Fortunately, he was ‘captured’ by locals and returned to the hospital. 

 

Hospital staff acknowledged that they could do no more for Pat and it was agreed that he 

should be taken to Melbourne immediately for further treatment.  Good friend Ray 

Dowling had a new Fiat motor car and he drove Pat to Melbourne, where he was 

admitted to a private hospital located at 5 Carson Street, Kew and put into Doctor 

Gamble’s care.  Carson Street is not far from Brougham Street where the Fitzgerald’s 

had a house at the time so it is possible that Doctor Gamble was known to the family.  

Given Pat’s well loved standing in the family, it is hard to imagine that he was not 

surrounded by all of his loved ones.  It must have been difficult for them to watch such a 

vibrant man fighting his last desperate battle. 

 

Unfortunately, Pat’s condition was so severe that he survived only a few more days.  The 

pneumonia so weakened him that his big heart could no longer make the strenuous 

effort to keep him going. 

 

Pat passed away quietly on 21st August, 1924.  He was only 60 years old.  He and the 

love of his life, Ellen, hadn’t even enjoyed twenty years together.   
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Arrangements were hastily made to 

transport Pat’s body back to Balranald 

for burial.  Rail was the obvious method 

of transport but regulations required the 

sealing of the coffin in a lead-lined 

container.  The Balranald rail link was 

still three years off so it is probable that 

the casket was carried to Swan Hill by 

the Victorian Railways and then by road 

to Balranald. 

 

Requiem Mass was said by Father JJ 

Treacey at St Dymphna’s Catholic Church 

on the 23rd after which the cortege 

proceeded to Balranald Cemetery.  

Although there are no contemporary 

reports available of the events of that 

day, it would be hard to imagine that the 

whole town and district didn’t turn out to 

farewell one of their favourite sons. 

 

Devastated as she must have been by 

her beloved’s passing, Ellen would have realised that she had to be strong for the sake 

of her still young family.  Frank, the eldest was barely 18, while Kevin at 3, was the 

youngest.  Outwardly, Ellen remained stoic through what must have been the darkest 

days of her life.  Her only concession to her grief was that she almost always wore black 

after Pat’s death.  Sometimes she would wear a granny print, or while in Melbourne, a 

mauve or navy outfit.  But almost always it was black.   

 

After Pat died, Ellen donated a statue of St Patrick to St Dymphna’s in Pat’s memory.  In 

recent times Ann Poelsma discovered the statue languishing in a shed behind the church.  

Poor old St Pat had been painted over to look bronze and was looking rather mournful 

out of the limelight, so Ann rescued the statue and took it home for future restoration.   

 

There had been a brass plaque at the base explaining the donation but this has 

disappeared in the intervening years. 

 

 
Pat in the 1920s 
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Although she decided to stay in the town at Tara 

Hall, Ellen was still very much in control of the 

business.  Jim Fitzgerald, Ellen’s brother, and Harry 

Scott, a neighbour, ran the day to day operations of 

Rosalind Park for her but Ellen had a mind like a 

steel trap when it came to business.  She employed 

others as well based on their suitability for the 

required tasks.  As always, there were problems but 

nothing that couldn’t be resolved.  Eventually, when 

he was old enough, Kevin took over at Rosalind 

Park with Vin’s assistance.  As the other boys 

matured they all helped out.  When Frank realised 

that things would continue just as smoothly without 

his input, he took the decision to venture into the 

business world he had always aspired to.  It is to his credit that he delayed this move 

until he was sure that his mother would survive with the assistance of his brothers.  

After Frank left Balranald, his house was still in the town, just two doors up from Tara 

Hall.  He generously offered to let his recently widowed sister move into the house with 

her two babies.  Ellen also moved in with Eleanor to help her with the children. 

 

As the boys grew older they acquired interests in several properties around the Balranald 

district, as mentioned by Kieran earlier in this chapter.  The time had come for them to 

carve out their own livelihoods employing the same hard work ethic their father had 

embraced years before. 

 

As the years passed, all of the children married.  Ellen must have been relieved that the 

boys didn’t wait as long as their father.  Soon there were grandchildren for Ellen to dote 

on.  And dote on them she certainly did.  By all accounts there can’t have possible been 

a better grandmother.  Ann Poelsma takes up the story: 

 

“Though they only had the one daughter, Pat and Ellen were blessed with fourteen 

grand-daughters.  None of them ever got to meet Pat, or even know if he was Grandpa, 

Pop or Pa to them.  Perhaps, if he had not contracted the pneumonia, he may have 

easily lived until I was born in 1942, when he would have been only seventy-eight.  I 

surely would have sat on his knee and received a cuddle!  I am sad to have missed out 

on that.” 

 

 

 
The rescued statue of St Patrick 
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65 Mayall Street Balranald – The house Frank and Kath built, later occupied by Ellen and Eleanor 

 

“We all knew Ellen and called her Grandma.  The days we visited her were special and 

she would always greet us with a kiss on the forehead or on the top of the head.  She 

was very important to us.  She had a great sense of humour, enjoyed a joke and 

laughed a lot.  One sound I do remember is her laugh.  A really happy laugh.” 

 

“I got on with Ellen very well.  She died when I was eighteen.  She was, in every way, a 

real grandmother, always checking on birthdays. Never once did she forget any of us.  

She was always very generous with her brood.” 

 

“Every Christmas, all the grand-daughters were given a beautiful dress to wear to 

Midnight Mass.  As little ones, we thought we were the fairies themselves as we proudly 

twirled around in front of her, showing how the dresses billowed out.  She would beam 

with pride.   
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She loved it all so much, probably because 

she only had the one daughter, Eleanor.  

Ellen was very fond of Rene, who inherited a 

beautiful gold fob watch after Ellen died.  

This was the watch that Pat had given to 

Ellen at one stage when he was in the 

money.” 

 

“I happily recall other times when the adults 

would go to dances in Balranald and we 

would be dropped off at Grandma’s place to 

be looked after for the night.  We would all 

be tucked up in bed when they got home but 

would soon be wide awake again.  Our other 

Grandma, Dora, was quite skilled on the 

keyboard and she would sit herself down in 

Ellen’s parlour and play the most delightful 

foxtrots and waltzes I had ever heard.  It was simply gorgeous listening to the music and 

the swishing of the ladies dresses as they continued to dance on after the ball was over.  

It must be sixty years since those days but they are as fresh in my memory as ever they 

were.” 

 

Ellen shared her husband’s love of motor cars, even though she had never held a driver’s 

licence.  She had preference for the American imported vehicles such as Packards, 

Pontiacs and Buicks with their leather seats and plush interiors, features not then 

available in Australian models.  With these sorts of cars available to her, it was no 

wonder that there was no shortage of offers to drive her where she wanted to go.  

Daughter Eleanor was her most frequent ‘chauffer’, even after Ellen had moved to 

Melbourne later in life when ill health caught up with her. 

 

Some time in 1960, it was discovered that Ellen had lung cancer and she moved to 

Melbourne for specialist treatment.  She went to live with her son Frank at Grange Road 

Toorak.  At that time, daughter Eleanor moved her family to Melbourne to be close to 

her mother.   

 
Ellen and grand-daughter Kerry – c1960 
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CHAPTER 8 - PAT AND ELLEN – THE NEXT GENERATION  

221 

On the previous page is a letter Ellen wrote to Eleanor early in 1961 that gives us some 

indication of how she was faring under the treatment she was receiving and her general 

demeanour at that time.  Sadly, Ellen wasn’t to last long after writing this letter, passing 

away at Grange Road on 26th March, 1961. She had graced this earth for seventy eight 

years living a life that would ensure that she would always be sadly missed by all those 

who knew her.  Like Pat before her, she was taken back to Balranald to finally rest in 

peace beside him on 29th March. 

 

 
The O’Halloran Boys at their Mother’s Funeral  - 29th March 1961 

 

It will be noted from Ellen’s obituary below that the celebrant at Ellen’s funeral Mass was 

Father Bongiorno.  Ann Poelsma recalls: “He was Italian, and was a popular uncle to his 

brother's children during the holidays, even  if  he was way up in Balranald.  He had a 

visit or two from a nephew called Bernard, who fell in love  with Trish, my sister, (Ti 

amo, ti amo!). At the time he was doing medicine, then changed his mind and did law.  

He became  the Victorian Director of Public Prosecutions later in his career.  In recent 

years he has been appointed a Justice in the Victorian Supreme Court and is a recipient 

of the Order of Australia.  On one of those visits to his uncle, he was accompanied by his 

very pretty cousin Carol, who became my brother Richard's girl friend for a  short time.” 

 

The day after the funeral, the ‘Balranald News’ printed the following Obituary honouring 

Ellen’s life: 

 

 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

222 

OBITUARY 

Ellen Emma O’Halloran 

 
It is with deep regret that we report the death of 
Mrs Ellen Emma O’Halloran, aged 78 years, who 
passed away peacefully on March at the home of 
her son, Frank, in Grange Road Toorak. 
 
Mrs O’Halloran was a very much loved and 
respected resident of the Clare and Balranald 
districts.  She was  the daughter of the late Mr 
and Mrs Richard Fitzgerald, and married Patrick 
O’Halloran at Woodend in 1904. 
 
Mr O’Halloran came to the Balranald district, last 
century and later settled at ‘Rosalind Park’ , 90 
miles north of Balranald, in the 1880s.  In the 
ensuing years he later took up other holdings. 
 
In due course the family became one of the best 
known in the district. 
 
Mr and Mrs O’Halloran came to live in Balranald 
in 1923, and Mr O’Halloran died the following 
year. 
 
 

 

 

 

Mrs O’Halloran is survived by five sisters – 
Mesdames Argus, Downey, Waldron, O’Neill and 
Brown – and one brother, Mr J Fitzgerald, who 
was very young when his mother died and was  
brought up in his youth by the late Mrs 
O’Halloran. 
 
She was pre-deceased by a sister and two 
brothers.  She was the mother of Patrick (Frank), 
Vincent, Kieran, Daniel, Eleanor (Mrs J D 
Grabau), Raymond (Bill) and Kevin. 
 
The Requiem Mass was celebrated by Rev Father 
Bongiorno, PP, at St Dymphna’s Church, 
Balranald, on March 30.  Present were Rt Rev 
Monsignor Hussey of Swan Hill, and Rev F 
Harper, who represented His Lordship Bishop 
Fox of Wilcannia-Forbes. 
 
A large congregation was present and there were 

140 cars in the funeral procession. 

 

 

 
Pat and Ellen’s Grave at Balranald with the inscriptions on the next page: 
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Detail of Gravestone Inscriptions 

 

In the course of compiling this work, the author amassed quite a collection of 

photographs from all of those who freely gave of their time to contribute to the many 

stories vital to a successful family history.  Kerry Grabau provided a large number of the 

pictures used in this book but there are two, shown on the following pages, that don’t 

seem to fit anywhere else but in this chapter.  They both depict large groups of people, 

probably workers at Rosalind Park.  Pat is recognisable in one and Ellen and some of her 

sisters appear in the other.  Hopefully, our readers might one day identify the events 

that led to the taking of these photos. 
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Ellen, her sisters and children seated in front row.  Possibly Pat immediately behind Ellen. 
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An unidentified gathering – Possibly Pat in the white apron 
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Chapter 9 
 
The Outback Girls – A Tribute 
 
 
While researching this book and indeed, during the course of assembling the words onto 

paper, I began to realize the pivotal role played by women in this story.  This was 

especially so in the early chapters that describe the pioneering exploits of our intrepid 

O’Halloran ancestors.  When we examine the history books we see that it is not unusual 

for historians, particularly those who wrote before the age of equality, to focus on the 

men folk when relating these sagas.  In what is, but shouldn’t necessarily be, a male 

dominated society, we tend to see the success or otherwise of the early settlers as being 

largely due to the trailblazing efforts of the men who braved the wilds of an unknown 

land, replete with the hazards of fire, flood, drought and indigenous resistance, to carve 

out what, in many cases was a meager and soul-destroying existence.  This concept of 

the man’s world probably owes its origin to the fact that in those early days the numbers 

of men were significantly disproportionate to their opposite number.  However, as 

settlement flourished and the potential pastoral and commercial wealth of this country 

was realized, more and more women joined their partners on the adventure of a lifetime. 

 

For every family I have documented in this volume, stretching right back to 1839, there 

was a woman behind the man.  I thought it necessary to tell their story, the hardships 

they faced in simply putting a meal on the table, clothing children and making what 

existed within their four walls, a livable home.   

 

I have to say that I was somewhat surprised by what my research turned up.  On the 

one hand my grandmother who was born on and lived at ‘Paika’, out of Balranald, as a 

girl, and then married my grandfather Daniel O’Halloran, becoming the lady of the house 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

228 

at ‘Langley Dale’, complained of the severest of privations imposed on her by outback 

life.  Her recollections are confirmed by her two daughters, one at first hand, the other 

from hearing the stories related to her by both her mother and elder sister.   

 

On the other hand, I was surprised, perhaps shocked is a better word, to learn that life 

for the woman of the house appears to have been much easier (I could be at serious risk 

for saying that!) in the households of such places as ‘Walmer Downs’, ‘Rosalind Park’ and 

‘Ettrick’ all of which were further off the beaten track than ‘Langley Dale’. 

 

What I will attempt to do in this chapter is to record what I have learned about what 

women endured from life on an outback run, firstly from my grandmother’s perspective 

and compare that experience with those recounted by Ann Poelsma and her sisters, and 

their mother Rene, whose recollections will also take into account how Ellen O’Halloran 

lived.   

 

 ◊◊◊   ◊◊◊   ◊◊◊   ◊◊◊  

  

It was legend in the family that Gerte O’Halloran had endured a tough life.  She always 

looked old and wizened beyond her years, although this might not make a lot of sense 

because I never really knew her until she was well into her sixties, by which time she 

probably should have looked ‘old and wizened’.  Gerte was always known to us as ‘Little 

Nan’, so as to distinguish her from our other grandmother, a large jolly woman who 

would have been a great walking advertisement for the Country Womens’ Association. At 

barely five feet tall, Little Nan was also thin as a wisp of smoke.  She was a chain 

smoker. Took it up when she was sixteen, she said.  Never did the drawback, just sat 

and puffed away all day long. Sixty ‘coffin nails’ a day were no problem for her.  She had 

even smoked a clay pipe back in the olden days when she and her husband Dan would 

sit on the verandah of their spread at ‘Langley Dale’ and watch as the unforgiving sun, 

clothed in a red haze slipped behind the mulga for the evening. 

 

For reasons that I never knew, Little Nan lived with us for several months in the late 

1950s.  She was a most amiable old soul who always saw the funny side of everything 

and wasn’t short of proffering a word of advice to all and sundry at regular intervals.  

She was of immeasurable assistance to my mother when brother John was expected in 

1959, as well as after he was born.  It was around this time that we had killed a large 

brown snake at a place called Donnybrook, then a popular picnic venue, complete with 

mineral spring, on the outskirts of Melbourne.  Today, it has probably been greedily 

devoured by the urban sprawl. 
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On the day we went to Donnybrook, mum piled us into the car with a bag of sandwiches 

and, with Little Nan on board – Dad was at work, we headed off for a day out.  Chaos 

prevailed soon after we got there because of the snake that appeared from under a rock 

we sat near.  The snake was soon dispatched with the help of a tomahawk kept in the 

boot of the car but the picnic was over.  In the car on the way home Little Nan told us in 

great detail of her many death defying experiences with snakes at Balranald in those 

‘olden days’. 

 

During the remaining time Little Nan spent with us, I plagued her with questions about 

life at ‘Langley Dale’.  Obviously, I don’t have any notes of those absorbing chats but the 

pictures she painted with her vivid descriptions have stayed with me all of these years. 

 

At this point, the reader should understand that Gerte was born on ‘Paika’, probably in 

1886.  Her birth was never registered.  Her grandfather, John Duncan and father Fergus, 

had worked on Charles Armytage’s renowned Mt Sturgeon Station in the Western District 

for many years.  Her father was an Overseer on Paika when she was born there. It 

seems that she met Dan, nineteen years older than she, when he was contracting his 

services to the run before he acquired ‘Langley Dale’.  Dan so befriended the family that 

he eventually took in all of Gerte’s brothers and sisters after both their parents died 

within weeks of each other in 1902.  The then sixteen year-old Gerte was looking after 

the domestic work in the kitchen.   

Much of what follows here is 

derived from discussions I had 

with Nan in the 1950s and 

further discussions taped in the 

late 1960s as well as notes 

written at that time.  Nan’s 

daughter Reita Thompson 

confirms that her mother often 

spoke of the things described 

below.  However, I have to say 

I have some difficulty 

reconciling Nan’s descriptions 

with the conditions she lived 

under after she was married.  

She and Dan wed in February, 

1904, a month after Dan had 
 

1955 – Little Nan, the author, Eileen, Paul, Peter O’Halloran 
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taken up his Western Land Lease at ‘Langley Dale’.  However, it appears that he may 

have been in possession of the property for some months before the papers were 

finalized.  ‘Langley Dale’ was a going concern when Dan took it up with a homestead that 

had been established for several years.  Although quite young when she lived there, 

Reita says the homestead was quite comfortable and that her late older sister, Julia, had 

often said what a pity it was that Dan had died so prematurely, because ‘Langley Dale’ 

was a nice place. 

 

I can only surmise that the conditions and hardships described by Nan were probably 

experienced by her before her marriage to Dan, and may even relate to the years she 

spent living on ‘Paika’.  I also suspect that she may have been guilty of a bit of 

‘grandstanding’ that is, placing undue emphasis on the hardships in order to impress her 

eager listeners.  Nevertheless, I have recorded here most of the things she talked about.  

Her memories certainly align with what we know outback conditions were like in the late 

1800s and early years of the twentieth century.  However, it is hard to see how a family 

as well off as Dan and Gerte’s standard of living seems to indicate, could have endured 

the privations described below.  I leave it to readers to make up their own minds. 

 

Little Nan often talked of the isolation and remoteness of the outback.  No electricity -  

Balranald wasn’t connected until 1926, and only the larger runs could afford the cost of 

installing power generators.  There were no telephones; the only means of 

communication with the outside world was when the mail run came through, sometimes 

months between visits.  It is doubtful if Little Nan ever used a telephone.  There certainly 

wasn’t one installed at Wright Street, Middle Park, in all the time she lived there from 

1926 until the 1960s. 

 

When asked about how she managed the 

household chores she shook her head and 

raised her eyes skyward.  Washing the clothes 

was all done outside.  An old drum was set up 

on rocks or bricks and a fire was set under it.  

Water was carted from the tank nearest the 

house to fill the drum.  The water was boiled 

and crystals were added until a soapy lather 

appeared on top.  The men’s clothes were 

usually cleaned this way.  (I think the crystals 

she refers to were Reckitts Blue which was 

used to whiten clothes.) 

 
What’s dirtiest, clothes or kids? 
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Because the water was often muddy to start with, the clothes never looked better than 

grubby but at least they didn’t smell.  Washing would usually be done once a week 

unless items were particularly soiled.  The women’s and children’s clothing was usually 

washed by hand in a tub from the house rainwater but as this was also the vital drinking 

supply it was used very sparingly.  (Reita says that Nan rarely did any of the household 

chores, leaving these to the girls of the family).  The tub that was used for washing the 

clothes was also used for bathing the children.  Depending on what needed washing 

most dictated the priority order. 

 

Kerosene tins were very useful.  When emptied and washed out, they could be used for 

stock feed, carrying water and a host of other uses.  Sometimes swagmen would wander 

in and ask for a feed.  In return they would ask for a spare kero tin and with the pliers 

and tin snips from their swags, would turn out all sorts of useful things, like watering 

cans, tin mugs and other gadgets such as clothes pegs twisted from fencing wire.  “They 

were like the tinkers from the Old Country”, she said.  Sometimes they were 

mischievous.  Some scallywags stole chickens when Nan wasn’t looking.  Others would 

offer to chop wood and arrange it in a way that from the homestead it appeared that a 

great load had been done when it was really only a single row piled dangerously high. 

 

She had a lot of time for the local aborigines.  They were given food for work they 

performed.  Their women were also useful around the house when they came to the run.  

One in particular had assisted with a birth where the baby would have died had it not 

been for the woman’s presence.  The aborigines were mostly nomadic back then.  Like 

the swaggies they would disappear after a couple of days, only to return a couple of 

months later. 

 

Nan said they made their own soap.  I forget her recipe but she said the basic ingredient 

was sheep tallow.  My research suggests that tallow mixed with caustic soda, resin and 

borax was popular at the time.  The mix would be poured into a cut-down kerosene tin 

and allowed to set after which it would be cut into blocks for use in the kitchen or wash-

up area. 

 

The clothes iron was a cast iron device that was filled with water and left to heat up on 

the stove-top.  A good half hour of ironing could be done with one fill of heated water if 

it was heated to steaming point.  Care had to be taken with its use because scalding was 

a common occurrence. 
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The weather featured regularly in 

Little Nan’s descriptions.  We would 

complain about the changeability of 

Melbourne’s weather.  She would 

be quite dismissive of our 

displeasure.  In old degrees, she 

would say, that it was nothing for 

there to be days on end where the 

temperature was well over 100 

degrees in the shade, but as there 

was no shade it was probably really 

130 degrees or more.  She said 

they could fry the hen’s eggs on the 

galvanized tin over the dogs’ 

kennels.  When it was cold it was made worse by the icy blasts of the winds that seemed 

to blow from all directions.  In summer, there was the infernal dust, like red talcum 

powder.  On such days the horizon was just a haze of pink and orange.  When the wind 

blew there was not enough vegetation to stop it rising as dust.  The dust covered 

everything.  It scratched their throats, got into all of the food and made the butter 

unusable.  Sometimes after lunch, on days when the wind was blowing, the haze would 

be so thick it blotted out the sun and we had to burn the kerosene lamps for light.  Flies 

were a persistent irritation.  Great clouds of them would descend on any exposed bare 

skin, their bite inflicting an annoying sting. 

 

As to the cooking, Little Nan 

said that at first it was easier to 

cook outside in a brick fireplace 

that had a hotplate and an 

arrangement of metal rods that 

allowed pots to be suspended 

on chains over the flame.  

Soups and stews could be 

prepared this way.  Meat was 

plentiful and it would be roasted 

on a spit in large pieces and 

broken off as needed.  Damper was baked in the embers of the fire.  (She never 

explained how this was done.)  Later, she said there was a wood-fired combustion stove 

in the kitchen that was a big improvement.  

 
Homemade soap blocks 

 
 Typical Wood Stove and Cast Iron Utensils 
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For a time in the 1950s, we had an ice chest in the kitchen before refrigerators were 

cheap enough for ordinary families to afford.  The iceman would call regularly, more 

often when it was hot.  He had a horse drawn wagon and would grab a big block of ice 

from the insulated container on his wagon with a large ice pick, toss it into a hessian 

bag, throw it over his shoulder and then proceed inside where he would deposit it in the 

compartment of the ice chest.  If we hung around the back of his wagon he would chip 

off a few little blocks of ice for use to suck on.  Mum would complain about the 

inefficiency of the ice chest and how quickly food and drinks, especially milk, would ‘go 

off’ in the ice chest.  Little Nan would remonstrate with her, pointing out how much 

better off she was that if she had to live with the ‘old Coolgardie’, as she put it. 

 

 

The Coolgardie Safe (left), was invented in the small 
gold-mining town of Coolgardie, WA, by Arthur 
McCormack in the early 1890s.  It was made of wire 
mesh, hessian, a wooden frame and had a galvanised 
iron tray on top. The galvanised iron tray was filled 
with water. The hessian bag was hung over the side 
with one of the ends in the tray to soak up the water. 

Gradually the hessian bag would get wet. When a 
breeze came it would go through the wet bag and 
evaporate the water. This would cool the air and in 
turn cool the food stored in the safe. This cooling is 
due to the water in the hessian needing energy to 
change state and evaporate. This energy is taken from 
the interior of the safe (metal mesh), thus making the 
interior cooler. 

It was usually placed on a veranda where there was a 
breeze. The Coolgardie safe was a common household 
item in Australia up to the mid-twentieth century. 
Safes could be purchased ready-made or fairly easily 
constructed at home. Some of the metal panel safes are 
very highly decorated, showing the creativity of their 
makers. 

 

 

There was also a Singer sewing machine in the house.  This was a treadle operated 

model that survived to do its duty at the Wright Street house after the family left 

Balranald.  It seems that Nan didn’t sew but left that chore to her daughters.  The 

sewing machine was still at Wright Street in the 1950s when I first remember visiting 

there.  Our family were regular visitors at Wright Street and I recall my father telling us 

on one occasion that all the furniture in the house had ‘come from Balranald’, so I 

assume he was referring to either ‘Langley Dale’, the house in Church Street, or the one 

they later moved to in Mayall Street, closer to the river. 
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The house in Wright Street was a single story terrace cottage.  The red brickwork across 

the front was ornately pointed in cream and the front verandah was decorated in mosaic 

tiles laid out in a geometric pattern common in turn-of-the century houses.  The house 

itself was quite long.  From the front door you could see all the way through to the 

kitchen if you stooped to peep through the letterbox in the door.  We often had to do 

this as little Nan was quite hard of hearing and if we could see her moving about the 

kitchen, or even if the light was on, we knew she was in and persisted in our attempts to 

have her open the door.  There was an occasion when we spotted her but couldn’t 

attract her attention, so Dad went around the corner into Danks Street and then up the 

cobblestoned laneway behind the house, letting himself in by the laneway gate.  The 

back door was closer to the kitchen and she heard him knocking. 

 

I always remember the house had a distinctly musty aroma that I have always 

associated with Little Nan.  Even today, if I pick up a similar scent, I am taken back to 

those days of long ago.  All the rooms came off the passageway.  There was a parlour at 

the front, then three bedrooms.  The passage then gave way to the sitting room that 

spanned the entire width of the house and a doorway through to the kitchen of similar 

width.  There was a shared chimney in the sitting room surrounded by an ornate 

blackwood mantle and cast iron fire grate.  On the other side, the chimney housed the 

wood stove in the kitchen.  I will always remember the oven door on the stove.  It was 

enameled and displayed a brightly painted kookaburra on it.  There was a long wooden 

table in the kitchen, so long that it had a set of ornate legs supporting the middle.  It 

was an extendable table but I don’t think I ever saw it opened out to its full length.  I 

was reminded of this table when I visited Kerry Grabau in her beautifully restored place 

in Richmond while researching this book.  Kerry’s table had been in the family at 

Balranald, and was probably over one hundred years old.  I felt a sense of déjà vu when 

I sat in Kerry’s kitchen but I don’t think Little Nan’s table was quite as big. 

 

Against one wall of the kitchen was a magnificent upright piano.  I think it was a 

Wertheim but it was certainly the grandest upright I have ever seen.  My uncle Jack 

Buncle was a song and dance man of some standing and if he was around he would 

always ‘tickle the ivories’ for us, playing tunes that we could all sing along to.  I 

particularly remember one of his solos was ‘White Christmas’ and I can never listen to 

Bing Crosby’s version of this much-loved standard without fondly recalling Uncle Jack’s 

rendition. 

 

There was a large walk-in pantry off the kitchen, while another door led to a largish 

room known as the scullery.  Back in those days, the term mystified me as it just 
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seemed to be a laundry with a pair of concrete troughs and an old washboard in one 

corner.  My lasting memory of this room is that it was always stacked with old 

newspapers that seemed to go back hundreds of years.  Copies of the Argus, Herald and 

Sporting Globe were all tied in neat bundles, stacked to the roof.  I can recall that the 

roof of this room was lower than the ten-foot ceilings in the rest of the house and that it 

sloped towards the back door.  Years later I learned that this was essentially an 

outhouse and not built to the same standards as the rest of the place. 

 

The backyard, what there was of it, was cobblestoned.  It would have been all of twelve 

feet on the old scale from the back door to the fence along the lane and tucked away in 

the furthest corner was the mandatory weatherboard dunny.  Terrified of the big black 

hairy spiders I knew were greedily awaiting me, I never once relieved myself there, 

always choosing to sneak up the little side pathway, to pee between the windows out of 

anyone’s gaze.  Little Nan must have been amazed by my retentive capacity as she was 

always asking me if I ‘wanted to go’, counseling me with the excellent advice that it was 

not good for the kidneys to hold on for too long. 

 

The parlour at the front didn’t seem to get much use and I don’t recall too much about 

how it might have been furnished, except that I did sleep there on one occasion so there 

must have been a bed.  The furniture that I do remember was in the sitting room.  There 

was an ornate chaise lounge against one wall, and a plush leather sofa and club chairs 

like the ones we see depicted in scenes from elite men’s’ clubs.  The suite was crafted in 

blackwood the upholstery being attached with hundreds of brass upholstery pins. 

 

In Little Nan’s bedroom, there was also a fireplace like the one in the sitting room, but 

not quite as decorative.  A large mirror hung by a gold chain over the mantle.  On each 

side of the mirror were two delicately carved emu eggs sitting in two very elegant 

blackwood egg cups.  I was always fascinated by these marvelous oddities but never 

allowed to touch them as I was reminded by my Aunty Reita that they were very 

precious to Little Nan.  However, when I was about twelve, I asked about the emu eggs.  

Little Nan smiled and took me into her bedroom, reached up and carefully handed me 

one of them, gently blowing the dust off it as she did so.  I couldn’t believe how feather 

light it was, as I assumed it was still full of whatever emu eggs contain.  Little Nan told 

me the specimen in my hand was ‘very old’ and had been carved by an old aboriginal 

who made a living out carving ‘Dreamtime’ scenes on eggs for station owners in return 

for ‘white man’s tucker’.  (It was only while reliving this scene of some fifty years ago, as 

I wrote, that this particular conversation came back to me!)  
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 After asking why the egg was empty and how this came to be, Little Nan explained that 

the eggs were ‘blown’, that is a very small hole was worked into each end of the egg, a 

sharp thorn inserted to break to skin inside after which the contents would be expelled 

by blowing from one end.  The natives would use sharp flints to etch images on the shell.  

 

I apologize to readers if I have indulged myself by going on for too long about my 

grandmother’s reminiscences, and my recollections of her.  What I have been trying to 

illustrate is the parallel between Ellen Emma’s experiences and those of Gerte.  After all 

they lived during the same period and were married to brothers in the same business.  

However, Ellen does not seem to have experienced the same level of hardship that Gerte 

describes.  In some ways, Gerte’s experiences seem to mirror what we might have 

expected Margaret to describe if she were able to recount to us, her early days on the 

homestead.  

 ◊◊◊   ◊◊◊   ◊◊◊   ◊◊◊   

 

From what we have seen and read so far of Gerte’s and Ellen’s experiences, we have a 

pretty good idea of what outback life was like during the period between 1880 and the 

1930s.  To give this story some balance and put into perspective what outback life was 

like for the women and girls, I came up with the idea of having the present day bush 

girls describe in their own words, what being a ‘bush girl’ meant.  I am indebted to Ann 

Polesma for what follows.  After I floated the idea to her, she very enthusiastically 

marshaled her troops around her and collected a wonderful assortment of recollections 

from her mother, Rene, adding her own thoughts along with those of her sisters.  By 

way of explanation, Rene grew up on ‘Walmer Downs’ while her daughters lived all their 

early days on ‘Ettrick’, alongside neighbouring ‘Glen Emu’. 

 

It is now over to Ann, who takes up the narrative: 

 

Rene's mother Dora was a Hawthorn girl, who married Dan Dowling , then came 

to live in the country.  

 

The first years were spent living in the town, until the ‘Walmer Downs’ 

 homestead was properly set up for a wife and  children to live there. One 

necessity was the connection of the telephone so that Dora was able to 

communicate with doctors or with her Melbourne relatives. While isolated from 

them, it was very difficult for her after leaving a comfortable lifestyle for the dust, 

flies and the heat of the bush.  In spite of this, she brought all of her standards 

and values to her new home and raised her children in a loving atmosphere but 
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with a firm hand, supported by her husband whose goal it was to make a hard life 

easier for his much loved wife. 

 

For company, Dora's sister visited for weeks at a time. Laughter and chatter filled 

the house. Cooking and cleaning together and help with the children made a huge 

difference to Dora's life at the time. Dora also played the piano and enjoyed card 

games . 

 

Dan always had a motor car, so trips to Melbourne were quite frequent. Her first 

child, born in Balranald was stillborn, so she made the trip to Melbourne to have 

the best medical attention for the rest of her family. During the Summer holidays, 

shopping and catching up with her relatives was an important and very welcome 

priority. 

 
Dan and Dora Dowling in front of ‘Walmer Downs’ Homestead – 1940s 

 

Dan had a well organized office at Walmer Downs.  He was a book keeper, so did 

a good job recording everything accurately. The money management was his 

responsibility.  There were good times but the income was seasonal and varied 

from year to year depending on how kind or merciless the climate was to wool 

production.  In hard times, there was less personal spending.  The motto was “If 
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you couldn’t pay for it, you couldn’t have it.”  It worked well for the family 

through the years. 

 

When times were prosperous, Dora would often head off to Melbourne for 

shopping.  She usually took a signed cheque or two to purchase goods.  In 

Balranald, like most country folk, the family had accounts with the main shops.  

So Dora would make a phone call and have the  goods she needed  delivered by 

mail.  Dan would get the bill to pay at the end of the month!  Not a lot has 

changed there, the process continuing to this day. 

 

Dora inherited money from her uncle and then her mother. With it she bought 

cattle, and the proceeds  went to her  from that day until she died. A little bit of 

independence. 

 

There was no getting away from the fact that it was a man's world in the bush. 

There were always some hired help working with Dan.  They lived in huts away 

from the house and ate separately from the family in another room. Things were 

more formal then. The girls were called "Miss" by the workers and Dora, "Mrs 

Dowling". Never any familiarity. 

 

Rene remembers how, as children, they were  taught to "know  their  place". 

They were seen and not heard . 

 

“You helped your mother as much as you could, if you were a girl. Made beds  in 

the morning , did the dishes.  No good complaining.” 

 

The children had a live-in teacher, so a normal school day was had. If there were 

six pupils, that qualified as a registered school, so a teacher would be provided 

and be paid by the Government. A cousin came and lived at ‘Walmer Downs’ to 

make up the numbers. After school each day, the girls helped their mother with 

little jobs, like tidying linen cupboards, dusting and cleaning, before going horse 

riding. They eagerly looked forward to this every day. Often they rode to the mail 

box to collect the mail bag with all its exciting contents. The children played 

tennis on their own real tennis court, having to wear the correct shoes. They also 

played board games and loved reading books or listening to the radio. "Blue Hills" 

was a favourite.  Rene  was a smart girl. She overheard her mother say so to her 

father , suggesting they send Rene away to school. His reply was    "She will get 

married". 
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Rene’s biggest regret to this day, is that she didn't have the chance to go to 

school and go on to do nursing. That is why so much effort went into giving her 

daughters an education, so we could "map out our own lives". She took the 

greatest delight that Margaret, her youngest daughter, became a nurse. 

 

Outings were very special. A trip to a gymkhana, or to town, even to the 

neighbors’ was all welcome interruptions to the everyday life on the station. A trip 

to town took two hours but each journey was a carefully planned outing.  

Dressing up was a major part of this, planning what to wear, trying on several 

outfits before finally deciding. 

 

In those days the store catalogues arrived in the mail four times a year coinciding 

with the seasons.  The catalogues from David Jones Store were always popular 

with the girls who enjoyed making most of their own dresses.  Choosing the 

material was done by looking at the tiny pinked samples glued onto the pages of 

the haberdashery section of the catalogue. They also bought their cosmetics, and 

gifts the same way. 

 

Christmas was always an exciting time.  Sleeps were counted down almost as 

soon as December started.  The routine for Christmas festivities was much the 

same as as it has always been. A piece of gum tree was painted and decorated.  

Pillow cases would be hung on the mantle with excited expectation.  Then we 

would all go into town for Midnight Mass and next morning, as soon as daylight 

broke, we would rush to see what we had Father Christmas had left for us.  The 

finding of books, games and tins of toffees was all very exciting. 

 

For Christmas lunch, Dora cooked a chicken, and baked the ham in scone dough.  

This was followed by plum pudding and custard, all washed down with beer or a 

sherry. Visitors came and went throughout the afternoon.. 

 

The weather as far as Rene is concerned, has not changed much at all.  There 

have always been droughts, floods, heat and dust.  People have changed more. 

They have become so used to coolers and fans or electric blankets and heaters, 

 that  when they are  denied  these comforts, it must be climate change!  People 

are so used to these conveniences now.  In her day there were no fans, just a hot 

breeze while sleeping in a sleep out in Summer. Dust storms and heat were just a 

part of life. 
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People called in out of the blue  now and then, like the odd swaggie. He would sit 

outside and wait for a package of tea, sugar, flour, meat and bread before 

pushing off again. Sometimes an Indian hawker would drive up in his van, selling 

fruit, groceries and clothes. Dora liked to at least see what was on offer. 

 

There were no aborigines in the area, who would call in or wander about there. 

About the only thing that scared Rene in her life were snakes. A fear of them was 

bred into most country children. "Never jump over a log".   "Look around before 

you walk". 

 

When sheep stayed or escaped from their paddock, they would be noticed by the 

neighbour when he next mustered and drafted his own sheep. A phone call would 

bring the owner to claim his lost ones from the yards.  Quite often, a neighbour 

or three would be there already helping his mate with the work. On such days, a 

tucker box would be prepared and packed by a wife, filled with all the lunch 

requirements for  several hungry men. Bread, cold meat, tea, sauce or pickles, 

cake or scones and jam were usually on the menu. 

 

After marrying Kieran O'Halloran, it wasn't until 18 months later, that Rene, 

Kieran and the baby (Ann Marie) actually moved from town to Ettrick, their own 

home. The family grew to three in less than three years. 

 

Ettrick was eight miles from ‘Walmer Downs’, so Rene was living fairly close to 

 her parents and the old home. That was a comfort to her, knowing her family 

was nearby.  Kieran had men working with him on the place. Rene did the 

cooking for all these extras. It was tough on her with her three babies. 

 

These men came for meals around the table with the family. Very different to how 

it was done at ‘Walmer Downs’. Everyone together; very familiar, first names 

used, less formal approach altogether. 

 

Rene had a tough time when it came to our education.  She was the supervisor to 

our home schooling.  We would just get started on a lesson in the tiny kitchen, 

and in would come Kieran and his men for morning tea, or a mid-day dinner. 



CHAPTER 9 - THE OUTBACK GIRLS – A TRIBUTE 

241 

 

There was no timetable.  Lessons were constantly interrupted in this way.  We 

would escape and hide, knowing it was wrong, but it was Dad's fault. We didn't 

mind missing school. 

 

Rene fed these men well; two, two course meals every day; a main course and a 

dessert.  Food was fresh.  Meat, vegetables from the garden, milk, cream, eggs 

from the henhouse and every fruit imaginable from the orchard.  When the floods 

came, the orchard was inundated and died. A sad loss. 

 

Rene became well known for her amazing cooking skills.  She had plenty of 

practice and often did a loaves and fishes act, using what she had on hand when 

not given much warning.  Her motto was, "There is always room in my inn". 

 

She was generous to a fault when it came to other people. How many children 

she must have minded for sick mothers, or just people who went away for a 

while, it would be hard to count.  As a born and bred country girl, she was one of 

a kind. Exceptional. Generous.  Always thinking of others.  Accepting 

 
Some of the Outback Girls  (L-R)  Ellen Emma with Ellen (Steve’s twin),   Eleanor Grabau,  Kay (Bill’s 

wife), Ann Marie, Kieran holding Richard and Bill holding Steve  (circa 1946) 
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disappointment cheerfully.  Accepting her duty, probably much more than her 

share. 

 

Ann continues her story now, recounting what life was like for she and her sisters 

growing up on ‘Ettrick’: 

 

As very small children we loved the fairies Trish and I.  We were very little of 

course. We wanted to communicate with them, so they would know we loved 

them.  One Winter's evening, we picked little tiny leaves, flowers and berries, all 

off weeds probably.  They looked like the size fairies would be able to hold. We 

put them into a tin can that had water in it and left it all outside in a secret place 

up on top of a corrugated iron water tank. Next morning early when we went out 

to see if the flowers and berries were gone, we found the water had frozen into a 

cylinder with all the coloured flowers through the ice in suspended animation. We 

were convinced it was the work of the fairies, and never forgot finding such a 

beautiful surprise.  Country kids create their own fun most times, and use their 

imagination overtime. 

 

Unlike our mother and 

grandmothers, we were sent 

away from our normal home 

lives from the age of 8 to 

boarding school. We came 

home for the holidays and 

enjoyed a lot of precious 

freedom and fun, but did help 

our mother as you would 

expect.  While at school we 

lived by very rigid rules while 

hopefully being moulded into 

good women by the nuns! We 

learnt to sew.......altar linen 

and vestments for priests! 

Never really needed to use 

that skill since.  It was such a 

different life to being home in 

the country, the routine, the 

discipline, silence, bells, 

 
Ann and Trish – Early 1950s 
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clickers, very odd at the time to young ferals from the bush of the outback. 

 

We grew up with plenty of space around us. Isolated really ,missing out on 

playing regularly with other children who were not family. A trip to Balranald was 

looked forward to for days before, anticipating which other little girls we would 

see in there ,and maybe have some time with, out on the street or in Grandma's 

back yard in Mayall Street. Catching up with other family members in town for 

the day was also exciting for us. 

 

Most of us were home-schooled in the primary years, except for the Grabau girls 

who lived in town and went to the Convent.  I remember receiving our large 

packages of school work by mail. Getting back the previous week's work with the 

added ink stamps, saying "Very Good", or "Excellent" or less often, the much 

coveted star shaped stamp that denoted “Perfection”.  There were no stickers in 

those days like there are now.  Then there was the thrill of the new work for the 

week.  It was sent to us in "sets", all put together with gold split pins.  All fresh 

and inviting.  Often traffic lights, special lollies tumbled out of the large package, 

they were flat and easy to hide in the mail, put there by teachers as rewards for 

good work. 

 

In the early years, this all went well, but it became harder for our mothers to give 

attention to the necessary supervision with the normal everyday interruptions to 

our routine. In addition, in most cases each family was still growing in numbers 

so there were new babies to look after as well, not to mention, the input required 

into helping run the property.  The men who helped the husbands had to be fed, 

so there was much cooking needing to be done every day. 

 

By the time we had reached ten years of age, it was decided that we would be 

sent away to a boarding school.  My sister and I went to the nuns in Balranald for 

a couple of years, where a boarder's house was opened for country girls.  After 

that it was off to Melbourne like our cousins. Some went to their mother's old 

school.  Our cousin Ellen Cecilia went to Sacred Heart College in Ballarat.  The 

Glen Emu and Grabau girls went to Star of the Sea, while wewent to the Convent 

of the Sacred Heart.  The Rosalind Park girls went to Gennezano. 

 

When Trish and I ended up at boarding school in Melbourne, we found these 

distant cousins all at the same school, Bernadette, Kerin and Gabrielle. They, 

along with little brother Roger, were the children of Francis (Frank) and Frances 
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O’Halloran.  Their grandfather was also Frank, the son of Roger and Johanna.  

The Roger born in 1845 was, of course, our great-grandmother’s little brother.  

Our cousins’ Roger later went to Xavier’s Burke Hall.  He grew up and married 

one of the Corser girls from a large family, most of whom were girls. So there 

was enough to go round when Corrie's brother Peter was looking for a wife. He 

married Janet Corser. 

 

For the May school holidays in 1955 when I was thirteen, Trish and I went to 

Frank O’Halloran’s home in Gippsland. It was Winter and freezing, to say the 

least. Gippsland certainly seemed much colder than the Riverina.  We got there 

Friday night, said the Rosary with the family and went to bed. On Sunday, got up 

at 6am to go to Mass, just across the road conveniently, with frozen feet and toes 

wading through the frost. After Mass we helped around the house with the normal 

chores. Later, we walked across the road to the convent to take four tins of 

cakes, freshly made that morning, just for the nuns.  The family was like that. 

 

Five pounds a week on the plate for the priest.  They certainly looked after the 

religious people, loving the sacrifices they made.  They were a lovely family, but 

very different to ours.   Roger was about 3 then, or less, because he sat in a high 

chair at the Sunday roast lunch.   I met him again at a wedding in 2009. He 

seemed like a happy man. 

 

Back to Kerin. I think she married a Patrick Buick, had some children with him.  

They lived in Canberra near, or in an old Convent, turned into a motel or Bed and 

Breakfast.  Later they divorced. 

 

Bernadette was in my class at the school. She went off to Alice Springs with her 

husband.  They had a printing business, decorating T-shirts.  It went for ages, but 

at the wedding, Roger told me that Bernadette's marriage had failed also. She 

had another partner, had sold the business and was buying a motor home to 

travel around Australia. 

 
When the holidays came at Boarding School, we were bursting with happiness.  

To be going home was so special, after being away for three months during which 

time we were totally home-sick and miserable at the same time every day.  Our 

holidays were wonderful, all planned out by our parents.  We went to the beach 

house for a few weeks in January, and enjoyed the sea. 
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We loved getting together, as a big family, on the banks of the Murrumbidgee 

River at Tori, to fish and have picnics, or barbecues.  Some of our day, naturally, 

would be spent helping our mothers with the young children, later to go riding 

bikes or motor bikes, or driving various cars and trucks around the paddocks, or 

reading and just being free. 

 

Later as we grew up, some things about the holidays changed.  We went to 

parties all over the district.  Often with our brothers doing the driving and 

bringing us home as the sun came up. 

 

Kieran had a movie projector and joined a club or library, from which we chose 

the movies which arrived for the holidays.  Cousins and neighbours came from 

miles away to enjoy a widely advertised evening.  A movie night at Ettrick.  

Sometimes two films would be shown.  Following the films or at interval, there 

was a big supper, cups of tea, cakes and biscuits.  On very hot nights we watched 

the film outside, under the stars.  Once, joined by a small snake. 

 

We studied, and worked hard at school.  And as a reward, some of us, had a year 

off with our families, before deciding to leave home again for Melbourne, to study 

once more and make our own way in life.  During the year at home we would get 

our driving licence, prepare for, and make our debut at the school ball, and have 

time in Melbourne staying with school friends or relatives.  We enjoyed our 

family.  We helped our mothers with the younger ones, and did different jobs 

around the house. 

 

Eventually, we all graduated and joined the work force for a few years, then the 

weddings began!  Then motherhood.  Now many of us are grandmothers, and 

love it. 

 

There were others who came to the country as we left it behind us.  There were 

the young women who came from different towns or cities and married our 

brothers and cousins.  They too must have had some expectations of how their 

lives would turn out in the bush apart from working in and away from the home 

and raising their children.  They also faced the hardships that no-one could have 

really prepared them for. They accepted and met the challenges, but with hope 

for a great future for their families. It was probably much harder than they 

expected.  Adjusting to a new life which differed so much to what they were used 
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to just like Margaret and her daughters did, when they came to Balranald over a 

hundred years before. 

 

Frances came to Glen Emu with Patrick, Glenda to The Ridge with Richie, Anne to 

Ettrick with Tony, Maryanne to Tylden with Tim, Sue to Waldaira with Steve, Ruth 

to Glen Emu, then Horsham, with Brendan.  Then the new O'Halloran families 

began. Another generation being offered the chances of an education in order to 

move on into a field of their own.  Computers were introduced for the children's 

home schooling, then a school bus became available to pick the children up at the 

main road, take them into Balranald to school, then drop them off to be met after 

very long day.  Again, as we did, the girls went away to boarding school, to study 

for a career, and are now independent and very much in charge of their own 

lives, thanks to the sacrifices made by their parents and those who came before 

them. 

 

 
Rene and her Daughters 

The Outback Girls in 2009 (L-R)  Ann Poelsma, Mary Murphy, Rene O’Halloran, 
Patricia McClelland and Margaret Murphy 

(Note:  Margaret and Mary’s husbands, although both Murphys, are not related to 
each other, or to the Murphy family featured in Chapter 11) 
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Chapter 10 
 
Frank O’Halloran – The Picture Show Man 
 

In 1977, Rod Taylor and John 

Meillon starred in the Australian 

movie The Picture Show Man.  The 

movie told the meandering tale of 

1920s travelling showman, Lyle 

Penn, who brought movies to small 

country towns.  Although the movie 

has its moments of charm and 

atmosphere, it is largely without 

any plot and never really gets off 

the ground.  Meillon is typically 

Meillon but even he struggles with 

the flat script.  Ironically, Rod 

Taylor, Australian by birth, plays an 

American in the film and although 

he gets top star billing, hardly 

makes an appearance. 

 

When researching the life and deeds of Frank O’Halloran, I was reminded of this film but 

the more I learned of Frank the more it dawned on me that if a movie were ever to be 

made of his exploits, it couldn’t fail to be infinitely more interesting. 
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There is something about eldest children in the O’Halloran family.  They seem to have 

been born with a certain drive that compels them to think “outside the square”.  Michael 

and Patrick were both eldest sons who established themselves by doing things 

differently.  Both were trailblazers, albeit in different ways.  Michael escaped from his 

poverty-ravaged homeland by plunging headfirst into the abyss of emigration to an 

unknown land, while son Patrick utilised his well developed entrepreneurial skills to carve 

out a solid existence, first as a multi purpose contractor and then as a successful grazier. 

 

The third generation eldest son, 

Patrick Francis O’Halloran was also a 

big thinker who grasped every 

opportunity that came his way and 

enjoyed great success.  Frank, born 

in Balranald on 14th December 1905, 

spent his early days working with his 

father at ‘Rosalind Park’ and stayed 

on for some time after Pat’s sudden 

death to ensure his mother could 

cope.  Looking back at Ellen Emma’s 

life, there wouldn’t appear to have 

been much doubt about her prospects 

of survival in a man’s world after Pat 

died but Frank’s actions during those 

difficult times speak volumes for the 

integrity and loyalty of a man who 

obviously cared a great deal for his 

mother. 

 

In an earlier chapter, Frank’s brother 

Kieran expresses the opinion that 

Frank didn’t share the same enthusiasm for life on the land as his brothers and their 

father.  Nevertheless, he did give it a go, with interests in properties such as ‘Clare 

Corner’ given him by his mother, and ‘The Oaks’ that he purchased. 

 

Frank was educated at Assumption College, Kilmore where one of his favourite subjects 

was music.  With the encouragement of his father, Frank developed into a talented 

pianist and after his Assumption days were over he returned home and with some of his 

 
Baby Frank in 1905 with Mum Ellen and Aunts Rosa, 

left, and Minnie Fitzgerald, right 
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brothers, established the ‘O’Halloran Brothers’ dance band which was in popular demand 

in the Balranald district. 

 

Just nineteen when Pat died, Frank 

bravely shared the running of 

‘Rosalind Park’ alongside Jimmy 

Fitzgerald under his mother’s ever 

watchful eye.  It was around this 

time that Frank followed in his 

grandfather Richard Fitzgerald’s 

footsteps by engaging in horse 

trading but soon gave this up and 

entered in to a sheep dealing 

partnership with his mate Clive Lay, 

who owned a drapery store in 

Balranald, and Stock Agent Percy 

Holland.  Under this arrangement, 

the group purchased stock all over 

New South Wales and ‘walked’ them 

south to markets.  If there was a 

good fall of rain and feed was 

plentiful, the men sold the sheep at 

a good profit.  Frank’s son Brian 

says that his father rarely lost any 

money on these sorts of deals, 

preferring to hold on to a flock until the price was right. 

 

By 1932, Frank’s entrepreneurial skills took another turn when he opened an electrical 

appliance shop known as the Balranald Radio Company in the town.  He also sold 

bicycles from his shop and cornered the market as the only supplier in the district. 

 

During the 1930s, the effects of the Great Depression were receding and movies were 

rapidly gaining in popularity, particularly now that sound was an added feature.  Frank 

had always been fascinated by the cinema and in 1935 his keen interest led him to take 

big risk and get into the movie business.  He did this by leasing the local Theatre Royal, 

which comfortably seated 450 people, and hired popular movies, screening them for his 

paying audience.  The venture proved very successful and Frank’s next move was to 

take a big gamble and cross the border into Victoria to the prosperous town of Swan Hill 

 
Frank in his Assumption College uniform 
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where he leased the newly built Town Hall,  which in 1935, was the epitome of modern 

style.  The venue seated 1200 patrons and its success encouraged Frank to base his 

operation, O’Halloran Theatres, there.  From such humble beginnings, the business 

expanded to include such locations as Deniliquin, Nyah West, Warracknabeal, Dimboola 

and Nhill.   

 

During this period, Frank had taken up 16mm film photography as a hobby but was 

putting it to a very practical and profitable use by filming local sports events and race 

meetings and other incidents of public interest.  These film clips would then be shown at 

his theatres as local newsreels, probably alongside the well known Cinesound newsreels 

of the day.  The clips were usually filmed on weekends, rushed to Melbourne for 

processing on Monday and expediently returned to Swan Hill by Wednesday for 

screening that evening.  This became very popular with locals who flocked to the mid-

week screenings to see if they had been captured by Frank’s camera the previous week.  

The 16mm film was not able to be shown from the projection booth because it was not 

compatible with the equipment.  Frank got around that by setting up his projector in the 

centre aisle of the theatre and projected the image onto the big screen. 

 

Later on Frank re-activated his earlier partnership with his old friend Clive Lay, and 

together they purchased the Paramount Theatre in Maryborough, a separate enterprise 

to Frank’s Regent Theatre circuit.  At its peak, O’Halloran Theatres controlled thirteen 

screens at eleven locations, spread across hundreds of kilometres of Victoria and New 

South Wales. 

 

During the course of researching this book, the author spoke to the late Roy O’Halloran 

who lived all his life in Cohuna, Victoria.  Roy recalled that as a boy he had spent many 

Saturday evenings at one or other of Frank’s theatres.  Roy had made himself known to 

Frank and had expected that Frank might look kindly on a relative and bestow free or at 

least a discounted admission.  In his ninety-first year Roy still harboured a certain 

bitterness that he had been denied a ‘freebie’, when Frank exclaimed, “We’re here to run 

a business, not a bloody charity!”  Although later events would prove Frank to be clearly 

disposed towards charitable acts, his reply to a young Roy was indicative of his approach 

to business. 

 

With the speed of the Japanese advance through South-East Asia, a remote facility was 

required for Australian and US flying boat servicing and repair, and Lake Boga was 

chosen for this function in 1942. Initial personnel arrived to establish the Catalina and 

Marine Air Flying Boat Repair Depot in June of that year, and over the next five years, 
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the unit would service RAAF, Dutch and American flying boats. The station at Lake Boga 

closed in November 1947. During World War II, the Depot housed about a thousand 

permanent Navy personnel at the base where, Roy O’Halloran, mentioned in a previous 

paragraph, was also stationed as an aircraft mechanic during the War.  Frank arranged a 

lease of the local hall and equipped it for screening movies.  Again, the venture proved 

to be a huge success. 

 

Some of the early O’Halloran Theatres screened only on Saturday evenings while other 

venues operated two or three nights a week.  The first Swan Hill Regent at the Town Hall 

screened five nights a week with a Saturday matinee but was closed on Tuesday and 

Sunday, depending on demand. 

 

During the War years, films were released through the circuit and travelled by train to 

Deniliquin then via bus to Balranald and by car to the theatres at Swan Hill, Nyah West 

and Lake Boga.  Frank’s son Brian recalls his own responsibility in those days for 

ensuring that films made it to their next scheduled screening.  It was the projectionist’s 

job to actually ensure that the films arrived at their correct destinations and he achieved 

this with a motor bike and sidecar attached on which he would scramble from town to 

town to deliver the precious celluloid reels so that the show could go on. 

 

In the 1950s, Brian did his National Service training with the Air Force and learned to fly 

where he was stationed at the Laverton base.  Armed with his private pilots’ licence, 

Brian acquired a Cessna aircraft that enabled him to deliver the reels of film to where 

they were required for screening.  Mention of the aircraft reminded Brian of a hair-

raising incident in 1962.  Frank and Brian were in Swan Hill but Frank needed to return 

to Melbourne urgently.  The weather had turned nasty and was unsuitable but insisted 

they had to make the flight.  It was a rough trip but had gone reasonably well until they 

neared Mt Macedon when the weather worsened.  Recognising that they could not 

continue, Brian piloted the plane to nearby Kyneton, to a paddock he knew had been 

used by other fliers for safe emergency landings.  Brian was able to land the aircraft 

safely but just as he did, the combination of a sudden gusty tailwind and wet, slippery 

grass, propelled the plane forward towards a fence.  Brian attempted to turn the plane 

and almost succeeded but at the last minute it clipped the fence.  Brian and Frank 

walked away unscathed.  The plane was repaired and later sold. 

 

In the early days venues for movie screenings were mainly leased local halls like the 

Swan Hill Town Hall but Frank also had outdoor venues such as the one in 
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Warracknabeal.  Brian recalled an interesting story concerning Warracknabeal that also 

sums up Frank’s ‘never give in to the bastards’ motto. 

 

“We had leased the Town Hall at Warracknabeal to screen movies for some time 

and it was a popular venue with the locals.  Just after the War, the Council 

decided to summarily kick us out, preferring to lease the venue to a returned 

serviceman.  Dad kicked up a bit of a fuss but soon discovered that the Council 

wasn’t about to give in.  Unfazed, Dad bought a vacant block of land in the town 

and erected a marquee that he filled with seats and set up a large screen at one 

end.  He then had a truck fitted out with the necessary projectors, parked it at 

the back of the marquee which was left open, and so the show went on.  It was 

the birth of O’Halloran’s Mobile Theatres”. 

 

 
Frank O’Halloran (centre) and his team at the Swan Hill Regent theatre in 1937 

 

Having regard to Frank’s initial business venture with the Balranald radio Company and 

his penchant for developing enterprises in regional areas, it should come as no surprise 

to readers that Frank acquired a radio station in 1945.  2QN Deniliquin was a low-

powered country broadcaster struggling to make ends meet.   However, Frank saw it as 

an opportunity to vary his business activities and made an offer for the station that was 

duly accepted.  He then set about refurbishing the station, updating its technology and 

increasing its output power tenfold from 200watts to 2000watts.  This increase in 

broadcast power put 2QN on the radio map for listeners in remote corners of New South 

Wales and Victoria resulting in significantly increased advertising revenue.  Frank 

eventually disposed of the station to the Macquarie Network in the late 1950s, not only 

with a handsome profit margin but also having established 2QN as one of the leading 

regional broadcasters that it remains to this day. 
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In 1958, O’Halloran Theatres built and operated a modern, well appointed facility at the 

corner of Rutherford and Campbell Streets in Swan Hill.  The new theatre seated 990 

people on two levels.  For a time both the old and the new Regents operated together, 

the Town Hall being renamed The Civic.   

 

Frank’s ventures were enthusiastically endorsed by the crowds that flocked to watch the 

latest movies but he was far from finished yet.  He had sent son Brian overseas to the 

United States to investigate the latest fad there known as drive-ins.  On his return Brian 

reported that the fad had taken off beyond all expectations and was especially popular 

with young adults who were also enjoying a significant measure of independence via the 

motor car. 

 

On the basis of this advice, Frank seized yet another opportunity and built small drive-in 

theatres at Beverford and Kerang which were incredibly popular for many years. 

 

The indoor theatres were all named or renamed ‘Regent’, while the drive-ins were called 

‘Swan Line’ at Swan Hill and ‘Park Line’ at Kerang.  Their car parking capacities were 360 

and 260 respectively. 

 

A ballroom was also included in the new Swan Hill theatre project.  Located next door to 

the theatre, the Orana Ballroom was used for many purposes including basketball finals. 

 

The building of these new ventures presented Frank with a new problem – a shortage of 

building bricks.  The War years had seen a major reduction in the production of building 

materials.  Manpower had been redirected to the war effort and in the immediate post-

war years industry was struggling to recover.  In addition, immediately after the war, the 

Federal Government established the War Service Homes Scheme for returning 

servicemen and available building materials were being directed towards that effort.  As 

usual, Frank was able to devise a solution to the problem by building his own brickworks!  

A vacant property was acquired just north of the Swan Hill township and a large igloo-

shaped kiln for firing the bricks was erected. Clay for the bricks was quarried nearby.  

Production was quickly up and running and the new projects in Swan Hill were completed 

with hardly a hiccup. 

 

Always a canny businessman, Frank wasn’t afraid to take on the film distribution 

companies.  He refused to pay percentages and only rented films at fixed prices.  He also 

refused the distributors unreasonable demands to accept packages of films, preferring to 
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book the films he favoured and which he thought more popular.  No point in booking a 

film that no-one came to see. 

 

Then came 1956 and with it television.  As the popularity of television surged and local 

reception improved, theatre audiences dropped off alarmingly, although drive-ins 

remained popular, especially in summer.  The public acceptance of television had a huge 

impact on theatre crowds. Rapidly waning patronage resulted in revenue falling to a 

trickle.  Profits plunged alarmingly and Frank struggled to stay afloat when the banks 

began calling in their loans. 

 

Frank was a civic minded man whose biggest project outside of his work was assisting 

the Catholic parish in building a new church in Swan Hill.  His organising and purchasing 

skills were invaluable, even to the extent of persuading local Italian fruit growers to 

back-load building materials free of charge after their visits to Melbourne markets.  All 

ministers of religion were given free passes to all programs at Regent Theatres and 

complimentary passes were also regularly sent to the nurses at the Swan Hill District 

Hospital. 

 

In later years, Frank, now joined by son Brian, in the family business, diversified into 

other areas.  Brian was also behind the idea to capitalise on the ten-pin bowling craze 

sweeping Australia in the 1960s.  After returning from a business trip to the United 

States, Brian suggested to his father that a venue devoted to the latest fad would be 

good business.  The Orana Ballroom was converted into a ten-pin bowling centre in the 

early 1960s and in the 1970s, the picture theatre became the Oasis Motel complex which 

housed a revamped version of the movie theatre. 

 

Brian was also keen to establish such a venue in Melbourne and strongly suggested so to 

his father.  Frank was totally supportive of Brian’s proposal and advised Brian if he was 

going to do it, do it in a big way.  A large site was selected in Camberwell that required 

the purchase of several properties and the Golden Bowl complex was established, 

opening in 1964.  The Golden Bowl was a joint venture between Brian and his father.  

Brian had a 45% holding while Frank held the remaining 55%.   

 

The Golden Bowl Sports centre was a very successful enterprise and Frank became so 

well known in the area that local residents suggested he seek election as a councillor for 

the City of Camberwell.  In 1973, Frank bowed to public pressure and threw his hat into 

the ring.  The local newspaper at the time, the “Camberwell Gazette” ran an interesting 

feature on Frank: 
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Frank O’Halloran 

Patrick Francis (Frank) O’Halloran is a man with an aura of confidence and success.  He is the 

Managing Director of the Golden Bowl Sports Centre in Camberwell, a family business he owns with 

his two sons, which is said to be the largest indoor sporting complex in Australia.  From his office 

upstairs at the Golden Bowl he controls a staff of over 100 personnel, and attend to his other business 

interests, which include a motel-hotel in Swan Hill and theatres in a number of country centres. 

He is a man used to succeeding in everything he 

undertakes, and his list of successes includes 

ownership and the administration of a 

commercial radio station, a number of theatres, 

hotels and other business ventures. 

He is a widower – his wife died three years ago 

– and has two sons, one of whom “represents 

our company’s interests in “Swan Hill”, and the 

other has recently completed a university course 

and is now living with his father. 

Frank O’Halloran originally came from the 

country and was associated with wool-growing 

in the Hay-Balranald district of New South 

Wales where his brothers are still graziers.  His 

many and successful business activities began in 

the early 1930s with the purchase of a group of 

theatres and the radio station in Deniliquin 

which has been relocated, rebuilt and improved 

from a 200watt station to a 2000watt transmitter 

which it is today. 

One of the hotels he owned was the Elizabeth (the old Argus) in Elizabeth Street, Melbourne.  It was 

sold to Mr Jackson who recently purchased the Palace Hotel in Burke Road, Camberwell. 

To build the Golden Bowl Sports Complex Frank bought several properties on the site and has been in 

control of the venture since its inception.  Contrary to what people may think, the popularity of bowling 

still exists.  It is a very successful venture with an average of 20,000 people using its facilites every 

week. 

Until his wife’s death, Mr O’Halloran lived in Toorak in a home which he still owns, but is now a 

Camberwell resident, living at 4a/111 Camberwell Road. 

His latest venture is not a business one.  He is a candidate for the South Ward seat on the Camberwell 

City Council occupied for the past three years by Councillor Dorothy Laver. 

“I was approached by many residents to represent them on Council,” he said. 

“My own business goals have been achieved and I am content to try to help other people. 

“I feel I owe the people of Camberwell a practical form of appreciation for their continued support over 

the past eight years. 

 

Frank’s official electioneering photograph 
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“I think the Camberwell Council is a progressive one, but I am disappointed at the obvious lack of 

council interest in youth work.” 

 

Frank O’Halloran says he has always been vitally interested in youth and he and his late wife used to 

sponsor up to five young people annually so they could achieve their education potential. 

He is interested in all youth activities and in the provision of youth facilities.  Other interests include 

the maintenance of parks and gardens of the Ward, provision of childcare and kindergarten facilities, 

and he is concerned too with elderly citizen’s homes as well as encouraging the maximum facilioties 

for cultural activities and improved recreational services. 

He feels too that his wide business experience would be of value in council work. 

Asked how a man of his many business interests would find time for onerous council work, he replied 

that he is in his office for twelve hours a day every day of the week. 

“No-one is more vulnerable than I am,” he said.  “Residents will be able to contact me here in a central 

place.” 

 

Frank’s tilt at politics wasn’t as successful as he would have liked.  He polled reasonably 

well but not enough to get over the line.  Brian probably hit the nail on the head when 

he said, “The essential ingredients for a successful politician are rat-cunning and 

deviousness.  This wasn’t Dad.  Certainly, he was tough in business and knew how to cut 

a good deal but he was always honest in his negotiations and for these characteristics he 

was well respected among his business associates.” 

 

 
Frank and Kathleen’s wedding day – 18 March 1932.  Kieran O’Halloran, the Best Man is standing 

between the two Bridesmaids.  Frank’s sister Eleanor is standing between the Bride and Kieran. 
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Up until this point we have concentrated on Frank’s business activities.  But there was 

much more to the man than corporate success.  He was also a much loved family man 

devoted to his wife and their two sons.  1932 was also the year that Frank married 

Kathleen Mary Murphy – on St Patrick’s Day - which also happened to be his late father’s 

birthday.   

 

Always known as Kath, the new Mrs O’Halloran, born on 18th November, 1909, was the 

daughter of grazier William John Murphy and his wife Catherine Mary (also a Murphy) 

from Hay, New South Wales, who had married at Balranald in 1905.  Their son John was 

born the following year.  Kath was a favourite in the family because of her warm and 

affectionate nature and her innate ability to make everyone feel welcome.  Ann Poelsma, 

Kath’s niece, sums up her aunt’s characteristics with the following recollection. 

 

“I would like to give you an idea of how warm and generous she was.  She had no 

daughters but would have been a lovely mother to one judging by the way she 

treated her nieces.   

 

Some weeks before my wedding to Corrie in 1965, Kath and Frank gave me a 

‘Hens Party’.  Lots of friends and family were invited to their Grange Road home 

for a wonderful evening.  It began with a James Bond movie – their little home 

theatre was just about full.  We couldn’t forget that theatre, full of its comfortable 

arm chairs.  The lights were dimmed and the long thick curtains were silently 

drawn back to expose a cinemascope screen, just like in the city theatres. 

 

Later an ‘Aunty Kath’ supper was served.  A table laden with nothing but the best 

which Kath proudly passed around to the great delight of everyone present.  

Finally, Frank sat down to the piano and began to play all the popular songs of 

the day.  In no time he was surrounded by all those who had voices to sing with – 

and some that didn’t! 

 

You should have seen how pleased and happy he looked, performing as he did. 

 

While I was engrossed in all this fuss and attention, guess where my fiancée 

Corrie was?  Back in Kew baby sitting several babies and small children of the 

women at the Hens Night – and managing superbly!” 

 

Frank and Kath had two sons, Brian Francis born at Balranald on 19th October 1933 

followed some years later by John Julian on 21st May, 1947. 
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Frank had never been too keen on overseas travel, which probably explains why Brian 

had undertaken the ‘business scouting missions’ to the United States on Frank’s behalf.  

Brian thought that his parents would enjoy a trip outside Australia and made the point 

that they had worked hard and deserved a break.  Eventually, in the 1950s, they agreed 

to travel to Japan and Hong Kong, flying on the forward journey and returning home on 

a cruise liner.  In this way the couple could avoid all the hassles with excess baggage as 

a result of their enthusiastic shopping sprees in Hong Kong. Frank and Kath enjoyed the 

holiday so much that they repeated the trip in later years. 

 

Tragedy struck the family in May 1970, when Kath collapsed after suffering a cerebral 

haemorrhage and was rushed to St Vincent’s Hospital, Melbourne, where she died a few 

days later on 22nd May.  She was buried at the New Cheltenham Cemetery on 25th May.  

Shortly before she died it seems that Kath had a premonition of her fate and confided so 

to son Brian, who spent many hours at her bedside before she passed away without 

regaining consciousness. 

 

Some time after Kath’s death, Frank remarried a woman named Madeleine.  They moved 

to the Gold Coast where Frank purchased an idyllic apartment with sweeping ocean 

views.  Ever the ‘horse trader’, Frank sold the apartment inside of twelve months at a 

profit of more than $100,000 and invested the money in a luxury residence on the 

rapidly developing Canals estates where properties were eagerly sought after by both 

local and international celebrities during the 1970s property boom instigated by Gold 

Coast Mayor Alderman Bruce Small.  The author should explain here that there are no 

‘dodgy’ connotations regarding the expression ‘horse trader’.  In Australian business 

circles the term is applied to those who are quick to recognize and seize a legitimate 

profit when it offers itself.  This is how Frank had always done business and he was very 

good at it. 

 

According to Brian O’Halloran, Frank talked of buying a boat to do some fishing but was 

taking his time getting around to it so Brian stepped in and acquired a suitable craft on 

Frank’s behalf.  Brian fondly recalls several happy times he and Frank cruised the canals 

enjoying the sunny Queensland climate while ruminating over their successful business 

experiences together. 

 

During his later years Frank maintained his mental acuteness but his body was failing 

him, especially his legs which were sorely troubled by steadily worsening arthritis.  After 

a few years Frank tired of the Gold Coast lifestyle after becoming homesick for his many 
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friends in Melbourne so he and Madeleine returned to Victoria where Frank purchased an 

exclusive apartment near Melbourne Grammar overlooking the Botanic Gardens and the 

picturesque Yarra. 

 

Although he had not been in the best of health for some time, Frank’s death was both 

sudden and unexpected.  In the early hours of the morning of 21st November, 1989, 

Frank woke from his sleep, got up and sat in his chair, complaining of feeling most 

unwell to Madeleine who rang for the doctor but Frank slumped forward and passed 

away.  By the time the doctor arrived nothing remained to be done.  It is worth 

mentioning here that Frank’s doctor, Keith Grabau, was actually the brother of his 

brother-in-law Dan Grabau, who had married Frank’s only sister Eleanor. 

 
Frank with Ellen and sister Eleanor 

It is often the case that high achieving businessmen like Frank are so totally focussed on 

their business lives that family becomes their second priority.  If this is the rule for such 

‘workaholics’ then Frank was certainly the exception.  In his younger days, when working 

at Swan Hill, he made a point of travelling home to Balranald to be with his mother, 

always taking Sunday lunch with her.  When sister Eleanor was widowed during the War 

and left with two young boys, Frank arranged for her to take up residence in a house he 

had built two doors up from his mother’s place, Tara, in Mayall Street.  In 1960, when 

his mother became terminally ill, he arranged for her to move to his Grange Road 

address in Toorak.  Ellen was proud of all of her children but especially so of Frank.  He 

was her first and it was not unreasonable that she “put him on a pedestal” so to speak.  

Certainly, Frank reciprocated his mother’s affections. 
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There was another story that emphasised Frank’s generosity.  In the 1930s, just before 

the Second World War broke out,  Frank’s brothers on the land had experienced a couple 

of disastrous seasons in which the wool price had fallen sharply and money was in short 

supply.  Frank arranged a huge Christmas party for all of the family with gifts for 

everyone, especially the children who all received new bikes and the latest toys.  His 

brothers never forgot his kindness. 

 

His family saw Frank as an astute businessman who was well liked by his associates 

even though he was as tough as nails.  His son Brian recalled an incident when he was 

managing the Elizabeth Hotel on the corner of Elizabeth and Little Lonsdale Streets in 

the 1950s.  On this occasion, Brian was working behind the bar when a customer asked 

that a £20 cheque be cashed.  Brian duly obliged but the cheque ‘bounced’ and the 

customer never showed his face again.  Frank was furious with Brian and instructed his 

payroll people to deduct the missing amount from Brian’s wages and replace it with the 

‘dud’ cheque.  Looking back, Brian agrees that his father did the right thing.  It taught 

him a valuable lesson and Brian never cashed another cheque for a customer. 

 

 
L-R: Bill, Vin, Frank and Steve O’Halloran with Darren at the front at niece Delia’s 

wedding on 21 November, 1976 

There was obviously a great bond between Brian and his father.  They were much more 

than just father and son.  They were mates and business partners first and foremost.  
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They shared an unfettered trust and loyalty to each other, each the confidante to the 

other.  They went everywhere together racking up the miles on the speedometer as they 

travelled from venture to venture in almost every major town in northern Victoria and 

over the Murray into New South Wales.  I asked Brian to give me an example of their 

relationship, Brian was effusive in his reply, mostly giving the impression that Frank 

‘spoiled his kids rotten’ but there is one story that is especially worth quoting.  I’ll let 

Brian recount it: 

 

“I was doing matriculation at Xavier and I was an average student who 

represented the College in the Rowing Eights, the First XVIII and acted in Gilbert 

and Sullivan roles in College Revues. I was also a Prefect in my final year.  I was 

probably going to pass my matriculation but a university place certainly wasn’t a 

given.  It was March and the Melbourne Motor Show was on so we went along.  I 

was very taken with one particular car there, a Jaguar XK120, a very flashy, sleek 

sports car, a classic nowadays.  Dad noticed my keen interest in the vehicle and 

he offered to buy me one if I got into university the following year. 

 

“Well, I worked hard, passed matriculation with flying colours and was offered a 

place doing Commerce at Melbourne so I asked Dad when the car was going to 

arrive.  It took a little while but eventually he came good with it, even though it 

was a second-hand model!” 

 

Apart from Brian, the collective view from the rest of the family is that Frank was 

particularly fond of his country nieces and nephews.  He looked after them when they 

were at various boarding schools in and around Melbourne.  He would regularly invite 

them to stay at Grange Road for “many unforgettably wonderful weekends”.  They loved 

his home theatre and enjoyed the most up to date movies.  The food was always 

excellent and plentiful and Aunty Kath’s mothering was well received too.  Frank 

welcomed all the kids to his Golden Bowl, had them taught the art of ten-pin bowling 

and spoilt them with all sorts of treats before the trip back to school.  Aunty Kath was 

very social and correct but also most loving, warm and kind, generous and caring.  Her 

nieces and nephews were very fond of her and always felt as welcome as if they were 

her own children. 

 

In recalling the Sunday film evenings and the ‘Aunty Kath’ suppers, Brian said his 

mother worked tirelessly to make them successful, staying up well into the early 

morning in her kitchen baking and preparing the treats for her guests. Ironically, her 

kitchen duties meant that she never got to see any of the Sunday movies. Brian 
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describes Kath, as all who knew her remember, as a saintly woman who never had a bad 

word to say about anyone.  Brian said his mother was, “A real people pleaser who 

couldn’t do enough for people.” 

 

Frank’s life odyssey is an amazing story of success at daring to be different.  It deserves 

a movie in its own right! 

 
Ellen Emma and Frank 

 

 
Eleanor and Frank on the occasion of her marriage to Vincent Connellan 

Frank performed the duty of ‘giving the bride away’ 
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Frank and Kath O’Halloran’s Family (courtesy of Julie Anne O’Halloran) 
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Chapter 11 
 
The Dowling- Murphy Connection 
 
 
In Chapter 7 we explored the significance of two pioneer families in the O’Halloran 

heritage.  Yet there are two other families who are just as important to the family 

ancestry.  Rene O’Halloran was a Dowling before she married Kieran.  Her grandfather, 

Edward Dowling married Charlotte Murphy in 1879 at Maude, near Oxley in New South 

Wales.  Charlotte’s father Daniel had married Mary Coyle, the daughter of the last 

surviving Waterloo veteran Richard Coyle, and the couple migrated to Australia in the 

1860s. 

 

When I was researching the Dowlings for this book, my trusty collaborator Ann Poelsma 

dug deep into her treasure chest of family mementoes and made available to me a 

collection of documents and newspaper cuttings, the like of which would be the envy of 

any family historian. 

 

Amongst the collection was a slim booklet compiled in 1983 by Marie and Dennis 

Murphy, entitled “The Story of the Daniel Murphy & Mary Coyle Family”.  The booklet 

was compiled from the many and various contributions of the family members collected 

before and after a huge reunion of the Murphy family held at “Goopaile”, Balranald, at 

Easter in 1981.  The booklet contains a complete and very detailed history of the 

Dowling and Murphy families and makes such interesting reading that I have included it 

here in its entirety.  There were no photographs in the original booklet.  Those appearing 

here are from Ann’s collection. 
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INTRODUCTION 

This story needs no introduction and it has no end.  Just a simple tale of an Irish couple who, 

like so many thousands of Irish people in the 19th century, came to a young, vibrant Australia, 

seeking a better life. 

 

But it is special to us, as these are our very own people – from whose loins we have sprung – 

and because of them we are as we are today, walking tall and free in Australia, 115 years on 

from that April day in 1866 when Mary and Daniel Murphy set foot on Australia soil. 

 

Theirs is a story of courage and character, of quiet determination, of love and affection for 

their children, with the guidance of a deep faith and high principles.  We owe them much and 

one hopes that Daniel and Mary can look down with pride on their descendants today as we 

acknowledge their heritage and pay them homage in recording their story for our children. 

 

To Mary and Daniel we acknowledge, and also to God, a great debt of gratitude in our 

awareness of how very well they laid those foundations of deep family caring, still so evident 

in the strong bonds of family affection which unite this diverse group of kinfolk, five 

generations later. 

 

And so, for posterity, we tell this simple human story of Mary and Daniel, so that you may 

know from whence you came.  A story so fascinating that it certainly bears out the maxim of 

truth being stranger than fiction. 

 

A mere novel pales in comparison with the drama of this Murphy story.  Running, as it does, 

the whole gamut of human emotions – tragedy, elopement, drama, romance, wealth, 

inheritance, even murder most foul. 

 

The dominating impression one gains from absorbing this fascinating story and reflecting on 

the understated depths hidden by this condensation of bald, factual statements, is that of 

magnificent, strong characters, and very high intelligence. 

 

I feel Mary and Daniel would like to think we too have inherited those characteristics.  Now 

read their story. 
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FAMILY OF MARY AND DANIEL MURPHY 

 

Mary Coyle and Daniel Murphy 

Married at St Malachy’s Church, Belfast, Northern Ireland 

11 Children 

Amended sequence of children 

CATHERINE  Born America – died in infancy 

CHARLOTTE  Born America – Married Sgt Dowling at 18 

CATHERINE (2) Born America – Married H Prendergast at 16 

Charlotte and Catherine had a double wedding at Maude, NSW 

SUZANNE Born Wagga Wagga – eloped and married William Kimber at 22 in 

Hay, NSW, 1888 

WILLIAM Born Maude, NSW – married Catherine Murphy 

PATRICK 

BERNARD Married a widow.  Had Balranald Hotel.  Died at 29 – poisoned 

NELLIE Married Charles Norman – No Issue 

ROSE Spinster 

EDITH Spinster 

DANIEL Married Kath O’Donnell 
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HISTORY AND FAMILY TREE OF MARY COYLE AND DANIEL MURPHY 

 

Family Tree of Mary Coyle 

Mary was the youngest child of Richard and Charlotte Coyle.  The name Coyle originated 

from the family name of St Colinkele.  Mary’s mother Charlotte was the daughter of  Francis 

Sloane who married a Miss Morrow and was an only child. 

 

Francis Sloane was a man of property as he owned two linen mills and nearly all the Town 

Lands of the village of Glenevery in Northern Ireland.  However by joining in a rebellion 

which failed in its purpose, all his property was confiscated and he had to flee to England.  

Presumably, his wife and daughter accompanied him. 

 

Charlotte probably met Richard Coyle, an army officer, in England at wherever his Regiment 

was located.  The Regiment was located at Bath when his last child Mary, was born there on 

19th April, 1834. 

 

Richard Coyle fought in the Peninsular Wars in Spain and at the Battle of Waterloo under the 

Duke of Wellington and was the last Waterloo veteran to die.  Richard had two brothers, one 

in India, possibly also a soldier, while the other held some very good position on the Estate of 

the Marquis of Londonderry at Mount Stewart in Ireland. 

 

Jean Kimber remembers her grandmother  telling her stories of having holidays at Mt 

Stewart, of being the pet of the “great” ladies there and recipient of apples and sweetmeats.  

Jean also has in her possession the prized relic of the Waterloo button.  A button off 

Richard’s Army overcoat, one of which Mary gave to all her girls – but this is the only one of 

which we have heard. 

 

Richard and Charlotte Coyle had four children: 

Martha, Rosanna, Hugh and Mary. 

Mary’s eldest sister Martha was a very pretty girl and the protégé of a wealthy neighbour – 

wife of a Colonel of an Indian regiment.  She took Martha to India with her and there Martha 

met Charles Gould, an American who was on a world tour.  They fell in love, she went to 

America to meet his family, and were married there.  They had a daughter, Sarah Elizabeth, 

of whom nothing else is known. 
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Martha had her sister Rosanna over to visit, and Rosanna became engaged to Charles’s 

brother but he had a riding accident and died.  Rosanna later married James McMunn but 

seemingly did not think he was the equal of the man she had lost.  She was heard to say that 

she had “passed by the gentleman and married the coachman”.  (Apologies to the McMunns 

for relating this rather unkind story). 

 

The McMunns came to Australia to live and Rosanna’s husband predeceased her.  She lived 

in Norton Street, Lochardt until her death and a surviving grandson, Hugh, lives at Croydon, 

NSW. 

 

The Coyle son Hugh attended Eton College and whilst ice skating there, had a fall, injured his 

back and never walked again.  Mary was quite young when he died and one of her stories 

relates to how she saw him die when they were living in Bath.  He was sitting in his 

wheelchair by a window and Mary, looking at him from where she sat at the breakfast table, 

remarked to her mother how still Hugh was.  His mother went over to him and fond him 

dead. 

 

Hugh was a gifted artist.  He painted a picture of the battle of Waterloo as described to him 

by his father.  Mary brought this picture with her to Australia where it was destroyed by fire 

which broke out in the Blue Room guest room at the Maude Hotel. 

 

In forwarding this family history for the Easter Reunion, Jean Kimber asks, “Did some guest 

smoke in bed?” 

 

Well Jean, after all this time, there is quite an interesting sequel to this story which came to 

light (no pun intended) at the Reunion.  In general conversation concerning that painting and 

the fire, and many relatives had knowledge of it, we have finally tracked down the source of 

the fire at the Maude Hotel, together with an admission of guilt from the culprit. 

 

From none less than one of Katie’s sons, Bill Prendergast who, I guess, at the hale and hearty 

age of 89, now considers it safe to own up.  Bill told us of how, when staying there as a small 

boy of about 6, he went off to bed with a candle.  A gust of wind caught the curtains in the 

flame and the rest is history. 
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The McMunn’s also brought some of Hugh’s sketches to Australia but the whereabouts of 

those is unknown. 

 

At the time of Hugh’s death, the Coyle’s seem to have been living in Bath but it is known that 

Richard Coyle retired early from the Army and returned to live in Ireland.  Although we do 

not have much detail on it, it was at this time that Mary Coyle and Daniel Murphy met in 

Ireland ans were married at St Malachy’s Church in Belfast.  Unfortunately, we do not have a 

date of that marriage but for the interested relatives wishing to trace it back, it could be 

approximated as the late 1850s, working back from the known facts that Mary and Daniel ahd 

three children born in America before returning to Ireland, and then migrating to Australia, 

arriving in 1866. 

 

HISTORY AND FAMILY TREE OF DANIEL WILLIAM MURPHY 

(Son of Kitty McGarry and Bernard Murphy) 

 

Our detailed knowledge of Daniel and his antecedents is regrettably, not as comprehensive as 

the background we have on the Coyles but we are indebted again to Jean Kimber for the 

fascinating history we have. 

 

Daniel was the son of Bernard Murphy of Lochgiel, Northern Ireland.  Bernard’s father was 

said to have been a chemist.  Bernard didn’t have good health and with a view to restoring it 

he was sent to stay on a farm owned by a wealthy family named McGarry.  The McGarrys 

had a daughter Kitty with whom Bernard fell in love but her parents would not agree to the 

couple marrying.  So Bernard and Kitty eloped and with them went Kitty’s old nurse, Kate 

O’Hara, who lived with them for the rest of her life.  Daniel had vivid memories of a 

childhood spent in Kate’s care. 

 

We do not know where Bernard and Kitty lived but her family disowned her and she never 

saw them again.   

 

Bernard and Kitty had three sons, Daniel the eldest, John who went to America and remained 

a bachelor, and Alexander, the youngest, who came to Australia and lived at “Currawarna” 

near Wagga Wagga. 
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Kitty had a brother, Daniel McGarry, who went to live in Los Angeles. 

 

We know a little more about this family in America through Rosie Murphy who went to 

America with her father Daniel when she was sixteen.  John wrote to Daniel asking him to 

visit as he felt he was failing in health.  Daniel decided to go taking Rosie, a pretty, curly 

headed and quite unsophisticated girl from the Australian bush.  They stayed with the 

McGarry relations in Los Angeles and Rosie was overawed by their fashionable house and 

lifestyle. 

 

Aunt McGarry was astonished to find Rosie did not possess an evening gown and as they 

always “dressed up for dinner”, she had to be provided with suitable attire. 

 

Rosie said the young cousins made fun of her accent and laughed at her for calling Candy 

“Lollies”. 

 

Not long after they arrived in the USA, Daniel felt he should hasten back to Australia and 

attend to his business affairs.  Rosie was disappointed to be leaving the lap of luxury so soon.  

So it was arranged that her uncle John get a housekeeper and have her in his home in Santa 

Monica.  Later Rosie returned to Australia in charge of The Ships Captain.  A ship’s 

newspaper reports a “mock marriage ceremony” between Rosie and a gentleman going to 

Australia as a representative of typewriters. 

 

Rosie often spoke of her visit and kept in touch with the McGarrys often giving friends 

travelling to the USA introductions.  Jean Kimber relates that unfortunately when she later 

went to America in 1955she was unable to obtain their address as Rosie had died and Babe 

Jenkins had destroyed all her papers and records. 

 

Reverting to Daniel and Mary… 

After their marriage in Belfast they went to America where they bought a farm in 

Holmesville, Pennsylvania.  As Daniell came from a farming family, he was probably 

proficient in farming techniques.  It is thought that Mary may have inherited money through 

the Sloane family but there is no confirmation of this. 
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Jean Kimber remembers her Grandma Mary staying with them at Baulkham Hills when Jean 

was 15, and telling many stories about her life in Holmesdale.  One was about taking a pail to 

get water from the well and finding a large snake there upon which she dropped the pail and 

fled screaming to the house.  Another story about Ireland was a rather risqué one ending up 

with “There’s your creels and thank you”.  Jean wonders if anyone else knows the story. 

 

Another tale concerned an incident on the train when they were leaving America and a farmer 

at a country station tipped a barrel of apples onto the train saying, “Help yourselves, folks”. 

 

They were several years at Holmsedale during which time the Civil War broke out. 

 

Their first child Catherine, died of an infectious disease in infancy.  Then came Charlotte and 

Catherine, the second, and then when she was again pregnant with Susanna, later born in 

Australia, they had to leave America.  The authorities visited them and wanted to know if 

Daniel intended taking American citizenship.  When he said he did not, they told him he must 

leave the country.  On the other hand, if he became an American citizen, he would 

immediately be conscripted to join the Northern Army – so his options were very limited.  

The solution was to go to Australia, probably the suggestion of Daniel’s brother Alexander, 

who was living in “Currawarna” near Wagga Wagga, NSW.  They returned to Ireland and 

migrated to Australia arriving in Wagga Wagga in 1866, shortly before Susanna’s birth.  

They stayed at “Currawarna”, Daniel helping Alexander on the property until Mary was 

strong enough to travel with the new babe. 

 

One of Daniel’s stories of this period relates to Susanna’s birth certificate.  When he went to 

Wagga Wagga to register the birth he was asked what was his profession, to which he replied, 

“I’ve been doing some fencing.” 

 

Consequently, Susanna’s birth certificate states Father’s Occupation as “Fencer”. 

 

One wonders about the link with the Alexander Murphy family at “Currawarna”, as nothing 

much seems to be known about them.  Perhaps someone in NSW might be interested in 

following up this branch. 
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One story which comes through from Jean Kimber is that of her mother telling her the 

Murphy girls at “Currawarna” sneered at her riding habits as theirs were tailored to measure.  

Perhaps this story tells it all. 

 

Mary and Daniel came to Maude and took up the Maude Hotel and Store.  Daniel apparently 

also had a Government contract to supply basic food to the aborigines at Oxley.  Jean 

Kimber’s mother remembers going there with her father as a child and the black children 

flattening their noses against the windows to stare at the white child. 

 

The Murphy children were educated at home by governesses, and at one time, a tutor, a Mr 

Hamilton, a retired Presbyterian Minister.  One of the governesses was a Mrs Louisa Coker.  

She married a James Jenkins, the local school teacher and went to Broken Hill to live.  She 

died giving birth to her second child and two of the Murphy girls drove to Broken Hill and 

brought back the daughter, Nellie.  This was Babe Jenkins, and she never left the Murphy 

family. 

 

And now, finally, of the many family stories with which we are all familiar, the most 

persistent and intriguing story is that of wealthy American relations and an unclaimed 

American inheritance from the Estate of an American millionaire.  This naturally arouses 

everyone’s curiosity, even cupidity, and thanks to Joan Kimber’s records we can now lay the 

ghosts, or stir the interest and  relate this fascinating tale in its entirety, as it is all quite true.  

So far as we know the inheritance has never been claimed, although at some stage it is 

believed somebody in the family did try to follow it up. 

 

The origin of the inheritance can be traced by referring to the Family Tree pertaining to the 

Irish Antecedents of Mary Coyle and Daniel Murphy.  The connection is on Mary’s side and 

stems from the Morrows.  In the Morrow family, there were two sisters, names not known.  

One married Francis Sloane and they had one child, a daughter, Charlotte.  Charlotte married 

Richard Coyle and was Mary’s mother.  There were four children, Martha, Rosana, Hugh and 

Mary. 

 

The other Morrow sister married a Stewart of Lisburn, County Antrim, Ireland.  This couple 

had one child, a son, A T Stewart, the source of all the wealth.   
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This A T Stewart married C Clinch and 

they had two children who pre-

deceased them.  A T Stewart had been 

ordained a Presbyterian Minister in 

Ireland and went to New York to teach 

in a Girls’ School there until he 

inherited money from his father.  He 

then bought a “dry goods” (grocery) 

store, got Government contracts, was 

reputed to have owned the largest chain 

of stores in America and eventually 

became a millionaire. 

 

From Mary Lloyd (Prendergast) comes 

a further interesting embellishment to 

this sensational story.  This A T 

Stewart, seemingly, was a very big 

merchant indeed in America and rates a 

mention in the American 

Encyclopaedia.  The following extract 

is taken from the Third Edition of the Columbia Encyclopaedia published by Columbia 

University Press, New York and London: 

“Stewart – Alexander Turney, 1803 – 1876. 

American Merchant borne Lisburn, Co Antrim, Ireland. 

Arriving in New York in 1820, he started in business in 1823 by selling Irish laces.  In 

1846 he established a wholesale and retail dry goods business which, by 1850 was the 

largest in the city.  His new store (later sold to John Wanamaker) opened in 1862, was 

the largest retail store in the world.  Owner of Hotels and other enterprises in New 

York city, he maintained a controlling interest in mills in New England, New York 

and New Jersey and built the planned community of Garden City, Long Island.  He 

was appointed US Secretary of the Treasury by President Ulysses S Grant in 1869 but 

was prevented by law from taking office because of his business connections.” 

 

 
Alexander Turney Stewart 
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The Bust of  Alexander Turney Stewart – Garden City, Long Island, NY 

His mansion on Fifth Avenue was regarded as one of the finest in America. 

 

 
A T Stewart’s Residence on Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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The Mr Hamilton who was a tutor at Maude to Mary and Daniel’s children was also a retired 

Presbyterian Minister.  He had trained in the same seminary in Ireland with A T Stewart and 

knew him well.  It was Mr Hamilton who alerted Mary to her eligibility to claim on the 

Stewart Estate, as his widow was advertising for claimants.  The two Stewart children had 

pre-deceased their parents and Mary was his second cousin.  Hamilton wanted to take her to 

America to make the claim but Daniel refused to let her do so. 

 

A T Stewart’s widow eventually built a church in memory of her husband and we even know 

the church and where it is.  It is the Cathedral of the Incarnation at Long Island, New York.  

When Jean Kimber was in America in 1955 she wrote to the Minister of the Cathedral, a Rev 

M Green, as she wanted to see the church.  Jean says that although she was unable to fit in a 

visit to the Cathedral, she has photographs of it sent to her by the Rev Green and it is a very 

beautiful and unique place. 

 

Author’s Note: 

Wikipedia has a very 

detailed biography of A T 

Stewart including the 

following interesting 

passage which enhances 

the story: 

At the time of his 
death, Stewart was 
building at 
Hempstead Plains, 
Long Island, the 
town of Garden 
City, with the 
purpose of affording 
to his employees comfortable and airy housing at a moderate cost. After his death, his 
wife Cornelia erected several buildings in memoriam, including St. Paul's School and 
The Cathedral of the Incarnation, Garden City; the latter also served as a mausoleum 
to both Stewart and his wife. Stewart and his wife had played a large role in the 
development of Garden City, developing such landmarks as The Garden City Hotel 
(rebuilt in the 1983), St. Paul's School and the Cathedral of the Incarnation. 

Three weeks after his burial at St Mark's Church in the Bowery, Stewart's body was 
stolen and the remains held for ransom. The ransom was paid, and remains were 
returned, although never verified as his. A local legend states that the mausoleum 
holding his remains is rigged with security devices which will cause the bells of the 
Cathedral to ring if ever disturbed. 

Cathedral of Incarnation, Long Island, New York 
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Rumours are strong too with the family that there is also another unclaimed American 

inheritance from Daniel’s bachelor brother John, who lived there.  Our information about 

John is sketchy but through the stories they have heard, some members of the family are 

adamant that he came to Australia and lived here for a while.  He is supposed to have built 

the Balranald Hotel and records show that a John Murphy did build it.  He is also supposed to 

haven to each of his nieces, a gold watch.  Mary (Prendergast) Lloyd has in her possession 

the gold watch Uncle John gave to Katie.  Does anyone else know this story? 

 

If he was here in Australia, he obviously went back to America as Daniel and Rosie visited 

him there when Rosie was sixteen.  He is supposed to have died a wealthy man with Daniel 

as a beneficiary. 

 

So there it all is – the full and fascinating story of the mooted American inheritance emerging 

for posterity.  No longer a vague myth but an integral, factual part of Murphy history.  

Ironically, through the passage of time, the only myth remaining is that any delusions of 

grandeur under which we Murphys have been labouring in contemplating our fortune, have 

now been watered down in order to split with our three hundred odd relatives. 

 

POSTCRIPT 

In the course of collating the information we have on this family history, we are indebted to 

many members of the family for their enthusiastic support and contributions.  A few further 

facts have emerged to be added to the story already set out. 

 

We learn that Charlotte Sloane, Mary Coyle’s mother, was born at Glenevery, Northern 

Ireland, where Francis Sloane, Charlotte’s father owned two mills and nearly all the Town 

Lands of the village before fleeing to England after the Irish Rebellion.  Mary herself was 

born at Bath on 19th April, 1834, at 16 Upper Bristol Road, Bath, and died at her home in 

Neutral Bay, Sydney, in 1915. 

 

We have learned also that Charlotte Dowling also possessed a Waterloo Button souvenir 

belonging to Richard Coyle. 

 

Daniel Murphy died at Maude at the age of 65 and is buried there. 
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Regarding Daniel’s brother John, we have been unable to establish much more than is already 

known.  It is interesting to note however, in the reading of Charlotte Dowling’s obituary, 

printed under her family history, that Daniel, her father, followed his brothers Alexander and 

John to Australia.  This endorses the widely held contention that John was undoubtedly 

around Balranald for some time and then later went off to settle in America.  He is rumoured 

to have had a hotel in Balranald but can find no confirmation of this. 

 

What is extremely interesting indeed, are the records obtained from the NSW Archives 

Authority concerning Publican’s Licences issued from 1866 – 1881, relevant to the Maude-

Oxley districts.  The following letter from the Archives is included in its entirety because of 

its interest to us and it will be noted that a John Murphy held a Licence on two occasions in 

that period.  This would undoubtedly be Daniel’s brother John.  If anyone wished to follow it 

up, a perusal of the details on the Licences would be possible from this information. 

 

Substance has also been given to Mary’s story of the creels, raised in Jean Kimber’s notes.  

This story was familiar to several members of the family and is reputed to concern Bernard 

Murphy.  Whether it is son Bernard, or some Irish Bernard Murphy, is unclear but the story 

runs that Bernard, being somewhat of a rover, was visiting a married woman when her 

husband returned unexpectedly.  Bernard hurriedly hid himself in a creel in the loft but the 

creel rolled down from the bearers in the loft and landed at the feet of the astonished husband.  

Bernard emerged brightly, saying, “Here’s your creels back and thank you very much.” 

 

In an endeavour to ascertain on which ship Mary and Daniel actually arrived in Australia on, 

various family members have diligently scanned Passenger Listings in Melbourne and 

Sydney archives.  To no avail however, which is disappointing as we know the actual date of 

their arrival – on Marys’ birthday 19th April, 1866.  However, the records of this period are 

incomplete and regrettably, we cannot find this information. 



CHAPTER 11 – THE DOWLING - MURPHY CONNECTION 

281 

Details of the letter dated 20th October, 1981, from the Archives Authority of NSW: 

 

Mrs M J Murphy 
11/153 Epsom Road     Ref: GD:CR AO881/1614 
ASCOT VALE   3032 
VICTORIA      20th October, 1981 
 
 
I am replying to your letter of 18th August, 1981, regarding Mary and Daniel Murphy. 
 
In relation to Daniel Murphy’s Publican’s Licence, we searched Printed Lists of Licences 
Issued, 1866 – 1882 (AO Ref: AO Reel 1243) as published in the Supplement to the NSW 
Government Gazette for the years 1866 – 1881.  Under the District of Hay we found the 
following entries: 
 
Gaz. No Date  Name Situation Sign of House 
152 7 Aug 1866 Prendergast, Patrick Maude Maude Punt Hotel 
136 13 Aug 1867 Prendergast, Patrick Maude Maude Punt Hotel 
208 26 Aug 1868 Murphy, Daniel Maude Maude Point Hotel (sic) 
180 24 Aug 1869 Murphy, Daniel Maude Maude Punt Hotel 
216 9 Sep 1870 Murphy, Daniel Oxley Oxley Hotel 
217 1 Sep 1871 Murphy, Daniel Oxley Oxley Hotel 
252 20 Sep 1872 Murphy, Daniel Oxley Oxley Hotel 
  Murphy, John Maude The Punt Hotel 
212 9 Sep 1873 Murphy, Dan Oxley Oxley Hotel 
209 2 Sep 1874 Murphy, John Oxley Oxley Hotel 
  Murphy, Daniel Maude The Maude Point Hotel 
239 9 Sep 1875 Jackson, Robert Oxley Oxley Hotel 
  Lewis, Jane Maude Maude 
322 13 Sep 1876 Murphy, Daniel Maude Post Office Hotel 
  Murphy, Joseph Gunbar Lake Inn 
280 31 Aug 1877 Murphy, Daniel Maude Post Office Hotel 
  Murphy, Joseph Gunbar Lake Inn 
266 27 Aug 1878 Murphy, Daniel Maude Post Office Hotel 
  Murphy, Joseph Gunbar Lake Inn 
331 12 Sep 1879 Murphy, Daniel Maude Post Office Hotel 
  Murphy, Joseph Gunbar Lake Inn 
370 17 Sep 1880 Murphy, Daniel Maude Post Office Hotel 
362 13 Sep 1881 Murphy, Daniel Maude Post Office Hotel 
 
The licences were issued from the Treasury on 1 July each year and ended on 30 June the 
following year.  We have included the names of John and Joseph Murphy wherever they 
appeared in the hope that your knowledge of the family will determine if they are your 
ancestors therefore of interest to you. 
 
Please note that the Passenger Lists for arrivals in Sydney between 1854 and 1922 are 
unindexed and  too voluminous to be searched on your behalf.  This may explain the failure 
to locate Mary and Daniel Murphy in the Shipping Records. 
 
Yours truly, 
 
 
Manager Records 
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As reported elsewhere in this rambling tale, Maude residents have been researching early 

Maude history in preparation for the Maude Centenary also being held in 1981.  Later the 

Committee have since printed a fascinating commemorative book compiling all the records 

gathered concerning the early days of Maude. 

 

 

Daniel and Mary Murphy are featured in the early pages of the book, with a good photograph 

of them supplied by Lyle Murphy, as donors of the first Maude school building.  In relation 

to the origins of the school, the narrator states that, “In April, 1881, the residents of Maude 

decided to apply to the NSW Education Department for assistance in providing a Provisional 

School.  One of the requirements was that parents provide the building and the furniture. 
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A carpenter’s workshop belonging to the Inn-keeper, Daniel Murphy, was selected as being 

suitable for the school building.  The school and two acres of ground was leased to the 

Education department at the peppercorn rental of £1 per annum.  Later, in July 1885, the land 

was granted to the Department. 

 

The first teacher was a Miss Mary McHugh who had been a governess to the Murphy 

children in 1877-78. 

 

Jean Belschener relates that her mother, Suzanna was 11 years old then and spoke of this 

governess, and the other governess, Louise Croker, (who married school teacher Jenkins 

later), and the tutor, the Rev Hamilton. 

 

A complete record is given in this history book of the teachers appointed to Maude School 

from its founding.  It is interesting to note that two of the Murphy girls married two 

consecutive teachers, William Kimber married Suzanna Murphy in 1877, and Charles 

Norman, appointed in 1888, later married Nellie Murphy.  They are reported to have had a 

courtship lasting 18 years. 

 

A licence was first granted t the Maude Punt Hotel in 1864.  In 1866, the year of Mary and 

Daniel’s arrival in Australia, the Licensee was Patrick Prendergast.  The licence was 

transferred to Daniel Murphy 1868.  According to records, by 1878 the Hotel Store and the 

Wool Store were all owned by Daniel Murphy. 

 

In commenting on the early social life of Maude, the dances, the cricket matches, the race 

meetings – mention is made of tennis, with Daniel Murphy being credited with introducing 

tennis by saying, “Having a tennis court installed in the garden of his fine residence between 

the village and the river.  Unfortunately, his home, “Mariposa” was completely destroyed by 

fire towards the turn of the century.” 

 

Two queries arise form this information; why was the home called “Mariposa”, and is this the 

fire which destroyed the painting of the Battle of Waterloo by Mary’s brother, Hugh Coyle? 
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Interesting too to note on the Family Tree, how the Coyle name has been handed on.  William 

Murphy called son Len, Leonard Coyle and Daniel named his son, Ian William Coyle. 

 

And so finally, we have gathered together the scattered threads of Murphy history.  The love 

of family instilled by the example of Mary and Daniel still comes down through the 

generations as the outstanding Murphy characteristic. 

 

If, from this compilation of the Murphy Story, a stronger bond of stability and sense of 

belonging to a large and scattered family emerges for the younger generation – in the sharing 

of their common heritage – I shall be well rewarded for the effort involved.  For my part, I 

can only say it has been a labour of love to record the story of a family to which, as Leo’s 

wife, I am proud to belong. 

 

So many dearly loved faces gone now to God, still live on in our hearts.  It is to them all, for 

the happiness and enrichment they brought into our lives, we dedicate this continuing story. 

 

Marie J Murphy 
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PART III 

HISTORY OF CHARLOTTE MURPHY AND EDWARD DOWLING 

 

Charlotte Murphy  Born Pennsylvania, USA, in 1860 

    Second child of Daniel and Mary.  Married to: 

Edward Dowling  Born Ballymena, Co Antrim, Ireland, 1836 

    8 children of this marriage: 

Mary Catherine  Married George McCrae – 4 children 

John    Not Married 

Susanah Edith  Married Walter Edward Meakes – 3 children, Elizabeth (Lyle), 

Helen, Tom 

William   Died as a child 

Daniel Married Dora Gibbs – 6 children, Joseph (died in infancy), 

Doreen, Patricia, Edward, Robert and Elizabeth 

Charlotte Eleanor Married Edward Borrman – 1 child, Edward 

Doris Married Walter John Meakes – 4 children, Ray, Pat, John, 

Judy. 

Raymond Married Alice Murphy – 2 children, Peter, Richard 

The second son, William, died as a young boy from drinking kerosene at Balranald.  The 

nearest Doctor was in Hay and it was too late to save him when they got there. 

 

Charlotte was the second child of Daniel and Mary and was born at Holmesdale, 

Pennsylvania, USA, their first child, named Catherine having died in infancy.  After 

Catherine (2) (Katie) was born in America they returned home to Ireland and them migrated 

to Australia.  The family settled in Maude, NSW.  Charlotte was educated by tutors and then 

sent as a boarder to Albury Convent.  She stayed there for two years only coming home once 

for Christmas holidays.  When she was eighteen she met Edward Dowling.  Edward was born 

in Ireland where he gave up his job as a surveyor and joined the Irish Constabulary.  After a 

few years in the force, he decided to emigrate to Australia, landing in Sydney in 1864, aged 

28. 

 

Edward’s first venture into business was a Rushcutters Bay where he carried on for two 

years.  He then joined the NSW Mounted Police at the time of the Kelly Gang activities.  His 

first appointment was to be sent to Moulamein, in the Riverina. 
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Edward Dowling’s Police Appointment record Page 1 

 



CHAPTER 11 – THE DOWLING - MURPHY CONNECTION 

287 

Edward Dowling’s Police Appointment record Page 2
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Charlotte and Edward had a double wedding at Maude with Charlotte’s sister Catherine 

(Katie) marrying Henry Prendergast, a grazier who owned ‘New Market’ station.  Charlotte 

was 18, Catherine 16.  Both couples spent the first night of their honeymoon at Homebush 

Hotel.  They went by coach on to Melbourne for the rest of the honeymoon.  A well known 

family story centres o the episode of Charlotte and Katie going into Myers to buy bonnets at 

this time.  The shop assistant patronizingly told them bonnets were only for married ladies.  

Charlotte said they were married ladies and would have one each! 

 
Edward Dowling in his Police uniform 
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Edward and Charlotte’s Marriage Certificate 

Note that the bride’s sister Catherine and her husband, Henry Prendergast were the Witnesses 
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Edward was appointed to Balranald as Sergeant, and five of their eight children were born 

there.  They were then transferred to Lake Cargellico where the other three children were 

born.  Soon after, Edward was again posted to Balranald and there they remained to the end 

of their days. 

 

While the family was still young they adopted a young girl, Lucy, who proved to be a great 

help to Charlotte.  Lucy became a Mercy Nun and was one of the original Nuns at the 

Mildura Convent.  All the Dowling girls finished their education there as boarders. 

Edward Dowling in later years 

 

Edward died in 1911.  Charlotte was still young and became a businesswoman of some note.  

She bought hotels, houses and rural properties and her name and business acumen are still a 

legend in Balranald.  At one time she owned four hotels and twenty seven houses.  She died 

at the age of 82 at ‘Cringadale’, the home of her daughter, Nell Borrman and was nursed until 

her death by her second adopted daughter, Beth Hemphill. 

 

Edward and Charlotte have over two hundred descendants.  The couple were well loved and 

noted figures in Balranald and as we are fortunate enough to have both their obituaries from 

the ‘Riverina Recorder’ of the time have incorporated their inclusion in this recording of the 

Charlotte and Edward Dowling story: 
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‘Riverina Recorder’ 1911 

OBITUARY – EDWARD DOWLING 

“The death of Edward Dowling, JP, which occurred at 12.30am on Tuesday morning 

robs Balranald of one of, if not the oldest of its inhabitants.  In some time past Mr 

Dowling’s  health has been as good as at any time in his life.  But within the last day 

or two he contracted a serious case of pneumonia for which he was treated by Dr 

Foster in consultation by Dr Legge of Swan Hill.  His condition on the eve of his 

death seemed to be improving and gave Dr Foster hope for his recovery.  The doctor 

left Mr Dowling, apparently improved, earlier in the evening and returned about 

midnight. 

 

Shortly after the deceased passed away peacefully, life passed gradually ebbing from 

him. 

 

The late Mr Dowling was born in Ballymena, County Antrim, Ireland, on 1st January, 

1836 and was therefore 75 years old at the time of his death.  He joined the Irish 

Constabulary in his native country but after serving a few years in the Force, decided 

to immigrate to Australia and landed in Sydney in 1864 at the age of 28. 

 

His first venture into business was at Rushcutters Bay, where he carried on for two 

years.  At this time the Mounted Police of NSW offered exceptional inducements to a 

young man and Mr Dowling was one of those who bestrode a troop horse as a 

representative of law and order and found his way out into the back blocks of the 

State, taking the historic village of Moulamein as his first post. 

 

A few years later he came to Balranald to take charge as Sergeant.  He was afterwards 

transferred to Lake Cargellico but soon returned to Balranald where he remained until 

he retired on a pension. 

 

Mr Dowling’s residence in Balranald covered a period of 40 years.  After his 

retirement from the Police he was appointed to the Commissioner of the Peace.  He 

was married in Maude at age 40 and there are eight children of the union, all of them 

except one survive him and reside in the district. 
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Mr Dowling saw some stirring times in the old days and was never happier than when 

seated in is own chair and relating some of his experiences to good listeners, and 

being of a convivial disposition and so well known, he had no lack of them. 

 

Many times he was the only policeman in the town and in those days, the birds of 

passage who visited the town to knock down their cheques were no respecters of 

persons and had a particular animosity for the wearer of a policeman’s uniform. 

 

The late Mr Dowling used often to narrate his encounters with these gentlemen and 

would conclude with pride how, with the assistance of “his trusty blackthorn”, he was 

a match for the best of them. Of course, there were times when it was necessary for 

the exercise of that discretion which is the better part of valour and when telling of a 

joke against himself, Mr Dowling laughed as heartily as anyone. 

 

When he left the Police Force, Mr Dowling turned his attention to civic affairs and 

occupied a seat at the Council table for many years.  During the period he was Mayor 

too.  He also served for many years on the Hospital Committee.  There was probably 

no better known man in the district than Mr Dowling. 

 

Although Mr Dowling was advanced in years, his death comes as a shock to his many 

friends and relatives, to whom we offer our sincere sympathy.” 

 

‘Riverina Recorder’ May,1943 

“OBITUARY – CHARLOTTE DOWLING 

The death occurred at “Cringadale”, Balranald, on 5th May, 1943 of one of the 

pioneering women of the Maude, Oxley, Balranald districts in the person of Mrs 

Charlotte Dowling at the age of 82 years.  The late Mrs Dowling had lived in the 

districts mentioned for nearly 80 years and during that time had displayed the 

characteristics of our adventurous pioneer that earned her the respect of a wide circle 

of friends. 

 

Born in Pennsylvania, USA, she came to Australia with her parents, the late Daniel 

and Mary Murphy, who brought a young family with them to start a life in Australia.  
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Daniel Murphy followed his brothers John and Alexander to Australia, where they 

had been in the Balranald district some years previously.  It is thought that the 

Murphys commenced storekeeping in Balranald about one hundred years ago.  In 

those days, Maude and Oxley were flourishing townships.  Maude had a wool wash 

and served a wide area through the river trade. 

 

Daughter of a pioneer family, Charlotte Murphy, whilst a girl in her teens, married 

Edward Dowling, a police sergeant, who had come to the Riverina to help track down 

the notorious Kelly Gang.  Somewhat older than his youthful wife, Edward Dowling 

settled down to spend the rest of his life in the back country.  He had been a surveyor 

prior to answering the call of the west and when his Department sought to move him 

to the city, he resigned his appointment and took up land. 

 

His death in 1911 left Mrs Dowling with a family of four daughters and three sons to 

provide for.  In an age when businesswomen were the exception rather than the rule, 

Mrs Dowling set upon the task of providing for her family with determination and a 

high degree of business acumen.  She followed the calling of Hotel-keeping in 

Balranald and in due course, was able to invest in property, both urban and pastoral.  

At one time she was possessed of the freehold of three hotels in Balranald as well as a 

number of house properties and land. 

 

On the maturity of her sons, whom she had already provided with a good schooling 

and exemplary home training, Mrs Dowling was able to set them up with properties of 

their own, and with her youngest son, set out on a well earned vacation on a visit to 

her birthplace, to England and a pilgrimage to Lourdes and Rome.  This visit 

coincided with a pilgrimage led by Archbishop Mannix and was one of the highlights 

of her eventful life. 

 

She had the honour, as Mayoress, of cutting the ribbon at the opening of the Balranald 

Railway Line – ‘the souvenir gold-plated scissors presented to her on the occasion 

being one of her most treasured possessions. 
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The first train to Balranald arriving on 26th March, 1926 

 

Mrs Dowling had not enjoyed the best of health for several years and had lived in 

retirement with her daughters.  Her last illness was of short duration, her passing very 

peaceful. 

 

A woman of the greatest generosity, Mrs Dowling had, in an unobtrusive way, helped 

many people.  She was a real peacemaker and one who always found the heart in 

those around her.  She leaves many friends and is survived by three sons and three 

daughters – John, Daniel, Raymond, Mary (Mrs McCrae), Doris (Mrs Meakes) and 

Nell (Mrs Borrman). 

 

Mrs Dowling also reared from early infancy, her grand-niece, Miss Betty Hemphill, 

who has been another daughter to her. 

 



CHAPTER 11 – THE DOWLING - MURPHY CONNECTION 

295 

Charlotte Dowling Daniel Dowling and sister Susanna 

 

At this point I would like to detour from the Murphy story for a few pages to insert 

additional material that has been collected about Edward and Charlotte Dowling’s 

children that seems appropriate to include here. 

 

Firstly, eldest son John born in 1883, contested the NSW seat of Murray in the election 

held on 8th October, 1927, as the endorsed Country-National (Nationalist) candidate.  

The local newspaper, possibly the Riverina Recorder, ran the following election item in 

support of his candidature: 

 

Mr John Edward Dowling, JP, the selected Country-National candidate for the 

Murray Electorate was born at Balranald in 1883 and was educated at St Joseph’s 

College, Hunter’s Hill, Sydney. 

After leaving college he was for some time engaged in gaining experience on 

“Canally” Station, near Balranald. 

In 1901, Mr Dowling entered the office of Mr Andrew Malcolm, proprietor of the 

“Riverina Recorder”, and land agent, remaining there for over two years and then 
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leaving to take up the position of Town Clerk to the Municipality, at the same time 

working up a stock and station agency business in Balranald. 

After nine years service with the Municipal Council, he resigned from the position 

and was elected alderman.  In 1920 he was elected Mayor of Balranald, which 

position he still holds.  During his term of office he worked consistently in the 

interests of the Municipality and the district.  Through his untiring efforts and 

frequent delegations to Sydney, Balranald has a railway connection with Melbourne, 

electric light and water from one power and sufficient funds, by satisfactory 

arrangement with the Main Roads Board for the construction and maintenance of 

roads. 
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He enlisted for active service in the Great War, returning to Australia at the 

conclusion of hostilities, having attained the rank of Warrant Officer.  On his return 

he was appointed President of the local branch of the Returned Serviceman’s League. 

Mr Dowling, In addition to holding the honorary positions of Justice of the Peace and 

Commissioner for Affidavits is one of the Executive of the New States Movement, 

President of the Farmers and Settlers’ Association, Perekerten, President of the 

Progress and Publicity Association, Balranald, a Director of the Moulamein Pastures 

Protection Board and Secretary of the Balranald Pastures Protection Board, and 

takes a leading part in all  the activities of the town and district. 

He owns the well known “Keri Keri” pastoral holding, and, as well as being a district 

grazier, carries on an extensive stock and station business with a branch in Scott’s 

Hotel Buildings, Melbourne. 

The secret of Mr Dowling’s success is his co-operative business methods, every 

person in his employ being allowed an interest over and above wages. 

He is self-made, energetic, progressive and a dinkum Aussie:  therefore has every  

necessary qualification, and will give genuine service if returned for the Murray 

Electorate on 8th October, 1927. 

 

The records show that despite his excellent standing in the community, John was not 

successful in his push to enter Parliament but only by some 514 votes as shown below: 

 

MURRAY - 1927 ROLL: 14,902   

Retained by Labor Party    

Candidate Party Votes %

Davidson, Mark Antony (Re-elected) Labor 5,855 52.3

Dowling, John Edward Nationalist 5,341 47.7

Formal Votes  11,196  

Informal Votes  171  

Total Votes/Turnout  11,367 76.28

Note: Davidson was a sitting Labor MP for Sturt 

 

The second item concerns Daniel and Dora Dowling’s eldest son Edward (Ted), born 3rd 

April, 1923, died 3rd March, 2004.  Ted ran “Meritop” Station, 63 miles north-east of 

Balranald and was a popular grazier in the district well known for the daily flights he  
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The 1964 report of Ted Dowling’s aviation feats 



CHAPTER 11 – THE DOWLING - MURPHY CONNECTION 

299 

would undertake in his Cessna within the Balranald – Hay – Ivanhoe triangle.  On many 

occasions Ted’s watchfulness resulted in the rescue of desperate victims stranded in the 

desolate outback.  One such mercy flight in 1964 was reported in the Mildura paper in 

1964 and appears on the previous page. 

 

 
Two Dowling girls – Rene O’Halloran with youngest sister Charlotte Elizabeth (Betty) in 2009. 

 

The following three pages are copies of births, and marriages as recorded in one of the 

Dowling family Bibles.  These pages were given to Rene O’Halloran a few years ago by 

her cousin Peter Dowling, son of Ray Dowling. 
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Birth Records – Page 1 
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Birth Records – Page 2 
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The Dowling Marriages as recorded in the Bible 
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PART IV 

HISTORY OF CATHERINE (KATIE) MURPHY AND HENRY PRENDERGAST 

 

Catherine (Katie) Prendergast was born at Honesdale, Pennsylvania, USA, on 10th April, 

1863, the third child of Daniel and Mary Murphy.  Their first baby was also named Catherine 

but it died as an infant.  Katie was two years younger than her sister Charlotte.  She was 

never naturalised and was proud of her American citizenship.  When she was two years old 

she left America as her father had decided to come to Australia, his brothers John and 

Alexander, having already arrived in Australia, John in business in Balranald. 

 

Katie, until her marriage, spent her time in Maude but when her father opened a business in 

Oxley, she and Charlotte often rode over there to help him.  Both rode well, side-saddle as 

ladies did then.  They jumped all fences and swam the horses across the Lachlan River, which 

because of reeds, was a dangerous swim. 

 

In 1879, Katie married at Maude, Henry Prendergast, and their wedding breakfast or feast 

was held in Hay.  From Hay they travelled via Balranald to Melbourne for their honeymoon.  

Charlotte and Edward travelled a different route but they met up in Melbourne. 

 

Katie and Henry returned home to Henry’s property at Bouyong near Oxley.  They called it 

“Honesdale”.  The last remaining hotel in Oxley was built for Daniel Murphy.  He allowed 

Katie to name it.  She chose “Commercial”. 

 

After about ten years at “Honesdale”, the family moved into Maude to live.  Katie acted as a 

midwife and general nurse there for many years.  Henry died in 1913 as a result of a 

drowning accident.  Charlotte died in 1914, so Katie had three small children to mind for the 

next six months.  She next went to Queensland to her son Bill.  In 1917 she was at Hatfield 

Hotel with Sam and family.  Then in 1918,she and her youngest daughter, Nita , conducted a 

mixed business in Baradine.  Here, her nursing ability was in great demand, as the nearest 

doctor was 27 miles away and not many cars then.  There were a number of saw mills around 

Baradine and often accidents.  Katie would see to the injured and perhaps order them to a 

doctor. 
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At the shop the cool drinks were all home made.  Hop beer, ginger beer, chillie beer and meat 

pies by the dozens.  Also lollies , and when she could get ice, ice cream which was made in a 

wooden churn. 

 

Nita married in Baradine, so Katie sold the shop and returned to Balranald.  For a time she 

helped her brother Billy Murphy at the Royal Hotel.  From there she took ver the Homebush 

Hotel in 1924.  Leaving Homebush in 1932, she made her home with Charlotte in Balranald 

but spent some time visiting her family at Cobar and Baradine.  Her health was good until 

about three years before her death.  She died in Balranald on 19th September, 1937, aged 74.  

Charlotte, Katie and Willie were always great mates. 

 

Katie and Henry had nine children: 

 

Mary Ellen  Born Maude, married G Smith in 1926 in Sydney – No children 

   Remarried Frank Young in April, 1932 in Balranald. 

Daniel Samuel  Born “Honesdale”, married Annie Cameron in 1910 at Maude 

   Six boys and two girls 

Charlotte Louise Born “Honesdale”, married Charles Hemphill at Maude 

   Two girls and two boys 

Bernard Henry  Never married 

Hugh Coyle  Never married 

William  Married Florence Cameron in 1911 at Maude – Three boys 

   Thought to have remarried a lady named Irene 

Ronald Andrew Married Gladys Dowd in 1926 at Northcote – Three boys, one girl 

Leah   Married Austin Evans in1921 in Sydney – Two boys, one girl 

Evelyn Ethel Nita Married Matthew Ryan in 1922 at Baradine – Two girls, four boys 

   Remarried  Carney 
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PART V 

HISTORY OF SUZANNE MURPHY AND WILLIAM KIMBER 

 

Suzanne Cecilia Murphy Born 1866 - Fourth child of Daniel and Mary Murphy  

Married to: 

William Andrell Kimber Of “Kimberlea”, Yathalla near Wagga 

 

Four children – Aubrey, Leslie, Jean and Stanley 

 

Suzanne was Daniel and Mary’s first child to be born in Australia.  When Daniel and Mary 

arrived in Australia, they went to stay with Daniel’s brother Alexander at “Currawarna” near 

Wagga, as Suzanne’s birth was imminent.  They stayed wit Alexander until Mary was fit to 

travel and then went on to settle in Maude in the Hotel and Store. 

 

In about 1887, William Kimber came to teach at the local school.  He met and fell in love 

with Suzanne Murphy and in 1888 they eloped and were married in the Anglican Church in 

Hay.  Their Marriage Certificate is in Jean Kimber’s possession.  The next day they returned 

to present the family with the accomplished fact.  Suzie’s sister, Charlotte was adamant that 

another ceremony be carried out later in the house and they agreed, but by the time the 

visiting priest reached Maude, their first child, Aubrey was on the way. 

 

It is interesting to note that William Kimber was teaching at the Maude school in 1887 

because in researching for the family history, mention has been made of the fact that Daniel 

was instrumental in establishing the school at Maude.  Maude residents have been 

researching their history in preparation for a planned ‘Back to Maude’ celebration, so it is 

very probable that Daniel Murphy will be featured in their history, with possibly more detail 

than we have on him. 

 

William Kimber taught in several schools in the Wagga district before being transferred to 

Sydney.  In 1924, he resigned and came to Balranald to manage the Commercial Hotle for 

Charlotte Dowling.  They were her for some years before retiring to Sydney and well 

remembered by the family.  In particular, William Kimber’s sister Edith, who was with them 

and a very sprightly character, remembered for her tennis playing ability at 80 years of age. 
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PART VI 

HISTORY OF WILLIAM DONALD MURPHY AND CATHERINE MARY MURPHY 

 

William Donald Murphy Born at Maude, NSW on 24th September, 1868.  First son of 

Daniel and Mary Murphy.  Died 1943 aged 75. 

Married on 24th September, 1905 to: 

Catherine Mary Murphy Born at Garvoc, Victoria, on 21st October, 1884.  Eldest 

daughter of Elizabeth and John Murphy.  Died 1960 aged 75. 

 

William and Catherine had eleven children: 

 

John Ignatius Born 1906, Balranald.  Died 1968.  Married to Irene Gilbey of 

Balranald.  Six children – Irene, Ray, William, Edward, 

Geoffrey and Frances. 

Kathleen Mary Born 18th November, 1909, Mooroolbark, Victoria.  Died 22nd 

May, 1970, Melbourne.  Married Patrick Francis O’Halloran on 

17th March, 1932 at Balranald.  Two boys, Brian and John. 

William Donald Born at Mooroolbark, Victoria.  Died ?  Married to Elizabeth 

Meakes (Lyle) of Hay.  Seven children: Suzanne (died at 11), 

Dianne, Kay, Helen, Gail, Chris and Frances. 

Daniel Lawrence Born at Mooroolbark Victoria.  Died 1942 – killed in action in 

Singapore.  Married Cath Harris, Cobar – No children. 

Eleanor Born 1914, Telford Victoria.  Married George Williamson of 

Sydney, NSW.  Four children: Ronald, Peter, Gordon and 

Helen. 

Frank Kevin Born 4th January, 1916, Telford, Victoria.  Married Sylvia 

Balshaw of Balranald.  Nine children: John, Tom, Kevin, 

Frank, Daniel (Laurie), Michael, Patricia, Therese and 

Catherine. 

Leo Vincent Frank’s twin, born 4th January, 1916. Died 24th July, 1970. 

Married Maire Hickey, Eltham, Victoria.  Three children – 

Dennis, Margaret and Vincent. 
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Leonard Coyle Born 1918, Yarrawonga.  Died 10th August, 1981.  Married 

Lilian Humphrey, Melbourne.  Three children: Terence, Peter, 

Pamela. 

Bernard Joseph Born Balranald.  Died ?  Married Maureen Sporle, Kerang.  

Two children: Brenda and Garry. 

Geoffrey Charles Born Balranald.  Married Josephine Lear Baird.  Two children: 

Geoffrey and Pamela. 

Ronald Stanislaus Born Balranald. Married. No children. 

 

The story of William and Catherine Murphy 

Catherine was the second child of Elizabeth (nee Dowling) and John Murphy of Bolac, 

Victoria.  She had four sisters and two brothers: 

John  Died aged 27, of Consumption 

Catherine (Kitty) Born Garvoc, Victoria on 21st October, 1884 

Lena  Married Ainsworth Harrison.  Seven children: Ron (died), Jack, Max, Keith, 

  Dooley, Sheila, Pat and Peter 

Olive  Married Frank Young. One daughter Belle. 

Ted  Married Dorrie Baker.  One son Ian 

Rose  Married Alf McKenna.  Four children: Max, John, Brian and ? 

May  (Babe) Married Leo Darcy.  Nine children 

Nell  Died at 4.  Brilliant child prodigy pianist. 

 

William was the first son of Daniel and Mary and was born at Maude on 24th September, 

1868.  After being tutored at home he completed his education at St Ignatius College, Hunters 

Hill, NSW.  One of his lifetime school friends who often visited the family was a George 

Alderman who later became the Lands Commissioner for NSW. 

 

William also exhibited great prowess as a cricketer and is reputed to have played Sheffield 

Shield cricket for NSW.  Although this is not certain, his ability and interest in cricket is well 

remembered and inherited by some of his sons who were noted cricketers, chiefly Jack and 

Don.  The cricket pitch he established at Magenta was a focal point for the family and many 

photographs still exist of Father and the boys taken on the pitch, and also of social cricket 

matches at Magenta with the neighbours. 
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(Note:  The author has checked the NSW First Class Cricket Records for the period 1878 

to 1905 but no William Murphy appears to have represented the State.) 

 

William was also a trained singer, noted for his very good voice.  This talent seems to have 

been a family characteristic as Rose and Edith also possessed excellent trained voices. 

 

William was a very big, tall man of much personality and charm.  In trying to portray fully 

the background and characteristics of William for his grandchildren, perhaps there can be no 

better source than his wife Kitty.  In describing their courting days later to one of the family, 

she described him as, “A very dashing handsome figure – always drove the best pair of 

horses in the district, had a beautiful singing voice, a noted horseman and always very well 

dressed.” 

 

When one reflects that Kitty was 21 and William 36 when they were married at “Wintong”, it 

is not hard to imagine her being swept off her feet with all this dash.  She was indeed a 

beauty herself. 

 

William was indeed a very good horseman and widely acknowledged as a noted judge of 

horses.  He was frequently consulted for his advice and judgement and dealt extensively in 

horses throughout his life.  He was noted for his immaculate riding garb, complete with whip 

tucked down the side of the boot. 

 

He was dealing at the time of their marriage and lived in Balranald where Jack was born.  

They later moved to Maude and took over the Hotel.  From there they moved to 

Mooroolbark, Victoria, to a dairy farm and horse dealing, taking with them, Bert Hudson.  

Kathleen, Don and Lawrie were all born at Mooroolbark.  (Stories told of mouse plague).  

The next move was to Telford Hotel where Nell was born and later, the twins, Leo and Frank. 

 

From this period comes the story of the truckload of cows “Willie” ordered when cows’ milk 

was prescribed as urgent for the twins’ survival.  Also the story of Bert Hudson’s supposed 

comment on being shown the twins, “I’d keep that one, if I were you, Bill”.  It is not clear 

which of the twins he indicated. 

 

A dairy farm at Yarrawonga was the next move from Telford, and Len was born there. 
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In 1918 they came back to Balranald where William managed the Commercial Hotel for his 

widowed sister Charlotte Dowling, and the family lived privately at “Derrinane” where 

Bernie was born.  From here to the origin of Bernie’s nickname “Tom”, so named reputedly 

by a family friend, Noel Weatherman, a Stock and Station agent frequenting the house who 

was much attached to Bernie and called him “Tom Weatherman”. 

 

The Royal Hotel, Balranald, became available at this time and, financed by his brother and 

sister, Dan Murphy and Charlotte Dowling – the tycoons of the family, William bought it for 

£4,000.  It proved a very profitable business and while there, William bought “Oberwells” 

station near Clare.  In 1924, he sold the Royal Hotel for £13,000.  On 17th March, 1925, 

“Magenta” was auctioned at Scotts Hotel, Melbourne and William bought it for 5/- an acre.  

He also sold “Oberwells” in October, 1925, and the family moved to “Magenta”, driving the 

1923 Dodge, the first car William bought. 

 

Len Carter drove the wagon which shifted them to “Magenta”, taking three days to get there.  

Charlie and John were later born at “Magenta”, completing the family. 

 

In passing, one cannot help but spare a thought for Grandma, Kitty Murphy at the marathon 

undertakings involved in all the shifting they did over the years before finally coming to rest 

at “Magenta”.  With such a large family, the primitive transport facilities available at the time 

must have sorely tested her noted organisational skills and efficiency. 

 

After one good year in 1924 came the four-year drought from 1927 to 1931 and many family 

tales revolve around these hardship years.  Most family recollections and stories centre 

around “Magenta” day, too legion to mention but familiar to us all. 

 

The picture evolves of a very close-knit, large, happy family, some hardship, certainly, but a 

background of hospitality, of music with Kitty playing and Willie singing; of courtships 

watched with interest; but, predominantly of a shared wit and humour, welding the bonds of 

family affection still, thankfully, so evident where so many of the main players have left the 

stage, and a new generation unites in a common heritage. 
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This Murphy story is also Kitty’s story.  And while we do not have such a wealth of detail on 

the John Murphys, we can at least pass on to those who cannot remember her, the background 

and character of the wonderful little woman she was. 

 

Catherine Mary Murphy, or “Kitty” as she was known to all, was the daughter of Elizabeth 

(nee Dowling) and John Murphy of “Wintong”, Balranald.  Her father John died at the young 

age of forty one from peritonitis and pneumonia, but her mother lived to a good age, living in 

Melbourne with her youngest daughter, May (Babe) Darcy. 

 

Confusion still occurs in the family over the ramifications of Murphys and Dowlings  and is 

further complicated by the fact that Kitty’s mother was also a Dowling – Elizabeth, and 

consequently there are many Dowling relations on her side.  Regrettably, not much is known 

of Elizabeth and John’s origins other than they were Western District families.  John’s father 

was a Thomas Murphy who came from America.  Father William Dowling and Sister Imelda 

and Sister Bonaventura were cousins of Kitty, both nuns being stationed at the Balranald 

Convent. 

 

Kitty was born at Garvoc, near Colac, and educated at St Mary’s College in Geelong.  After 

leaving College, Kitty taught for a time at a school in Framlingham, near Warrnambool.  She 

later told one of the family that she contemplated becoming a nun but did not consider she 

had a vocation.  Those of us who knew her would query her humility on that, as her 

outstanding, implicit faith was her hallmark, endless novenas and intercessions being made 

on behalf of us all.  Perhaps the best known illustration of her faith lies in explaining the 

significance of the red rose buried with her at her own request. 

 

This was a tale she loved to tell on recounting favours granted in answer to intercession, and 

the story is known to many of us.  Centred in the dark days of World War Two when it was 

known that Laurie was with the 8th Division at the fall of Singapore in 1942 and posted as 

“Missing in Action”.  No further news came out on the fate of the 8th Division and all through 

the War years the family worried about Laurie.  No one knew whether he had fallen or was 

being held as a prisoner of war but his mother felt she knew very surely that he was dead as 

prayers for confirmation of his fate had been answered in a very special way. 
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Kitty Murphy’s faith was simple, deep and direct.  She literally talked to God – sure of an 

answer and accepting of the outcome.  On this occasion, unbeknown to anybody, she made a 

Novena to Our Lady, on a sort of bartering basis for a sign that Laurie had gone to God.  The 

sign  she stipulated was, that in the course of the Novena, she would have a bunch of red 

roses placed in her hands in confirmation that he was gone.  She was then living at 

“Magenta” with Sylvia and Frank.  Came the last days of the Novena, no sign was 

forthcoming.  Sylvia and Frank had been to Balranald and arrived back about midnight,  

Sylvia, knowing nothing about Grandma’s recent arrangement with Our Lady, went up to her 

and presented her with a bunch of red roses!  To this day, Sylvia does not know what 

prompted her to take those roses  out to “Magenta”, other than to give pleasure.  But, 

Grandma knew.  She told Sylvia the significance of her action and her mind was thereafter at 

peace for Laurie. 

 

So, there it is.  One for the modern sceptics perhaps and in a family as vast and divers as the 

Murphys we, no doubt, have our share of those. But a bunch of roses arriving at “Magenta” at 

midnight in the middle of a drought, seems a lot more than coincidence.  It was not until the 

War ended and the Japanese released the prisoners of war, that official word came through 

that Laurie had been killed in action.  The first intimation that Kitty received was a letter 

from Tom Meakes who wrote to tell her that he was beside Laurie when he was killed on the 

morning of the invasion of Singapore.  A Greg Barklimore from Cobar and other friends of 

Laurie’s wrote to her also. 

 

Kitty pressed one of the roses and asked that it be buried with her.  So, although by the time 

of her death in 1960 it could not be found, a red rose went with her to meet Laurie. 

 

John Murphy sold his butter factory at Garvoc and the family moved to Swan Hill where he 

purchased the butter factory there.  He later sold that and bought “Wintong” Station, 

Balranald.  William met and courted Kitty at “Wintong” and their wedding was held there. 

 

Kitty is remembered with great love and affection in the family for her faith, love of family, 

tremendous sense of humour and fund of amusing stories.  She was a very petite, pretty little 

person and a highly efficient little perfectionist, as also was William.  This also seems to be 

an inherited characteristic passed on to their family, as loud complaints emanate from the 

Murphy wives o the fussiness and meticulousness of their menfolk. 
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A compilation of the William and Kitty Murphy history would be incomplete without 

mention being made of a character who figures largely in the Murphy stories and is 

remembered with great affection as a part of the family.  This, of course, is Bert Hudson, who 

seems to have spent his life in the employment of either William or Daniel Murphy.  His 

story is an interesting one also. 

 

Bert Hudson first enters the story as a protégé of John Murphy.  He ran away from home, 

aged eight and came to “Wintong”.  He remained there for some years until engaged by 

William for whom he worked for many years, being taken to Victoria with the family.  Bert 

Hudson stayed all his life with the Murphys, working for either Dan or William.  He drove 

teams of horses for them.  A very tall man, he was noted for his strength and highly regarded 

by the family.  Another teamster who worked with William and Bert, Bob Turner, related a 

story years later to Len Murphy, illustrating the noted strength of these men. 

 

He told of an occasion at Maude, when William, Bert and Bob carried, bale by bale, a whole 

wagon load of wool across the Murrumbidgee at Maude because the punt was broken down.  

Bill Prendergast also told this same story at the Easter Re-union. 

 

Another story told by Dan Murphy concerning this period typifies William’s noted skill with 

horses. Dan’s story related to an occasion on which he and Beret were on the road with a 

team of horses in very wet weather.  The wagon was bogged to the axles and they spent hours 

trying to get it out.  Along came William and took in the situation briskly.  He authoritatively 

took over the team, ordered them out and moving off as one, out of the bog they quietly 

came! 

 

Many stories also revolve around another teamster William had in his employ at this time, a 

Tom Slack, working with Bert Hudson tank sinking on “Nap Nap” Station.  Tom Slack is the 

central figure in the amusing story told of his reluctance to change his shirt.  As they were 

coming to a town or property, Bert or William would tactfully suggest to Tom that he should 

change his shirt.  “What does it matter?” Tom would say, “Everybody knows me here.”  On 

the next occasion that the suggestion was made, he would say, “What does it matter?  

Nobody knows me here.” 
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Bert Hudson eventually died about 1940 whilst in the employ of Dan.  He was killed in a car 

accident on the way to “Wattagoona”, the property Dan had at Cobar. 

 

Another name which crops up in Murphy conversations is that of the Marshall families and as 

many of the younger generation wonder about the connection, mention should, perhaps, be 

made of the Marshalls.  The link began in Kitty’s schooldays when she was at school with 

Allan’s mother Frances, with whom she had a lifelong friendship.  Frances married William 

Marshall and they later came to the Balranald district, Allan’s father managing “Gol Gol” 

Station at one time. 

 

In discussion with Frank Murphy while researching this family history, he told such an 

hilarious tale involving the Marshalls that it seems a pity not to share it.  With Frank’s 

inimitable family talent for story telling, he regaled us with the outcome of a letter he once 

wrote to Allan, with whom he corresponded regularly.  Short of news in the back country, 

Frank decided to let his imagination run riot.  He described to Allan some purely fictitious 

hilarious tale involving Nell’s embarrassment with an overnight guest staying at “Magenta” 

from “Til Til” Station. 

 

Long after everybody had retired, Nell remembered she had not placed a very important 

utensil under the visitor’s bed, a la Frank.  Procuring this unmentionable article, she crept 

along to the room, opened the door quietly and fell headlong over a chair, collapsing on the 

bed on top of the startled guest, and pandemonium reigned! 

 

Allan enjoyed this graphic description so much, he passed on the letter to his mother, not 

realising she would take it seriously.  Not until Nell’s next visit to the Marshalls, when Mrs 

Marshall commiserated with her over the ‘dreadful experience’ she’d had with the “Til Til” 

guest, did the truth come out and Nell was furious with Frank. 

 

The Murphy stories go on and on, as they do in all families.  In many cases they give 

substance to the shadowy figures of the past.  They give us, also, a fascinating glimpse into a 

then accepted way of life, which is now very difficult to imagine.  They help us to understand 

the character and individuality of our forebears as they lived with the highs and the hardships 

of a rugged back country life.  Not all that long ago, and yet so very different to our own 

modern way of living. 
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We are fortunate indeed to be able to place on record for our children, such an absorbing 

background of family history while there is still time to talk to the thinning ranks of those 

who remember. 
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PART VII 

HISTORY OF DANIEL EDWARD HENRY MURPHY AND  

KATHLEEN (O’DONNELL) MURPHY 

Contributed by Mary Glynn Murphy (Mrs Brown) – Daughter 

 

My father, Daniel Edward Henry Murphy was the younger of Daniel and Mary’s two 

children and was born at Maude in 1877.  He told me many stories of himself and his sister 

driving in a buggy to dances in Hay in the very early days.  Apparently Dad and his nephews 

Sam and Bill Prendergast were about the same age and they had a wonderful time together.  

They would ride their wild unbroken horses into the river to break them in quickly. 

 

Father and his Mother ran a small store at Maude before moving to Neutral Bay.  Father was 

only eleven years old when his father died at Maude.  Father had the property “Loorica” for 

some years before I was born – I don’t know how long. 

 

Daniel was married at Kerang in April 1924, to my mother Kathleen O’Donnell, at the 

Kerang Hotel owned by her father Patrick John O’Donnell.  Mother had one brother, 

Gladstone John, who was one year older than she.  He was the first man in Kerang to enlist in 

World War One and received many medals for bravery.  He was also a very talented pianist.  

Grandfather O’Donnell was an alderman and very well respected in the town.  A plaque was 

erected in his honour.  Greta Grandfather O’Donnell was the first policeman in Kerang.  His 

name was also Patrick O’Donnell.  Mother lost her mother when she was fourteen, her 

brother when she was twenty and her father when she was twenty one. 

 

After a honeymoon in Katoomba, Dan and Kath came to Balranald and resided at 

“Dindagunya” in Balranald until I was about six years old.  Father had many racehorses, 

racing them at many country locations, including Bendigo, and won many trophies.  (Note:  

Several members of the family made mention of one of Dan’s horses named “Doctor”.  Mary, 

Jean Kimber and Len Murphy heard stories about “Doctor” – Marie). 

 

We had close associations with the Willie Murphy family, the Meakes family and the 

Prendergasts.  Ron, Charlie and Bernie Murphy were out at “Loorica” for holidays with 

Aunty Kitty, and were of our own ages.  Don was a frequent visitor as he would go to 

Melbourne with loads of tomatoes or wool on his huge transport. 
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We often spent a night at the Meakes house in Hay, “Caversham”, on our way to 

“Wattagoona”.  Dad was very close to Doris and Pat, and Judy Meakes spent holidays with us 

at “Loorica” too. 

 

Bert Hudson, whom you all know about, was with us still.  He died at the age of 81, killed in 

a car accident on his way out to “Wattagoona” with the new manager, who had taken him in 

to vote.  The car hit a sign post and rolled over many times.  Bert broke his neck and was 

killed instantly.  There was great rivalry betwixt us and the Willie Murphy family over Bert.  

They said he was theirs, we claimed he was ours. 

 

Willie Murphy found Bert Hudson, then only a lad of 11, under abridge with a swag on his 

back, took him home, taught him to read and write, gave him little chores to do and he stayed 

with the family.  He was quite a handsome man as I remember, six feet tall with a beard.  

Mother told me later he was in love with Aunty Rosie.  It is a great pity they did not marry as 

they would have made a wonderful couple.  Bert used to kill the sheep, milk the cows, 

separate the milk and make the butter.  He seemed to get great joy out of these chores, as I 

can remember him singing the old English ballads and talking about the bullock wagon days. 

 

Daniel and Kathleen had four children: 

Mary Glynn   born 22nd January, 1925 

Rosalind   born 28th February, 1926 

Joan Edith   born 6th September, 1928 

Ian William Coyle  born 6th February, 1935 

Another boy born between Joan and Ian lived only two weeks. 

 

When I was about ten years old we moved up to “Wattagoona” Station to live.  Western 

Lands do not like people holding freehold land and told Dad he would have to part with one 

or the other.  So he chose to let “Loorica” go and live at “Wattagoona”.  Those years were the 

best of our lives as it was a very large, old homestead with stone walls twenty-two inches 

thick and a lounge like a ballroom.  There were rocks and hills and three springs only a 

quarter of a mile from the homestead. 

 

I am interested in historical buildings and after enquiring in later years, found it was a half-

way inn about fifty years before we lived there.  Between Louth and Cobar, the coaches 
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would stop there and rest their horses.  We had two lounge suites and three dining room 

suites, including a huge, beautiful table which could seat twenty two people, and the room 

was still not full. 

 

Laurie Murphy and a friend of his, Jack Newton, were jackarooing for us for three and a half 

years.  Laurie of course, also broke horses and was a noted rider.  We all loved him and when 

he joined up it was about the time we left “Wattagoona” and he used to come and see us at 

Parramatta and let us try on his Army uniform.  I think we would have been the last of the 

family to see Laurie alive. 

 

Joan met and married Michael Mahy when she was nineteen and nursing at Cobar Hospital.  

They have five children – Michael, John Carol, Suzanne and Linda. 

 

Michael has three beautiful little girls.  Suzie has a little boy and a baby girl.  John has a bay 

son and Carol has not married, having spent her time doing four university courses. 

 

Rose completed her nursing training and married Michael’s brother, Jack Mahy.  Rose and 

Jack have five children – Kathleen, Colin, Mary, William and Patricia.  Colin has two little 

girls and Mary has two little boys. 

 

Rose and Joan, of course, lived on two adjoining properties.  Mick and Joan on “Beechworth” 

Station, Rose and Jack on “Barmeratta” Station, so their children were very close.  In recent 

years Jack bought two more properties and settled Bill and Colin on them, while Mick bought 

another property on which Joan and Robbyn live. 

 

Ian married Anne Marie Gallagher of Cobar.  Anne was the eldest of seven children of 

Veronica and Frank Gallagher.  Ian and Anne have been married twenty years and have seven 

children – Kevin 18, Irene 16, Terry 13, Peter, Therese, Daniel and Jacinta.  Soon after he 

was married, Ian sold his dry cleaning business in Cobar and bought “Marma” Station.  There 

was a big drought twelve months later, so Ian, Jack and Mick bought three properties at 

Condobolin to be able to transport stock there and also grow fodder.  Western Lands were not 

keen on them doing so but it did save their stock. 
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Ian later bought “Fulham” Station and in the last few years sold “Restbank” at Condobolin 

and bought Mick’s place there, called “Muncoobie”.  He then sold that too and bought 

“Newcarbo”, so inall, has three properties joining at Cobar, “Newcarbo”, “Fulham” and 

“Marina”.  He has 282,000 acres and deals mostly in cattle.  The children help him run the 

Stations but he has a married couple on one. 

 

My father died thirty years ago, when Ian was only 17 years old.  Ian got his experience on 

the land from his brother-in-law Jack, Mick and the knowledge passed on to him by Father. 

 

When we left “Wattagoona”, we went to Melbourne to live and remained there for three and 

a half years.  We then moved back to Cobar as dad’s health was deteriorating.  He had 

bronchial asthma and thought the Cobar climate might improve his health but he got worse 

and was forced to retire.  He and Mother bought a Guest House in Sydney, at Drummoyne 

but the owner took it back to sell the building and Mother, Father and myself moved to 

Neutral Bay where we had flatettes and that is where my father Daniel Murphy died.  Mother 

carried on for a while and then retired to live with her family until she died in 1962. 

 

In 1968, I married William Brown from Newcastle at Condobolin with a large reception at 

the Catholic hall, Lyle and Don Murphy being among the guests.  I had lived in several 

places before my marriage, and at that time was living in Woollongong.  Prior to that I had 

lived in Papua New Guinea.  I was a hostess for QANTAS, as well as other positions.  I then 

returned because of Mother’s health after she had a coronary.  I was a receptionist for TAA 

for eighteen months then went back to Lae in New Guinea for twelve months as a lay 

missionary but my health was not too good so I returned. 

 

My husband was Deputy in the mines at Newcastle.  We lived at Belmont, then he obtained a 

position as Deputy at Newcastle Colliery here at Lidsdale, out of Lithgow, and we have lived 

her for eight years.  We also have a 75 acre block here and 90acres at Eugovre.  My husband 

has a son, David, by his first wife who died of cancer.  David is 27 and lives here with us on 

the farm, working in the same mine as his father. 

 

Daniel and Kathleen were both 75 years old when they died. 
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PART VIII 

CONDENSED INDIVIDUAL HISTORY OF DANIEL AND MARY MURPHY’S 

OTHER CHILDREN 

 

Nellie was the next born to William and remembered as a very bright and pleasant person, as 

was also Charlie Norman to whom she was eventually married after an eighteen year 

engagement.  Charlie was a schoolteacher in Sydney and had a wooden leg.  There were no 

children. 

 

Not very much is known about Patrick other than he was one of the older ones and 

somewhat retarded.  It is thought that he may have died young as little mention is made of 

him in the family. 

 

Bernard died at 29.  He was married to a glamorous widow with one daughter.  The widow 

was suspected of poisoning her first husband with arsenic.  Bernard also died a mysterious 

and untimely death at 29 whilst conducting the Balranald Hotel and it is a well accepted fact 

in the family that his wife poisoned him also.  His grave is in the Balranald cemetery.  What 

became of Balranald Borgia is unknown, but her daughter married Andrew Malcolm. 

 

Neither Rose nor Edith married and both are well remembered in the family as they lived a 

lot of their time in Balranald, staying with one or another of the family.  At one time in 1931, 

Rose and Edith took over the Commercial Hotel from Bill Kimber with Jack Murphy as their 

Manager, at a rent of £4 per week.  However, this was the drought period and things were so 

bad that they could not make it pay.  They lived for some time at “Dindagunyah” with Kath 

and Dan Murphy and also at “Magenta”.  Eventually, they went off to Sydney with Babe 

Jenkins and lived in the house Mary built in Sydney – “Nandina”, one of the first homes in 

Neutral Bay, at 2 Undercliffe Street.  They died there eventually and are buried in Rokewood 

cemetery. 

 

Rose and Edith were both accomplished musicians and trained singers.  Rose had a trip to 

America with her father Daniel when she was 16, visiting the American relations and keeping 

in touch with them. 
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APPENDIX I 

REPORT ON THE MURPHY FAMILY REUNION 

EASTER 1981 – 18th and 19th March 

 

In mid 1980, like a tiny straw in the wind, away to all corners of Australia went the Reunion 

Brochure summoning all Murphys to a gathering of the clan, planned for Easter 1981 at 

“Goopaile”, Balranald. 

 

A great stirring of interest and excitement began as all descendants of Mary and Daniel 

Murphy were contacted.  Plans were made, family history and photographs were revived and 

everybody was delighted that this tribute was to be paid to Mary and Daniel in the gathering 

of this vast and scattered family. 

 

Now it is all over!  The tumult and shouting quieted.  The farewells have been said and 

another page of Murphy history has been written as we are left with happy memories of the 

stimulating and joyous reunion of Easter, 1981. 

 

In perfect weather and the idyllic setting of Telpie Lake, for two whole days hundreds of 

Murphys of all ages and stages of life converged, enjoying the stimulation of renewing old 

acquaintances, greeting hitherto unknown relatives with vague family names becoming real 

people.  Scattered parts of the jigsaw came together, family stories were exchanged, strong 

family resemblances noted as kinfolk mingled. 

 

Hale and hearty in attendance was the oldest living descendant, Bill Prendergast, aged 89 and 

son of Katie, who travelled from Ipswich, Queensland, and was constantly surrounded by 

young and old, fascinated with his tales. 

 

The newest descendant present was four months old Emma Louisa Grimon (Lyle), great 

grandchild of Charlotte and William. 

 

How proud and well rewarded Mary and Daniel would have felt, looking down on this 

united, close knit family they began.  Proudest of all too, to see the faith they brought from 

Ireland with them still alive as all present knelt to pay them tribute in the celebration of an 

outdoor Mass on Sunday. 
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To those of us able to attend the Reunion, it was a happy, memorable experience, and an 

enriching of our children’s heritage in the bonds of family affection and kinship forged. 

 

Particular thanks must go to our wonderful host family Lyle Murphy and her family.  We are 

greatly indebted to them all for entertaining us magnificently at “Goopaile” on an occasion 

which will live long in our memory.  We are indebted too, to those members of the family 

who promoted the idea and who contributed so much time and effort in circulating the plans 

and supplying history.  We thank them all! 

 

Because of the great interest shown in the family history and records accumulated in the 

compilation of the family tree, and because of the general feeling of kinship generated as a 

result of the Reunion, it was felt it would be a great pity if this material was not recorded and 

co-ordinated for the descendants.  Consequently, it was decided at the Reunion to put the 

family history and the family tree into book form and print it at our own cost as a private 

publication. 

 

And so, from that little straw cast on the wind in 1980, came this permanent record for 

posterity. 

 

********* 

It is indeed a marvellous story and most deserving of being included here.  It is 

interesting to note that the above work was compiled almost thirty years ago from 

contributors who recorded what they remembered they had been told, or had 

experienced.  There was no Internet in 1980, nor were historical records and archives as 

easily accessible as they are today, making the publication even more remarkable. 

 

I accept that the inclusion of this story may not be of much interest to those O’Hallorans 

not directly descended from the Dowling-Murphy lineage.  There are however, many 

O’Hallorans still living in the Balranald district who do share this heritage and as it was 

always my intention to include as much history as I could, I decided that it would be 

negligent of me to omit it once I became aware of its existence.  In any event, the story 

largely takes place in the Balranald district and concerns local characters and Stations 

that would be well known to the O’Halloran family and therefore of interest from this 

aspect alone.  Apart from all that, it’s a damn good read! 
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Chapter 12 
 
 
Kieran and Rene O’Halloran 
 

The problem for those of us who grew up in the city without any exposure to farm life is 

that we have little understanding of the daily challenges faced by those brave men and 

women who created their whole existence off the land in the early days. 

 

Even those who rely on the land for their livelihood today but who have the benefit of  

modern machinery and equipment would have to stand and salute the outback pioneers 

who preceded them. 

 

The men and their women who took up selections and land leases in the 1880s and even 

earlier, faced virgin soil sunburnt and compacted over millions of years.  With little else 

but a vision and their own hands, they boldly accepted the challenge to carve out an 

existence that not only supported them and their families but also left behind a fruitful 

legacy for their descendants.  At the same time, the collective toil of all these early 

settlers established Australia as a great pastoral country. 

 

It is difficult to imagine what life might have been like for Michael O’Halloran and his 

sons Patrick, Daniel and Joseph when they started their runs at Balranald.  Today it is 

left to those who remember what they were told by parents and grandparents who 

passed on to their children, the stories of the “olden days”. 

 

We are very fortunate to have such a window to the past through a transcript of a taped 

interview with Patrick O’Halloran’s son Kieran whose words paint a vivid picture of 
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Balranald farm life in the early twentieth century.  The interview appears in its entirety in 

Chapter 8 rather than here because its subject matter deals with the broader scope of 

family events covered in that chapter than Kieran’s life story encompasses.  Of 

necessity, this chapter will repeat some of the things mentioned in earlier chapters for 

the sake of completeness. 

 

Kieran was Pat and Ellen’s third son, born on 5th November, 1908, at Mrs Murphy’s 

birthing house ‘Bougenvillia’ in Ballendalla Road, Balranald.  

 

Kieran’s birth followed closely behind that of Vincent Gerald, who had been born in 

August the previous year.  There would not be another birth until that of Daniel, almost 

four years later, in 1912.  This gap meant that Kieran was the ’baby’ of the family for 

longer than any of the others and resulted in him being accorded the nickname ‘Bub’ by 

which he was affectionately known for the rest of his life.  As a popular identity in the 

Balranald district, it was commonplace to hear Kieran greeted as ‘Bub’ by his many 

friends and acquaintances. 

 
Kieran with his parents, Pat and Ellen, circa 1915 

 

As Kieran recalls in Chapter 8, his early schooling was done by governesses in his 

father’s original hut after the new homestead was built.  When he was about ten the 
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family moved into Balranald to a property called Tara Hall, that Pat had purchased in 

Mayall Street.  The boys then went to the convent school, St Joseph’s, where Mother 

Xavier taught him the violin and Sister Francis introduced him to chip carving.  

Eventually, after their primary school days, Kieran joined his brothers Frank and Vin at 

Assumption College, Kilmore, where the trio became known as ‘the bretheren’ to 

teachers and staff.  Kieran doesn’t seem to have been too impressed with Assumption, 

describing it as a “very cold place”.  In 1918, he took ill there and was sent home but 

returned in 1919 until the money ran out during difficult times.  Kieran was still at 

Assumption when Pat died in 1924. 

At just sixteen when Pat died, his 

father’s sudden death came as a 

huge shock to Kieran.  He was very 

close to Pat and for the rest of his 

life was never heard to say anything 

that didn’t sing his father’s praises.  

Kieran’s recollections over the years 

are full of the memories he shared 

of his father, his words echoing the 

huge esteem and awe which he 

bestowed upon Pat. 

 

After Pat’s death, Frank and Vin 

assisted Jimmy Fitzgerald in the 

running of Rosalind Park but times 

on the land were tough with 

successive droughts and with the 

world economic situation 

progressively worsening, wool prices 

plummeted.  Unable to meet the 

Assumption fees of £23 per quarter, 

there was no option but for Kieran 

to return home and help out on the 

property, a situation that, no doubt, pleased Kieran. 

 

Although he wasn’t very complimentary about his years at Assumption, at least Kieran 

could be grateful to his music teacher at the College.  The boy had a good ear for music 

and like brother Frank, studied the subject at Assumption, this time specialising in the 

saxophone.  After his school years Kieran joined Frank as one of the “O’Halloran Brothers 

 
Kieran, Vincent, Aunty Hannah and Frank - 1912 
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and Others”, a band that enjoyed many successful engagements in the Balranald district. 

The ‘Others” component of the band were Cotty Comitti and Neil Hunter. 

 

Kieran practised his musical talents all of his life much to the enjoyment of his family.  

Even in the 1990s when cousin Margery O’Connor (nee Hopkins) visited ‘Ettrick’, the pair 

got stuck into the Tullamore Dew and it wasn’t long before Kieran took up his mouth 

organ and started reeling off a set of Irish Jigs that had Margery dancing all over the 

kitchen in sheer delight.  The photo below records the happy occasion. 

 

 
Kieran and Margery toast each other in 1991 at Ettrick.  It is not clear whether this photo was 

taken before or after jigs were danced. 

In around 1920, Pat bought the block known as ‘Beliamong’ about 60 miles south of 

Rosalind Park. ‘Beliamong’s’ neighbouring properties were ‘Ettrick’ and ‘Walmer Downs’  

It is possible that this is the property Pat acquired in exchange for a team of Clydesdales 

mentioned elsewhere in this book.  Anyway, the run was large enough to support some 

three thousand sheep and Pat built a four-stand woolshed there for shearing and 

storage.  In those days Pat was a great friend of Dan Dowling who ran ‘Walmer Downs’ 

and would drop in on the Dowlings whenever he was going to Balranald.  Now that he 

had sheep on ‘Beliamong’ the visits to ‘Walmer Downs” became more frequent and of 

course Pat always took one or more of the boys with him. 
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It was during the course of these visits that Kieran became aware of the Dowling’s eldest 

daughter Doreen Marie (Rene).  Their first meeting appears to have occurred some years 

earlier, probably about 1930, when Rene was about ten years old.  On this particular day 

Rene was with her Aunt Nellie in the Dry Cleaner’s shop in Balranald when she heard her 

Aunt say, “Hello Bub!”.  Being a shy child, her downcast eyes focussed on a pair of feet 

standing beside her.  Slowly her gaze shifted from the feet, up the long legs of the youth 

wearing, of all things, knickerbockers!  She noticed he had a huge grin and the bluest of 

eyes. 

 

Long after Pat’s death, Kieran continued to make regular visits to ‘Beliamong’, each time 

dropping in on his friends the Dowlings.  In his interview with grand-daughter Carla, 

Kieran recalled, “Our families were always very attached to each other and I used to call 

at ‘Walmer Downs’.  Old Dan and I were great mates, great friends.  Always had meals 

there as we went past and I used to bring the kids boiled lollies.  They’d run out to meet 

me, Ted and Bob.” 

 

By 1935 Kieran, now twenty 

seven, seemed to be calling in 

at ‘Walmer Downs’ for all sorts 

of reasons, talking to Dan but 

always looking at Rene, who 

was just sixteen.  Rene didn’t 

return Kieran’s glances because 

she was aware he was seeing 

another girl, who was actually a 

cousin of hers.  Kieran seems 

to have put an end to that 

romance because by the time 

Rene was seventeen, she and 

Kieran were engaged.  It is said 

that Kieran had the 

engagement ring on Rene’s 

finger at 17 to stop her heading 

off to Melbourne to do nursing. 

However, despite the 

engagement, Rene’s father Dan 

would not permit the starry 

 
Dora Dowling on her wedding day – 27 September 1916 
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eyed couple to marry until Rene had turned twenty one.  Rene reached that milestone in 

September, 1940, and the couple tied the knot on 25th February the following year.  

 

The rich heritage of the Dowling and Murphy families has been detailed in the previous 

chapter but for the sake of continuity, some recapping is required here.   Rene’s parents 

were Daniel Michael Dowling and Dora Agnes Gibbs.  Dan was born on 19th January, 

1886 in Balranald, the son of Edward Dowling, an Irishman from Ballymena in County 

Antrim, and Charlotte Murphy. Dan died on 16th March, 1966, aged 80.   

 

Dora was a city girl born in Hawthorn, Victoria, on 12th July 1890, and died on 11th 

January, 1969.  She  was the daughter of George Arthur Gibbs, born 17th September, 

1862, died 20th April, 1929, and Eliza Agnes (Elsie) Byrne, born 27th July, 1864, died 27th 

February, 1940. 

 

Dan and Dora married on 27th 

September, 1916.  The couple 

spent the early years of their 

marriage living in Balranald until 

the ‘Walmer Downs’ homestead 

was properly established to 

support a wife and children.  In 

those early days, Dora’s sister 

visited for weeks at a time.  She 

was good company for Dora and 

helped her make the transition 

from ‘city girl’ to ‘outback 

grazier’s wife’. 

 

Tragedy struck the couple early 

in their married life when their 

first child Joseph was stillborn 

on 28th October, 1917.  Almost 

two years passed before Doreen 

Marie (Rene) was born on 5th 

September, 1919. 

 

The following year, Patricia Eileen (31st December, 1920 to 10th May, 2008) was born.   

 
Kieran and Rene on their Wedding Day 
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Then followed Edward (Ted) (3rd 

April, 1923 to 3rd March, 2004), 

Robert Stuart (23rd January, 1927 to 

21st February, 2005) and finally, 

Charlotte Elizabeth who was born on 

30th May, 1928.  

 

On the following page is photograph 

of Dan and Dora with son Edward, 

taken on the verandah of ‘Walmer 

Downs’ in 1924.  Readers might 

note, if they look closely, they can 

just see that Dora is holding Dan’s 

pipe that she has just removed for 

the photograph.  Apparently Dora 

didn’t care too much for Dan being 

photographed with a pipe in his 

mouth. 

 

Mention was made in an earlier 

chapter that prior to his marriage to Dora, Dan Dowling had been the licensee of the 

Shamrock Hotel in Balranald between 1911 and 1914. 
 

  

Rene (standing) with sister Patricia - 1923 Dora Dowling with Rene, holding Patricia 

 
Baby Rene in 1920 
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At that time, Dan’s ownership of ‘Walmer Downs’ had been in partnership with James 

Keely.  As James had always wanted to own a pub and Dan was keen to own ‘Walmer 

Downs’ outright, the pair came to an arrangement in 1914 that saw them realise their 

individual wishes. 

 

The photograph below was contributed 

by Kieran’s son Tony, from ‘Ettrick’.   

Tony describes the photo: 

 “Am sending you a copy ( off the wall 

at ‘Ettrick’ ) of a picture that Bobby 

Dowling gave me some years ago. It's 

taken at the original Walmer Downs 

homestead that Dan & Dora Dowling 

built & lived in and is still a central part 

of the present homestead at Walmer. It's 

two rooms were a part of the old 

Junction Hotel and Dan used to joke that 

it was a two story house  if you put it on 

its side. He also used to catch people 

with the story that it was a brick house, 

quite a novelty in the bush at the time. 

I've caught a couple of people myself.  It's actually the old pressed metal brick look alike on stumps.” 

 
(L-R): Balranald identity Ivor Garner and son,  Paddy O’Halloran and Dan 

Dowling at ‘Walmer Downs’ taken before Dan married Dora in 1916 
 

 
Dan and Dora Dowling with son Edward in 1924 
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From its humble beginnings “Walmer Downs” blossomed into a homestead of classical 

proportions in just a short space of time.  The photograph on the following page was 

probably taken in around 1923 judging by the likely ages of the children pictured in the 

foreground.  The little girl is Rene, born in 1919, and alongside her is young brother Ted. 

 

Rene’s father Dan was well known local identity, his life probably best summarised by 

the obituary that appeared in the local Swan Hill newspaper on 18th March, 1966. 

 

 
“Walmer Downs” Homestead in 1923 – The children in the foreground are Rene and Ted 

 

Obituary of Mr D. M. Dowling 

The death took place in his home at Swan Hill on Wednesday of an old resident of the Balranald and 

Oxley Districts and a son of pioneer settlers, Mr Daniel Michael Dowling, at the age of 80 years. 

 

Mr Dowling was the second son of the late Edward and Charlotte Dowling.  His father was a police 

sergeant, surveyor and settler.  His mother, born in America, was the daughter of the late Mr and Mrs 

Daniel Murphy, who were in the Balranald district and Maude as storekeepers as early as 100 years 

ago. 

 

Mrs Dowling later became a very well known business woman in her own right following the death of 

her husband. 
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Mr Dan Dowling spent nearly all of his life on the land in the Western Division property, “Walmer 

Downs”, Balranald, apart from a short time when he made his home in Melbourne, and in his 

retirement of about ten years in Swan Hill.  He was educated at St Joseph’s College, Hunter’s Hill and 

after school was for some time an accountant at “Tarwong” before taking up his own land at “Walmer 

Downs”.  For some years Mr Dowling took a big interest in the Balranald Pastoralists and P Board and 

was a keen advocate for the Western Division settlers in their dealings with the remote government and 

its Departments. 

 

He was on the Primary Producers’ Board from 1921 to 1936 and on the Council of Advice for Primary 

Producers’ Boards in New South Wales for the last ten years of his Board service.  During that period 

he had a big hand in the shaping of the Western Lands Act which established the principle of leases in 

perpetuity being given to settlers with living areas in exchange for the surrender of some of their 

surplus land at an earlier date than their original leases called for. 

 

He had been a Justice of the Peace for many years. 

 

Mr Dowling was well known breeder of sheep and  horses.  He was a keen judge, and showed, and 

raced a number of horses.  His interest in this line continued up to his death as he had, in partnership 

with his son, and his neighbours, a horse in work for current race meetings. 

 

As a young man he was a very keen and good cricketer, his interest in the sport perpetuated in his 

establishment in 1912 of the Dowling Cup for cricket in the Balranald and Swan Hill districts, a trophy 

which is still keenly sought after today.  In addition to his pastoral and sporting interests, his social 

interests were wide extending from his own very hospitable home to active membership in Rotary up to 

the last few weeks of his life, membership if the Waradgery Club and Riverina Picnic Race Clubs in 

Hay, and a large number of other bodies. 

 

He was a member of the Melbourne Racing Club and the Melbourne Cricket Club.  As a Rotarian, his 

particular activity was to organise a very lucrative fleece collection scheme. 

 

Mr Dowling is survived by his wife, who before their marriage almost fifty years ago was Miss Dora 

Gibbs of Hawthorn, two of their three sons and three daughters.  One son died in infancy.  The 

surviving members of the family are Edward (“Meritop”, Oxley), Bob, (“Walmer Downs”, Balranald), 

Rene (Mrs KR O’Halloran, “Ettrick”, Balranald), Patricia (Mrs R E Oliver, Melbourne) and Betty (Mrs 

R Johnson, Sydney).  There are 23 grand children. 

 

One of a family of four boys and four girls, there survive his younger brother, Mr Ray Dowling (Keri 

Keri, Moulamein) and sisters Charlotte (Mrs Borrman, Swan Hill) and Doris (Mrs Meakes, Hay). 

 

The funeral is to be held in Swan Hill this afternoon, following a requiem Mass at 2pm. 
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Now back to Kieran.  In 1938, before his marriage to Rene, Kieran and his brother Dan 

teamed up to purchase the property “Glen Emu”, which had been put up for sale by its 

then owners Alick and Lydia Trewin.  According to Kieran, Alick was quite old and very 

unwell and there was no water on the property at that time. Ann Poelsma has this to say 

about “Glen Emu”: 

 

“Glen Emu had a magnificent old homestead on it.  Verandahs all round with 

pepper trees shading one side of the house.  I remember how it looked and have 

been trying to chase up a photo of it with no success, not even from family 

members or past owners descendants. 

 

Kieran and Dan lived in this house until Dan married Eva (in 1938), at which point 

Kieran moved into a little room.  Dan and Eva built another house after 

demolishing the original homestead. 

 

When Kieran married Rene, he built a cottage not far down the road but still part 

of “Glen Emu”.  It was called “Ettrick” after one of the paddock names. 

As the families grew, it became necessary to divide the property.” 

 

Kieran takes up the story here as recorded in his interview with Carla: 

 

“When we got married we lived in the town for a little while, then I built this 

place, Ettrick, in about 1940.  We built a little three rooms here and then we built 

the rest of the place up in later years.  Dan and I did all the fencing… we put 

down wells and built the woolshed.  We built it ourselves, and the yards.  Dan 

and I cut the timber and dug the holes and built the bloody place up.  You’d never 

seen anyone work like us.  We were fantastic I’d say.  Fancy doing fencing 

though.  He (Dan) used to do fencing.” 

 

By way of a footnote to Ann’s story, in October, 2010, at the sheep sale in connection 

with the sale of Ettrick, Ann met Murray Arnel from Stock and Land newspaper who was 

related to the Trewins, the original owners of “Glen Emu”.  Ann asked if there was a 

photo of the old homestead in existence and a few days later, the photographer supplied 

the picture shown on the following page.  We are grateful for Murray’s permission to use 

the photo here. 
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The original ‘Glen Emu’ homestead – since demolished 

(The Murray Arnel Collection) 

In 1944 Kieran and Dan bought the Murrumbidgee property “Tori”.  By 1982, Dan and 

Kieran had dissolved their partnership and Kieran purchased “Tori” outright along with a 

portion of “Beliamong” in 1988. 

 

The 1996 Elders Calendar.  Kieran was very proud of the fact that the wool bales depicted 

were stamped “Rosalind Park” 
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The “Glen Emu” Woolshed as it stands today 

 
The levee bank today, just behind the Woolshed at “Glen Emu”.  The levee was built in the 
1950s to contain devastating floodwaters.  Trees that died because of the flood are just visible 

 

Kieran held a great love for the land, undoubtedly passed on to him by his father.  The 

pride he felt for his own land “Ettrick”, his stock, and the fond way he spoke of each was 
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evidence of this.  He also developed an orchard boasting over one hundred trees and 

vines.  He was always immensely pleased to load up the many departing visitors to 

“Ettrick” with bags of lemons, oranges, grapefruit and passionfruit. 

 

 
“Ettrick” Homestead  

 

Kieran enjoyed entertaining and in the 1950s when Box Creek was flooded he organised 

duck-shoots.  He was a keen hunter and an excellent marksman himself.  During this 

time, he and Rene had the pleasure of entertaining such people as Sir Henry Bolte, Doug 

Hemingway and John Byrne on frequent occasions.  At the end of this Chapter is a copy 

of a ‘thank you’ note that Sir Henry Bolte sent to Rene after one of his weekend visits to 

‘Ettrick’. 

 

Fishing trips to the Darling with friends and neighbours were regular occurrences and 

talked of long afterwards such were the happy memories they evoked.  He also enjoyed 

taking friends and relatives pig shooting on “Tori”. 

 

Above all, Kieran was a great talker.  He could and would engage anyone in conversation 

regardless of their age or background.  His gregarious nature resulted in his 

acquaintances enquiring of his well-being years after they first met him.   

 

During the course of our collaboration, I asked Kieran’s daughter Ann Poelsma, how 

Kieran might have reacted to our work on the family history, and how useful it would be 

to have access to him once again to help with this story.  Ann replied,  

 

“Dad would have loved your interest in the family. Not everyone is interested in 

our history, he would make good use of the ears of anyone who would listen.  In 
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our family, that person was me.  And you, in a greater way.  He wouldn’t have let 

you out of his sight had you visited.  It was lucky he had a good memory, right 

until the end.” 

 

Among the organisations that Kieran patronised were the Melbourne Cricket Club, the 

Victorian Amateur Turf Club and the Victoria Racing Club.  He was also a staunch 

supporter of AFL team the “Saints” and was also a Justice of the Peace.  Kieran’s old 

friend and father-in-law approached Kieran a number of times to join the Primary 

Producers’ Board but Kieran declined as he felt it was beyond his ‘comfort zone’. 

 
“Ettrick” from the air as it was in 2010.  The original homestead is top centre while Tony and Ann’s 

more recent construction is top left. 
 

On 15th April, 1992, Kieran and his brother Bill were Westpac Bank’s guests of honour at 

the cutting of a cake to celebrate the Bank’s 175th year.  Not only were Kieran and Bill 

two of the most senior clients of the Balranald Branch but their father Pat was the first 

customer of the Balranald Branch of Australian Bank of Commerce when it opened in 

1910.   

 

Bill spoke at the event of some of the district’s history and his support for the bank 

during those times.  The event was reported in “The Guardian” as shown on the next 

page. 
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From all that I had heard, I never once 

doubted that Kieran was very much 

loved and adored by his family.  

Nevertheless, I canvassed his children 

requesting a few thoughts from them 

as to how they best remembered him 

in their own words.  What follows are 

the various tributes and stories that 

were passed on to me.  I couldn’t help 

but be moved by the warmth of 

affection that his family displayed for 

him. 

 

First up is from Sean and Mary (Mim) 

Murphy: 

 

“In our humble opinion Kieran 

O’Halloran can best be 

described as having an innate 

ability to demonstrate life’s 

basics – faith, family, friends 

and humour.  Kieran could and 

did possess the ability to 

communicate with anyone and everyone.  No doubt this ability would have  had 

its roots in his early days.  Kieran mentioned that as boys, whenever another 

vehicle passed on the road, they stopped, boiled the billy and exchanged all the 

news of the district before moving on.  Even with strangers, once Kieran had eye 

contact, he had a conversation on the go.  In our family’s opinion, Kieran and his 

dearest mate Rene set a great example for all of us to follow. 

 

Just a note about Kieran’s retained humour in later life.  Kieran had no regard for 

indoor plumbing.  The Ettrick homestead had an indoor lavatory with a septic 

system as well as a lavatory outside on the same septic system.  Kieran, being a 

true bushman, chose to use his galvanised iron long drop – obviously an outdoor 

outfit!  When his long-drop was declared redundant because it was unsafe and 

several degrees off being vertical, it was dragged to the station tip.  As the 

tractor dragged his beloved Lav (as he referred to it) away, Kieran was observed 

 
Clipping from “The Guardian” 15 April 1992 
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to be standing to attention with his hat over his heart!!  He grew bumper tomato 

crops on that site thereafter! 

 

Youngest daughter Margaret said: 

“Now about Kieran…..my darling Dad, some things to share. 

First, earliest memories were going over to the barn in the morning to mix up the 

pollard for the chooks, to collect the eggs, then let the old girls out for a run.  

After the cow was milked, all the dogs and even the feral barn cat were given a 

generous bowl of warm frothy milk.  Back over to home with the milk and eggs 

and then the pigs were fed. 

 

Dad loved his animals and I watched him deliver many a lamb and bring over the 

poddies to a not very delighted Mum who ended up feeding them!  He also loved 

his birds and knew all the bird calls and whistles. 

 

Dad’s cooked breakfasts were the best and his gravy (gran gran’s gravy) is still a 

hit with his grand-children. 

 

Dad taught me to drive.  The process started off with you sitting on his lap 

steering, then, once tall enough to reach the pedals, he would give instructions 

with the wave of his hand.  A wave to the left meant move over to the left.  If he 

was still alive today he would still do it to me!  Dad was a patient teacher and an 

extremely good driver himself.  For our wedding car, we hired an old Buick.  Dad 

couldn’t help himself.  There we were sitting in the back on the way to the church 

and Dad is telling the young driver to double clutch it! 

 

Dad had a very wicked sense of humour, but unfortunately a loud voice and many 

times Mum would have to give him a big kick under the table to stop him from 

embarrassing her. 

 

Dad’s tucker box was the best.  Always supplied with a beautiful lunch prepared 

by Mum.  If we had time Dad would boil the billy and present us with a huge mug 

of hot tea sweetened with a generous squeeze of sweetened condensed milk from 

a tube, followed by some delicious cake or scones. 

 

Dad loved his orchard and growing Queensland blues.  He would spend hours in 

his beloved garden watering his trees.  He had seats placed round the garden so 

that in his later years he could sit and watch.  Dad took great pride in bringing in 
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his produce and presenting it to Mum, along with a rose or a flower he picked for 

her each day. 

 

Dad was very proud of all his children and loved telling people about us. 

 

He was a very social person and had a great network of friends and loved 

entertaining, sometimes to the horror of our mother, who would perform the 

‘loaves and fishes’ trick to feed them all.  Constantly during some of our school 

holidays there would always be some other people joining us for meals or staying 

in the house or over in the cottage, affectionately called ‘the morgue’ by Mum. 

 

Dad was a very generous person who loved all his grand-children, his children 

and especially his wife Rene.  We miss him terribly.” 

 

Ann Poelsma fondly recalls her father in these words: 

 

All I can say is that he was a man that was so young at heart. A caring, generous 

and loving Dad, whose main purpose in life was to provide as best as he could for 

his wife and  family.  

 

He was able to enjoy the company of people of all ages; he could identify with 

 anyone, from a baby to a premier and make them feel welcomed and special. 

 

He had a temper to be scared of but NEVER smacked or hurt us. If Rene asked 

him, "Please speak to Tony!"   He would simply say, "Hello Tony!" So he never 

wanted to be the one handing out the discipline, or be the baddie. Always the 

cuddly, friendly ally. His worst insult if you had made a mistake came from him 

being very Irish. You would be called "...a Pommie", And that was like a smack! 

All decisions regarding the children were left to Rene.  

 

He was a country man from his childhood which made him practical in most ways. 

The land and his work, on and around it, almost took over his being. He could 

hardly stand to be away from it. A holiday was a nuisance, but he would send the 

family away to enjoy a month at the beach. He would turn up for a weekend and 

sit on a towel reading the newspaper dressed in his suit and hat looking like he 

had a plan for a quick get away into the city to visit "Younghusbands" or catch up 

with his brother Frank. 
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He had the most fabulous memory and he loved to share these memories - of his 

parents, aunts and uncles, and childhood at Rosalind Park. Then in at "Tara"   

Balranald and also his misery as a boarder away at Kilmore when he was at 

Assumption College. 

 

He was 11 years older than Rene so slowed down so quickly by comparison as 

they got older.  If you were there he would ask you to sit and talk. My bits of 

paper were born out of such moments. Scraps, serviettes, anything to jot down a 

few of the things he said. 

 
The worst part is that you know you didn't get everything and you never will after 

someone has gone.” 

 
When I was looking for stories about Kieran, his son Tony was reminded of an incident 

that had occurred many years ago when his father was still living at “Rosalind Park”.  

During 2010 Tony was preparing “Ettrick” for sale and while clearing out one of the 

sheds came across an old iron ladder that Kieran had held on to.  Tony takes up the 

story: 

 

“I found a small 

handmade iron ladder in 

the shed recently and it 

prompted a memory of the 

story attached to it as told 

to me by my Dad, I 

thought I’d share with 

you. When I first started 

working at home some 38 

years ago I was doing 

some welding in the shed 

and had found the old 

ladder and was about to 

cut it up and use it in 

some project I was into at 

the time.  

 

Fortunately my Dad 

appeared on the scene 
 

The Indian Hawker’s Ladder 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

342 

and seeing what I was about to do told me the small story behind the ladder that 

he’d held on to since he was quite young.  As you’d be well aware from your 

research, when Pat and Ellen where at Rosalind Park in those early years they 

would be visited by Indian hawkers from time to time with lots of goodies for 

sale.  

 

One such hawker pulled up just out the front of the Rosalind Park homestead, 

such as it was then, and as you can well imagine caused a great deal of 

excitement, these visits were something to really look forward to.  The small 

ladder was pulled out and placed at the door of the covered wagon to allow 

people to climb up into it and have a look inside at, I suppose, some of the more 

delicate goods that Dad said were packed in suitcases or tin boxes.  When the 

day’s proceedings were done the hawker set his camp for the night. Sadly, 

sometime in the night the wagon caught fire, burning to the ground. I didn’t think 

a lot about the story at the time but I did put the ladder somewhere safe. Finding 

the ladder again prompted Dad’s memory of the hawker walking away with 

nothing much but his horse and a few charred bits and pieces and of he, Frank 

and Vin kicking around in the ashes and finding the ladder.  The memory is now 

somehow very vivid in my mind, and reminded me how lucky I am to still have 

the ladder.” 

 

It seems that Indian Sikh 

hawkers played an 

important part in 

Australia’s outback history. 

 

Many Indian immigrants to 

Victoria in the late 19th to 

early 20th centuries sought 

employment in rural areas 

as labourers or itinerant hawkers. These hawkers, who were mostly Sikhs from India, 

traversed rural Victoria and the Riverina, moving from town to town in their covered 

wagons. They sold a diverse range of products, including food, books, pots and pans and 

jewellery, as well as products from India, such as silks and spices. 

These hawkers provided a lifeline to the rural towns and more isolated homesteads by 

providing a large range of products, as well as a diversion from the everyday tedium of 

outback life. There was always a great sense of excitement when the hawker came to 

 
A typical Indian Hawker’s wagon 
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town or the homestead bearing new merchandise, both everyday and exotic, which 

might otherwise not be seen outside the big cities.  The fire that Kieran and his brothers 

witnessed the aftermath of, seems to be a common event as the newspapers of that era 

contain several stories of burnt out hawkers’ wagons, no doubt as a result of the Sikh 

religious practice of burning incense and spice oils and these tipping over and igniting 

flammable materials in the wagon. 

Kieran and Rene’s Family 

 

Kieran and Rene with their family on the occasion of great-grandson Hunter’s Baptism at “Ettrick” in 
1992.  L-R – back row: Tony, Margaret, Mary, Ann, Richard and Trish.  Seated: Peter, Kieran and Rene 

In the space of more than fifteen years between 1942 and 1957, Kieran and Rene 

produced seven children, Ann Marie in 1942, Patricia Ellen (Trish) in 1943, Richard 

Michael in 1944, Anthony (Tony) in 1952, Mary Elizabeth in 1954 and twins Margaret 

Mary and Peter Julian in 1957. 

Ann Marie, born 30th January, 1942, married Cornelis (Corrie) Poelsma, born 2nd 

February, 1941, on 1st September, 1965.  The couple, now retired schoolteachers, has 

three daughters, Kiera Marie born 18th December, 1966, Annaliese Cornelia born 14th 

January, 1969 and Patricia Emma born 26th October, 1971. 
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Annaliese has a son, Hunter Johan born 11th February, 1992. 

Patricia and her partner, Sean Cathie 

born 4th June, 1968, have two sons, 

Jake Sean born 11th January, 1999 and 

William James born 28th November, 

2000. 

Patricia Ellen, born 12th April, 1943, 

married Michael McClelland born 14th 

May, 1940 on 20th June, 1970.  The 

couple have four children, Matthew 

Kieran born 26th September, 1973, 

Kate Amelia born 11th January, 1975, 

Brigid Eloise born 19th June, 1979 and 

Samuel John Paul born 27th September, 

1980. 

Matthew married Michelle Hampton on 

31st October, 1999.  The couple has a 

son, Shane Gervais born 18th February, 

1991 and a daughter Mystie born 18th 

June, 1994. 

Kate and her partner, Leon Hammond born 18th March, 1971, have two daughters, 

Millicent Rose born 30th April, 2008 and Olive Patricia born 13th July, 2009. 

Richard Michael, born 19th December, 1944, died 3rd October, 2008, married Glenda 

Maloney born 16th November, 1951.  The couple have two children, Carla born 15th 

January, 1974 and Kieran Anthony born 22nd January, 1977. 

Carla recorded the wonderful interview with Kieran that furnished so much of the 

historical information that has proved invaluable for this work.  She was also responsible 

for locating and providing the only known photograph of the author’s grandfather, Daniel 

O’Halloran. 

Kieran married Tara Kelly born 20th November, 1972 on 20th April, 2002.  They have 

three children – Amy Rene born 12th June, 2003, Zoe born 6th April, 2006 and Ethan 

Adam born 22nd January, 2008. 

 

Kieran with great-grandson Hunter in 1992 
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Anthony (Tony) Francis, born 8th 

September, 1952 married Anne Pugh 

born 11th December, 1957, on 7th 

September, 1985.  The couple has 

three children, Elizabeth Ellen born 11th 

November, 1986, Thomas Arthur born 

1st March, 1989 and Daniel Michael 

born 24th November, 1992. 

Mary Elizabeth, born 16th September, 

1954 married Sean Murphy born 30th 

July, 1952.  They have five children, 

Rachael Elizabeth born 22nd November, 

1976, who has a daughter Charlotte 

Elizabeth born 7th August, 2004, 

Joseph Kieran born 15th February, 

1979, Brighid born 13th June 1981, 

Clare born 5th July, 1987, and Erin born 

4th July, 1991. 

Brigid married Sergio Martins and they have a daughter, Montana born 7th May, 2007. 

Clare and her partner, John Potter, have a daughter Tahlia Elizabeth born 14th June, 

2007. 

Peter Julian, born 29th August, 1957, married Jennifer Grabau born 16 January, 1959, 

on 13th December, 1980.  The couple has since divorced.  They have two daughters, 

Carmel Patricia born 30th May, 1981 and Sarah Ann born 22nd July, 1983 and who died 

accidentally on 27th June, 1998. 

Margaret Mary, Peter’s twin, born also on 29th August, 1957, married Kevin Murphy 

born 1st September, 1956, on 12th September, 1987.  The couple has three children, 

Paul born 21st August, 1989, Louise born 29th April, 1991 and Alison born 27th June, 

1995. 

 

Glenda and Richard O’Halloran – Cousins’ Day 1995 
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Tony O’Halloran with sister Margaret Murphy 

 

In October, 1995, Ann Poelsma and Jan Cleland organised a family reunion billed as 

Cousins’ Day.  The get-together was held at Ann and Corrie’s then residence in the 

Melbourne suburb of Ringwood North before they retired to the peaceful tranquillity of 

‘Clare Corner’ near Echuca. 

 

Naturally, Kieran and 

Rene were there.  

Kieran was in his 

element warmly 

welcoming all of his 

family.  He was 

particularly pleased to 

see some of the other 

‘old-timers’ there who 

enthusiastically shared 

his passion for family 

history, especially Vin  
The Idyllic ‘Clare Corner’ 
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O’Halloran and Father Frank Larsen.  After the obligatory pleasantries were exchanged 

with the others, these three spent most of the rest of the afternoon poring over old 

photos, hastily drawn family trees, and various documents that had found their way to 

the table where the trio held court regaling each other with tall tales and true of 

legendary ancestors while the spirits of Michael and Pat looked down silently from above. 

 
Cousins’ Day 1995 (L-R) Vin O’Halloran, Fr Frank Larsen and Kieran O’Halloran 

 

I wondered if, as he got older, Kieran wound down his activities at ‘Ettrick’.  I put the 

question to Ann who responded thus’ 

 

“Yes, Kieran wound down quite slowly really. He took complete charge of his 

orchard and native trees, keeping the water up to them and producing fruit for 

the family. Quinces, oranges, lemons, and mandarins. He had seats situated in 

the front and back of the house where he would sit and supervise. He enjoyed 

watching the birds making use of the water, getting drinks and having baths .A 

Willy Wagtail was known to sit on the toe of his boot while this went on. 

 

Tony and Anne were married, built their own home and began their family. 

Tony took over the running of Ettrick, but Kieran was involved. Always checking, 

wanting to know when, how, and why?  And if this or that had been done.  His 

interest in the  welfare of the place never left him. The weather was one of his 

passions. 
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Tony had a different vision  and went in new  directions, using newer methods to 

produce his wool and meat flocks. The day he sold his sheep last year (2010) 

showed that he knew what he was doing; he topped the sales. 

 

When Kieran died, Ettrick became Tony's burden, drought being his long time 

companion. He went ahead and did what he knew best, until the time came to 

make new choices.” 

 

Daughter Margaret Murphy recalls Kieran’s final days: 

Dad started to become "unwell" around the 17th July, 1998, and was admitted to 

Balranald District Hospital for assessment and observation.  A chest infection had 

developed therefore an intravenous drip was inserted to give appropriate 

antibiotics to which unfortunately, Dad had an allergic reaction.  Slowly over the 

next week, his condition started to deteriorate and he wasn't tolerating food or 

fluids as before.  Now the family was becoming aware that the condition was 

serious and he wasn't going home to his beloved "Ettrick."  Family and friends 

started to arrive to say their farewells. Unfortunately, at this stage, Peter, his 

youngest son, was an inpatient at Swan Hill hospital, having just had a hernia 

repaired.  Richie and Glenda were in Bali attending a family wedding, as Dad 

wasn't "that crook" when they left.  We convinced them to go as Dad always 

bounced back after a stint in the hospital.  Now his vital organs were starting to 

shut down, his chest infection not responding, his enlarged heart not coping. On 

the 29th July, at approximately 5.15am, Dad died peacefully having his morning 

nebulizer and watching the news/weather on the television.  Mum was extremely 

sad that he had 'nicked off' all alone, not surrounded by his loving family which 

had been by his bed side since his admission.  He was 89. 

 

Ann Poelsma remembers that even in his final hours Kieran’s sense of humour had not 

deserted him: 

One of his friends visited on the afternoon before  Kieran died, bringing his wife. 

It was sweet to see the two friends holding hands for a few moments during that 

visit, but his friend's wife was keen to leave as she hated hospitals. That night 

just before we left him, Trish said to Kieran, "Dad, what did you think of Lil's new 

teeth?"    He smiled, and in his raspy old voice responded, "Like a front gate!"  I 

think he meant white, straight and shiny, I'm not all that sure, but he had noticed 

them too. 
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We enjoyed his sense of humour right to the end. And left the hospital light 

hearted that night expecting to see him again the next day. Hence, Rene's 

comment to him as she sat beside him after he had passed away  ...."You nicked 

off!" 

           

He had become uncomfortable, not breathing easily, so the nurses sat him up in 

an arm chair and asked him if he would like the TV on. He asked for the weather 

map, and it was the last thing he saw as he was given his medication that early 

morning….”  

 

Rene stayed on at ‘Ettrick’ looking after herself in the old homestead.  Tony and Anne 

were never far from her in their house only a few yards away, but she remained fiercely 

independent and quite capable of managing for herself.  In recent years she suffered a 

few falls and was lucky not to sustain too serious an injury, although a broken arm with 

resultant complications, as a result of a fall late in 2010, saw her hospitalized in Mildura 

and Swan Hill, and certainly sent shock waves through the family.  

 

Unlike Kieran, who had Tony to hand over to in his latter years, neither of Tony’s sons 

has aspirations to stay on the land, and so ‘Ettrick’ has been put on the market.  The 

flock has been sold and the paddocks are now grazing sheep on agistment leases.  The 

opportunity was taken to find Rene a place in Balranald and she is settling in well among 

friends in Ballandella Street, close to all the shops and facilities, and not far from where 

her beloved Kieran had been born in Mrs Murphy’s Birthing House over one hundred 

years before.  In 2011, Tony put ‘Ettrick’ on the market and after several months it was 

finally sold.  Tony and Margaret have purchased another property of around 150 acres 

near Castlemaine and intend to build a new home there. 

 

On the next page is a story by Murray Arnel that appeared in ‘Stock and Land’ on 14th 

October, 2010, reporting the sale of the ‘Ettrick’ sheep flock at the Balranald Sheep 

Sales a few days earlier.  Murray very graciously gave his permission for us to include 

his story and photograph in this story. 

 

I more I learned about Kieran, the greater my regret for never having had the 

opportunity to meet him. The unmistakeable thing that struck me about the man while I 

was researching and writing this piece is the indelible impression that he has left on his 

family.   Everyone I spoke to, even the more remote relatives, who visited ‘Ettrick’ only a 

few times were embraced by his warmth and genuine kinship.  Most described him as a 

‘truly unforgettable character’. His mother, Ellen Emma, once described Kieran as “the 
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most like his father Pat, of all of the boys.”  High praise for both men who shared an 

enduring love of both land and family. 

 

 
Murray Arnel’s story in ‘Stock and Land’, 14 October, 2010 
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Sir Henry Bolte’s thank you letter to Rene after one of his 
visits to ‘Ettrick’ 
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Chapter 13 
 

Pat and Ellen’s Other Children 
 
 
History writers face a significant problem when there is little to write about because the 

salient facts were not recorded.  Simply put, if they don’t know what happened, they 

can’t write about it with any accuracy.  Frank and Kieran each have chapters devoted to 

their lives because there was plenty of detail made available by their families about 

them.  Unfortunately, at the time of writing, the same level of detail was not available 

for the other five children to warrant separate chapters.  Perhaps at some time in the 

future more information will be forthcoming to allow a later edition of this work to be 

expanded to accord those whose brief stories are told here, the full measure their lives 

deserve. 

 

Vincent Gerald and Martha Carter 

Vin was Pat and Ellen’s second child born on 3rd August, 1907, at a private hospital in 

Watts Road Oakleigh, under the care of a Dr Birch.   

 

Like his brothers, Vin was educated by governesses at “Rosalind Park” and the nuns at 

St Joseph’s in Balranald, followed by a secondary education at Assumption College, 

Kilmore.  After he left Assumption, Vin returned to “Rosalind Park” where he assisted 

Frank and Jim Fitzgerald in the running of the property. 

 

Kieran spoke fondly of Vin and it seems that they were quite close.  In his later years 

Kieran recalled an incident when he and Vin were quite small boys and were digging a 

grave for some small emus that had died.  In his enthusiasm Kieran accidentally hit Vin 

with a pick!  The injury must have been serious because Kieran was still remorseful 
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some seventy years after the event, saying, “It was only an accident.  He never quite 

recovered though.”  What that means is anybody’s guess but it does imply that Vin was 

somehow affected by the injury for the rest of his life. 

 

According to Kieran, Vin, along with Frank and Kieran, had an interest in “Tylden” in the 

early days.  Legal documents from 1936 show that Vin was looking at acquiring a piece 

of “Tupra” but withdrew his interest the following year.  The same documents indicate 

that Vin did some of the “leg work” for his mother in her legal battle with Elizabeth 

Peevers over Pat’s will. 

 

 
Vin and Martha at Stephen and Suzanne’s wedding, May 1969 

 

In 1937, Vin married Martha Carter in Balranald, the couple eventually settling at “The 

Ridge” up near “Rosalind Park”.   

 

Martha was the daughter of Edward, died 1923, and Elizabeth Carter, died 1940, and 

was born in Balranald in 1910.  Her family had long been associated with various 

properties in the Balranald district including “Yanga” and the original Homestead Lease 

of “Glen Emu”, the latter eventually being owned by Kieran and Dan O’Halloran.  

Something of the family’s interests can be seen from an obituary for Martha’s 
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grandfather, John Carter that appeared in the ‘Riverina Recorder’ of 16th January, 1918, 

a transcript of which appears below. 

 
 A transcript of the obituary for Martha Carter’s grandfather from the ‘Riverina Recorder’ 

 

Lawrence O’Halloran offered the following regarding Vin and Martha:  “I think there is a 

wedding photo of the couple somewhere and I will look for it.  I should be able to find 

out their wedding date.  After marriage they settled on “The Ridge”.  Martha was a 

Carter, a large Balranald family.  Fred her brother was the manager of “Yanga” for many 

years.  At one stage her parents ran the now defunct Hotel and Travellers Resting Place 

at “The Fifty Mile”.  She spent part of her youth there.  The Hotel was fifty miles out of 

Balranald, on a hill and although now long gone, old bottles and other remnants of a 

bygone age can still be seen.  Marie Scott is the daughter of Martha’s sister Jean.” 
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Vin and Martha had no children, it being said that Vin had been injured in an accident 

when thrown off a horse as a young man, and that this had affected him in this regard.  

According to Ann Poelsma, Martha craved a child and almost mourned her unborn 

children for a very long time.  It is not known if Vin’s accident was before or after their 

marriage. 

 

Curious for information about the couple, I asked Ann what was known in the family.  

She replied, “Martha and Vin were a retiring couple who kept to themselves.  Martha was 

especially shy while Vin was a pleasant, easy going man.  Before Vin died in 1982, the 

couple sold “The Ridge” and moved back into Balranald.  Once Vin died, Martha stayed 

on in the town, her business affairs being taken care of by Vin’s brother Kevin.  

Eventually, when no longer capable of looking after herself, she was taken care of in a 

nursing home in Moama where she lost touch with family, then died.  Her sister told me 

she didn’t know where Martha was and couldn’t go and see her.  I sent her a card when 

Martha died because there was no one else to send one to.  She replied in a very upset 

state because she didn’t get a  chance to say “Goodbye” to her sister.  Couldn’t find her!  

Without your own children looking out for you, you take what you can get.” 

 

 
Vin and Martha’s gravestone 

 

Jan Cleland told me that Vin and Martha had a pet cockatoo that bit everyone who went 

within range of it.  Apparently, the cocky loved Vin and would call him when he was 

working in the paddocks. 
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Vin died in 1982 and Martha in 1995.  They are buried together in Balranald Cemetery. 

After Martha died in 1995, the following obituary appeared in the Riverina Grazier: 

 

 
 

 

 

Daniel Joseph and Eva McLoghlin 

 

Unlike his Assumption College educated brothers, Dan was sent to board at Xavier.  

During his time there he made acquaintance with several boys who would turn out to be 

‘Society A-Listers’ later in life and Dan made good use of these friendships, being readily 
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accepted in society wherever he went.  He was so well known by a particular Melbourne-

based band leader, that the band would start playing “Danny Boy” whenever Dan 

appeared where the band was playing. 

 

During the 1930s Dan contracted blood poisoning and was confined at the Mercy 

Hospital for some six weeks until he was fit enough to go home.  Even so, he never fully 

recovered and was always susceptible to the problem of cuts and scratches developing 

into sores because the healing process was inhibited. 

 

Although though Dan was born almost four years after Kieran in 1912, there is no 

mistaking the bond that existed between the two brothers.  As described earlier, the pair 

teamed up to buy the very Australian named ‘Glen Emu’ in 1938.  According to Kieran, 

around 1930, Frank had headed off to pursue his other interests and Dan moved up to 

‘Rosalind Park’ to run the place for his mother.  At that time Kieran had an interest in 

‘Tylden’ but he made that over to brother Bill, then only 17 or 18, because he knew he 

(Kieran) had no hope of owning ‘Tylden’ and still being able to buy ‘Glen Emu’.  It was 

Kieran’s view that Dan should have owned ‘Rosalind Park’ as he did all the fencing, put 

down the wells and built the wool shed.  Eventually, Kevin got ‘Rosalind Park’ and Dan 

joined Kieran on ‘Glen Emu’. 

 

Previously, ‘Glen Emu’ had been owned by the Trewin brothers and it had been on the 

market since 1926 but the Depression years, drought and poor prices for wool crops  

conspired against the sale.   

 

The advertising brochure for the auction to be held on 5th August, 1926, (shown on the 

next page) paints an attractive picture of the property.  It describes the country as 

“open salt bush plains, blue and pearl bush, some edible scrub (no windswept country).  

Has been lightly stocked in years past, and is in splendid carrying condition for fattening 

or wool-growing. 

 

The Property (54,860 acres – 33 miles from Balranald) is well improved, watered and 

sub-divided and is noted for the high class of wool produced thereon. The clips of fleece 

wool for the past three seasons have averaged 31¾ pence per pound. 

The improvements are listed as – 7 room dwelling house, officer and store room.  Water 

laid on.  Continuous telephone service with Balranald, Melbourne and Sydney.  Good 

woolshed fitted with eight Walsley shearing stands, 9hp oil engine, etc.  Shearers and 

Mens huts. Dip. Numerous outbuildings, sheep and cattle yards, etc. 
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The house and building water supply is supplied from 24,200 gallon tanks and the 

property is watered by 18 dams of a capacity of 84,722 cubic yards.  Seven windmills, 

troughs etc. 

 

 
The 1926 flyer for the sale of ‘Glen Emu’ 

 

Kieran says that he bought the place on a bill, ₤2,000 a year for twelve years, and 

contrary to the description above, in the taped interview of his memoirs he claims that 

the property had no water on it when he purchased it. 

 

Initially, Dan and Kieran shared the old homestead but after Dan married Eva McLoghlin, 

Kieran lived in one of the rooms until the property was divided with Kieran acquiring the 

‘Ettrick’ portion.  At one point it was thought that Dan and Eva might move on to 

‘Rosalind Park’ but Eva refused, resolutely preferring to have her own property. 
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Inside the “Glen Emu” Shearing Shed 

 

Shortly after, Dan and Eva demolished the old homestead, replacing it with a more 

modern, larger residence.  The replacement house was huge judged by the living 

standards of those days but in later years Eva regretted it was so big. 

 

Eva was born Eva Florence Noeline McLoghlin in 1915 in Kew, Victoria, the daughter of 

schoolteacher William Alex McLoghlin (1881-1947) and May Keane (1880-1975). Also a 

teacher, Eva was one of six children, the others being William Francis, 1907 – 1970, 

Francis Joseph born 1910, Angela Mary Agnes, born 1912, Daniel born 1916 (later to 

join the priesthood) and Patrick born 1920.  Eva’s uncle Father William Michael Keane 

born 1885, officiated at Dan and Eva’s marriage at the Church of the Immaculate 

Conception in Hawthorn on 27th October, 1938.  Eva was attended by her sister Agnes 

while Bill was his brother’s Best Man.  Interestingly, Bill, as he was always known signed 

the Registry as ‘R. O’Halloran’.  

 

Eva met Dan through Dan’s sister Eleanor who boarded at Star of the Sea where Eva 

was a day-student.  Eleanor would invite Eva to Balranald to stay over the school 

holidays.  In those days Dan had other female interests but Eva changed all that. 

 

As an amateur student of handwriting over the years, I couldn’t help but notice the stark 

difference between Dan and Eva’s signatures on the Marriage Certificate.  Eva has signed 
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with a bold, flourishing script while Dan’s signature is small and almost inoffensive by 

comparison, tapering off towards the end, unlike Eva’s which sustains its form right to 

the last upward flourish of the ‘n’ at the end of her name.  Eva’s is the signature of a 

dominant character, definitely the boss.  Dan’s signature has some character, as 

depicted by the first three letters, but the script overall suggests that he would not be 

likely to confront an issue if he were to be challenged.  From what I have since heard 

regarding these two, it seems that their signatures were probably indicative of the reality 

of their relationship. 

 

According to family sources, Eva was the dominant partner.  She only stood 5’2” in her 

stockinged feet but certainly packed a punch.  On ‘Glen Emu’ the couple had agreed 

separate and clearly defined domestic roles.  Eva was responsible for the household 

while Dan ran the farming operation.  Neither interfered with the other and things used 

to run smoothly. 

 

As a city girl from Hawthorn, Eva had no 

great love for the outback.  She couldn’t 

drive a car and was never interested in 

learning.  She availed herself of every 

opportunity to travel to Melbourne and 

would insist that Dan accompanied her 

whenever possible. 

 

Dan was a great one for the arts.  He 

loved the opera and live theatre and 

when in Melbourne would attend 

whatever shows were playing at the 

time.  He played the violin, having been 

taught formally.  He was also an avid 

history reader with a special love for 

Ireland and anything Irish.  Dan also 

excelled at cricket and was a popular 

selection in local teams.  Dancing was 

another of Dan’s passions and felt so 

strongly that others share his love of it 

that he made a point of encouraging the 

shy ‘wallflowers’ on to the dance floor at venues he attended. 

 

 
Dan and Eva’s Wedding Day, 27th October, 1938 
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As the ultimate ‘country man’, Dan lived firstly for his family and secondly for “Glen 

Emu”. He wasn’t interested in becoming involved in local affairs.  He did, however, join 

the local branch of the Catholic organisation the Knights of the Southern Cross, the 

Church’s answer to the Freemasons.  Fearing Eva’s objection, he kept his membership a 

secret and would make all sorts of excuses in order to attend meetings and functions.  

Eventually, Eva found out and afterwards did her very best to make it difficult for poor 

Dan to continue. 

 

 
Dan’s burnt out ute on “Glen Emu” 

 

Dan’s daughter, Jan Cleland, told me of an amusing incident involving Dan during the 

War years.  Although it appears humorous now it probably wasn’t quite so when it 

happened.  During World War Two, petrol was severely rationed and was always in very 

short supply in rural areas.  ‘Producer gas’ was offered as an alternative for petrol driven 

vehicles but it required the use of a ‘gasifier’.  A gasifier was an ungainly device attached 

to vehicles that burned wood chips and produced a gas that could drive petrol engines.  

It was less powerful than petrol but at least it offered a degree of mobility. 

 

Dan had one of his utilities converted for Producer gas use.  One day, on a trip back 

from Balranald, the gasifier on the tray of the ute ignited, a not uncommon event in 

those days.  Dan’s dogs were in the back and to escape the flames and the smoke 

retreated to the roof of the vehicle where they completed the journey.  If Dan was aware 
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of what was happening behind him, he certainly showed some courage, as he pushed on 

all the way back to “Glen Emu”, by which time the ute was completely burnt out.  The 

shell of the vehicle was still on the property when it was sold after Dan’s death.  In an 

odd coincidence, I accidently came across a photograph of the vehicle simply by 

“Googling” “Glen Emu” when researching the current ownership of the place. 

 

Another story from that era involves Dan’s love of cheese.  When visiting Melbourne, 

Dan would often buy a large cake-size gorgonzola cheese and would store it under the 

front seat of the car so that it would ripen all the way back to Balranald.  One can only 

image how the other occupants of the car felt about cheese when they returned home! 

 
“Glen Emu” Homestead 

 

Dan idolised his family and was adored in return.  He would regularly organise rabbiting 

parties for the children at sunset.  All had learned to use .22 rifles and each had their 

own weapon from an early age.  The bounty collected from these late afternoon 

expeditions was usually fed to the dogs. 

 

As a youngster, Dan had experienced the harsh economic climate bestowed by the Great 

Depression of the late twenties and early thirties.  Money had been so scarce at 

“Rosalind Park” in those days that he and his brothers had been withdrawn from their 

schools because their mother couldn’t afford to pay the fees.  Dan didn’t want his own 

family to face a similar experience so he and Eva did all they could to provide their 

children with a better start in life. 
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As an example of how Dan lavished gifts on his children, Jan Cleland, herself a keen 

horsewoman, told me that on her sixteenth birthday, her father sent a new saddle to her 

at Star of the Sea, where she was then a boarding student.  Her sister Valerie received a 

new .22 rifle in exactly the same way.  The gifts were kept in the school’s security locker 

until end of term when they were able to be taken home.  Imagine the outcry today if a 

rifle were to be sent as a gift to student at a boarding school!  Times have certainly 

changed. 

 

Dan and Eva had eight children: 

 

Valerie, born in 1940, married Geoffrey Chalkley. 

Janet (Jan), born 30th 

September, 1941, married 

Stuart Cleland in 1964 but 

the marriage was later 

annulled.  The couple have 

two children – Olivia Anne, 

born 8th September, 1965, 

and Michael James Stuart, 

born 10th July, 1971, who is 

married to Jacinta. 

Olivia is married to Christian Doyle born, 10th July, 1965 and the couple have two girls, 

Anna and Caitlin. 

 

Patrick (Paddy), born in 1943 is married to Frances, a teacher.  Paddy worked “Glen 

Emu” with his father until he married Frances and the newly weds lived in the town but 

later shifted back to “Glen Emu”. 

 

Judith (Judy), born in 1945 is married to Ronald Hookway. 

 

Michael, born in 1950.  When only two, Michael contracted Murray Valley encephalitis 

and was blinded by the disease.  Local nuns prayed to Mary McKillop (since canonised to 

sainthood) for his recovery and their prayers were answered to everyone’s astonishment 

when his sight was suddenly restored during Midnight Mass in 1953.  Doctors were 

amazed at Michael’s recovery and offered no explanation as to how his sight had been so 

miraculously restored. 

 

 
Rosemary Grabau with Val Chalkley at Cousins’ Day - 1995 
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(L-R) Therese Brydon, Jan Cleland, Olivia Doyle, Michael Cleland and Chris Doyle - 1995 

 

Brendan, born 7th June, 1952, is married to Ruth Stanislaus, born 12th May, 1953.  

Paddy and Ruth have six children: 

 Benjamin Gerard, born 16th August, 1973 

 Rachael Stanislaus, born 23rd September, 1975 

 Daniel John, born 30th November, 1976 

 Andrew Michael, born 1st August, 1978 

 Meaghan Jane, born 6th August, 1981 

 Thomas Joseph, born 22nd July, 1983 

 

 
Dr Lawrence O’H, Patrick and Brendan (both sons of Dan and Eva), Tony O’H and Michael 

O’H, also Dan and Eva’s son at Michael’s 60th birthday in 2010 
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Terence was born on 8th July,1956.  He was a Down Syndrome baby and survived only 

four days.  Dan and Eva placed the tiny coffin in the back of their car and drove it down 

to Balranald for burial. 

 

Victoria (Pixie), born in 1959, contracted rubella as a baby, the effects of which have 

challenged her throughout her life. 

 
Dan Eva and Terence’s memorial at Balranald cemetery 

 

Dan’s death occurred as a result of both an unusual and tragic accident on 7th March, 

1977.  The previous day he had been accidentally kicked in the head by a cow he was 

milking.  His injuries were severe and he was rushed to the Balranald District Hospital.  

The cause of death stated on the Death Certificate is “bronchopneumonia” which is said 

to have set in four hours after admission.  Jan Cleland says that Dan had been a heavy 

smoker since the age of twenty six, trying everything from cigars and pipes to roll-your-

owns and filter tips.  He had tried to quit several times but just couldn’t give it up.  Jan 

believes that the poor condition of her father’s lungs contributed significantly to his 

death.  Dan was buried in the Catholic section of the Balranald Cemetery on 9th March, 

1977. 

 

After Dan died, Eva stayed on at “Glen Emu” for a short while but her heart wasn’t in it 

and she returned to Melbourne with Michael and Pixie, for whom she cared lovingly 

almost right up until her death.  Later she said she regretted leaving Balranald. 
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Eva died on 30th December, 2004, just seventeen days after her 90th birthday.  Earlier 

she had suffered a bad fall and had to be put into care where she eventually passed 

away.  According to Rene O’Halloran’s diary, “Glen Emu” was put on the market in 1977 

and eventually sold off. 

 

Eleanor Mary 

Eleanor was Pat and Ellen’s only daughter and as such was doted on by her parents and 

brothers alike.  Her father died when she was only nine so Eleanor was naturally close to 

her mother all of her life especially in Ellen’s declining years of ill-health.  Born on 3rd 

March, 1915, Eleanor started her education at the convent school in Balranald and then 

proceeded to Star of the Sea in Melbourne, where she attended as a boarder.  It was 

here that she made the connection that led to her meeting and falling in love with 

Vincent Connellan.  One of her classmates was Sybil Buzza who eventually married Vin’s 

brother Leo Connellan.  Through Sybil, Eleanor met Vin and they married in 1940. 

 

The Connellans were pioneers of one of Australia’s best known outback air services, 

Connellan Airlines or Connair as it was popularly known.  In 1938, Vin’s older brother 

Eddie toured Northern Australia in 1938 in a Spartan VH-UJT. During this tour he met 

John McEwen at Mistake Creek who persuaded him to set up an air service between Alice 

Springs and Wyndham.  Eddie Connellan was a remarkable man in that he was an 

idealist, a visionary and managed to have several careers simultaneously during his life 

when any one of those careers would have been fulfilling. Coming from a grazing family 

in New South Wales, he was educated at Xavier College in Melbourne. He became a 

teacher, obtained a University degree, learnt to fly, and was then determined to seek out 

the pastoral potential of Northern Territory. He carried out an aerial survey in his own 

aircraft and was persuaded to commence an air service to carry mail to remote areas of 

the Northern Territory.  

During the years of World War II he conducted a limited service, usually being the only 

pilot, but after the War he was able to gradually expand the airline. The growth and 

operation of the airline at Alice Springs became his life-time challenge but he also 

became a successful pastoralist and was actively involved in all aspects of the 

development of the Northern Territory. He was a family man, a devout Christian, he 

possessed rare qualities of intellect, and he was at ease at all levels of society. He 

demanded loyalty and high standards from his staff and he was single-minded in his 

approach which inevitably caused friction at times and could lead to difficulties with 

bureaucracy.  
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Eddie Connellan died of cancer in 

December 1983. History records his 

valuable contributions to the development 

of the Northern Territory, particularly the 

air service which operated to high safety 

standards in a very difficult environment in 

remote areas. 

Vin also held a pilot’s licence and flew for 

his brother in those early days before the 

outbreak of World War II. 

 

Vin was born on 1st January, 1915, at 

Donald in Victoria, the son of Thomas Peter 

Connellan and Lucy Glowery.  The 

Connellans later moved to Balranald where Vin and Eleanor met.  As a qualified pilot, Vin 

joined the RAAF while in Adelaide on 11th November, 1940 and was posted to the 

Elementary Flying Training School based at Narrandera, New South Wales. 

 

In 1941, the couple’s first son Patrick was born and 

Eleanor was expecting their second child when a 

terrible tragedy struck on 9th March, 1943. Vin was  

returning from flying a security patrol off the NSW 

coast with Leading Aircraftman Philip Phillips in a 

Tiger Moth at Narrandera when the plane crashed 

killing both men. 

 

Despite what must have been unimaginable grief, 

Eleanor gave birth to a healthy son, just four months 

later on 19th July.  The boy was christened Vincent in 

memory of his father. 

 

Eleanor and her two sons moved in with Ellen at “Tara” in Balranald and then through 

the kindness of her brother Frank, into a place he owned, next door. 

 

In 1950, Eleanor married Joseph Daniel (Dan) Grabau.  Dan was a Stock and Station 

Agent with OS Whight, and came from a family that had long standing links with the 

Balranald district. 

 

Eddie Connellan (1912-1983) 

 
Vin Connellan (1915-1943) 
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Dan and Eleanor’s wedding 1950.  The matron of honour is Rene O’Halloran while the groomsman is 

Max Grabau 
 

The Grabau family has a recorded history that has been traced back as far as 1665 in 

Germany and is meticulously detailed in “The Hardy Family History” compiled by JS 

Hardy and privately published in March, 2005.  The following extract from the booklet is 

a brief biography of Dan: 

Joseph Daniel GRABAU 1920 
 
Daniel was born at Melbourne, 23.02.1920, and his primary education was at Balranald convent school.  
He was a boarder in town during the week. At the age of eight he became a boarder at Xavier College 
Melbourne for the next three yars.  This ceased with drought and depression years.  In 1931 with the 
establishment of Lynwood subsidised school he spent the next three years on the property. This school 
was conducted on the verandah of Lynwood homestead for the Grabau children and their neighbour, 3 
km away, the Nield's children.  The teacher, or rather a series of teachers, lived with the family and the 
New South Wales Government met part of the costs. 
 
With the death of his father, Arthur Grabau 1934, Dan assumed many of the duties of the property and 
an overview of the younger children - at the age of 14 years!  The next drought, 1942 - 1945, together 
with the small size of the property made sheep farming extremely difficult. 
 
Dan was able to enlist in the Royal Australian Air Force, in July 1943, and completed his pilot training 
in mid 1944 and so became one of the large number of air crew, trained with the Empire Training 
Scheme, to be surplus to requirements.  This was due to the losses being lower than anticipated and the 
war ending in 1945. 
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After a short time with the Air Force Association, in Sydney, Dan joined  the Stock and Station firm of  
O.S.Whight. He became a partner of Grabau Whight later to be Younghusbands then Elders. 
 
Returning to the land he ran 'Beliamong', with his wife Eleanor and purchased  ‘Karra’ which was part 
of the ‘Tin Tin’ property north of Balranald.  He was one of the early graziers, in the west of New 
South Wales, to use light aircraft to inspect the tanks and sheep in the paddocks.  He has held his 
pilots’ licence for over 50 years and is now retired to 18 acres just out of Swan Hill Victoria. 
 
In 1950 Dan GRABAU married Eleanor Connellan nee O'Halloran  b 1915  d 1975  Eleanor was a 
widow, with two children, Patrick and Vincent, and whose husband, Vincent, had been killed in an air 
craft accident while serving in the R.A.A.F in 1943. 
 

Hardy’s history tells us that the first Grabau to arrive in Australia was Dan’s grandfather 

Frederick William, or Freidrich Wilhelm, as he was christened.  Frederick was the fourth 

of six children born to Johannes and Caroline Grabau at Riskilde in Denmark, in 1847.  

At 19 he joined the crew of the cargo ship the “St James”  and sailed out of the port of 

Startvik, Sweden bound for Australia.  The ship arrived in Melbourne on 17th January, 

1867, when Frederick and seven others jumped ship.  The incident is confirmed in the 

Victoria Police Gazette which carried a description of each of the deserters and offered a 

₤2 reward for the capture of each.  It is assumed that Frederick was lured to Bendigo by 

the prospect of finding his fortune on the goldfields as it seems that he spent the next 

six years following this pursuit.  

Between 1879 and 1893 Frederick farmed two 

allotments just south of Echuca and in 

between he found time to marry Evelyn 

Stenning on 24th August, 1881, at the bride’s 

residence at Echuca North.  On 21st March, 

1893, the Riverina Herald reported the sale 

by auction of Frederick’s Kanyapella property 

after which Frederick moved his family to 

Balranald, acquiring a 2,500 acre block, partly 

fenced but without buildings.  Over time he 

built the family home and called it “Lynwood”. 

 

Dan’s father Edward Arthur Grabau, known as 

Arthur, was born at Kanyapella in 1885.  he 

worked “Lynwood” with his father until he 

joined the AIF in 1915.  Due to anti-German sentiment in the community he enlisted 

under the name “Graham” and was assigned to the 8th Field Artillery as a gunner.  He 

was wounded in action in 1917 when a shell detonated beneath his horse.  He suffered 

leg and abdominal injuries and was repatriated home. A life-long limp was a telling 

 
Frederick William Grabau in 1866 
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legacy of his injuries.  In 1919 he married Eileen Cummins, a schoolteacher from Hay, to 

whom he had been engaged since before his enlistment. 

 

Arthur and his wife lived 

on “Lynwood” which was 

extended in 1927.  

Arthur and his brother 

Fred bought “Tin Tin”, 

which means much 

water.  However the 

land was saltbush and 

blue bush country and 

had a dry lake bed with 

no surface water at all.  

The property was 

managed by their brother-in-law Auber Jones but during the harsh drought years was 

placed in the hands of the banks with Auber still managing it.  Later , in 1960, Dan 

purchased a 22,500 acre section of “Tin Tin”, called it “Karra” and grazed sheep there 

until 1990. 

 

‘Lynwood’ was later destroyed by bushfire. 

 

 
'Dan at the burnt-out remains of ‘Lynwood’ circa 2000 

 

 
“Lynwood” Homestead 

The home-school was held on the right-hand verandah 
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Arthur died in 1934 and Eileen in 1972.  

Both are buried in Box Hill cemetery.  

Arthur and Eileen had  children.  Three of 

their sons served in the RAAF during World 

War II and were featured in the publication 

“Balranald Boys of the Skies” published in 

2005 by Adrian Gorman. 

 

 
The Grabau Boys Story from Adrian Gorman’s Balranald Boys of the Skies (2005) 

The Grabau story is indeed an interesting one and it is not the intention to report it  in all 

its detail here.  It is recommended that interested readers refer to the copy of John 

Hardy’s work which has been scanned and is included on the DVD that comes with this 

book. 

 

 
Arthur and Eileen Grabau on their wedding day 
at Hay in 1919.  Kit Cummins is the bridesmaid 
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Now, back to Dan and Eleanor.  The couple had four children:  

Rosemary 

Therese, born 

13th October, 

1951 

Kerryn 

Frances, born 

6th January, 

1953 

Elizabeth 

Ellen, born 5th 

March, 1955 

Gerald 

Joseph, born 

22nd December, 

1957 

After they married, Dan and Eleanor returned to Eleanor’s property “Beliamong” which 

they continued to run. Originally, ‘Beliamong’ had been left to Ellen by Pat on a ‘life 

interest’ basis and on Ellen’s death the property passed to Eleanor.  

 

Dan made good use of his pilots’ licence and had his own light aircraft that he used to 

carry out inspections of not just his own properties but others in the district as 

requested. 

Dan and Eleanor obviously 

had a very loving 

relationship with their 

children.  Their photo album 

is full of ‘happy snaps’ 

where everyone appears to 

be enjoying life. 

 

It struck me that Eleanor 

must have been a  

particularly stoic and 

resilient individual to have 

survived such  tragic early days when she was left alone to bring up her two infant sons 

after Vin’s accidental death.  No doubt, meeting and marrying Dan Grabau was a 

significant milestone in her life that enabled her to focus on the future and move on. 

 
Elizabeth, Rosemary, Gerald, Kerry – circa 1960 

 
An aerial photo taken by Dan on one of his many sorties 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

374 

 

As if life hadn’t already dealt her 

enough anxiety, it must have come 

as a great shock to her and her 

family to learn in 1969 that she 

had contracted breast cancer.  

Eleanor battled the disease for six 

more years, finally passing away 

on 20th November, 1975. 

 

After Eleanor died ‘Beliamong’ was 

left to Eleanor and Vincent’s two 

sons Patrick and Vince; Patrick 

subsequently sold his share to his 

brother. 

 

In 1976, Dan remarried.  His new wife was Marjory Bormann, the widow of Edward 

Bormann, Rene O’Halloran’s first cousin.  After twenty five years, Dan and Marjory 

divorced in 2001.  Dan continued to live a full and useful life right up until his death at 

the age of 88, on 31st August, 2008. 

 

 
Eleanor in later years 

 

 

 
A happy family group 
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Dan and his family – 1990s 

L-R: Elizabeth, Dan, Rosemary, Gerald and Kerry 
 
 

Raymond (Bill) Fitzgerald and Kathleen (Kay) Connellan 

We learned in an earlier chapter that Bill was originally christened Raymond in Pat’s 

absence after he was born on 27th November, 1916 and that Pat so disliked the name 

that he referred to his new son as Bill.  And so Raymond became Bill for the rest of his 

life.  He married Kathleen Connellan in 1948.  Kath’s brother Vin had married Bill’s sister 

Eleanor in 1940 before tragically losing his life in a wartime air accident in 1943. 

 

Bill was a man of many and varied interests, one of which was family history.  Towards 

the end of his life he penned some notes about his family and what life had been like 

during the early days on the land at Balranald.  His son Steve has passed on these notes 

to me for inclusion in this work and I am sure that Bill would have been proud to know 

they have been included.  I have chosen to type them out rather than include the pages 

as they were written as these do not make a successful transition to printed copy.  I 

have, however, included the first page as a sample. 
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The first page of Bill O’Halloran’s historical notes 

About 1860 [actually the 1890s] my grandfather and father selected the 10,240 

acre blocks approximately 80 miles north of Balranald.  It soon became obvious 

that these blocks were too small. 

 

My father called his selection “Rosalind Park” after the Rosalind Park in Bendigo 

from where he came. 

 

The conditions regarding the taking up of the selections were very rigid – fencing, 

provision of water and buildings.  Because of the isolation, the cost of living was 

high. 

 

The only means of transport was wagons. 

I was second youngest of seven. 
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Long before I went to school I was my father’s right hand man.  He bought a 

horse for me called ‘Black Bess’.  She was my constant companion as I did the 

jobs.  When she got up a bit of speed she would turn sharply and toss me off.  

She would stop and come back for me to get on again. 

 

The rabbit inspector used to 

stay the night.  It was my job, 

even though I was only five 

years old, to get his horses next 

morning.  One morning he 

asked me how long I had been 

riding.  I said, “Ever since I was 

a kid”. 

 

I went everywhere with my 

father and consequently grew 

up knowing the details of 

managing the property. 

 

I remember the weekly mail 

coming by horse transport 

before the car was introduced.  

That day was a big occasion 

with the arrival of the 

catalogues from the city stores creating great excitement. 

 

There was no telephone, wireless of electricity and drinking water was scarce.  

The value of the land wasn’t very high and living conditions were rather primitive.  

Consequently, some people decided to sell out.  My father swapped a top class 

horse team and fully equipped wagon for a block.  He bought another for ₤250.  

Another landholder swapped his property for a hotel in Balranald. 

 

We moved to Balranald to educate the family.  We went to the Convent School 

until we were old enough to go to Assumption College, Kilmore. 

 

All my spare time was spent working at “Tylden”.  When I left Assumption, I 

came to live and work on “Tylden”.  It was two paddocks with ni improvements.  

The only permanent water was Lake Moremby. 

 
Bill O’Halloran with gun and catch 
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In 1939 I became the owner of “Tylden” and I set about sub-dividing, watering 

and implementing land conservation and building the necessary sheds to improve 

the place.  I did the wool classing for all the family properties for ten years and 

cultivated the SA Bungaree type of sheep and wool as I believe it suited this 

property. 

 

I was married in 1943.  We had 

three children and we educated 

them by correspondence as there 

were no school buses in those days.  

Later I became interested in politics 

and was elected to the local council, 

PP Board and Hospital Board.  I 

joined Graziers and sporting clubs 

including the Homebush Gymkhana 

Club.  Through participation in 

political matters I realised that 

problems everywhere were much 

the same as ours.  These 

organisations made it possible for 

me to help improve the standard of 

living in the district in such areas as 

school buses, telephone and 

electricity services, retirement flats for elderly citizens, hostels for itinerant 

people and having coaches call at Balranald. 

 

I took an active part in representing the town and district in many sports.  I 

became a Justice of the Peace and was awarded the Order of Australia Medal in 

1978. [Bill was recognised in the Queen’s Birthday Honours List on 6 June, 1978, 

for “services to the community”] 

 

Over the years we had severe droughts, the worst of which was probably in 1945 

when many of our sheep died.  On the land we had to be self-sufficient, supplying 

our own meat and milk and making our own bread and soap.  Water was always 

scarce and unsuitable for the garden. We grew our own oats for the cows and 

horses. 

 

 
Bill and Kathleen O’Halloran 
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Bill O’Halloran (in pads) with the Homebush cricket eleven 

 

The arrival of various hawkers with “fresh” vegetables, clothes, etc., was a big 

excitement.  The “fresh” vegetables would be a fortnight old by the time they 

reached us.  Most goods came to Balranald by boat until the railways came to 

Balranald in 1926.  Before that the stock and produce went by road, the wagons 

bringing back all the supplies for the next twelve months.  My father owned a 

Coton de Guise motor car and we all travelled to Melbourne for a month’s holiday 

at the beach. 

 

Bill died on 30th October, 1992, after a long bout of illness and the eulogy celebrating his 

life at his funeral is a fitting biography so I have decided to include it here. 

 

Kathleen, Ellen, Stephen, Tim and families, Father Dowden, ladies and 

gentlemen, it is a sad day for the O’Halloran family as we gather to farewell from 

this life, Bill O’Halloran.  Today we celebrate with this Mass and our gathering 

together, the passing of a life rich with achievement and activity. 

 

We are today mourning a man of many talents, who used those talents tirelessly, 

striving to improve the lot of his fellow man – both locally and distant.  Bill’s 

concern for his fellow man. Both young and old from all walks of life was endless. 
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For just on fifty years, Bill 

and his wife Kathleen were 

husband and wife.  He was 

father to three children, 

Stephen, Ellen and Timothy.  

A more loyal and supportive 

father you could not find.  As 

well as his own family Bill 

was always very interested in 

the wider family.  I 

remember well, visits to 

Tylden as a young school 

boy.  Sooner or later, you 

would find yourself alone 

with him and he would gently 

ask you, “How are you getting on at boarding school?”  He would then offer sound 

advice and comforting words.  Bill was a great family historian and could always 

fill you in on some detail of O’Halloran, Fitzgerald or Connellan family matter.  He 

could always tell you about some distant relative or family connection to look up 

wherever you were. 

 

Bill was active and prominent in community affairs.  He was a Shire Councillor 

here in Balranald for sixteen years and was a delegate to the New South Wales 

Shires Association. 

 

He sat on the Hospital Board for thirteen years and was on the Primary Producers 

Board for twenty nine years and had been president. 

 

Bill was also on the Western Lands Commission Land Board here for twenty nine 

years and was a life member of the Assumption College Old Boys Association as 

well as a member of the College Board.  Naturally he was prominent in College 

fund raising activities. 

 

Bill was a member of the charitable organisation St Vincent De Paul Society for 

over fifty years, was a Justice of the Peace and a member of the Mid-Murray 

Football League Tribunal. 

 

 
L-R: Kathleen, Bill, Ellen, Tim and Steve 
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For his services to local government and the community, Bill was awarded the 

Order of Australia Medal in 1972.  He was a proud and worthy holder of this 

honour. 

 

Bill and Kathleen were founding members of the local historical society and Bill 

was instrumental in the building of the “O’Halloran House Retirement Centre”. 

 

In his earlier years, Bill’s lifelong love of sport, led him into many sporting fields.  

He played cricket for the Homebush Cricket Club and represented New South 

Wales Country at the game. 

 

He was doubles tennis 

champion here with Ted 

Howley for several years.  

He was a foundation 

member of the Homebush 

Gymkhana Association and 

a keen lifetime supporter.  

Bill was also a keen and 

talented golfer in his earlier 

days. 

 

One of the highlights of a visit to Tylden many years ago was the expectation of a 

game of table tennis with him and the vain hope that you might win a game 

eventually.  He used the “home ground” advantage to great effect. 

 

In 1948 Bill and Kathleen married and soon moved to “Tylden”.  At the time the 

property was an unimproved holding, so they set about the many years of hard 

work and sacrifice to get it to the wonderful state it is now. 

 

Bill was always a man of great vision and innovation in the pastoral industry.  He 

loved the land and took great care of it, exercising great pride in the welfare and 

performance of his sheep and cattle.  Bill’s wife and children and of late, his 

grand-children, were an immense joy to him. 

 

In his later years Bill suffered much ill-health, enduring a number of serious 

illnesses which he bore with great courage and faith.  At the end of his life he was 

not beaten or broken by illness.  He carried it on his broad shoulders, never 

 
Bill and Kay in later years 
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complaining, always positive and an example to all of us.  Kathleen was a great 

support to him during these years. 

 

Last Friday was a good day for Bill.  The rivers in flood, the crop is blooming and 

there is plenty of feed for the stock.  He was with his loving wife at his beloved 

“Tylden”.  In the evening he passed peacefully into eternity at the age of seventy 

–six years. 

Rest in peace Bill O’Halloran. 

 

Kay died on 6th June, 2004. 

 

Ann Poelsma had this to say about Bill.  “He was very competitive with his siblings.  On 

visiting, he would insist that my sister Trish and I scratch his back.  Being very young at 

the time we tired of it quickly but he wouldn’t let us stop!  Kay was lovely, always keen 

to uphold the family standards.  She was always very active in the local country 

community. 

 

Of my many memories of her, the one that truly stands out were the “lolly scrambles” 

she would organise at the Correspondence School Christmas tree get-togethers for 

outback kids.” 

 

Bill and Kay had three children, Stephen and his twin sister Ellen and Timothy. 

 

Stephen Philip was born on 2nd September, 1944 and married Suzanne Isabel Bowman 

on 24th May, 1969.  The couple has two children, Darren Craig, born 27th May, 1970 and 

Philippa Isabel, born 27th March, 1972. 

Darren married Tracey Irene Hughes 

on 3rd April, 1993.  The couple has 

three children, Hubert Fitzgerald, 

born 3rd June, 1994, Georgie Pearl, 

born 18th September, 1997, and 

Wyatt Kitchener, born 30th April, 

2003. 

 

Philippa married Denver Anthony 

D’Angelo on 20th April, 2003.  They 

have two children, Zeke Antonio 

O’Halloran-D’Angelo, born on 27th 

 
Stephen and Suzanne O’Halloran – 24th May, 1969 
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February, 2005 and Poppi Isabel Rose, born 12th May, 2007. 

 

Steve and Suzanne run ‘Waldeira’ while Steve has been prominent in local politics having 

served as Mayor of Balranald on two occasions. 

 

Ellen Cecilia was born on 2nd September, 1944 and married John Archibald, born 2nd 

November, 1948, on 18th October, 1975.  The couple had no children. 

 

Ellen died on 7th August, 2009 after a 

long battle with multiple sclerosis, 

finally succumbing to a stroke.  The 

memorial booklet distributed at her 

funeral Mass contained a brief 

biography celebrating Ellen’s life: 

 

Born 2nd September, 1944 at Balranald 

Hospital, Ellen was named after Ma 

and Aunty Ellen O’Halloran.  Early 

education was by correspondence at 

“Tylden” and then at a young age 

became a boarder at Sacred Heart 

College, Ballarat, where she gained 

her Matriculation.  Ellen always enjoyed the Homebush Gymkhanas where she was very 

competitive on her pony, Poppy. 

 

Making her home in Melbourne, Ellen made her debut at the St Kilda Town Hall and her 

21st birthday was held at the Royal Theatre, Balranald.  Ellen enjoyed travelling, making 

a world trip, a cruise and travelling around Australia.  On one trip with Uncle Eddie to 

Alice Springs, she was very relieved when, just out of Alice Springs, Uncle Eddie awoke 

from a snooze and took over from auto-pilot! 

 

Ellen worked as a librarian with the Hospitals and Charities Commission, then for the 

Public Service Board at the State Library in Swanston Street, Melbourne. 

 

An avid reader, Ellen noticed an advertisement in “The Age” from the Commonwealth 

Government looking for railway sleepers.  Notifying her dad of this was the start of 

sleepers from the Balranald district being supplied to the Commonwealth Government. 

 

 
L-R: Steve and son Darren, John Archibald and Ellen, 

Suzanne and daughter Philippa – 18th October, 1975. 
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Ellen also enjoyed her annual holidays to the beach with her family and cousins. 

 

She married John Archibald on 18th October, 1975.  “Tylden Ridge” was purchased just 

out of Kilmore and Ellen was back dong what she loved, having a few sheep, cattle, 

vegetables and her love of flowers, winning many ribbons at the local shows such as 

“Fleece and Flowers”.  Ellen enjoyed her times with John fishing, whether for trout or on 

the inland rivers. 

 

Ellen was always concerned that there was enough rain, as we all know, Ellen had a 

great love for the land and the animals. 

 

An avid cricket fan, she would sit up to all hours watching it on television, also listening 

to her beloved ABC, being an early member of the “Argonauts”. 

 

Timothy Raymond (Tim) was born on 11th March, 1953 and married Maryanne 

Beaumont, born 24th May, 1957, on 14th December, 1974.  Tim and Maryanne have 

three children, Belinda Jane, born 13th January, 1976, Ross Raymond, born 22nd 

September, 1978, and Marc Timothy, born 11th March, 1982. 

 

Tim and Maryanne have continued to run “Tylden” which has now been in the family for 

almost one hundred years. 

 

In 2007, Tim was appointed a Director of Mallee Sustainable Farming and the 

organisation’s 2010 Annual report carried the following biography of Tim: 

 

Tim O’Halloran runs a mixed farm at “Tylden”, 30km north east of Balranald, 

NSW.  “Tylden” has been in the O’Halloran family since 1925.  Until 1980, 

“Tylden” was predominantly a grazing farm but since then a gradual 

transformation to Poll Merinos and grain growing has occurred.  In more recent 

years Tim has adopted biological farming methods. 

 

Tim has been an active member of the community for many years including 

Captain of the local Rural Fire service for twenty years, member of the NSW 

Farmers Federation for thirty years, has been part of the rangelands Management 

Action Plan committee for three years as well as a life member and Secretary of 

the Homebush recreational Reserve Trust.  Tim also has skills as a professional 

Wool Classer and is a Justice of the Peace. 
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Tim has been a NSW farmer representative on the Mallee Sustainable Farming 

Inc. Board since 2007. 

 

 
Tim and Maryanne with sons Ross and Marc – March 2010 

 

Kevin John and Shirley McNicol 

Kevin was Pat and Ellen’s youngest son, born on 22nd of September, 1921.  With Pat’s 

untimely death occurring just under three years later, the boy grew up never knowing 

his father at first hand.  Rene O’Halloran remembers Kevin – “He was a typical spoilt 

youngest son!”    Ann Poelsma remembers him as intelligent and loved a chat.  “He 

taught me how to make a fox whistle out of a jam tin lid and took me out spot-lighting 

the foxes.” 

 

Kevin joined the Royal Australian Air Force during World War II and was posted for duty 

at the Townsville Wireless/Telegraph Station.  During his service there he was to meet 

his future wife, Townsville girl Shirley McNicol, a WAAF who had transferred back to her 

home town after service at the Pacific Command Headquarters in Brisbane.  The couple 

is featured in Adrian Gorman’s “Balranald Boys of the Skies”, on the next page. 

 

Son Lawrence said that after the War, Kevin returned to Balranald and started managing 

“Rosalind Park” for his mother, Ellen.  Sometime around 1960 she transferred ownership 

of the property to him and he continued living there until 2002 when he retired.   

 

 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

386 

 
The page from Adrian Gorman’s “Balranald Boys of the Skies” detailing Kevin and Shirley’s war 

records 
 

Kevin and Shirley, born 1st April, 1924, married on 4th February, 1950.  The couple had 

three children:  

 

Therese, born 11th November, 1950, married Glen Brydon on 3rd May, 1986.  Therese 

died on 26th March, 2005. 

 

Lawrence, born 12th June, 1952, married Anna on 8th December, 1991.  Lawrence and 

Anna have two children, Paul, born 21st August, 1992 and Ellyse, born 5th December, 

1993. 
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Delia, born 14th November, 1953, married Thomas Starr on 26th November, 1976.  

Thomas, born on 28th August, 1952, died on 17th February, 1984. 

 

Ann recalls being sent to stay with 

Kevin and Shirley after Rene 

suffered a miscarriage in 1951 – “I 

was left at “Rosalind Park” for about 

three weeks when Mum was 

recovering from losing the baby.  

Therese was Shirley’s first baby and 

I was allowed to play with her as if 

she was a doll.  Her wardrobe was 

superb, all these tiny dresses 

hanging neatly in a row.  All so 

pretty, so I had to change her every 

hour or so, to get through them all.  

I was about eight or nine and 

wanted a baby sister.  She was it!” 

 

Kevin died on 14th December, 2002.  

At the time of writing, Shirley was 

battling on and not in the best of 

health. 

 
Kevin and mother Ellen in Collins St in the 1940s 
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Matron of Honour Eleanor with Shirley – 4 February, 

1950 
 

 
Ellen and all of her children 

L-R: Bill, Eleanor, Frank, Ellen, Kieran, Vin, Kevin and Dan 
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Chapter 14 
 
Daniel and Gertrude 
 
 
Daniel was Michael and Margaret’s fourth child and third son, coming after Pat, Michael 

and Margaret, at Sandhurst on 20th August, 1868.  He was born at 10am and was 

delivered by a Doctor Beaver with assistance from Mrs Kelford and Mrs Collins.  Daniel’s 

birth certificate records that the family was living at Iron Bark Gully at the time. 

 

It is not certain what the boys did after the family moved to Balranald in 1881.  We do 

know that their father Michael was trapping rabbits for a living as part of the plague 

mitigation programme being fostered by the station owners in the district.  As the three 

eldest boys would have reached the legal school leaving age by then, it is reasonable to 

assume that they may have accompanied their father. 

 

We also know that the eldest boy, Pat, made a living as a teamster, hauling the wool clip 

to the river ports back loading general merchandise to town stores and stations.   There 

is strong anecdotal evidence from Dan’s daughter, Reita Thompson that her father was 

also a teamster.  Reita claimed that, “all the boys were in the cartage business”.  What 

we don’t know is whether they worked as a team or as individuals with their own 

livestock and wagons.  The Electoral Roll for the Riverina – Homebush Polling Place dated 

1903 gives us a definite insight into Daniel and his brother Joseph’s whereabouts during 

this period that would appear to confirm Reita’s advice.  The listing shows both men 

engaged as contractors on the “Paika” pastoral holding and we can only assume that the 

nature of their work was along the lines of Reita’s assertions.  It is interesting to note 

that the Electoral Roll makes a distinction between Labourer and contractor so it seems 
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likely that Dan and Joe did run a horse team or teams on “Paika”.  We already know that 

the Duncans had worked on “Paika” as early as 1881.  The fact that Dan was engaged 

there as a contractor gives him ample opportunity to have struck up a friendship with 

the family, more particularly with Gertrude. 

 

By 1896, Pat had acquired a Homestead Lease on “Rosalind Park”.  It seems that Dan 

had also applied for a Lease but was not successful until some time between January, 

1904 and March, 1905, according to the Western Land Lease records.  There is 

something of a conundrum about the timing of Dan’s acquisition of his leasehold.   

 
Electoral Roll for Homebush 1903 showing Dan and Joe as contractors at “Paika” 

 

According to the records, he was granted Western Lands Lease No. 816 during the 

period mentioned above (the records are no clearer than this).  It appears that he was 

assigned the Lease previously held by one David Langley Chrystal who had tenure of 

Homestead Lease  No. 525 which he had been granted in 1889.  Chrystal was still the 

lessee in 1898 and either forfeited or relinquished the property some time after that 

date.  The puzzle is that according to the birth certificate of the couple’s first child Mary, 

born in November, 1903, Gertrude’s address is shown as ‘D’ Block, “Langley Dale”, near 

Balranald.  It would therefore appear that Dan and Gertrude were in residence at the 

Station before Dan’s application was approved.  Of course, there are a couple of 

explanations for this.  Firstly, Dan and Gertrude may have been working for Chrystal and 
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took over after he left, or secondly, and more likely, the administration of the Western 

Lands Leases was known to have been slack at this time and although Dan was the 

legitimate lessee, the records simply hadn’t caught up with events. 

 

What follows now comes 

from two family sources 

in Dan’s daughters Reita, 

and her eldest sister Julia 

who died in 1987 but 

who passed on this 

information via her 

daughter Julie Buncle. 

 

As we will see in Chapter 

20, Gertrude’s parents 

Fergus and Jennie 

Duncan had lived and worked on a number of Stations in Victoria and the Riverina, 

eventually arriving at “Paika” where Fergus worked as an Overseer.  We know the family 

was living at “Paika” when Gertrude was born there sometime between 1885 and 1888, 

depending on which source is correct, the marriage certificate or Mary’s birth certificate. 

It seems that Dan had come 

across the Duncan’s on his many 

trips to “Paika” as a teamster, 

especially given the Electoral Roll 

evidence that clearly places him 

there. and possibly in much the 

same way as Kieran fell for Rene 

Dowling, Dan may have become 

enamoured of Gertrude.  In any 

event, the anecdotal evidence 

suggests that when Dan acquired 

“Langley Dale”, he needed people to help run the place and the Duncans were invited to 

join his household, especially after the death of their parents. 

 

Fergus and Jennie had ten children between 1876 and 1893 but by the time Federation 

rolled around in 1901, Margaret, Charles and Norah Jane had already died.  Of the 

surviving seven, Edward, 25, and John, 22, were probably working on “Langley Dale”, 

while Fergus, then only twelve, may have been helping out with the farmyard duties.  

 
“Paika” Homestead in the 1890s 

 
“Paika” Homestead in the 1930s 
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The four girls were then aged between fifteen and twenty two, Gertrude being the 

youngest.  In 1901, the eldest girl Frances married Charles Dunstan of Buninyong. 

 

In another chapter we learned that Dan’s daughter Julia regarded “Langley Dale” as a 

comfortable place.  As the Homestead Lease had been established for some years under 

David Chrystal’s management, it is reasonable to assume that the homestead was an 

established residence in accordance with the terms of such Leases.  It was Julia’s view 

that Gertrude worked in the kitchen and as a general domestic around the house.  It has 

never been suggested what duties her sisters performed nor was there any word as to 

what role mother Jennie played in the running of the property. 

 

The period 1902 to 1904 was both tragic and tumultuous for the Balranald O’Hallorans, 

even more so for those on “Langley Dale”. 

 

It all started with the death of Dan’s mother, Margaret, in May 1902.  Three months 

later, in August, Gerte’s mother Jennie was diagnosed with stomach cancer which must 

have been fairly aggressive as it resulted in her death on 21st October, 1902.  She was 

only 48. 

 

Three weeks later, Fergus was admitted to the Balranald District Hospital where he 

passed away on 14th November.  His death certificate states the cause of death as 

croupous pneumonia which is an acute infection characterized by sudden onset with a 

chill, high fever, rapid course, and sudden decline; it is also called lobar pneumonia, 

from its affecting a whole lobe of the lung at once.  Interestingly, the certificate also 

adds a secondary cause of “interstitial nephritis”, a kidney disorder in which the spaces 

between the kidney tubules become inflamed. The inflammation can affect the kidneys' 

function, including their ability to filter waste. The doctor who issued the certificate was 

of the opinion that Fergus’ condition at the time of death was “predisposed to by 

intemperance”. 

 

There must have been sufficient doubt about Fergus’ death to warrant a Magisterial 

Inquiry which was held on 14th November, by Mr W O Close, JP, who agreed with the 

doctor’s certification and released the body for burial that same day. 

 

To lose both of her parents in such a short space of time must have come as a terrible 

shock to Gerte.  However, this doesn’t appear to have been discussed within the family 

as the details have never filtered through.  Likewise, there is nothing to say what 

became of Gerte’s sisters after the death of their parents. 
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After Margaret’s death, Michael took off for Hay to live with Joe on “Allenbury”, dying 

there on 27th February, 1903.  It would have been around this time that Gerte 

discovered she was pregnant.  She would have been almost seventeen, given that most 

of the available evidence suggests that she was born in 1886.  According to Julia, Gerte’s 

brothers were furious with Gerte about her pregnancy, the situation becoming so 

inflamed that Dan decided to send her away.  The baby, named Mary, was born on 12th 

November, 1903, a year to the day on which Fergus died.  The birth certificate does not 

name the father but states that Gertrude was 20 years of age at the date of birth.  No 

other informant is listed on the certificate so this detail must have been tendered by 

Gerte herself.  We shall see later that her stated age cannot be correct, so Gerte must 

have had some reason for adding a few years! 

 

After Mary’s birth, Gertrude obviously returned to “Langley Dale”.  The eastern states of 

Australia had been in the grip of a dreadful drought from 1895.  Although the rains 

started falling in Queensland In February, 1904, the Riverina continued to be to be 

drought-stricken for a further two years.  Searing temperatures and storm clouds of red 

dust driven by hot northerly winds were the order of the summer days during the 1903-

1904 season.  It was into this desolate furnace that little Mary was introduced to the 

world.  The isolation of “Langley Dale”, the hellfire weather and the inexperience of a 

young mother who was still only a slip of a girl herself, were hardly ideal conditions for a 

new baby and all conspired to bring about poor Mary’s demise. 

 

According to Mary’s death certificate, the baby died on 8th February, 1904 at “Langley 

Dale”.  It seems that eight hours earlier she was noticed to have been in a convulsive 

state but with no medical expertise available there was little that could be done to 

comfort the child, who eventually succumbed to exhaustion.  Mary’s cause of death was 

certified by Dr John Costelloe in Balranald the following day.  The Coroner, Mr JL 

Shropshire, was obviously satisfied with the circumstances as he dispensed with the 

need for an Inquest, releasing the body for burial.  Mary was buried as “Mary Duncan” in 

the Catholic section of the Balranald Cemetery on 9th February, 1904.  It is interesting to 

note that Dan is listed as the informant on the death certificate and was one of the 

witnesses to the burial.  It is also specifically recorded that Dan was “no relation” to the 

infant.  However, when Dan died in 1927, Mary is listed on his death certificate as one of 

the children of his marriage to Gertrude.  The same statement was tendered on 

Gertrude’s death certificate when she died in 1972, by her daughter Reita Thompson. 
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We now need to examine how the family has treated this tragedy through the years.  

What has been accepted is that Gerte had a daughter called Mary who had died in 

infancy.  However, the birth was conveniently placed between Frank and Margaret’s 

births in 1912 and 1914, respectively, say 1913.  The family understanding was that the 

baby was still born or died shortly after birth and was unnamed.  Obviously, this story 

was planted by Gerte to shield the ignominy of an ‘out of wedlock’ birth which was a 

socially unacceptable, if not shameful, event in those years. 

 

Apparently, Julia knew of the baby as Mary but nothing else.  I discussed Mary’s birth 

and death with Reita Thompson, who was also close to her mother, and was taken aback 

by her reaction.  Reita has always been a very dignified lady not known for expressing 

her emotions too obviously.  She is no different in her latter years but my announcement 

that Mary was born before Dan and Gertrude were married, shocked her into an 

unexpected state of animation and disbelief.  After I showed her the documents to prove 

my claim, she took a deep breath and exclaimed, “And to think they gave me such a 

hard time for marrying Norm out of the Church!” 

 

Reita confirmed that there was never any doubt in any of the family’s minds that Mary 

was Dan and Gertrude’s child.  Certainly, her mother never denied it, but the timing of 

the birth was conveniently deferred to a more socially acceptable time in the marriage. 

 

According to Julie Buncle, her mother Julia was aware Gertrude’s brothers had stirred up 

quite a bit of trouble in those days.  Apparently, it was her view that Gerte’s brothers 

were so upset with her “for some unknown reason” that Dan was forced to intervene and 

sent Gerte off somewhere to a boarding school to “finish her education”.  It is my 

experience in the time my grandmother lived with us in the 1950s, that she was barely 

literate, only able to sign her name in a rather large, ungainly script.  She never read the 

newspaper other than to look at the pictures but she could spot a pin on the carpet two 

metres away which seems to refute suggestions that her eyesight might have been poor.  

Having regard to the circumstances as we now know them, Gerte wasn’t sent to finishing 

school at all.  It would appear more likely that Dan sent Gerte away to have her baby 

and that her brothers’ fury was due to the fact that she had become pregnant. 

 

Given her terrible experiences Between October, 1902 and February, 1904, when she 

lost both her parents and her baby, the young Gertrude must have been in a dreadful 

state.  We need to picture the scenario of those February days to try and make sense of 

what happened next.  On 8th February, Mary suffers heatstroke and goes into 

convulsions and dies later that day.  Dan and Gertrude head off to Balranald with the 
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dead baby, goodness knows how painful that trip must have been.  They arrive in 

Balranald on the 9th and contact the authorities who give the go-ahead for the baby’s 

funeral.  Dan and Gertrude then proceed to the cemetery for the burial and presumably 

spend the night in a hotel in the town. 

 

The very next day, Wednesday 10th February, the couple were married in the Balranald 

Courthouse by the same John Shropshire who had presided over the circumstances of 

Mary’s death as Coroner the day before.  Even more surprising is the fact that the doctor 

who signed Mary’s death certificate was a witness of the marriage.  The other 

noteworthy aspect of Dan and Gertrude’s marriage is that as a minor with both parents 

deceased, she required the Court’s permission to marry.  Guess who signed off on the 

permission, yep good old Mr Shropshire to the rescue again! 

 

The circumstances surrounding the marriage are unusual to say the least.  Did the 

couple just decide to marry while they were in town?  Did Dan propose to Gerte to try 

and ease her grief?  Had the marriage been planned for some time and it was just an 

unfortunate coincidence that Mary died so tragically?  That the doctor and the magistrate 

acted as witnesses suggests the marriage was a spur of the moment affair but what 

about the legal requirement of marriage banns? We will probably never know. 

 

After their marriage in the Balranald Courthouse, Dan and Gertrude returned to “Langley 

Dale” but more than two years passed before their next child, Daniel Francis, was born 

on 24th April, 1906.  Daniel’s story is told in the following chapter but there is some 

interesting background to a photograph whose subjects were only identified in 2010. 

 

It seems that this photograph of two parents and their infant son had been in the family 

for some years but the identity of the people was unknown.  I had been disappointed to 

learn that there were no known photographs of my grandfather Daniel in the family.  

Julia’s photographs had been lost over the years as a result of regular shifting of 

accommodation and any photographs that my grandmother, Little Nan, may have held 

on to had been passed on the Reita who advised that all had been lost in Darwin in 1974 

when their house had been totally destroyed by Cyclone Tracy.  The only other option 

was Daniel Francis’ son Bernie but he had already passed on to me all of the old 

photographs from his collection. 

 

I had mentioned my disappointment to Ann Poelsma and she said there was a 

photograph that I should have a look at.  At that time the photo was in the possession of 

her late brother Richard’s wife, Glenda, and Ann made arrangements for Glenda’s 
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daughter Carla to scan the photo and email it to me.  In due course, Carla’s excellent 

scan arrived by email.  My initial reaction when I first set eyes on the picture was instant 

recognition of my Little Nan, even though the image had been taken almost fifty years 

before my earliest memory of her.  Her visage was unmistakeable, the line of the mouth, 

the almond shaped eyes, the prominent jaw line and the wisp of a smile were the clues 

that transcended half a century. 

 

 
Gertrude, Daniel Francis and Daniel O’Halloran - 1906 

 

Clearly, the photograph was of Gertrude and it followed that here was the first time I 

had set eyes on my grandfather Daniel.  If my own father was anything to go by, there 

was a strong family resemblance.  Even though it was a sepia print, Daniel’s hair and 

moustache seemed to take on the fiery ginger that he had bestowed on all of his 

offspring.   The baby was the couple’s first son, Daniel Francis who appears to be about 

six months old so we can confidently date the photograph as having been taken in 1906. 

 

I passed copies of the photograph on to Julie and to Reita both of whom confirmed that 

the photograph was a smaller print of a much larger one that sat in an ornate gold frame 

that adorned the parlour wall at 103 Wright Street, Middle Park.  Julie said that the 

photograph had been left behind when the family left Wright Street after Little Nan died 

in 1972 because her mother thought it too big and bulky to take with them. 
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Some months after this photograph came to light, another picture of Daniel surfaced 

during a visit to see Kerry Grabau who made her marvellous collection of old family 

photographs available to me, many of which appear in this book.  Again, the photograph 

had been in the collection for some years with the subject remaining a mystery to the 

family.  This time the photograph had a pencil annotation on the back which gave a clue 

to the identity.  Originally, the man in the photograph was thought to have been Patrick 

but this has been crossed out and replaced with “Daniel O’Halloran and Dan”.  Quite 

clearly, the man photographed is not Pat but the boy in the man’s arms bears a strong 

facial resemblance to the boy pictured with Gertrude and Daniel earlier in this chapter 

and would seem to be young Daniel, now aged about three.   

 

Although the man’s face is 

partially shaded by his fedora, it 

is strikingly similar in likeness to 

the earlier photograph.  In 

addition, the facial features are 

so similar to those of my father, 

Peter O’Halloran, Dan’s 

youngest son, that the two 

could almost be the same 

person. 

 

And so, from never having seen 

an image of my grandfather, I 

now have two and no longer 

have to wonder what he actually 

looked like.  All the O’Halloran 

traits are present, the 

prominent ears, the ginger hair, 

the broad face, the enormous 

hands and eyes whose steely 

gaze has seen it all. 

 

Dan died in 1927 and the circumstances of his death are detailed in the following 

chapter.  Gertrude was only forty one when Dan died, leaving her with four children still 

in their teens and three under twelve.  Money wasn’t a problem because Dan had sorted 

all that out with the State Trustees before he died.  Gertrude must have had a very deep 

 
The Two Daniels - 1909 
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feeling for Dan and often spoke about him over the years.  She described him as tall and 

good looking, a happy fellow with a positive outlook on life.  I recall her singing what 

must have been their signature tune, the great Irish standard, “Danny Boy”, on many 

occasions when the family gathered for a sing-song.  The last time I heard her sing the 

ballad was in 1969 when she was living with Reita and Norm Thompson in Bendigo.  We 

had driven up their on the Sunday to visit them and I took the tape recorder and Dad 

had his movie camera.  She did not disappoint us and gave us another heart rending 

performance complete with a wavering voice that was beginning to show its age, and a 

tear in her eye when she had finished.  My father had a fine singing voice and he could 

do a great job on “Danny Boy” but he never sang it in his mother’s presence. 

 

The movie clip is revealing in retrospect.  Little Nan had become very frail by this time 

and could walk only with the assistance of a firm arm to lean on.  If it wasn’t so sad it 

would be funny because the film clip appears to show Little Nan being frog-marched up 

and down the verandah.  Her hard life and disappointing experiences with some of her 

children including the death of daughter Eileen in 1960, had taken their toll.  Her heart 

was now failing and she was spending more time in hospital.  Reita and Norm continued 

to care for her.  She was too ill to attend Krys and my wedding in 1971 but we visited 

her the following day at Norm and Reita’s Glen Waverly house.   

 

When we entered the sitting room there she was in her favourite chair, her left arm 

folder across her chest while the right held the ever-present Albany cigarette to her lips 

as she puffed away, each puff punctuating the words as she spoke.  I remember the 

delight on her face and the twinkle in her eye when we sat with her and enjoyed 

afternoon tea in her company.   It was one of those visits that you can look back on for 

the rest of your life and say “I’m glad we went”. 

 

There is another short film clip taken around 1970, a year or so before she died.  This 

time she is in hospital and daughters Margaret and Reita are present.  Little Nan was, by 

now, a stark shadow of how we remembered her and unfortunately the day was marred 

by a huge row that broke out between Reita and Margaret, the latter accusing Reita of 

monopolising their mother.  My father summed up the situation that day on the way 

home in the car by saying, “Nothing’s changed.”  I guess that explains quite simply why 

he didn’t have much to do with his brothers and sisters. 



CHAPTER 14 – DANIEL AND GERTRUDE 

399 

My memories of Little Nan mostly 

relate to the twelve months or so that 

she lived with us during 1956 and 

1957.  My mother was expecting John 

at that time and it seems that Little 

Nan’s assistance was enlisted for 

some time after John was born.  I had 

just turned nine when John came 

along and Paul was still only three at 

that time.   I know Little Nan did not 

arrive before the birth because the 

local Council had sent along this 

dreadful Mrs Richardson to look after 

us while Mum was in Hospital.  Mrs 

Richardson lived in nearby Le Cateau 

Street and Paul and I had often laughed at her as she went past to do her shopping.  Let 

me say right here and now that we shouldn’t have laughed, not because she might have 

remembered us but because she had suffered spina bifida at birth, and was doing the 

best she could with her disability.  Mrs Richardson was very strict and simply a dreadful 

cook.  Dad, Paul and I were glad when Mum came home.  Mrs Richardson’s presence 

must have had an impact on Paul as, despite his tender years at the time, he still vividly 

recalls her. 

   ***   ***   *** 

Gertrude and Daniel had ten children and, apart from little Mary, what follows is all I 

have been able to find out about them: 

 

John (Jack, “Dook”) O’Halloran  1907 - 1970 

Almost exactly twelve months after Daniel’s birth, John arrived on 12th April, 1907.  John 

was known universally outside the family as Jack but the family always referred to him 

as “Dook”.  This was the name conferred on him by his little niece Julie as it was the only 

way she could pronounce his name.  After the outbreak of World War II, Jack enlisted in 

the Australian Army at South Melbourne on 2nd November, 1939.  In 1940, Jack found 

himself trudging through the sand dunes of Palestine, training with the Australian 6th 

Division.  It was not easy for them.  Noted Australian author Alan Moorehead takes up 

the story: 

The first Australian Division sent to the Palestine Deserts was cursing and 

complaining.  They wanted action instead of route marches in the sand. They 

were said to be so poorly equipped at this early stage that they were using sticks 

 
Little Nan with the author – Albert Park 1948 
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tied with red flags as anti tank guns and sticks tied with blue flags as brens.  A 

sergeant, so the story ran, was court martialled for cynically demanding a new 

anti tank gun from the Quartermaster, on the grounds that his old one had been 

eaten by white ants…” 

 

At this stage, and until more World War II Service records are made available, we don’t 

know for sure what Jack’s role was in the conflict.  What we do know is that he was 

injured by enemy fire some time during 1942.  His injuries were sufficiently severe that 

he was deemed unfit for further military duties and was evacuated back to Australia, 

where he was discharged as medically unfit on 21st March, 1943.  Julie Buncle has some 

recollection that Jack may have been recognised for bravery or gallantry as she recalls 

such talk in the family when she was a young girl.  We will be able to discover more 

about Jack’s Army career when the World War II records are eventually digitised and 

made available to the public. 

 

Before the War, Jack, like his brother Dan, was a professional shearer.  Unlike Dan, 

however, it was a career he never gave up and when he recovered from his injuries he 

went back to the shearing circuit.  He spent most of his life in the Balranald district, his 

home base being at Hay. 

 

I met Jack on two occasions.  The first was in the late 1950s when I was visiting Wright 

Street and Jack and Dan turned up at the front door in a rather inebriated state.  They 

made a bit of a fuss and asked for a loan of a “few bob” until they were better placed.  

Julia got quite cross with them and sent them on their way with the threat that the 

police would remove them if they didn’t depart forthwith, which they did. 

 

I remember being puzzled by Julia’s behaviour until I learned that whenever Jack was in 

Melbourne he would always present at Wright Street in a semi-drunken state and beg for 

money.  I recall Julia getting quite fired up at Jack’s appearance and remember her 

retort that it was that sort of behaviour that caused “Langley Dale” to be lost. 

 

The second occasion was at Jack’s sister Eileen’s funeral in 1960 at Our Lady of Mount 

Carmel Church at 75 Wright Street, Middle Park, just up the road from the family home.  

That was the day I also met Dan and Frank for the first time.  I recall Jack as being of 

medium height, with grey, almost white hair.  He had a sizeable girth but a smile to 

match and I thought him a hale and hearty fellow who seemed genuinely pleased to 

make my acquaintance.  There was an air about him which I later learned was whiskey.  

I didn’t think him under the weather outside the church before the funeral but I can’t 
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vouch for his condition afterwards.  One thing that struck me about that day was how 

strangely quiet my father was in the presence of his brothers.  Given that they had all 

lived separate lives, I suppose this was hardly surprising in retrospect. 

 

Jack never married and died at Hay on 5th November,1970.  According to his death 

certificate Jack suffered a stroke on 1st November and was taken to Hay District Hospital. 

He had been treated for hardening of the arteries for some ten years.  Jack’s address 

was given as “Mywurlie”, Hay, and the informant is listed as JH Scott of Corrong Station.  

He was interred into his final resting place in the Catholic section of Hay Cemetery on 

11th November, 1970, with Rev Father Kevin Colmer conducting the funeral. 

 

 
Our Lady of Mount Carmel Catholic Church – Middle Park 

Mention of the Carmelites evokes a vivid boyhood memory for me.  In those days, the 

Carmelite nuns were a silent and austere order who spent their days in contemplative 

meditation, or so I was told.  My mother, who was something of a religious nutter at the 

time, explained this by telling me that the nuns, who took a vow of silence, lived in small 

cells with no glass in the windows, no electric light, one thin blanket on their beds and 

had to get up at dawn and go to bed at sunset, praying silently in between, all the while 

subsisting on three feeds of bread and water daily, except during Lent when they were 

limited to one.   

 

As a family we would often go to the beach at Middle Park just off Beaconsfield Parade.  

As it happens the Good Shepherd Convent backed on to Beaconsfield Parade, along 

which ran a high wall blocking the convent off from public gaze except for the upper 
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level colonnade along which nuns could sometimes be seen scurrying from door to door.  

Standing on the beach on a hot summer’s day I would gaze across at the Convent and 

think about the poor nuns sweltering in their thick dark habits, starving for their bread 

and water dinner and I wondered if they ever regretted not being able to go to the beach 

to cool off.  I have to say I found the whole idea quite depressing, my imagination 

working overtime to try and find a logical reason why anyone would make such a 

lifestyle choice.  It was much later in life that I discovered that the Good Shepherd Order 

was an ‘open’ teaching order and did not share the same privations of life as their 

Carmelite sisters!  Obviously, I never had the gift of a vocation. 

 

 
The Good Shepherd Convent at Albert Park where the author imagined the nuns were doing ‘solitary’ on 

bread and water 
 

Julia Buncle 1909 - 1987 

Julia was born at Balranald in 1909.  It is an accepted fact in the family that Dan named 

Julia in memory of the French dancer he had befriended in Bendigo when still a single 

man.  Julia the dancer, visited “Langley Dale” on a number of occasions but couldn’t 

handle the isolation of the outback and so ended any chance of the romance continuing.  

There is no record of what Little Nan thought of all this but it might explain the tear in 

her eye whenever she sang Danny Boy.  

 

Like the other children, Julia completed the first part of her primary education under the 

nuns at St Joseph’s in Balranald and then at the Good Shepherd Convent School in 

Middle Park.  As Patrick had done, Dan also acquired a house in Balranald although 

details of when this occurred are a bit sketchy.  Reita confirms that the family originally 
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had a house in Church Street but later bought another larger place, closer to the river, 

possibly in Court Street.  When the children reached school age, Gertrude and her brood 

moved into the town on a semi-permanent basis, only returning to “Langley Dale” during 

the school holidays.  It appears that Dan also spent a good deal of time living in the 

town, heading off to the property when required.  Like Pat, Dan always owned a car after 

they became popular, easing the travel burden considerably.  In addition, the trip to 

“Langley Dale” was only eighty kilometres, much less than half the distance Pat had to 

travel to “Rosalind Park”. 

 

After finishing at St Joseph’s, Julie was sent as a boarder for a time to Mrs McCullough’s 

College for Young Ladies at Kerang, also known as Kerang College.  Later, she went as a 

boarder to Genazzano College in Cotham Road, Kew, but left after a year because it was 

too strict.  While at Genazzano, Julie discovered another, much younger, girl there 

bearing the O’Halloran name and who also had flaming red hair like hers.  This girl was 

in fact a cousin on grandmother Margaret’s side, Margaret O’Halloran, the youngest 

daughter of advertising man Francis and Mary O’Halloran (nee Schilling) of Kew.  

Margaret was born in 1916 and so was some seven years younger than Julie.  Margaret 

would later marry Sir Colman O’Loughlen, the first Irish Baronet to take his seat in the 

English House of Lords.  Margaret and Julia’s paths would cross again in later years when 

both showed dogs at Melbourne’s Royal Agricultural Show.  Julia showed silky terriers 

while Margaret, who by then had become Lady O’Loughlen, showed wire-haired fox 

terriers.  Sadly, Margaret passed away in Queensland in 2010. 

 

As the eldest daughter, Julia was relied on heavily to help out with the younger children.  

My father often said that his older sister was more of a mother to him than he 

remembers Little Nan being.  Reita agrees that this was the case and I remember Julia 

herself claiming on a number of occasions that Little Nan had great difficulty coping with 

the younger ones after Dan died and much of the household work became her (Julia’s) 

responsibility. 

 

While telling me about her mother’s schooling at Kerang, Julia’s daughter Julie, recalled 

a story she had heard from Little Nan.  It seems that Little Nan and Dan would attend 

dances in Kerang and Koondrook, where the great attraction was the tall, good looking 

violinist who would himself waltz around among the dancers, all the time playing the 

most beautiful Strauss waltzes.  The violinist was none other than Joe O’Halloran, Dan’s 

cousin by his father’s brother, John.  This story was confirmed by Joe’s son, Roy 

O’Halloran during a discussion I had with him in 2010.  I asked Roy whether Joe and Dan 

knew of the relationship between the families, that is, that Michael and John were 
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brothers.  Roy replied, “Nobody cared about who was who in those days, they were all 

O’Hallorans, which was all that mattered.” 

 

When she left school Julia 

wanted to be a nurse but at 

this time her father was 

dying of bowel cancer and 

he pleaded with his 

daughter to look after her 

mother after he was gone.  

She obeyed his wishes and 

became the family 

workhorse instead!  

 

Recognising his approaching 

demise and in the 

knowledge by then that his 

sons were incapable of 

continuing to run “Langley 

Dale”, Dan arranged for the 

State Trustees to manage 

his estate after his death.  

“Langley Dale” was sold to 

the Chaston family while 

the Trustees took 

possession of 103 Wright 

Street.  In return, Little Nan 

received a pension for life 

and guaranteed occupation of Wright Street until her death.  After Dan died, Little Nan 

spent more time out of the house than in it.  She was always going out somewhere and 

was generally living it up.  The State Trustees had a responsibility to monitor that the 

pension was being used as intended and visiting representatives warned Little Nan to 

curb her gallivanting and spend more time at home with her family.  This was of some 

relief to Julia. 

 

Eventually, Julia was able to look for work so she went into Myers City Store and asked 

for a job.  In those days the young Julia was quite a striking woman.  She had that 

flaming red hair, and plenty of it, vivid blue eyes and pale Irish skin tinged with a little 

 
Julia Buncle with one of her show dogs – 1970s 
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colour on the cheeks.  Her complexion was faultless and she had no trouble landing a 

position on the make-up counter as the representative for the well known Cyclax 

Cosmetics company just inside the front door of the Bourke Street store.  Cyclax was an 

English company with the Royal charter and entitled to claim “By Appointment to His 

Majesty”, and its product was both expensive and exclusive.  During the War, the Cyclax 

counter was a popular gift buying haunt of the American servicemen and Julia sold 

thousands of dollars worth of the product.  The Americans were good spenders and Julia 

was tipped well for her knowledgeable advice. 

 

Eventually, Cyclax left Myer and established their sales service privately.  Julia was 

asked to go as well but declined.  She left Myer at that stage and took a position at the 

Wentworth Restaurant as the Cash Clerk on the desk.  Later she worked at the Victoria 

Restaurant in Little Collins Street.  At one point, in need of money, she took two jobs, 

one during the day at the Jolly Roger Café in St Kilda while her nights were occupied 

waitressing at the Botanical Hotel in South Yarra. 

 

In researching this story, I had several chats with Julia’s daughter Julie and an 

interesting fact emerged that involved Michael and Margaret’s daughter Elizabeth, who 

had married John Peevers.  Readers might recall the legal battle Elizabeth fought (and 

won) with Pat’s widow Ellen over Michael and Pat’s estates which was detailed in Chapter 

Five.  Elizabeth, of course was Julia’s aunt and it seems that when Julia worked at Myers, 

Elizabeth would treat Julia to lunch at either Menzies Hotel or the Windsor Hotel, when 

she was visiting Melbourne.  These lunches would have occurred between 1927 and 

1937, when Elizabeth died suddenly on 10th October at Deniliquin, after suffering a heart 

attack. 

 

 Julia also had aspirations to be an actress in an era when such an occupation for women 

was frowned upon but she did the next best thing and married into a show business 

family.  Julia’s younger sister Eileen, while on her way to work on a tram, had struck up 

a conversation with a Jean Esther Buncle, usually known as ‘Billie’.  This Billie was a very 

sociable girl known for giving parties and she invited Eileen along to one on the following 

Saturday evening.  Eileen was reluctant to go alone and convinced Julia to accompany 

her.  That night Julia met Billie’s older brother Jack. 

 

The Buncles were a Scottish family originally from Edinburgh whose recorded ancestry 

goes back to the 1600s if Ancestry.com is anything to go by.  John and his wife Helen 

(nee Hutcheson) had arrived in the 1850s as unassisted migrants and settled in the 

Stawell area.  At around the same time, John’s cousin, also John, and his wife Mary Anne 
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(nee Binns), settled in Australia.  Cousin John eventually became quite famous and a an 

industrialist and earned a spot in the “Australian Dictionary of Biography” as reprinted 

below: 

Buncle, John (1822? - 1889) 
BUNCLE, JOHN (1822?-1889), manufacturer and inventor, was born in Edinburgh, son of 
John Buncle, engineer, and his wife Elizabeth, née Wood. After education at private schools 
in Edinburgh, he served apprenticeships in engineering and pianoforte-making in Edinburgh 
and Lancashire; later he worked with several firms designing steam engines and locomotives. 
For six years he was chief draftsman and designer at the London and Northwestern Railway 
workshops at Crewe, Cheshire. On 18 July 1846 at Newton in Makerfield, Lancashire, he 
married Mary Ann, daughter of William Binns, in whose Vulcan foundry he was working; of 
their eleven children three sons and five daughters survived infancy. 

Buncle arrived in Melbourne in December 1852 to find the town dominated by the gold rush 
atmosphere in which cupidity and economic instability prevailed. He had no difficulty in 
obtaining a position at Langlands' foundry and quickly demonstrated his versatility; amongst 
the tasks he performed with credit was hanging the peal of bells at St James's Old Cathedral. 
Soon afterwards he was promoted general foreman of the foundry. Six months later he left the 
flourishing Langlands to enter business on his own account. Melbourne then had an acute 
shortage of skilled tradesmen and Buncle was able to turn his great manual dexterity and 
adaptability to good account, finding profitable employment as patternmaker, woodturner 
and carver, signwriter, general engineer and contractor, as well as selling hardware as a 
sideline. As the flurry of the gold decade subsided he settled to his engineering and 
contracting interests, supplying the ironwork for several large bridges in Melbourne, 
including the Johnston Street bridge across the Yarra, and for other parts of Victoria. 
Gradually he turned to the design and construction of agricultural implements and machinery 
with which his name is chiefly associated. He became a prominent member of that 
extraordinary group of men whose inventions put Australia in a notable place in the history of 
the evolution of 'extensive' farming techniques in the nineteenth century. The knowledge and 
experience of the Australian implement makers had a wider application than was apparent at 
the time because the conditions they faced were in many ways similar to those experienced in 
extensions of the wheat belt in the United States, Canada and Argentina. 

With his ironworks at North Melbourne Buncle was held in great esteem by his 
contemporaries. He was an active member of the Chamber of Manufactures and its president, 
and a commissioner of the Melbourne International Exhibition in 1880 and the Centennial 
Exhibition in 1888. He was himself a successful exhibitor at exhibitions throughout Australia. 
Prominent in local politics, he was elected as a councillor at the foundation of the 
Municipality of Hotham (North Melbourne) and twice chosen as mayor. He took an active 
part in founding the Hotham School of Design and in its early years taught mechanical 
drawing. He was a strong supporter of intercolonial free trade and of Federation. He also 
served on several committees of inquiry for the Victorian government, including the royal 
commission into the construction of the Murray River bridge at Echuca. 

In 1888 Buncle published his Experiences of a Victorian Manufacturer, with amusing 
anecdotes of conditions in early Melbourne. At 67 he died on 26 December 1889, leaving 
property worth £20,000 to his family and relations.  

Select Bibliography  

Manufacturer (Melbourne), May, June 1890; Argus (Melbourne), 27 Dec 1889, 6 Feb 1890; 
private information. Author: A. G. Thompson  
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According to the present day Buncle family, John Buncle was one of the driving forces 

behind the expansion of Melbourne’s Royal Agricultural Show and Buncle Lane in North 

Melbourne is so named because of the proximity of the family business. 

 
The Buncle Family Tree showing the lineage to John Buncle and Julia O’Halloran 
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Returning now to the main subjects of this story, John and Julia, John Archibald Buncle, 

usually known as Jack, was born at St Arnaud in 1905, the only son of Edward Buncle 

and Jeanie Price.  His grandfather Robert Buncle had married Mary Claxton in 1878 while 

Robert’s sister Sophia, married Mary’s brother, John Claxton in 1885.  Jack’s great-

grandfather, also John, a wood splitter, had died in unusually tragic circumstances at 

Geelong in 1875 after a tree he was working on fell and shattered his spine, killing him 

instantly. 

 

Jack’s father was a commercial artist; his mother Jeannie, had been a classically trained 

ballet dancer and was so highly regarded that she was offered a role with the Russian 

Ballet at a time when the famous Vaslav Nijinski was that Ballet’s principal male dancer.  

Joining the troupe would mean that Jeannie would have to travel the world.  She was 

reluctant to accept the offer and finally her sister Ettie convinced her not to go.  

Afterwards Jeannie used her dancing skills to obtain roles in several stage productions of 

popular shows and adopted the stage name of ‘Queenie’ Price. 

 

Jeannie and Edward also had a daughter, Jean Esther, born in 1909 at Kyabram.  Jean 

was always known as ‘Billie’ for reasons I have not been able to determine.  Following in 

their mother’s footsteps, Billie and her brother Jack were also fine entertainers and for 

many years performed as the ‘Black and Whites’ playing piano duets with great aplomb 

and showmanship in a regular gig they had at South Melbourne Town Hall.  Jack would 

dress in black and Billie in white, the former tickling the ivories on a white piano and 

Billie on a black one. 

 

Jack and Julia married at Sacred Heart, St Kilda West on 13th March, 1935.  Jack’s 

occupation is shown as musician while Julia is shown as being occupied by home duties.  

The couple was living at 52 Chaucer Street, St Kilda at the time.  Jack’s signature on the 

marriage certificate is outstandingly bold and flamboyant while Julia’s is very genteel and 

neat.  It is interesting to note that while Gertrude Duncan is shown as Julia’s mother, her 

father’s name and occupation is shown as ‘Unknown’ which seems a rather strange 

oversight given that Julia was her father’s ‘favourite’. 

 

Towards the end of 1935 Julia gave birth to John Archibald Junior but all was not well as 

the boy was born with hydrocephalus, also known as "water on the brain," which is a 

medical condition in which there is an abnormal accumulation of cerebrospinal fluid in 

the ventricles, or cavities, of the brain. This may cause increased intracranial pressure 

inside the skull and progressive enlargement of the head, convulsion, and mental 

disability. Hydrocephalus can also cause death.   The outlook was not promising for the 
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infant but he battled on gamely until 1939 when he came down with pneumonia, finally 

passing away after a four day struggle, on 13th May.  It appears that Julia had moved 

back home by this stage as the address given on John’s death certificate is 103 Wright 

Street.  Julia’s youngest brother Peter was particularly fond of little John and spent much 

of his time at home with the boy.  After John died, Peter, who had by then enlisted in the 

Navy, was about to embark for overseas duty when Julia presented him with one of 

John’s red slippers.  Peter treasured the keepsake and kept it with him for the duration 

of his active duty, crediting its presence with saving his life during a number of perilous 

engagements with the enemy, both Japanese and German. 

 

Prior to this, in 1937, Julia gave birth to daughter Julie who was devoted to her mother 

for the rest of her life.  Julie herself followed the family tradition as an entertainer.  She 

was an accomplished ballroom dancer who won many trophies as well as being a 

member of the Channel Nine Ballet for some years and was a regular performer on 

Graham Kennedy’s In Melbourne Tonight.  Later, Julie became a Show Dog Judge at the 

Royal Melbourne Show. 

 

Julia and Jack separated shortly after Julie’s birth but always remained firm friends.  

They just couldn’t get along together.  Reita Thompson emphatically told me in 2009 

that the pair were totally unsuited to one another and should never have married.  I 

have to say that I was present on several occasions when Jack visited Julia and I never 

saw any indication of animosity between them.  I suppose living together on a twenty-

four hours a day basis is an entirely different proposition. 

 

In 1953, when my mother went to hospital to have my brother Paul, I was left with Julia 

for a couple of weeks until mum came home.  It is a time in my life that I have never 

forgotten.  Julia and Julie were absolutely wonderful to me.  To this day I still recall 

being taken to a Snow White pantomime, riding on a double decker bus, going to the 

beach, numerous ice creams and being hugged and kissed before bed every night by a 

lovely aunty who really cared and took the time to make me feel important.  When the 

time came for me to finally go home, I remember sitting alone on the back steps crying 

my eyes out after my father had said Julia had spoilt me while I was away.  C’est la vie! 

 

Throughout the late 1950s and 60s, we were regular visitors at Wright Street when Julia 

and Julie were living there with Little Nan.  We were always made very welcome with 

Julia making a great fuss of her nephews.  She had a lovely silky terrier in those days 

called Libby, named after the famous celebrity pianist, Liberace.  Libby was very well 

behaved and could perform all sorts of endearing tricks. 
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If we were invited to stay for tea, there was an additional treat as Jack would often drop 

in for a meal after which he would invite us to join him on a sing song around the piano.  

There seemed nothing he couldn’t play and all without sheet music.  He was equally at 

home backing my father’s baritone rendition of Ol’ Man River, as he was accompanying 

my younger brothers reciting nursery rhyme ditties.  He loved it all and we, in turn, 

loved him.  He was great fun. 

 

Jack died on 21st March, 1977 after a heart attack.  He had had heart problems for many 

years and as a heavy smoker and drinker, his death was not unexpected.  For all their 

differences, Jack and Julia never divorced and remained on excellent terms right up until 

his death. 

 

In 1972, after Little Nan’s death, Julia 

and Julie had to leave Wright Street 

under the terms of the Daniel’s Trust and 

they moved out to Ascot Vale but we 

didn’t know this.  Reita and Norm had 

gone to live in Darwin and returned to 

Melbourne after being wiped out by 

Cyclone Tracy in 1974.  They settled in 

Brighton North, but again, we were 

unaware of the details, thus my father 

effectively lost touch with his two 

surviving sisters. I have to say that it 

wasn’t entirely their fault.  My father’s 

view was, “They know where I live.” It 

wasn’t until I tracked Julie and Reita 

down in 2009 that I discovered Julia had 

died on 29th June, 1987, and that neither 

she nor Reita had been aware of my father’s death in 1984. Jack, Julia and their son 

John are all buried in Fawkner Cemetery. 

 

Patrick O’Halloran (Paddy) 1910 - 1931 

A little more than twelve months after Julia’s birth, the couple’s third son Patrick was 

born in 1910.  Little Nan and Julia used to say that Paddy, as he was affectionately 

known, was different to his older brothers and one couldn’t help but get the feeling that 

he was somehow their favourite, probably because he didn’t seem to have the same 

liking for alcohol.  Like his brothers, Paddy was pretty useful with the blades and was 

 
Julie with the author – March 2009 
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capable of easily shearing a hundred sheep a day on a regular basis.  Unfortunately, the 

old adage ‘only the good die young’ applied to Paddy and he was struck down with 

tuberculosis in 1931, dying after a short illness on 16th April.  He was buried the 

following day at Melbourne General Cemetery.   

 

Francis (Frank) 1912 – 1965 

Said to have been the smartest of the first four boys, Frank was easily led, becoming 

addicted to the ‘demon drink’ at an early age, the addiction eventually having a 

devastating effect on his life.  The boy excelled in his early school years and one 

wonders whether his life may have turned out differently had his father not died in 1927. 

 

After his early schooling in Balranald and the Good Shepherd Convent, Frank was sent to 

South Melbourne Technical School where he learned the basics of toolmaking and 

metalwork.  It would appear that Frank did an apprenticeship as a fitter and turner as it 

seems that he was employed for all of his working life with Vickers Ruwolt Pty Ltd in 

Richmond as a machinist or engineer, while the Electoral Rolls list his occupation as 

‘fitter’.  Early in his career at Vickers Frank lost the top two joints of his right index finger 

in an industrial accident.  When I met him in 1960 at Eileen’s funeral, he was so 

conscious of the possible effect of the missing digit on me that he offered his left hand to 

shake on our greeting. 

 

 
Frank (left) was best man at brother Peter’s wedding in 1946 
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At the outbreak of World War II Frank decided to join the Army to contribute to the War 

effort like his brothers.  Unfortunately, or perhaps luckily, Frank was marked unfit by the 

Army medic because he had ‘flat feet’.  It is not known how Frank reacted to this 

diagnosis or whether he was subjected to any ridicule at the pubs he frequented because 

of his inability to serve his country. 

 

 
The Vickers Ruwolt Factory in Abbotsford in 1935 

 

It so happened that while his brothers were away at War, Frank got married to twenty-

four year old Olive Grace Catherine Burns at St Brigid’s Catholic Church in North Fitzroy 

on 16th August, 1941.  Olive was a machinist who lived with her parents at 780 Lygon 

Street in North Carlton.  Olive’s father James was a carter, her mother the former Olive 

Griffin. 

 

The couple’s marriage certificate shows that Frank was living at Wright Street with his 

mother up to the time of his marriage.  His sister Margaret and her husband Donald 

Bradbury were witnesses to the ceremony which was conducted by Father John O’Brien. 

 

Apparently, Frank had met Olive at their workplace and that they hadn’t been going 

together very long before Frank ‘popped the question’.  According to the Electoral Rolls 
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for the period, the couple took up residence at 776 Lygon Street, just two doors down 

from Olive’s parents, an address they then occupied for several years.  It is said that 

Olive and Frank rowed frequently and that their marriage was anything but plain sailing.  

Frank had a history of alcohol abuse borne out by his regular binges and pub crawls in 

the company of his brother Dan and brother-in-law Jack Buncle.  This behaviour certainly 

wouldn’t have endeared him to Olive. 

 

The couple’s only child, Joan, was born in 1944.  Joanie, as she was known, was a very 

pretty girl much adored by her parents, especially by her father who doted on her.  

Joanie had completed her education and had obtained a clerical position.  The world 

looked rosy for her but tragedy was just around the corner.  In June 1962, Joanie’s 

chenille dressing gown caught fire when she brushed past a kerosene heater that was 

warming the room.  She was immediately engulfed in the flames and suffered shocking 

third degree burns to 85% of her body. (At the time I was made aware of just how 

shocking Joanie’s injuries were but I will spare readers the awful detail.)  Joanie was 

rushed to the Royal Melbourne Hospital where she lay in terrible agony for some weeks. 

Her burns were eventually stabilised and plastic surgeons had started the process of 

finding suitable donors for skin grafts.  Her father and Jack Buncle donated skin but the 

task was overwhelming and fraught with considerable risk.  Inevitably, infection set in 

and Joanie, who had already fought a terrible battle, could take no more and passed 

away on 3rd August, 1962.  She was buried at Fawkner Cemetery on 7th August. 

 

The Victorian Coroner, Mr JW Egan presided over an inquest into Joanie’s death on 2nd 

November, 1962, concluding that death occurred as a result of accidental burning. 

 

As could be expected, Joanie’s death was a shocking tragedy for her parents.  If the 

couple’s relationship had been on thin ice previously, the trauma only worsened the 

situation.  Frank, in his despair, began drinking even more heavily in an endeavour to 

relieve his mental anguish.   Finally, Olive had had enough and bundled Frank’s things 

up on the footpath in Lygon Street and locked him out. 

 

At this point, the family seems to have lost touch with Frank.  He knew he wasn’t 

welcome at Wright Street and his sessions with Dan and Jack Buncle became more 

sporadic.  He seems to have obtained lodgings in the Abbotsford area which suggests 

that he continued working at Vickers Ruwolt but this is only conjecture. 

 

When I started researching this story, I asked the various surviving members of the 

family what had become of Frank.  The response was the same in each case.  He had 
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just drifted off into his own world.  No one knew what had become of him.  I could recall 

the deaths of each of my father’s brothers and sisters who had departed this life but 

nothing of Frank.  I discovered that Olive had moved to Queensland in 1964 and 

wondered whether Frank had also gone there. I dismissed this idea quite quickly when I 

was advised that Olive and Frank had gone their separate ways after Joanie’s death. I 

calculated that given his age and lifelong intemperance, Frank’s death would have been 

quite certain by 2008.  The task was made more difficult by the fact that there were 

several Frank O’Hallorans listed in the Victorian Deaths Register and a number of these 

showed no details of parents, which might have narrowed the search.  Eventually, I 

selected a listing that showed most promise because of the age matching.  I knew 

Frank’s birth date was 1912 but the closest I was able to get was a 1967 registration for 

a fifty-two year old man.  I decided to take a punt and obtained the Death Certificate.  It 

proved to be quite a shock to the system. 

 

It was indeed Frank’s Death Certificate and it had been registered in 1967 but death had 

occurred on 9th December, 1965.  The address shown was 8 Duke Street, Abbotsford 

which agreed with the last Electoral Roll listing I had been able to find, dated 1964.  

What shocked me though was the means of death – “Death by asphyxia from hanging”!   

I was so stunned by such a ghastly discovery that the thought of Frank’s lonely and 

despairing death haunted me for some time afterwards . 

 

I suppose what upset me most was what must have been the utter despair that resulted 

in Frank ending it all.  The tragic loss of his beloved daughter, estranged from his family 

and his judgement irreparably impaired by the dark cloud of a lifetime of alcohol abuse, 

were all too much for this desperately lonely troubled man who died at his own hand and 

that nobody who might have once cared for him knew.  His own mother lived another 

eight years not knowing what had become of her son.  Julia, Peter, Dan, Jack, Margaret 

and Reita all lived longer lives while Frank lay in an unmarked Pauper’s grave, not even 

known about to be mourned. 

 

The Death Certificate is a stark reminder of Frank’s loneliness and desperation.  At each 

entry, where personal details might otherwise have been provided by a family member 

or friend, is simply recorded, “Unknown”. 

 

The Victorian Coroner, Mr HW Pascoe, held an inquest into Frank’s death on 25th March, 

1966.  Prior to that, Frank’s body had been held at the City Morgue for over a month 

while the search for relatives was conducted.  Obviously none were found and the body 

was released for burial at Springvale Cemetery on 12th January, 1966, in an unmarked 
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Pauper’s grave.  According to the rules governing such events the death is not officially 

registered for a further twelve months in case a relative comes forward.  In Frank’s case 

no one did, which accounts for the delay noted in the Deaths Register. 

 

Eileen (Minnie) 1914 – 1960 

Eileen’s story is also a tragic one.  Born in 1914 in Balranald, Eileen was a very pretty 

girl with beautiful red hair whose long tresses caressed her shoulders.  It was her hair in 

fact, that led to her being known as ‘Minnie’ as it was thought her striking red mane bore 

a strong resemblance to that of the character Minnie Peters in the well known ‘Ginger 

Meggs’ comic that was enormously popular when Eileen was a girl.  For those who don’t 

recall or who are too young to even know, Minnie Peters was Ginger Meggs’ love interest 

in the comic strip, although it does not appear that Minnie Peters reciprocated Ginger’s 

ardour. 

 

 
A Ginger Meggs Comic Strip 

I never met Eileen, and I hardly knew anything about her until her name came up at 

home one day, probably in 1959.  At that time I was surprised to know that my father 

had a sister with the same name as my mother.  When quizzed, my father replied, 

“There’s nothing to know.  She has never been interested in the family.”  It was within 

the next twelve months that her name surfaced again, albeit tragically, in a small column 

in ‘The Sun’ that reported the discovery of her body in Grey Street, St Kilda.  As 

mentioned earlier, her remaining family gathered at her funeral so at least I can be 
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grateful to her for giving me the opportunity to meet some of the others for the first 

time! 

 

I asked Reita how she remembered her sister.  Reita quickly responded, as though she 

didn’t have to think too hard even though she was going back almost fifty years, “She 

was a beautiful girl who had the world at her fingertips but wasted every opportunity to 

make something of her life.  She spent too much time in hotel bars chasing men who 

had no real interest in her. She frittered her life away.” 

 

Julie Buncle, Eileen’s niece was more accommodating of her aunt’s lifestyle but agreed 

that Eileen did spend a lot of time in pubs and certainly drank too much for her own 

good.  Julie told me that Eileen was a shop assistant who specialised in women’s coats 

and was good at what she did.  Apparently, Reita and Eileen did not get along when they 

both lived at Wright Street and were always arguing, which might account in part for 

Reita’s hard line summary above.  There are a couple of stories that underline the feeling 

that existed between the sisters.  The first concerns a prized fur coat that Eileen had 

worked hard for and was rightly proud of.  It seems that in a fit of pique after a row with 

Eileen, Reita took up a pair of scissors after Eileen had gone out and cut out the entire 

lining of the garment.  Eileen’s reaction upon discovering such wanton vandalism is not 

recorded.  One can only guess. 

 

The second illustration occurred during the War years when Reita was being courted by 

her future husband Norman Thompson.  Norm was from Western Australia and was in 

Melbourne on leave after undergoing Army training.  Having nowhere to stay, Reita 

thought it would be a good idea if the family could billet him at Wright Street but there 

were no available rooms.  Apparently, Reita decided to send Eileen on a holiday for a 

couple of weeks so that Norm could occupy her room and went off and arranged it all, 

even booking the train tickets for the trip across the Nullarbor.  Norm and his Army 

buddy, John Sullivan escorted Eileen and her luggage to Spencer Street Station, waving 

her off with the words, “That’s got rid of her!”  Families!! 

 

After she returned, Eileen came to the conclusion she was unwelcome at Wright Street 

and decided to find her own lodgings.  From then on she rented  various flats around the 

St Kilda area. 

 

In her quest to find Mr Right, Eileen was almost successful on two occasions and actually 

got as far as accepting two proposals of marriage.  The first was from an Army major 

named Hughie and the second from a Vice Squad detective named Bobby.  Their 
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surnames have been withheld to protect the innocent.  It appears that both men 

‘dumped’ Eileen as a result of her intemperance. 

 

There is nothing that records Eileen’s movements over the next twenty years, or 

whether she maintained any contact with her family.  It seems hard to believe that she 

could live so close to her mother and not visit occasionally, so I would like to think that 

she did.  As long as she didn’t ask for money because she would have been shown the 

door quick smart if the reaction to her three drinking brothers is anything to go by! 

 

The final curtain of Eileen’s life descends on Saturday 21st May, 1960, when she was 

found dead on the steps of her apartment house at 36 Grey Street, St Kilda after 

suffering a massive coronary attack.  During that weekend police knocked at the door of 

103 Wright Street to inform the immediate family but the rest of us didn’t find out until 

we read the little article in ‘The Sun’ the following Monday.  An autopsy ordered by the 

Coroner disclosed that Eileen’s heart was in a bad way and that such degeneration had 

resulted from arteriosclerosis that she had suffered from for a number of years.  The 

Coroner found no need for an inquest and released the body for burial.  Eileen was finally 

laid to rest at Fawkner Cemetery on Thursday 26th May, 1960.  She was only forty-five. 

 

Margaret Veronica 1916 - ?? 

 

It would be unfair of me to judge Margaret on her performance at the only time I met 

her in 1970, in Little Nan’s hospital ward.  On what must have been the ‘bad hair day’ of 

all ‘bad hair days’, Margaret unmercifully tore into Reita about monopolising Little Nan’s 

management over the years to such an extent that ‘no one has been able to see her!’ 

 

There must have been bad blood between the two, festering away over the years, to 

result in such an outburst.  I was so shocked by proceedings on that day that I don’t 

even recall how Reita responded.   

 

In 2009 I asked Reita what had become of Margaret, saying I had been unable to trace 

her family’s whereabouts.  Reita was direct and to the point in her response, “Don’t 

know and don’t care.  She was a lot older than me so is probably dead by now.” 

 

Reita added, “I was godmother to their son Donald you know, but don’t think I’ve laid 

eyes on him since the christening!” 
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I’m told that Margaret was also Genazzano  educated and later gained employment as a 

seamstress or dressmaker, a fact confirmed on her marriage certificate.  In the late 

1930s, Margaret met Donald Charles John Bradbury, a draughtsman, born in 

Collingwood on 21 February, 1911, and the couple married at St Peter and Paul’s 

Catholic Church in South Melbourne on 23rd May, 1938.  Donald, son of wool classer 

Donald William, and Kathleen or Kitty as she was known (nee Voss), was twenty seven 

at the time, some five years older than his bride.  Donald was living at 266 Murray Road 

Preston while Margaret, no longer at Wright Street, was living at 4 Fitzpatrick Street, 

South Melbourne.  The witnesses to the ceremony were Louie and Myrtle Cicalese, about 

whom nothing is known.  Father John Ashe performed the Rite. 

 

On 24th February, 1941, Donald joined the RAAF, #13176, and served until the end of 

hostilities having attained the rank of Flight Lieutenant on discharge on 6th December, 

1945. 

 

Donald was seen by the family as somewhat aloof and unfriendly.  It is also said that 

Margaret put on airs and graces to which she didn’t seem entitled and was regarded as 

‘a bit of a snob’.  The couple only had one child, a son, Donald, born on 14th November, 

1948, coincidentally the same date as HRH Prince Charles.  

 

According to the 1954 Victorian Electoral Roll, the Bradburys were then living at 55 

Baker Street, Kew North.  Donald’s occupation is still shown as draughtsman while 

Margaret is now assigned to home duties. It is known that she was a keen lawn bowler, 

and a member of the Camberwell Bowling Club. 

 

After Little Nan died in 1972, the Bradburys disappeared off the O’Halloran agenda.  Julie 

Buncle thought she had heard they might have migrated to New Zealand which is 

worthwhile noting but I haven’t been able to turn up any evidence in support of this.  In 

addition, the Death Registers of other possible destinations, such as Queensland and 

New South Wales don’t provided details of deaths later than when Margaret and Donald 

were last seen by the family in Melbourne.  I have also searched various Family Tree 

organisations on the Internet and the only positive reference is in the Shields-Petraitis 

Family Tree which lists Donald, his parents and their correct birthdates but doesn’t 

mention Margaret or their son Donald.  This record, last updated in 2009 doesn’t refer to 

Donald as ‘Living’ according to the rules of publishing Family Trees, so it is assumed that 

Donald was deceased by then. 
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Peter O’Halloran 1919 – 1984 

 

Peter’s story is related in a Chapters 16 and 17. 

 

Reita  1922 – 2012 

 

When I finally tracked Reita down after almost forty years, one of the first things I asked 

her was why her name was spelt the way it was.  In fact, I had always assumed that it 

was spelt the traditional way, that is, ‘Rita’, and it wasn’t until I started researching the 

family history that I discovered the truth.  It happens that Reita was actually christened 

‘Henrietta’ for no other reason than her parents liked it.  Reita herself always thought it 

a bit of a mouthful and shortened it accordingly.  Of course that wasn’t the end of it.  In 

line with the Australian proclivity for shortening everything, Reita was almost always 

referred to as ‘Reet’.  Her husband Norm, went one step further and often referred to 

her as ‘Reet the skeet’. 

 

Reita was the last of Dan and Gertrude’s tribe, born in 1922 in Balranald.  Within five 

years the fatherless family would leave the town and head to Melbourne but even though 

she was not yet of school age there were certain aspects of Balranald and ‘Langley Dale’ 

that had been indelibly etched into her memory.  The first was the red dust blown up by 

the regular wind storms that plague the Riverina and the second was playing along the 

banks of the ‘Bidgee’ and sometimes in it, with her bigger but not that much older 

brother, Peter. 

 

Once in Melbourne, Reita was educated at the Good Shepherd Convent and then at 

Genazzano.  Elocution must have been one of her favourite subjects because Reita 

always spoke ‘like a lady’.  After leaving school she did office work.  Short and petite, 

Reita must have been a good looker as she grew up because she was very attractive in 

her late thirties and forties when I really got to know her. 

 

It was during the War years that she met her future husband.  Norman Roy Thompson 

born on 13th March, 1923, in Fremantle, Western Australia, had enlisted in the Australian 

Army at Bunbury on 15th July, 1942 and had been posted to Melbourne some time in 

1944, for a spot of leave.  As we saw earlier, Eileen was sent on holiday and Norm was 

billeted in her room.  Norm saw service in Darwin and Papua New Guinea and towards 

the end of the War contracted poliomyelitis which forced him to spend some eighteen 

months under care at the Heidelberg Repatriation Hospital.  The disease affected his left 

leg which withered and ended up several inches shorter than his right one.  For the rest 
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of his life, Norm wore a leg brace for support, not that it bothered him too much.  Norm 

was a very talented golfer, always playing off a low single figure handicap.  Reita was 

also a good golfer and she and Norm were regular participants in Club championships no 

matter what city or town they were living in.  

 

 
Reita in 1935 – Middle row fourth from left 

 

Reita and Norm married in 1951.  Norm worked with the ES and A Bank, later to become 

ANZ as a result of a series of mergers.  Norm was a mover and shaker in the banking 

industry and had soon reached ‘Manager’ status.  Reita loved being a bank manager’s 

wife and told everyone what an important role it was in the community, especially in 

country towns.  She loved the entertaining and positively glowed when she proudly 

welcomed guests to soirees at her home at the side of her husband.  Norm moved 

quickly up the ladder of success, each promotion meaning a shift to another town or city 

to more responsible positions.  As the Manager, Norm was always provided with a 

residence befitting his status and it wasn’t until the 1970s that the couple actually owned 

their own place. 

 

There were times of course when Norm’s position meant he was working at the Bank’s 

head office.  No accommodation was provided in these circumstances and so Norm and 

Reita moved in with Little Nan at Wright Street.  We often visited them there and they 

always made us very welcome.  Norm was a man’s man, always cheery and smiling.  He 
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was very playful when children were around and was a lot of good fun.  I got on very 

well with him.  He was always interested in what I was doing at school and gave me a 

copy of the Readers’ Digest book “One Hundred Great Lives” which was very useful for 

school projects in days when households didn’t have an abundance of books.  He also 

got me interested in stamp collecting, giving me an album and little packets of stamps 

from all over the world.  Whenever we would visit he encouraged me to bring my album 

with me and together we would pore over it, with him often telling me tales of all the 

strange places he had visited.  He would then produce another little box or envelope of 

exotic postal issues for me to add to my collection.  It is over fifty years since those days 

and I am proud to say that my collection has grown in quality to the stage that even 

Norm might view it with some envy. 

 

The couple never had children, and to this day, I thought it too impolite to ask why, 

although I recall my mother whispering at some stage that tuberculosis had “affected 

Reita in that way”.  They would have been great parents but the fact that they weren’t 

never seemed to get in the way of their tremendous admiration of one another or their 

enjoyment of life. 

 

  

Norm, Reita, Peter, Little Nan, Eileen and Paul 
1955 at Reynolds Parade 

Norm and Reita 
1955 at Reynolds Parade 

 

Earlier, I mentioned a tape recording and movie made at Bendigo in the 1960s.  That 

day Norm sang the Irving Berlin hit ‘The Girl That I Marry’, as crooned by Howard Keel in 

‘Annie get Your Gun’ and the way he looked at Reita while he performed, certainly said 

something about their relationship.  Norm often sang that number so it must have been 

‘their’ song. 
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After Little Nan died in 1972, Norm was transferred to a senior position in Darwin.  Not 

long after, Cyclone Tracy ripped through the city on Christmas Day, 1974, wreaking 

utter destruction.  Norm and Reita’s home was flattened by the storm and they lost 

everything, including the precious family photos that Little Nan had saved over the 

years.  We heard that the couple returned to Melbourne within a couple of years of 

Tracy’s devastation but there doesn’t seem to have been any further contact with them. 

 

Reita told me in 2009, that she and Norm had settled in Brighton North after returning 

from Darwin.  Norm by then was in a variety of senior executive roles with the bank so 

the travelling days were over.  Norm retired in the 1980s after which the couple made 

several overseas trips. 

 
Reita with sister Julia and Norm’s niece Ricky - 1981 

 

Norm was diagnosed with cancer in 2001 and died on 9th November the following year. 

He was cremated at Springvale and Reita collected his ashes.  Reita decided to stay on in 

their home and was supported by carers who visited her daily, providing meals and 

personal care as well as doing the household chores.  When I visited her and spoke to 

her on the telephone she seemed happy in her environment but understandably, missed 

Norm terribly. 
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Reita always got along well with Norm’s family, and those of them that lived close by 

regularly used to drop in to check up on her welfare. 

 
Norm and Reita - 2000 

 

 
Reita with the author – March 2009 
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On Tuesday 6th March, 2012 I received a telephone call from Cabrini Hospital in Malvern 

to say that Reita had been admitted with renal failure and was not expected to survive 

for much longer.  Julie Buncle spent the next three days at her bedside until Reita 

passed away peacefully at 1.30pm on Friday, 9th March.  Her funeral was held at 

Springvale on Wednesday, 14th March when Reita was cremated. 

 

Although I wasn’t well enough to attend the funeral service Julie, who painstakingly 

made all the necessary arrangements at such short notice, provided me with the Order 

of Service and a DVD of the ceremony.  Celebrant Carmen Warrington delivered the 

Eulogy, a transcript of which follows: 

 

Reita O’Halloran was born on 12th August, 1922, in Albert park in Melbourne.  She was the youngest of ten 

children (all deceased) born to Daniel O’Halloran and Gertrude Duncan.  Daniel and Gertrude ran a sheep 

station at Balranald where all of the children except Reita were born.  The eldest Mary died at just five months 

and the children that followed were Daniel, John, Patrick, Julia, Eileen, Margaret, Frank and Peter.  Reita’s 

father Daniel became very sick with bowel cancer and needed to be near his doctors and the hospital so he 

moved the family to Melbourne, buying a beach house in Middle Park, and then Reita was born – the baby of 

the family. 

 
The O’Halloran Sisters: Eileen, Reita, Julia and Margaret (circa 1940) 

 

As with most big families, the older children played an important role in bringing up the younger ones and Reita 

was looked after by her sister Julia, who was thirteen years older than Reita, and like a mother to her.  Reita 

lived all her young life in Middle Park with her mother until she married and she was a very devoted daughter. 
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The children had a very strict Catholic upbringing and Reita began 

her education at the Convent School in Middle Park.  She didn’t 

like it there and was sent to a State School, Middle Park central 

where she eventually completed her schooling. 

 

From the age of eight until thirteen she had elocution lessons and 

singing and dancing classes.  Her big sister Julia was like a stage 

mum, pushing her to go on stage but Reita didn’t mind at all, she 

loved it.  Julia took Reita to Miss Bainbridge’s for dancing lessons 

– later on we’ll see a photo of Miss Bainbridge’s concert of the 

Teddy Bears’ Picnic in which Reita played the Fairy Queen.  Then 

there were the elocution lessons with Mr Mosten Wright.  Those 

lessons helped her develop her lovely speaking voice – throughout 

her life she spoke beautifully. 

 

She learnt by heart many of the epic poems like “The Wreck of the 

Hesperus” and the dramatic monologue “The Green Eye of the 

Little Yellow God”.  Even recently she could remember those 

pieces word for word.  She was also a good mimic; she could carry off Mae West’s famous lines like “Come up 

and see me some time” and “I’d rather be looked over than overlooked!”   

 

Mosten Wright asked Reita’s brother Franks to help out at one of his speech nights by operating the curtains.  

Frank, like all Reita’s siblings was a bit of a mad character and he kept pulling the curtain up and down in the 

middle of the show.  Reita was mortified at the time but later looked back on it and had a good laugh. 

 

When Reita was about twelve or thirteen she and her brother Peter used to go yabbying at Albert Park Lake and 

then take the yabbies to sell at the football when it was at the South Melbourne Football ground.  The smell!  

Reita was three years younger than Peter but when Mum sent them on errands she always gave Reita the money 

because Peter used to lose it.  Reita was good with money. 

 

Peter was in the Sea Scouts.  Reita was often out with the Sea Scout boys and had a wonderful time with them.  

To Reita, the boys were all like brothers.  She was a good swimmer and used to swim at Middle Park Beach 

where she knew all the lifesavers.  With her fair skin and gorgeous auburn hair she would lie sunbaking on the 

beach for hours and then command her little niece Julie to “Peel me!” 

 

Reita was a clever student but couldn’t wait to leave school and enrol at Zercho’s Business College in Collins 

Street where she learnt shorthand and typing.  She forges a very successful secretarial career working for 

various Managing Directors.  Her first job was at a clothing warehouse in Flinders Lane.  There’s a famous story 

here that reveals her humour and plucky character.  One day at the warehouse all the male workers were 

 

Reita at Balranald - 1926 
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screaming about a mouse running around the floor.  Not at all squeamish, Reita picked it up by the tail and 

threw it out the window where it landed on the head of a man loading a truck.  She always laughed telling that 

tale. 

Her next employer was the engineering firm HJ 

Chivers.  This was during World War II and the 

company made parts for planes.  She was the boss’s 

secretary and she loved working there.  She made 

many friends including Joan Parr and Margaret 

Missen.  Her best girfriend Linda Cresswell worked 

there too.  They used to go to each other’s places for 

tea every alternate Sunday.  They shared ski trips to 

the snow and every Saturday night they would go 

dancing to the Carmelite Hall or Leggett’s or the 

Palais de Danse next door to the Palais Theatre.  

Reita made her own dresses for the Saturday night 

dances.  She had taught herself to sew on her old 

treadle sewing machine and proved to be a gifted 

dressmaker who could have been a professional.  All 

day Saturday Reita and Linda would prepare for the 

danc ein their gorgeous long dresses, silver shoes, a 

spray of flowers on the shoulder, a flower in their 

hair.  Reita had pretty, thick auburn hair.  Just lovely. 

 

Reita’s interests were many and varied.  Apart from 

her trips away and dancing, she loved golf.  Reita 

and Linda used to play at Wattle Park Golf course 

every Sunday.  One day there were two young men behind them on the course, one of them was a gentleman by 

the name of Norman Thompson.  He was a bit of a man around town and owned a little red MG sports car.  The 

story goes that the other lad said to Norm, “They’re a bit slow, let’s tell these girls to move along.  Which one 

do you fancy?”  Norm said he fancied the redhead.  Norm and Reita were engaged for a year and married at the 

Uniting Church in Inkerman Street, St Kilda in 1950.  Reita was then twenty eight years old and she made her 

own wedding dress.  Her sister Julie put on a lovely spread and the house was packed with people.  Julia’s 

husband John Buncle gave the bride away.  Norm was the love of Reita’s life and they had many, many happy 

years together. 

 

After the wedding they lived at Reita’s mum’s house for a little while.  Norm got a job in the Albert Park branch 

of the ANZ Bank from where he would come home for lunch in Middle Park.  Later he went to work at Head 

Office in the City and was then transferred to the Mitcham branch.  When he was moved to Hartwell, they left 

Middle Park and lived above the bank, taking Reita’s mum with them.   

 
Reita, Julie Buncle and Linda Cresswell - 1940 
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As well as moving around different 

branches within Melbourne every two to 

three years, Norm travelled a lot for the 

bank.  Reita got a bit bored so she went 

back to secretarial work temping in office 

jobs and she loved it.  She was also a very 

good home-maker and cook.  Julie 

remembers her sponges and hors d’oevres.  

She loved entertaining, hosting dinner 

parties and card parties. 

 

Norm’s work also took them to Bendigo 

and Mildura and then back to the City, this 

time staying with Norm’s uncle Norman 

Donegan in Box Hill for a year while they 

built their house in Mt Waverley.  As well 

as moving around Australia, they travelled 

overseas for work.  Reita and Norm 

travelled extensively to many parts of the 

world.  Reita was always interesting when 

describing the places they had seen.  Apart 

from the travelling, Reita loved the idea of 

buying new clothes for the trip. 

 

When they moved to Darwin, they left Reita’s mum in the care of 

Julia and Julie back in Middle Park but sadly mum passed away in 

1972 while Reita was up north.  Reita wasn’t fond of Darwin.  It was 

so humid and she had to change the way she dressed.  She couldn’t 

wear stockings and shoes, just open sandals.  Nylon was unbearable 

so she wore simple cotton sack dresses.  Then, on Christmas Eve 

1974 as Cyclone Tracy approached Darwin those awful warning 

signals began but no one thought it was that close or dangerous.  As 

the danger grew and fridges and cars flew through the air, Norm took 

Reita and his staff into the bank vault shelter.  The sight when it was 

all over was terrifying.  Houses were reduced to rubble on the 

footpath.  Norm and Reita lost everything but were thankfully 

unharmed.  Reita had to borrow clothes when the bank flew them 

back to Melbourne the next day.  Reita enthralled one and all when 

she recounted their first-hand experience of the disaster. 

 
Reita on her wedding day 

 
Reita with godson Donald Bradbury 
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After Darwin they bought 

their home in North Brighton, 

remaining there ever since. 

 

Norm was well and truly 

infected with the travel bug.  

When he retired the bank sent 

them on a huge trip around 

the world.  They went 

everywhere, including Italy, 

Scotland and Ireland, though 

they did find the Irish a little 

inhospitable!  When they 

asked a local for directions, 

they were told gruffly, “Ah, 

find it yourself!” 

 

They continued to live a full life.  They kept up their golf and gave bowls a try but it wasn’t for them.  They 

enjoyed good wine and the company of friends, especially next door neighbours Carol and John and their 

children who were like Norm and Reita’s surrogate grandchildren.  The, sadly, Norm passed away in November 

2002 just after Reita’s eightieth birthday. 

 

After the passing of her beloved husband, she never seemed to be her sparkly self and frequently appeared very 

sad, she missed him so much.  They were so devoted to each other and she used to lament, “I miss my Normie “.  

She lost touch with friends and chose to stay at home looking out at the world through her big window at 

Brighton.  Reita was very grateful for the help of her neighbour Jo Carnibella who was very good to her.  Before 

Norm died, he said to Jo, “If anything happens to me, can you please look after Reita”.  And Jo honoured his 

promise, popping in every day to see Reita. 

With help from Meals on Wheels and 

her lovely carers, Gabrielle, Kim and 

Wendy from Do Care, she was able to 

live independently in her own home.  

Julie rang Reita every night and say, 

“I’ve rung to get my bedtime song”, and 

Reita with her beautiful voice like Vera 

Lynn’s would sing her all the old war-

time songs over the phone.  Reita and 

Julie were very close and they loved 

each other.  “My beautiful Julie, my 

lovely Julie”, Reita would say.  Julie 

 
Julie, Reita and Julia – June 1978 

 
Norm and Reita in Switzerland 
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herself has endured many losses in recent years and her relationship with Reita was very important to her. 

 

Reita’s passing signalled the end of her generation of Daniel and Gertrude’s children.  It 

was a generation that ranged over a century which had its beginnings with Danny’s birth 

in 1906.  It was a generation that had seen two world wars, the Great Depression, the 

rise and fall of communism, the advent of radio and television, man walking on the 

Moon, the marvel of aeroplane travel and the explosion of global telecommunications. 

 

On a personal level there was also much sadness and personal hardship.  Gertrude lost 

both her parents and her first-born in the space of two years, and was left to fend for 

herself and her young family following the tragic loss of Daniel to cancer in 1927.  

“Langley Dale” was lost because the older boys were not up to managing it.  Then there 

was Patrick’s death from tuberculosis, Eileen’s death after losing her way in alcohol 

addiction, and Frank’s desperate suicide after daughter Joanie’s shocking accident. 

 

It was really quite a story, the like of which we shall probably never see again. 

 

 
Middle Park High School 1936 – Reita is far right in the back row 

 

 



FROM PRATEES TO PADDYMELONS 

430 

 



431 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 15 
 

Daniel, Son of Daniel 
 
 
 
Daniel Francis O’Halloran (1906-1968) and Janet Ross Patience (1903-1957) 
 
Daniel Francis was the eldest son of Daniel O’Halloran and Gertrude Duncan and was 

born at Balranald on 20th April 1906.  He went to the Catholic school in Balranald, 

leaving on completion of Grade 8, thus gaining his Merit Certificate, a ticket to join the 

work force.  Like most boys of his age born into farm life, completion of school now 

meant he would be able to work full time on his father’s property “Langley Dale” 

 

Dan was already quite familiar with the workings of the property.  He had watched his 

father closely and had been fascinated by the shearers since he was a small boy.  In fact 

he had already tried his hand with the blades.  It wouldn’t be too long before young Dan 

was also shearing a hundred a day like the rest of the ‘gun shearers’ in the district.  

Among other things, Dan worked the dogs, rounded the sheep, checked the irrigation 

pumps were working and apart from being useful around the property in any other way 

was also pretty good in the saddle as well. 

 

It wasn’t too long before younger brother Jack would join him working around the 

property with their father.  The two weren’t sure that this was the life for them but it 

was all they knew.  One thing was certain, they looked forward to the end of the 

shearing season when they could kick up their heels in town with the shearing gangs 

who congregated in Balranald’s many pubs. 
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As fate would have it, the boys didn’t enjoy too many more shearing seasons.  During 

1925, their father took ill.  At first he passed off the stomach cramps as being due to 

something that disagreed with him.  But they progressively worsened and although the 

attacks became more frequent Dan soldiered on, refusing to give in to the discomfort.  

He was able to disguise the worst of it from the family but there were times when he 

was unable to mask the pain.  Lacking energy and losing his appetite, Dan became 

listless and tired.  He began to struggle each day to make a start, let alone carry out the 

multitude of daily tasks facing a farmer.  There had been some tough seasons and at 

first wife Gerte and eldest daughter Julie thought that Dan might have been showing 

signs of exhaustion.   

 

It probably didn’t help that older brother Patrick had died in August, 1924, only surviving 

a few days after a sudden heart attack.  Dan and Pat shared a great fondness for each 

other and Dan had been noticeably affected for some time after Pat’s death.  To 

compound the matter, it was only four years since younger brother Joe had died 

suddenly in the lock-up at Hay after suffering heart failure.  Joe was also close to Dan.  

Both Pat and Dan had assisted Joe when he took on his property lease of “Allenbury” at 

Booligal in 1906.   

 

The family owned a holiday house in Melbourne near the beach at Middle Park and it was 

decided that Dan and Gerte would drive down to Melbourne in the hope that the sea air 

might invigorate her ailing husband. 

 

Julie was left in charge of the younger children and sons Dan and Jack were given strict 

instructions regarding their responsibilities in their father’s absence.  Unfortunately, 

Dan’s condition was not improved by the sea air and it was decided that he should seek 

medical advice.  A local doctor assessed his condition and recommended that Dan 

consult Collins Street specialist, Dr Keddie.  Tests were ordered and treatment 

prescribed.  Dan and Gerte returned to Balranald.  Over the next several months Dan 

regularly visited Dr Keddie.  Eventually, he was told that he had an incurable tumour in 

the bowel. In those days, bowel cancer operations were only performed as a last resort.  

Patients usually died quickly after such procedures.  In Dan’s case, medication to relieve 

the discomfort was prescribed.  In August 1927, Dan and Gerte travelled to Melbourne 

for further consultation with Doctor Keddie.  By this time Dan was beyond any further 

medical assistance and he passed away at home at 103 Wright Street on the 11th of the 

month. 
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In the two years of their father’s illness, the boys were not able to maintain the same 

standards their father had prided himself with.  They simply lacked the experience to 

keep the place running efficiently.  In place of the laborious routine of daily farm life, 

they had come to prefer the good times of the world. The attractions of fast cars and 

motorbikes coupled with the high life of the towns and cities relegated their farming 

responsibilities well down the agenda of their priorities.  As a result, the property 

suffered.  Sheep died, and those that didn’t became diseased through lack of 

maintenance and had to be put down in their hundreds. 

 

With no one to manage the property, Gerte was left with no alternative but to dispose of 

“Langley Dale”.  Fortunately, in the months before he died, Dan recognised what was 

occurring and that the situation was likely to worsen after his death, and he made 

adequate provision for Gerte and the younger children by way of a trust fund that he 

established with Perpetual Trustees that would pay Gerte a regular fortnightly pension 

for the rest of her days.  The property at Wright Street was transferred to Perpetual with 

the proviso that Gerte could continue to occupy the property for the remainder of her 

life. 

 

After “Langley Dale” was disposed of, Dan, Jack and Frank continued working in the 

Balranald district as shearers and general hands.  In fact, Jack, who never married, 

settled in Hay and apart from his service during World War II, rarely travelled far from 

the district, dying there in 1970. 

 

As for Daniel Francis, or “Danny”, as he was known in the family, he met and fell in love 

with Janet Ross Patience and the couple was married at St Anthony’s Catholic Church, 

Fairfield, on 16th November, 1929, by Father J Hayes.  At the time, Janet had been 

working as a saleswoman, living at Danks Street in South Melbourne, while the Marriage 

Certificate shows that Danny’s occupation was “Shearer” and his address, Balranald. 

 

I had a number of chats with Danny’s only son Bernard about his parents and their 

family life and what follows is told in Bernard’s own words: 

 

“I don’t know how Mum and Dad met.  It wasn’t something that I ever heard discussed 

and I never thought to ask.” 

 

“Mum was a Ballarat girl, born at 42 Havelock St, Ballarat East, on 30th January, 1903.  

Mum was three years older than Dad.  Before they married, Mum had been a nursing 

sister at St. Margaret’s Catholic Maternity Hospital at Darlinghurst in Sydney, which 
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closed in the 1960s and after that at St.Vincent’s in Sydney.  She was there during the 

days of the cut-throat razor gangs and saw many of the victims of these gang wars that 

were rampant in Sydney at the time.” 

 

“There was some tragedy early on in Mum’s family.  

Her parents, Alexander Patience and Jessie 

Pearson, married in Ballarat on 3 April 1902.  

Alexander was a Scot, born in 1870 in Avoch, 

Ross-shire, while Jesse was born in Dunkeld, 

Victoria, in 1878.  Mum’s father worked for the 

Victorian Railways at Ballarat and just before he 

died had been working on the then new railway 

bridge over the Murray at Echuca.” 

 

“Two years after Mum was born, her brother 

Alexander John joined the family in 1905.  At that 

stage, her father was already under treatment for 

the tuberculosis that was to take his life in 

September of that year.  Tragically, Mum’s little 

brother died just eight days after his father, the tuberculosis bacteria having gone to his 

brain.” 

 

“The men of the Patience family had always been Freemasons.  Alexander converted to 

Catholicism in order to marry Jessie and this upset his family greatly.  When both Alex 

and his son died in such close proximity to each other, Alexander’s family saw the deaths 

as some kind of retribution for having become a Catholic and the family had nothing 

more to do with Jessie again” 

 

“In 1907, Jessie married Charles McGinnis and Mum had a lot more to do with him than 

her own father.  Charles was a lovely fellow who, coincidentally, also worked for the 

Victorian Railways at Ballarat as an engine driver.” 

 

(Note: Jessie and Charles produced six children: Ruby Eliza 1908-1972, Mona 1910, 

Kathleen Mary 1913,  Emily 1916-1975, Effy Frances 1918 and Desmond Charles 1923-

1965.) 

 

“After they married, Mum and Dad lived at 417 Wellington St, Clifton Hill where Dad had 

a Shoe Repair shop.” 

 
Dan and Janet’s Wedding 1929 
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“Winifred Frances was the first of six 

children.  She liked to be called Pat.  She 

married Irishman Michael Fahey and they 

had a daughter Janet.  Pat died in 1974 at 

Prahran.  Janet married in the 1990s and 

some time after this Michael also died.  I 

don’t have any details of the actual dates of 

these events, or the name of Janet’s 

husband.” 

 

“My sister Rita Mary was next, born on 12th 

September, 1930.  Rita married Frederick 

Donald Magee, born 12th February, 1924, in 

East Melbourne.  Rita and Fred had three 

children – Damien who married Heather, 

Serina and Marcus Patrick.  Rita and Fred 

lived in Perth where Rita died on 27 

December, 1977.” 

 

“Jessie Theresa came next, born 19th 

February, 1932.  As a girl, Jessie aspired to becoming a Carmelite nun but Mum wouldn’t 

entertain the idea.  So, Jessie married William Finnigan from Scotland, born 4th August, 

1923, at St John’s, East Melbourne, on 28th April, 1956.  Jessie and William returned to 

William’s homeland after they married and the first five of their eleven children were 

born there – William in Glasgow on 10th February, 1957, Anne Marie in Glasgow on 8th 

July, 1958, Joseph John in Glasgow on 6th August, 1969, David Christopher in 

Dumbarton on 16th February, 1961 and Catherine Mary in Dumbarton on 12th July, 1962. 

Jessie was Senior of the Year for Broadmeadows in the 1990s, and we were all very 

proud of her.” 

 

“The family returned to Melbourne where the remaining six children were born – Kevin 

Gerard on 12th March, 1964, Margaret on 22nd July, 1965, Andrew William on 22nd July, 

1968, Theresa Jessie on 19th February, 1969, Barbara Elizabeth on 2nd December, 1971 

and Mark William on 19th May, 1974.” 

 

“Jessie died on 15th December, 2004 in the Austin Hospital, Heidelberg and was privately 

cremated.” 

 
Rita, Pat and Jessie with  mother Janet 1938 
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“I came next on 2nd March, 1936 and was baptised by Father May at St John’s, Clifton 

Hill, on 15th March.” 

 

“In 1937, we moved out to Ferntree Gully but the house we were renting was destroyed 

in the 1939 bushfires and we lost everything.  We then moved to Richmond, first to a 

place in North Street and then to another place in Somerset Street.  My sister, Emily 

Cecilia Clare was born there on 1st April, 1939.” 

 

“Emily married Sydney born Ernest Cook and the couple had nine children – the first, 

Vicki Lee, was born in Melbourne.  The family then moved to Sydney, where the others 

were born – Bradley Ernest, Donna Marie, Dean Wesley, Craig Stewart, Amanda Jane, 

Sue Ellen Rae, Shannon Scott and Matthew Justin.” 

 

Emily passed away on 12th January, 2011. 

 

“My youngest sister, Catherine Mary was born in South Yarra on 27 October, 1943.  

Cathy married Irani Bahman Noorbakhsh in London on 9 September, 1968.  The couple 

have a daughter, Chantal who was born in London on 12 March, 1970.  The family 

shifted back to Australia and now live in Sydney.  Chantal married Greg Harris on 16th 

April, 2005 and they have a son, Leroy, born on 3rd September, 2007.” 

 

“Mum gave birth to all her children at home and was attended by Doctor Norman L 

Spiers along with Nurse Duncanson.” 

 

“Late in 1939, our next move was to a place at 199 Clarendon Street in South 

Melbourne.  This was a former shop with an upstairs dwelling opposite McKenzies the 

undertakers.  The shop was not rented so we occupied the whole place.  About this time, 

Dad was working with the Board of Works Water Supply Department.  The men worked 

in pairs and would ride bicycles to callouts to repair water leaks.  Mum sometimes took 

refreshments to Dad and his mate if they were working locally.” 

 

“World War II broke out and Dad eventually enlisted at Royal Park on 18th December, 

1941, Service Number V144820. Dad was 35 at this stage and it was mostly younger 

men who had already answered the call.  However, war had finally broken out in the 

Pacific a couple of weeks before he enlisted and this may have influenced his decision to 

volunteer.  After some basic training, he was posted to Darwin where he was on duty on 

that fateful day when the Japanese bombed the city on 19th February, 1942.  During the 

raid, Dad was driving an ambulance in a convoy heading to Darwin to assist with 



CHAPTER 15 – DANIEL, SON OF DANIEL 

437 

casualties in the Army contingent when a Japanese bomb landed on the road in front of 

him.  The resulting explosion left a huge crater in the road but the force of the blast 

overturned the ambulance and Dad suffered severe injuries to his back from being 

thrown about inside the vehicle and against the hard wooden seat.” 

 

“The doctors treating him eventually marked him fit for duty again but his injured back 

gave him a lot of trouble, and continued to do so for the rest of his life.  As a result of his 

injuries, Dad was discharged from the Army on 6th July, 1943.” 

 

“After Dad came home in 1943, we shifted from South Melbourne to a shopfront house 

at 415 Chapel Street, South Yarra and Cathy was born there on 27th October, sharing 

her birthdate with her oldest sister Pat.” 

 

“After the War, Dad took on a carpentry course at Swinburne Technical School as part of 

his demobilisation and began working as a carpenter.  He was still suffering a significant 

degree of pain in his back and hips as a result of the war injuries and began drinking 

heavily as a result.” 

 

“I started school at St Joseph’s, South Yarra.  The school was run by the Presentation 

Sisters and I made my First Communion there.” 

 

“At this time, Mum was making children’s wear and was selling it in a shop.  Mum was a 

very good seamstress and also used to teach smocking to local women.  The family 

struggled to make ends meet.  Post-war times were very tough.  Business was slow and 

material was in short supply but Mum never gave in, always doing her best for her 

family.” 

 

“During these hard times food rationing was still in force with products like butter and 

tea only available in exchange for coupons, Little Nan (Bernie’s grandmother) would take 

the tram from Middle Park into the City each fortnight to collect her pension from the 

State Trustees.  She would then go to a delicatessen in Little Collins Street and, loaded 

up with two string bags full of provisions would call in at the Chapel Street house an 

leave enough food the ensure that the family had enough to eat.  Little Nan would often 

leave a couple of rabbits and Mum would make the most delicious stews.  Often, Little 

Nan would serve up dinner on the plates and then sit back and puff away on her Craven 

‘A’s while we ate.” 
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“Dad’s back and hips were 

now giving him unbearable 

pain.  The Repatriation doctor 

referred him to an 

orthopaedic surgeon who was 

competent enough to perform 

procedures that less 

experienced specialists 

wouldn’t do.  The surgeon 

suggested that a notch be 

introduced into the vertebra 

causing Dan the trouble to 

relieve the pressure on the 

various nerves that were 

being pinched as a result of 

the war injury.  In addition he 

would perform a procedure 

on the troublesome hip which 

would reduce the pain and 

discomfort.  Dad agreed to 

the operation which was 

performed at Heidelberg 

Repatriation Hospital.” 

 

 

“Dad was encased in plaster after the operation and stayed in hospital recuperating for a 

long time.  Bored out of his mind, he acquired a weaving loom from somewhere, along 

with a book on tartans.  The pictures of the tartans in the book were quite small, only a 

couple of inches across, just enough to show the basic design of the tartan.  Dad used a 

ruler and a pencil to draft patterns of a number of the tartan designs on to paper. He 

then obtained wools of the necessary colours and began weaving scarves of Clan 

tartans.” 

 

“People rubbished his efforts but he persisted and produced some beautiful items that he 

was able to sell to hospital staff eager to obtain them.” 

 

“After leaving hospital, Dad had an Essex Tourer.  One day Mum and Dad and all six kids 

on board we drove to Frankston to visit the farm owned by the Dowlings.  Dad knew the 

 
Dan with (L-R) Jessie, Bernie, Rita and Emily in front 
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family from his Balranald days and we were made very welcome.  There were a couple of 

Shetland ponies on the property and we all had a ride.  It was an unforgettable day.” 

 

“We also visited the Larsen family 

at their lovely old house at 6 

Albion Street, St Kilda, near the 

Prahran tram terminus.  This was 

Hans Bateman Larsen and his 

wife Ada.  They had three sons, 

Frank, then in the seminary 

studying for the Priesthood, John 

and the much younger Billy, who 

was even younger than me.  This 

particular day, Billy and I were 

mucking about and he took me to 

the garage where he opened a 

bottle of beer which we polished 

off causing great consternation to 

Mum and Dad.” 

 

 

 

“In May 1948, Dad went off the 

booze and sold the shop in 

Chapel Street.  We shifted to 347  

 

Victoria Street Abbotsford which was a milk bar with attached residence.  After a couple 

of weeks Mum and Dad realised they had made a terrible mistake.  There were a number 

of other milk bars in the area and not enough business to sustain them all. Business was 

bad and Dad decided to “go walkabout”.  Dad often ‘disappeared’ for weeks at a time.  

On such occasions, he would usually team up with his brother Frank and brother-in-law 

Jack Buncle.  The trio would engage in casual employment doing odd jobs and then 

spend most of it in their favourite watering holes.” 

 

“Mum became tired of these ‘disappearances’ when they became more frequent and 

once when Frank arrived at the front door, she told him in no uncertain terms that he 

was a bad influence on Dad, warning him not to show his face there again.  Although  

 

 
Bernie (Rear centre) and schoolmates, 1948 
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Frank didn’t call again, Mum’s efforts  certainly had no effect on Dad who continued to 

head off on a regular basis.” 

 

“In 1947, I received Confirmation from Archbishop Simmonds at St Mary’s in East St 

Kilda. The name I took for Confirmation was Peter. By this time, I was now attending 

Christian Brothers, St Kilda.  It was in 1948 that Father Larsen was ordained and we 

attended his first Mass at St Colman’s in Balaclava.” 

 

“I transferred to Xavier College’s Junior School, Burke Hall, and shortly after joined the 

St John’s Ambulance Cadets.  This came about through the encouragement of Brother 

Malone at Xavier, who was also a St John’s officer and used to help out in St Vincent’s 

Hospital Casualty on Monday nights.” 

 

“While at Burke Hall, a classmate, Peter Dowling, was a boarder at the school.  He told 

me that his family lived at Balranald and that he always looked forward to going home 

on term breaks.  One of the Jesuits at Xavier, a Father Stephenson, was also familiar 

with the O’Halloran link to Balranald and asked me if I was one of the Balranald 

O’Hallorans.” 

 

[Ed. Note: Father Stephenson also taught Ann Poelsma’s brother Richard O’Halloran who 

died in 2008] 

 

 
An Essex Tourer 
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“I left Xavier in 1951 after completing Form 

III.  Dad was still going walkabout and 

wasn’t around all that much and Mum 

battled on.  It was around this time that I 

thought about joining the Franciscans but I 

needed Mum’s permission and given her 

stance with Jessie, I didn’t pursue the 

matter.   I started looking for work and as 

luck would have it, I met a Mick O’Halloran 

who had an advertising business in 

Elizabeth Street in the City.  Mick would 

bulk-buy advertising space in newspapers 

and would then sell it off to other 

businesses.  Mick claimed to be a relative 

with links to the Balranald people.  He 

seemed to be about sixty years old, but he 

just might have appeared that old to me.  I 

don’t know very much about Mick except 

that he was one of Dad’s drinking mates.  

They seemed to get along pretty well and were always going on about the old days up at 

Balranald.  I just assumed he was one of the family.” 

[Ed. Note:  Despite a search of the Births, Deaths and Marriages Registers it has not 

been possible to trace Mick O’Halloran’s link to either family of O’Hallorans.] 

 

“Anyway, Mick arranged for me to get a job at Treadways Department Store in the City, 

in the advertising department.  I had to work weekdays and Saturday mornings and was 

paid ₤3.10.0 a week.” 

 

“I finished up with the St John’s Cadets and joined the St Ignatius Irish Pipe Band run by 

the De La Salle Brothers in Richmond.  We were a very successful band and won the 

Australian Irish Pipe Band Championship in 1953.” 

 

“On leaving Treadways in 1952, I joined the Australian Natives’ Association in a clerical 

capacity and stayed there for a couple of years.” 

 

“In 1955, I received my call-up notice for National Service and arrived at Puckapunyal on 

26th April for 98 days of training in all things military.  After completing that assignment, 

 
Janet in 1948 
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I was in the Reserve for the next eighteen months, attending one night a week along 

with a couple of annual training camps.” 

 
St John’s Ambulance Cadets 1948 

(Bernie at rear in the centre) 
 

“As mentioned earlier, my sisters started marrying off in the mid fifties and the family 

home, as we knew it was diminishing.  Dad was still “disappearing” for weeks at a time.  

Mum was very stoic about his absences.  While on these “walkabouts”, Dad would pick 

up casual employment by doing odd jobs here and there.  He could turn his hand to 

anything and at one stage was working as a kitchen hand at Menzies Hotel.  When away 

from home he would usually board at the Salvation Army Hostel in Little Lonsdale Street.  

Jack Buncle also had a regular room there.  The place burned down on 13th August 1966 

and 30 homeless men staying there lost their lives.  I recall that the Army was called in 

to remove the bodies to Springvale Cemetery where they were buried in a communal 

grave because the poor unfortunates could not be identified.”  

 

“I had joined the Post Office and was now boarding with my sister Rita and her husband 

Don, at Chelsea.  This particular night, I had just dozed off when Don came into my 

room to say that Mum was very ill in hospital.  Mum was now renting a place in Kerferd 

Road, Middle Park with three of my sisters. Early in 1957, Mum was sick but never 

allowed the extent of her suffering to be known to any of us.  To hear that she was in 

hospital and in a bad way came as quite a shock.” 
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“On the morning of the 4th April, Mum paid a visit to St Francis’ Church in the City and 

afterwards, on her way home, collapsed outside the Queen Victoria Hospital.  She was in 

a bad way with bowel cancer, which came as a shock to all of us because she had never 

let on that she was so ill.  I went with Rita and Don to the hospital and we stayed all 

night with her until she passed away at 10am the following morning.  Mum was a 

wonderful mother who gave her all for her family and her death was a terrible tragedy 

for all of us.  I still miss her terribly and even thinking of her memory today brings a tear 

to my eye.” 

 

“Father Larsen, who buried Mum as well as Dad when he died, was a great comfort to 

us.  He was always there when we needed him, not only for funerals but also for my 

sisters’ weddings.” 

 

In 1959, I was on the move in the workforce again.  This time I applied for a position as 

a Prison Officer at Pentridge.  I was duly accepted, completed some training and passed 

out as an Officer in February, 1960.  After eight or nine months with the Victorian 

Prisons, I transferred to the New South Wales prison system under a reciprocal 

arrangement between the States, serving at both Long Bay and Cooma prisons.” 

 

“An opportunity came up to join David Jones’ security staff doing ‘behind the scenes’ 

operations.  I stayed there for two years and then joined Melbourne Security Services.  

While working there, I replied to an advertisement for security work with the British 

Phosphate Commission on Nauru, then under Commonwealth control.  Initially the 

position was a secondment for six months which became nine months.  I then applied to 

return to Victorian Prisons who were happy to have me back so I sailed home from 

Nauru.” 

 

“Back at Pentridge I was working in ‘D’ Division with George Hodson who was shot and 

killed by Ronald Ryan during his escape bid with Peter Walker.  I was there when they 

were testing the gallows for the Ryan execution and observed the last walk to the 

gallows.  Those of us on duty that morning knew Ryan had died because the pigeons on 

the roof flew into the air when the trap sprang back.  Many of the Catholic warders 

gathered to say the Rosary when Ryan was to be hanged.  I also knew the then Prison 

Chaplain, Father Brosnan very well.” 

 

“I worked at the Ararat prison complex for several months.  Ararat was a low security 

prison of modern design based on a motel-like complex.  I was stationed there as a 

relieving officer for seven or eight months.  I was then stationed at the French Island 
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prison for nine or ten months and while there applied for the position of Factories and 

Shops with the Department of Labour and Industry.  My brother-in-law transferred to 

New Zealand as a special fitter and turner and raved about how good conditions were in 

that country. “ 

 

 
Bernie (3rd from left, back row) Graduates as a Prison Officer – March 1960 

 

“I had a chat to a Customs Agent at the New Zealand High Commission and successfully 

applied for a job as a Customs Officer.  I left Labour and Industry in 1969 and headed to 

Wellington to take up my new position.  The Commonwealth Games were held in New 

Zealand in 1990 and I had the good fortune to be seconded to the Commonwealth 

Games Committee as a Security Supervisor at the Badminton Centre.  Some members of 

the Royal Family attending the Games were staying at Government House, adjacent to 

the Badminton Centre and I often saw them wandering through the gardens.  After the 

Games I received a medal and a letter of appreciation from the New Zealand Prime 

Minister.” 

 

“My job in Customs was in the enforcement field and as such I had the opportunity to 

travel widely around the Country. I stayed there for twenty-one years before retiring in 

1991 and returning to Australia. My health was not what it should have been at that time 

and high blood pressure and a bout of Bell’s Palsy hastened my decision to retire.” 
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“I received the National Service Army Medal from the Federal Government in around 

2000.  I didn’t have to attend any special ceremony, it just arrived in the mail.  A much 

bigger fuss was made of the Australian Defence Medal which I received in 2007.  This 

time there was a ceremony held in a local hall when we were presented with our awards 

by our local Member of Parliament, Mr Malcolm Turnbull, MHR, and the President of the 

local RSL.  My sister Cathy came with me to the presentation.” 

 
Bernie (2nd from left) With NZ Customs 1984 

 

“Back to Dad.  After Mum died, Dad continued to live at the Salvation Army Hostel with 

Jack Buncle.  They would often team up with Uncle Frank and go drinking together and 

following the horses.  In 1962, Frank’s only daughter, Joan, was badly burned when her 

dressing gown caught fire after contact with a kerosene heater.  Joan was close to death 

for several weeks and suffered agonising pain from her injuries.  She was badly in need 

of skin grafts and Dad, Jack and Frank offered themselves as candidates.  Dad wasn’t 

suitable and neither was Frank but Jack was the best match and he freely endured his 

own personal discomfort in an effort to help Joan.  Unfortunately, it was to no avail and 

poor Joan died from her shocking injuries.  Frank was understandably, devastated by 

Joan’s death, eventually taking his own life a short while later.” 

 

“In the 1960s, Dad won his claim on Veterans’ Affairs and was awarded a TPI pension as 

compensation for his wartime injuries.” 
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“Dad was good to get along with when he was sober.  We had a few good times 

together.  I remember he took me to a Test Match at the Melbourne Cricket Ground on 

Boxing Day in 1950.  The West Indies were playing Australia and we were seated in the 

top tier of a stand that has now been torn down.  That was the day the Fruit and 

Vegetable section of the Prahran Market was gutted by fire and great plumes of smoke 

drifted across the ground while we sat there wondering where it was coming from.” 

 

 
Cathy, Bernie and the President of the RSL - 2007 

 

“Later on in the early 1960s, I had bought myself a Hillman Minx motor car and was 

planning to drive to Brisbane for a holiday.  To my surprise, Dad announced that he 

would like to come with me.  When I agreed, he went to his cupboard and gathered 

some camping gear he had stored there and loaded it into the car.  On the way, we slept 

in the car, and every morning, Dad was up at the crack of dawn doing bacon and eggs in 

the frying pan.  We took the coast road on the way up and came home via the inland 

route.” 

 

“One night we stopped at Goondiwindi on the New South Wales-Queensland border.  It 

was very dark and all I could see ahead was a flashing light.  Unsure of what to do, I 

didn’t proceed for some minutes.  Finally, it all got too much for Dad and he burst out, 
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‘Well stupid, are we staying here all night?  That light is a reminder that the punt is there 

to ferry us across the river!” 

 

“Dad didn’t touch a drop of liquor on that trip, even though I offered to buy him a drink 

on several occasions.  We had a terrific time together and I have never forgotten it.  

Never will.” 

 

“Later in the 1960s, after Frank had died, Dad moved in with Jack but he started to go 

down hill health wise.  He tried to work but he had become very fragile and needed a 

stick to help him walk.” 

 

“In 1964 or 1965 my sister Pat and her husband Mick ran a boarding house in 

Wollongong, just opposite the railway station.  Mick kept ducks around the back of the 

house and used to sell a half a dozen or so every now and again to the local hotels.  Dad 

was keen on ducks and he used to enjoy visiting Pat and Mick.” 

 

“In 1968 Dad went to stay with my sister Emily and her husband Ernie at Castlemaine.  

At that time I was stationed at the Ararat Prison and would drive across to Castlemaine 

to catch up with Dad.  He was obviously unwell.  He had lost weight and looked gaunt 

with a grey complexion. Eventually, he spent some time at the Heidelberg Repatriation 

hospital and was then moved to that hospital’s Mont Park convalescent section.  My 

sister Jessie and her husband Bill Finnigan, visited every second day.  Dad got on very 

well with the Finnigan mob and they liked him as well.” 

 

“During his last couple of months, Dad just gave up.  He lost 

interest in the horses and the things about him.  He had lost 

the will to live, just worn out.  He died peacefully at the Mont 

Park Hospital on 26th August, 1968.  We buried him at 

Springvale with Mum.” 

 

“Dad was a loveable larrikin who enjoyed life by doing his 

own thing.  He never did anybody any harm and was a good 

bloke in his own way, well liked by all who knew him.  We still miss him.” 

 

 
Dan in the 1960s 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

448 

 
Malcolm Turnbull, MHR, with Bernie  - 2007 
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Chapter 16 
 
Peter O’Halloran: Part One  
– Portrait 0f a Young Man 
 
 
Peter O’Halloran 

Peter was the youngest son of Daniel and Gertrude O’Halloran.  The ninth of ten 

children, only his sister Reita, born in 1922, was younger.  Born at Balranald District 

Hospital on 7 June 1919, Peter spent his earliest days living in the family’s Balranald 

town house in either Church Street or the one built later by his father near the 

Murrumbidgee River.  The family had moved to the town so that the children could 

attend school at the local convent. 

 

Daniel’s brother Patrick, who ran the larger Rosalind Park property, also had a house in 

the town for his family not far from his brother.  It followed that the cousins were close 

in those days and played together, and no doubt got into lots of mischief as well.  Of 

Peter, older sister Julia recalled him as a bright but retiring child with a shock of flaming 

red hair.  As the youngest boy, he was always watching what his brothers did without 

actually getting involved.  
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In those days, Peter was very attached to his brother Patrick, eight years his senior, and 

followed him everywhere. Youngest sister Reita said Patrick lapped up the adulation and 

often acted as Peter’s protector if the youngster “got on the nerves” of the older 

brothers. Reita also remembers that most of Peter’s mothering was done by Julia who 

“absolutely adored Peter and treated him as if he were her own son.”  Apparently, 

Gertrude struggled with the enormous workload involving a family of so many males. 

Equality and domestic chore sharing had yet to be invented.  This was an era when the 

home was a woman’s domain and men wouldn’t dare interfere with that.  As such, Gerte 

was glad to hive off some of the household responsibility to the eldest girl Julia. 

 

When he was old enough, Peter would 

make the short trip to “Langley Dale” 

with his father and some of the older 

boys.  Apparently, Peter was always 

drawn to water and he made a habit of 

making a bee-line to one of the dams or 

tanks, as they are better known north of 

the Murray. Here he would fossick about 

at the muddied edge with a stick poking 

holes in the mud.  Mostly, he would fall 

over and go home looking a terrible 

mess.  As he got older he would join the 

other boys in their pursuit of yabbying in 

the tanks.  Julia used to say that if 

brought home soon enough the yabbies 

would be boiled up on the stove, making a very tasty feast for dinner. 

 

Julia remembered fondly that Peter was reluctant to add his catch to the bucket if he 

was lucky enough to bait a yabby on his string.  His yabbies would go in his pockets and 

were often not discovered until the smell had permeated the household. 

 

Several aborigines were employed on the property on a casual basis doing such odd jobs 

as wood cutting, fence mending and clearing the woolshed during the shearing season.  

The aborigines were well looked after by the O’Hallorans but kept to themselves often 

choosing to sleep put under the stars in the warmer weather.  They would sit around 

their campfire boiling the billy and Peter, at a safe distance, would gaze fixedly at them.   

After some encouragement he would sometimes come forward and they would pass him 

a piece of damper or what ever they were sharing.  Years later Peter fondly recalled his 

 
Peter at Wright St in about 1927 
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association with the local natives.  He was saddened by their modern day plight and 

expressed the opinion that they were a very mis-understood race. 

 

In 1925 Daniel was diagnosed with bowel cancer.  He was only 57 at the time and as a 

cancer diagnosis in those days was tantamount to a death sentence the family was 

devastated.  “Langley Dale” was doing well enough as a farming operation, even though 

the drought was worsening.  The Great Depression was still four years away and good 

wool clips had earned enough for Daniel to have secured a seaside property at 103 

Wright Street Middle Park, just up the road from the Kerferd Road Pier.   

 

At that time, all the children were still under 20 but Dan and Jack were already ‘gun’ 

shearers noted for shearing 200 sheep a day. It was agreed that they would endeavour 

to manage the property, while Gertrude and her husband moved the rest of the brood to 

Wright Street. This would enable Daniel to receive treatment for his illness from 

prominent Collins Street specialist Dr J Keddie. 

 

Once settled in Melbourne, the younger children, Reita, Peter, Patrick, Margaret and 

Eileen were enrolled at Middle Park Primary School around the corner in Mills Street, 

while Frank was sent off to South Melbourne Tech.  Occasionally, Daniel would make the 

trip back to Balranald by car to check on how the boys were doing but as his condition 

deteriorated further visits became impossible. 

 

Recognising the inevitability of his condition, Daniel established a Trust to care for his 

family after his death. His wisdom ensured that Gertude continued to receive a regular 

pension until the time of her death in 1972. 

 

Daniel eventually succumbed to his illness on 11 August 1927. Peter had just turned 

eight. 

 

After Daniel’s death, the farming operation at “Langley Dale” was wound up.  At different 

times Julia and Reita both expressed the opinion that the older boys were not up to the 

disciplined tasks of farm life, preferring the trappings of cars, motorbikes and good times 

at the pubs in town.  According to Reita, the terms of Daniel’s will placed the control of 

the estate, including “Langley Dale”, in the hands of the State Trustees.  It was after the 

trustee company’s agents made an inspection of the farm after the first twelve months 

that the property was sold off.  Apparently, the inspection revealed livestock in poor 

health with many sheep carcasses lying in paddocks.  In general terms, the expected 

maintenance had been neglected and what was only a short time earlier, a profitable 
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venture, was no longer a going concern.  Over the course of their lives, the three boys 

who had fostered this neglect were never forgiven for their sins by the womenfolk of the 

family, notwithstanding that drought had played a major part in the property’s decline.   

 

Life continued at Wright Street.  The effects of the Great Depression were biting 

savagely all over the country but thanks to Daniel’s good management, the Trust 

pension payable to Gertrude largely insulated the family from the savage downturn in 

the economy. 

 

 
St Joseph’s Convent and School, Balranald - 1926 

 

Peter seems to have led a fairly normal childhood during his school years.  We know that 

he learned to swim off Middle Park beach taught by “Pop” Giles, an elderly resident of 

nearby Danks Street.  Peter would often fondly talk of this fellow who would take groups 

of local children under his wing to ensure they could look after themselves in the water.   

Julia used to say that school-wise, Peter was a good student who could have turned his 

hand to anything given the opportunity. Later in life he proved his sister quite correct. 

 

However, in 1931 tragedy again struck the family.  Patrick was struck down with 

tuberculosis, or consumption as it was called at the time.  Reita recalls that Patrick, like 

his older brothers, was a ‘gun shearer’ and although there is some uncertainty about 

exactly where he may have been working, it is clear that he had been contracting his 
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services in Victoria during the wool season of 1931.  As Reita tells it, Patrick was keen to 

rack up high tallies of shorn sheep and worked in wet conditions to achieve his aims.  

Wet sheep are also heavy and very difficult to shear.  The hard toil took its toll on Patrick 

and tuberculosis struck. 

 

As was usual in such cases, the victim was quarantined where they lived.  Patrick was 

confined to his bedroom and only one member of the household, and the visiting doctor, 

allowed any contact.  Other members of the household were allowed no further than the 

doorway of the quarantined room.  All the medical care given to Patrick was to no avail 

and the illness claimed his life after only four weeks.  He was not yet twenty-one when 

he died. 

  
Peter at the Back gate of Wright St about 1936 Peter at Wright St 1938 

 

As mentioned earlier, Patrick was Peter’s closest brother.  They were inseparable when 

Patrick was in town and Patrick’s death had a profound effect on the eleven-year-old 

Peter who had maintained his own daily vigil at the bedroom door.  As a result, Peter 

himself came down with an illness known as St Vitus Dance. Also called Sydenham's 

chorea, St. Vitus' dance, is a disorder effecting children and characterized by jerky, 

uncontrollable movements, either of the face or of the arms and legs and is usually 
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associated with rheumatic fever. It is an acutely infectious disease. Generally, it is 

caused by certain types of streptococci bacteria starting with strep throat or tonsillitis.  

Reita recalls that Peter was very sick indeed at this time but concedes that it was 

probably sheer coincidence that it occurred just after Patrick’s death.  Peter himself 

remembered the trauma of the illness and although he was treated with the available 

antibiotics, he strenuously maintained that it was his diet of bananas (the only thing he 

would eat while enduring the illness) that cured him. 

 

After completing Grade Eight at Middle Park Primary and earning his Merit Certificate, 

Peter was sent to South Melbourne Technical School.  There he was exposed to the 

rudiments of a variety of trades, the idea being that he would develop a talent in one 

and progress to the appropriate trade classes.  One of Peter’s classmates at the Tech 

was Ian Johnson who also lived in Middle Park.  Ian later became Captain of the 

Australian Cricket Team and was a long-serving Secretary of the Melbourne Cricket Club. 

In later years Peter indicated that he didn’t have much time for Ian, “who seemed to 

think he was better than everyone else.” 

 

When reminiscing about his time at the Technical School, Peter said he liked working 

with his hands and particularly enjoyed woodworking and electrical circuitry.  When he 

finally left the Tech in about 1935, a neighbour alerted him to a position at a company 

called Australian Wireless Industries in South Melbourne.  Peter presented and was told 

that although there were no apprenticeship positions available at that time, the business 

was prepared to take him on as a Packer-Delivery Boy with the possibility of advancing 

to an apprenticeship later. 

 

Detail on what happened 

next is a bit sketchy but it 

appears that he did 

eventually progress to 

soldering components in 

wireless cases although 

there is no evidence that 

he actually became 

indentured.  How long 

Peter stayed with AWI is 

not known, nor are there 

any details of other employment. 

 
Peter relaxing on the beach – circa 1935 
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What we do know about these years immediately leading up to the Second World War is 

that Peter had joined the Middle Park Sea Scouts, was a member of the Albert Park 

Yacht Squadron and was also a member of the Kerferd Road Swimming Club where he 

was not only one of the top swimmers and water polo players but also gained all his 

lifesaving proficiency medals. 

 

Apart from water sports, Peter also started playing 

soccer at the Tech and afterwards joined the South 

Melbourne United Soccer Club senior team as a 

more than useful inside right.   

 

Some comment is required about the photograph 

taken at Eltham at the left.  The back of the picture 

is inscribed “Eltham – 1935”.  It appears that Peter 

is wearing a sports uniform, including a tie.  As he 

would still have been a student at South Melbourne 

Tech at the time, it is likely that he was attending a 

school event.  As for his mother’s outfit, in this day 

and age it seems incomprehensible that someone 

would choose such attire.  However, Peter doesn’t 

appear to be embarrassed by it.  Why the pair was 

at Eltham remains a mystery. 

 

On 6th March 1939, Peter signed on with the Royal Australian Navy for a term of twelve 

years.  For many years his family was under the impression that Peter volunteered when 

hostilities erupted after Germany invaded Poland on 1 September, 1939. Australia 

entered WWII after Britain declared war on 3rd September, 1939, but Peter joined up 

some six months earlier, indicating that he was probably making a career choice, no 

doubt influenced bythe amount of leisure time he devoted to water sports. 

 

Given the nature of the many trouble spots around the world in early 1939 and the ever 

darkening clouds on Europe’s horizon, Peter probably accepted that he would see war 

service before his enlistment expired. 

 

In the following pages is a detailed description of what Peter experienced during the 

War.  He hardly ever spoke about it, never attended an ANZAC Day march and told me 

on a number of occasions in answer to “What did you do during the War, Dad?” that 

 
Peter and mother Gerte – Eltham 1935 
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“War was not something to be glorified by old sailors recalling history that is best 

forgotten.”   

 

 
Soccer Team Photo 1937 – Peter Back row, second from right 

 

What I have gleaned here is from his Naval War Record and a few notes he left behind 

that were originally intended to aid his memory when he applied for a TPI pension in 

1982.  Judging by where I found the notes, I don’t think he intended anyone to find 

them.  Over the years I have researched the logs of the various ships he served upon 

and I was both amazed and proud at what he experienced.  My mother used to say that 

Dad had a “tough time” during the War.”  I think she might have understated the facts 

just a little.  We lived in the War Service Homes settlement in Pascoe Vale South.  Our 

next door neighbour, Jack Hillis, was a Rat of Tobruk, one of the many evacuated from 

there in 1942 by the Navy.  My father served on the “Napier” assisting this evacuation 

and a number of her sister ships on that exercise suffered severe damage with 

corresponding loss of life.  The neighbour used to regularly criticise Dad for not marching 

on ANZAC Day, callously adding that the Navy had it easy during the War.  Dad refused 

to be drawn by such barbs, instead offering the quiet aside that Jack might be rotting in 

the sand dunes still if not for the Navy! 
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Peter (3rd from left) in gunnery training at “HMAS Cerberus” 1939 from ‘HMAS MkII’ 

 

A copy of Peter’s Naval war record is attached to end of this chapter.  From this we can 

see that Peter was posted to “HMAS Cerberus” at Flinders Naval Depot, the Navy’s 

training establishment on 6th March, 1939, where he was to undergo his basic training.  

In the first three months he undertook the Seamanship course at the completion of 

which he was rated “Class Leader”. 

 

Basic training was essentially for six months and 

towards the end of 1939 some 400 qualified ratings 

were graduating from Cerberus.  By October, 1939 

war had broken out and the recruits were quickly 

farmed out to the vessels being made available for 

the war effort. 

Peter’s first posting was to the Royal Australian 

Navy’s Flagship HMAS “Australia”, whose company 

he joined on 6th October, 1939.  The ship probably 

had the most colourful World War II history and 

was fondly known as "The Aussie". “The Aussie” 

fought for almost the entire duration of the war. A 

county class cruiser commissioned in 1928, she was 

the second ship to bear the name of her country. 

 
Peter just before he sailed on “HMAS 

Australia” - 1939 
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With the outbreak of WWII “Aussie” sailed for the Atlantic to begin her long wartime 

career that she was to fight on all fronts and against all enemies.  

 

Peter in the foreground just behind the billy in the mess of “HMAS Australia” - 1939 

After Peter joined “Australia” she spent the first nine months of the War on the 

Australian coast, on one occasion investigating a doubtful report of an 'unknown raider'. 

Between May and July 1940, the ship was employed on convoy/escort duties, initially 

between Fremantle and Capetown and later between Capetown and Freetown on the 

African West coast.  

As part of the Dakar Squadron in July 1940, “Australia”, in company with “HMS Hermes”, 

“Dorsetshire” and “Milford” was patrolling off the French West African coast, observing 

the Vichy French Fleet. It was at this time that “Australia” fired her first shot in World 

War II when she was attacked by an enemy bomber. In Peter’s notes appearing later in 

this chapter, he mentions the battle of Dakar when a shell from the French vessel 

“Richelieu” landed on “Australia” falling between X and Y gun turrets, remaining 

unexploded in the shell handling area.  This incident occurred on 7th July, 1940 and is 

described in Lew Lind’s “The Navy Day by Day” – “HMAS Australia”, cruiser and HM ships 

“Dorsetshire and “Hermes” covered the attack on the French battleship “Richelieu” at 
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Dakar by the British Fleet.  After a preliminary bombardment by guns of the Fleet a 

motorboat entered the enemy harbour and dropped depth charges under the battleship’s 

stern, but because of the shallowness of the water, they failed to explode.  A flight of 

torpedo bombers from “HMS Hermes” then attacked the enemy battleship, causing 

damage to her stern. 

On 9th July she joined a convoy for the UK and for the rest of the month she was 

patrolling off Norway in the vicinity of the Faeroes with the 1st Cruiser Squadron, at one 

time engaged in a search for the German battleship “Gneisenau”. The patrol continued 

throughout August.  

September 1940 found “Australia” involved in 'Operation Menace' and patrolling off 

Dakar in French West Africa and shadowing French cruisers “Gloire”, “Montcalm” and 

“Georges Leygues. The object of ‘Operation Menace’ was to install General de Gaulle and 

a Free French force in Dakar thereby evicting the existing Vichy government and 

forestalling any possible German occupation. The optimistic belief that the population of 

Dakar would welcome de Gaulle proved to be ill founded and shore batteries opened fire 

on the fleet. “Australia” escaped damage, but “Cumberland” and “Foresight” were both 

hit. “Australia” with “Fury” and “Greyhound” attacked a French destroyer which was set 

ablaze from end to end. 
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On the following day, 24th September, “Australia” was engaged in a general fleet 

bombardment of French ships and forts and was twice subjected to high level bombing 

attacks by French planes. On 25th September “Australia” and “Devonshire” moved in 

towards Dakar to attack French cruisers. During the engagement which followed 

“Australia” received two hits aft, and her 'Walrus' spotting aircraft was shot down. 

Fifteen minutes after engaging the French ships the British cruisers withdrew. In 13 

minutes “Australia” had fired over a hundred salvoes.  

In October 1940, “Australia” was patrolling off the Azores and escorting troop ships 

between Gibraltar and the UK. On 29th October, in the Orkney Shetland area, “Australia” 

succeeded in rescuing nine crewmembers off a Sunderland Flying Boat, despite Force 10 

winds and very high seas. The remainder of 1940 was spent docked in Liverpool for a 

refit. During December, the city was subjected to a period of heavy air raids. On the 21st 

December, an aerial torpedo weighing 1588kg fell between the ship's side and the dock 

wall and although incendiaries fell on board and were quickly extinguished, the torpedo 

itself failed to explode. The catapult wire was damaged and square port windows in the 

Captain's cabin broken. The bombing proved too much for both ship's cats who deserted, 

and the ship's company apparently missed out on their Christmas poultry that year when 

the ducklings were incinerated in the contractor's premises which were burnt out!  

After a period escorting convoys to Freetown, Durban, Suez and Colombo, “Australia” 

finally arrived back in Sydney on 24th March 1941. 

On 7th December, 1940, Peter was promoted from Ordinary Seaman to Able Seaman.  

This promotion appears to be in recognition of his ability as a gunner.  His training 

aboard “Australia” lasted some three months after which he was deemed to have 

completed the course with the rating of “Superior”.  At this time he was fully qualified to 

operate the 8 inch Mk I cannon, his duty being in the SS “Y” Turrret. 

In 1984 Peter was diagnosed with terminal lung cancer that medical opinion eventually 

attributed to him having taken up cigarette smoking during the war years, and his 

exposure to asbestos lagging in the crew quarters of the ships in which he had served.  

It wasn’t until five months after his death on Christmas Day, 1984, that he was 

posthumously awarded a Totally and Permanently Incapacitated (TPI) Pension.  During 

1984, he fought valiantly before several tribunals to plead his case.  Long after he had 

died I discovered some notes that he had used when he made his representations.  The 

page below describes two incidents that he experienced while on board “HMAS Australia” 

and “HMAS Napier”.  Even today they make chilling reading. 
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Peter’s  notes of some of his wartime experiences 

Before “Australia” commenced her home voyage, Peter, who was due for shore leave 

was assigned to “Victory”, Britain’s version of “Cerberus”, from 17th November to 9th 

December, 1940.  It was not a pleasant time to be in England.  The Germans were 

“blitzing” the English cities on a nightly basis.  Peter, who never said much about his 

wartime experiences unless pressed, said the effect of the bombing was devastating. 

One thing Peter did mention several times after the war was his impression of Bath, 

Somerset, the old Roman city famous for its hot springs.  Peter visited several times 

during his leave in England, being very impressed with the soothing properties of the 

waters. 

At the conclusion of his shore leave, “The latest addition to Australia’s destroyer fleet 

“HMAS Napier” had just completed its sea trials prior to commissioning as part of the 7th 

Destroyer Flotilla on 28th November, 1941. As luck would have it, recruitment of the 

crew was happening just as soon as Peter became available. 
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 “HMAS Napier” was one of eight ‘N’ 

Class destroyers laid down in British 

yards during 1939 to the order of the 

Royal Navy. Five (“Napier”, “Nestor”, 

“Nepal”, “Nizam” and “Norman”) were 

transferred to the Royal Australian 

Navy, two to the Royal Netherlands 

Navy and one to the Polish Navy. The 

only one to become a war loss, “HMAS 

Nestor”, was sunk by air attack in the 

Mediterranean on 16th June, 1942.  

“Napier” was commissioned on the 

Clyde on 28th November, 1940, under 

the command of Captain Stephen H.T. Arliss RN, a well known Royal Navy destroyer 

Commander and Captain of a peace time Mediterranean Flotilla. His staff consisted of 

Australian officers with a nucleus of Royal Navy officers and her company was entirely 

drawn from the Royal Australian Navy.  

Trials and working up at Scapa Flow was followed by a period of uneventful North 

Atlantic convoy protection duty, before transferring to the Mediterranean to bolster the 

hard pressed destroyer units operating in that theatre. “Napier”, in company of her sister 

ship “HMAS Nizam”, arrived shortly before the evacuation of Crete began in May 1941. 

Here, she suffered her first attentions from the enemy when screening a Mediterranean 

convoy. She experienced a near miss from a heavy bomb. This seems to be the incident 

referred to in Peter’s notes above. 

Later in May 1941 she assumed duty on the screen of the battle fleet operating south 

and east of Crete. The battle for the island lost, “Napier” became one of the units 

charged with the responsibility of evacuating the British forces.  

On 28th May, 1941, “Napier”, “Nizam” and HM Ships “Kelvin” and “Kandahar”, left 

Alexandria for Crete, arriving safely at Sphakia after an uneventful run. In the early 

hours of the following morning, “Napier” embarked 296 soldiers, three women, one 

Greek, one Chinaman, ten seamen, two children and, of all things, a dog.  

At 3am the entire force sailed on the return voyage. It proved more hazardous and 

though “Napier” escaped, “Nizam” was damaged by several near misses. On the morning 

of 30th May the four destroyers again sailed for Crete. Two were forced to return; 

“Kandahar”, because of engine trouble; and “Kelvin” as a result of damage sustained 

 

The Great Bath at Bath 
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under air attack. The two Australian ships continued to Crete to try and evacuate 

numbers intended to be borne in four ships. At 2.30am the following morning “Nizam” 

left Crete carrying 698 troops. Half an hour later “Napier” sailed with 705 soldiers, 

mostly Australians.  

At 9.00am the expected air attacks developed when twelve planes made a determined 

attempt to sink “Napier”. Two sticks each of eight bombs fell on her port side and across 

her stern. Fourteen were classed as near misses. Damage to her engine and boiler 

rooms reduced speed to twenty knots. The attackers did not escape unscathed from the 

intense anti-aircraft fire and in the words of “Napier’s” Commanding Officer, 'One Ju.88 

was certainly shot down and it is considered three others were damaged.' In spite of her 

hazardous passage no life was lost and all troops were safely landed at Alexandria.  

The next two-and-a-half months, June to August 1941, were spent at Port Said making 

good damage defects. The destroyer however was not entirely idle. She was designated 

control ship for harbour air defence. On the night following her berthing, Port Said 

suffered its first air raid. Eleven bombs fell nearby, but she escaped further damage from 

this and repeated subsequent heavier raids.  

Refitting completed, “Napier” assumed duty in August 1941 as leader of the 7th Flotilla 

which included among others, destroyers well known for their Mediterranean service, HM 

Ships “Jaguar”, “Jackal”, “Javelin” and “Kingston”.  

In the closing months of 1941, “Napier” took part in the supplying of besieged Tobruk in 

September, gave protection to Mediterranean and Red Sea convoys and served on the 

screen of the fleet at sea. She was one of the screening destroyers when “HMS Barham” 

was torpedoed and sunk on 25th November, 1941 by the German U-Boat, U331, off the 

Egyptian coast at Sollum.  Apparently, “Napier” was closest to “Barham” when she took 

the hit, the German torpedo actually passing close to “Napier’s” stern.  From Peter’s 

notes we know he watched the attack in horror from his gun turret as “Barham” 

exploded, the blast catapulting many of her unfortunate crew to their deaths.   

In November also, she took part with nine other destroyers, in the transfer of troops 

from Haifa to Cyprus and vice versa. On 30th December, 1941, she sailed from 

Alexandria as one of the destroyers escorting the heavy ships for the bombardment of 

Bardia, in Libya, prior to its capture by the 8th Army.  

In January 1942, “Napier”, with “Nizam” and “Nestor” in company, left the 

Mediterranean theatre to enter the Indian Ocean. On reaching Aden the three destroyers 

were ordered to join and escort the aircraft carrier “HMS Indomitable” to ferry aircraft 

reinforcements for the Malayan/Java theatre. The operation successfully concluded, the 
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carrier and her escort proceeded to Port Soudan for a second flight of planes. Too late to 

land them in the Malayan theatre, as Singapore had now fallen, they were flown off 

some 100 miles from Colombo in time to take part in the successful defence of that port 

against the first Japanese air attack.  

 

The sinking of the “Barham” by U331 – 25th November, 1941 

Parting from “Indomitable”, “Napier” proceeded to Trincomalee and there became a unit 

of the Royal Navy's Eastern Fleet. The period of February to May 1942 was spent in the 

Indian Ocean. It was an uneventful period for “Napier”, taken up by escort duties, 

patrols and as a unit on the screen supporting the heavy ships on operations out of 

Trincomalee.  

 

In June 1942 “Napier” returned for a brief period to the Mediterranean as one of the 

escorting destroyers for a large scale Alexandria to Malta convoy. “Napier’s” sister ship 

“Nestor”, also one of the escorting destroyers, was lost during passage of the convoy.  

The Navy’s official log of the Napier’s actions during the time Peter served on her is 

shown on the following page: 
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B a t t l e   H o n o u r s 
  

CRETE 1941 - LIBYA 1941 - BURMA 1944-45 - OKINAWA 1945 
  
H e r a l d i c   D a t a 
  
Badge: On a Field White a fess wavy Blue. a saltire engrailed 
Red surmounted by a crescent White, within the horns a rose Red 

 

HMAS Napier 

  
D e t a i l s   o f   W a r   S e r v i c e 

  
1 9 4 0 

  
November            Contractor’s trials. 
        28th               Commissioned as HMAS NAPIER for service in the 7th Destroyer Flotilla. 
  
December 
        11th               Build completion and commenced Acceptance Trials based at Greenock.. 
        20th               On completion took passage to Scapa Flow to commence work-up for 
                              operational service. 
                              Carried out Full Power Trial on passage. 
  
                                                                                          1 9 4 1 
  
January                 Deployed at Scapa Flow for work-up 
          4th               Escorted two Armed Merchant Cruiser to Iceland with HM Destroyers KELLY 
                              and Polish ORP PIORUN. 
         11th              Resumed work-up at Scapa Flow on return from Iceland. 
         15th              Embarked Prime Minister, US Diplomat Harry Hopkins, Lord and Lady Halifax 
                              at Thurso for passage to join HM Battleship KING GEORGE V at Scapa Flow. 
                              (Note: Lord Halifax, British Ambassador designate to USA was being taken 
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                                         to Indianapolis by HMS KING GEORGE V to take up his appointment. 
                                         Winston Churchill and Harry Hopkins were accompanying him but were 
                                         not taking passage.) 
  
February               Deployed at Scapa Flow with 7th Destroyer Flotilla on completion of Work-up 
                              at Scapa Flow with ships of Home Fleet. 
          2nd              Deployed as escort for HMS KING GEORGE V during return passage in NW 
                              Approaches. 
          6th               Arrived at Scapa Flow with HMS KING GEORGE V. 
         20th              Deployed as part of escort for HM Battleship QUEEN ELIZABETH and HM 
                              Cruiser DIDO during passage from Rosyth to Scapa Flow. 
  
March                    Nominated for service in Mediterranean. 
          4th               Taken in hand by Builder at Govan for repair of defects arising since ship 
                              commissioned. 
        20th               On completion took passage to join military convoy at Greenock. 
        21st               Sailed from Greenock as part of escort for convoy during passage to Gibraltar. 
        29th               Detached from convoy on arrival at Gibraltar 
        31st               Sailed from Gibraltar as escort for ss HIGHLAND MONARCH during passage 
                              to Capetown. 
  
April 
        17th               Arrived at Simonstown 
                               Took passage from Simonstown to join Fleet at Alexandria. 
  
May                        Passage in Red Sea. 
         4th                 Arrived at Alexandria for Mediterranean Fleet service. 
         6th                  Took part in Mediterranean Fleet operations in Eastern Mediterranean including 
                                defence of military convoy during passage from Malta (Operation TIGER) 
                                (Note: This ship was not part of screen for major warships providing cover for 
                                           convoy MW7 from Alexandria to Malta and the passage of the TIGER 
                                           convoy and it is assumed that she was part of TIGER convoy escort 
                                           from 9th May. 
        10th                 Under air attacks but unscathed. 
        12th                 Arrived at Alexandria with TIGER convoy. 
        20th                 Part of screen for HM Battleships BARHAM and QUEEN ELIZABETH, HM Aircraft 
                                Carrier FORMIDABLE for bombardment of Scarpanto and air attacks on airfield at 
                                Pogadia Bay with HM Destroyers JERVIS, NIZAM, JERVIS and other Fleet 
                                destroyers. 
        25th                 Deployed for transport of stores and ammunition to Crete garrison. 
        28th                 Sailed from Alexandria as part of Force C for evacuation of allied troops at 
                                Sphakia with HMAS NIZAM., HM Destroyers KELVIN and KANDAHAR. 
        29th                 Returned to Alexandria with 244 troops from Sphakia. 
        30th                 Took passage from Alexandria to resume evacuation duties at Sphakia with ships 
                                of Force C 
                                (Note: During passage HMS KANDAHAR returned to  Alexandria with machinery 
                                           defects and HMS KELVIN was damaged during air attack and also had to 
                                           return to harbour. 
        31st                 Embarked troops at Sphakia with HMS NIZAM and sustained slight damage when 
                                near missed during air attacks..  
  
June 
          1st                 Returned to Alexandria with 709 men. Ship withdrawn from service for repairs. 
        12th                 Taken in hand by HM Depot Ship WOOLWICH 
        27th                 Further repair required and ship remained non-operational. 
  
July 
          9th                 Passage in tow to Port Said for repair to propulsion machinery. 
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August                   Under repair at Port Said. 
                                On completion transferred to support of Tobruk garrison 
        18th                 Deployed with HM Australian Cruiser HOBART and HMAS NIZAM for Tobruk support. 
                                (Note: Troops were embarked in warships for passage.) 
        26th                 Deployed for support of garrison at Tobruk. Embarked troops and stores for Tobruk 
                                garrison 
  
September 
         11th                Deployed for support of Tobruk garrison 
         15th                Deployed for further Tobruk trip. 
         18th                Deployed for further Tobruk trip. 
         24th                Deployed for further Tobruk trip, 
                                (Note: HM Cruisers LATONA and ABDIEL as well as HM Australian Cruiser HOBART 
                                           and HMAS NIZAM carried 6,500 ANZAC troops which were replaced by British 
                                           and Polish units.) 
         25th                Part of screen for Fleet units during diversionary cruise in eastern Mediterranean. 
                                (Operation MD6). 
         27th                Returned to Alexandria with Fleet units. 
                                (See ENGAGE THE ENEMY MORE CLOSELY by C Barnett, Naval Staff History and 
                                        THE ROYAL AUSTRALIAN NAVY IN WW2.) 
                                (Note: Ship was Fitted with 20mm Oerlikon weapons to improve close range AA defence.) 
  
October 
          19th               Final Tobruk support trip. 
                                On release from Tobruk garrison support deployed for transport of British 50th 
                                Division troops from Cyprus. 
  
November               Transport duties in continuation. 
           2nd               Deployed for transport of 5th Indian Division troops from Haifa to reinforce garrison in Cyprus. 
           8th                On release from transport of troops deployed at Alexandria for Fleet screening and 
                                interception of enemy supply convoys. 
        24th                 Part of screen for HM Battleships QUEEN ELIZABETH, BARHAM and VALIANT with 
                                HM Destroyers NIZAM (RAN), JACKAL, KIPLING, JERVIS and HOTSPUR to provide 
                                cover for cruisers carrying out search for enemy supply convoys. 
                                Took part in rescue of crew of ss GLENROY torpedoed near Alexandria. 
                                (Note: This ship was being used as a Store Carrier and was later converted for 
                                            use as a Landing Ship.) 
        25th                 Took part in rescue of survivors from HMS BARHAM after she had been sunk by 
                                U331 off Sollum. See Naval Staff History. 
  
December                Under repair at Alexandria. 
                                (Note: Did not take part in Operation MF1 to escort HM Supply Ship BRECONSHIRE 
                                            during passage to Malta.) 
                                Nominated for transfer to the Eastern Fleet for service in the Indian Ocean. 
                                (Note: This followed the request of the Australian Government that their armed 
                                            forces be made available for the defence of Australia following the fall of 
                                            Malaya and Singapore. 
        31st                 Carried out bombardment of Bardia with HMAS NIZAM. 
                                (Note: 7th Destroyer Flotilla then also included HM Destroyers JACKAL, KIPLING, 
                                           NESTOR and NIZAM.) 
  
                                                                                       1 9 4 2 
  
January 
         3rd                  Took passage from Alexandria with HMAS NESTOR and HMAS NIZAM to join 
                                Eastern Fleet. 
                                Deployed in Red Sea. 
        23rd                 Escorted HM Aircraft Carrier INDOMITABLE with HMAS NESTOR and HMAS NIZAM 
                                during passage from Port Sudan to Indian Ocean (Operation OPPONENT). 
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                                (Note: HMS INDOMITABLE was carrying HURRICANE aircraft for delivery to 
                                          Singapore. See WAR WITH JAPAN Volume II (HMSO).) 
        27th                 Aircraft launched near Cocos islands after call at Addu Atoll and passage as 
                                part of escort. 
        28th                 Further launch of aircraft. See WAR WITH JAPAN for details.) 
  
February                  Escort for HMS INDOMITABLE in continuation in Indian Ocean. 
          2nd                Joined Eastern Fleet. 
        24th                 Arrived at Port Sudan as escort for HMS INDOMITABLE for further aircraft delivery 
                                to Singapore. 
                                Passage from Port Sudan as escort for HMS INDOMITABLE with same ships. 
  
March 
          3rd                 Delivery operation cancelled and HMS INDOMITABLE diverted to Colombo. 
          5th                 Arrived at Colombo and deployed for Fleet duties based at Colombo. 
        28th                 Sailed as part of screen  for Force A from Colombo Force A to intercept Japanese 
                                force reported on passage in Indian Ocean to carry out air attacks on Ceylon. 
                                (Note: Force A also included HM Battleship WARSPITE, HM Aircraft INDOMITABLE 
                                           and FORMIDABLE, HM Cruisers ENTERPRISE, EMERALD, DORSETSHIRE 
                                           and CORNWALL screened by HM Destroyers FOXHOUND, NESTOR (RAN) 
                                           PALADIN and HOTSPUR. 
  
April                          Indian Ocean search deployment in continuation. covered by Force B ships. 
                                 (Note: This comprised HM Aircraft Carrier HERMES and older battleships with 
                                            destroyer screen.) 
          3rd                  HMS CORNWALL and HMS DORSETSHIRE detached from Force A. 
          4th                  Search unsuccessful and took passage with Force A to refuel at Add Atoll. 
                                 At Addu Atoll with Force A (Port T). (See WAR WITH JAPAN Volume II) 
                                 (Note: HMS CORNWALL and HMS DORSETSHIRE were sunk in air attacks on 
                                            5th April) 
          5th                  Colombo was attacked from Japanese carriers on 5th April.) 
          8th                  Returned to Addu Atoll after failing to intercept returning Japanese force. 
          9th                  Deployed with screen Force  A and took passage to Bombay  
         12th                 Detached from screen with HMAS NIZAM during deployment in Arabian Sea to 
                                 deter Japanese attacks on shipping between Aden and ports in India. 
         13th                 Under routine docking at Bombay and for installation of additional 20mm Oerlikon 
                                 guns to improve close range AA defence. 
  
May                          On completion too passage to rejoin Eastern Fleet for convoy defence in Indian 
                                 Ocean 
                                 (Note: CinC Eastern Fleet decided that Bombay was too vulnerable to future 
                                             attacks and that Fleet should be based in East Africa instead.) 
                                 Nominated for transfer to Mediterranean for support of planned Malta relief 
                                 operation 
          27th                Took passage to Mediterranean for detached service with HM Cruiser 
                                 NEWCASTLE, HM Destroyers NESTOR, INCONSTANT, PALADIN, HOTSPUR and 
                                 GRIFFIN. 

   
June                         Resumed Mediterranean Fleet service. 
          13th                Sailed from Alexandria with Mediterranean Fleet and deployed with HM Destroyers 
                                 HASTY, HERO, INCONSTANT, JAVELIN, JERVIS, KELVIN, NESTOR, NIZAM, NORMAN, 
                                 PAKENHAM, PALADIN, SIKH and ZULU as screen for H M Cruisers ARETHUSA, 
                                 BIRMINGHAM CLEOPATRA, DIDO, EURYALUS, HERMIONE and NEWCASTLE to 
                                 provide escort for Malta Convoy MW11 during passage in eastern Mediterranean. 
                                 (Operation VIGOROUS). 
                                 (Note: This operation was co-incident with a similar relief convoy from Gibraltar 
                                             which came under heavy submarine and surface warship attacks although 
                                             two mercantiles arrived in Malta (Operation HARPOON). 
                                             HM Battleship CENTURION, disarmed before outbreak of WW2 was also 
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                                             deployed with MW11 and disguised to resemble a KGV Class battleship. 
                                             Twelve other destroyers were also deployed as Close escorts for MW11 
                                             for period, prior to arrival of Mediterranean Fleet units.) 
                                             For details see THE BATTLE FOR THE MEDITERRANEAN by D Macintyre, 
                                             ENGAGE THE ENEMY MORE CLOSELY by C Barnett, HITLER'S U-BOAT 
                                             WAR by C Blair and the Naval Staff History.) 
          14th                Joined MW11 with Fleet units. Under heavy and sustained air attacks. 
                                 Submarine attack by U77 driven off by HMS PACKENHAM. 
                                 Convoy under threat of attack by Italian fleet units. 
         15th                 Convoy ordered by CinC ashore in Alexandria to reverse course. 
                                 Under night attack by German E-Boats during which HMS HASTY was torpedoed 
                                 and had to be sunk by HMS HOTSPUR. 
                                 HMS NEWCASTLE was also hit by a torpedo and withdrawn from escort to return 
                                 to Alexandria.  
                                 Air attacks resumed after daylight but convoy ordered to resume westward 
                                 passage although this was later rescinded. 
                                 During the air attacks HMS ARETHUSA, HMS BIRMINGHAM and HMS CENTURION 
                                 were all damaged. HMS AIREDALE and HMS NESTOR had to be sunk. 
                                 Owing to the heavy expenditure of AA ammunition by escorts which would have 
                                 left insufficient stocks to ensure safe passage to Malta the operation was 
                                 abandoned. 
         16th                 Returned to Alexandria with Fleet units. 
                                 On release from detached service at Alexandria took passage to resume Eastern 
                                 Fleet duties in Indian Ocean. 
 

It will be noted from the above log that on 15th January, 1941, at Thurso, the British 

Prime Minister Winston Churchill boarded “Napier” along with American diplomat Harry 

Hopkins and Lord and Lady Halifax for the passage to Scapa Flow where the Halifaxes 

were to join “HMS King George V” which would then take them to Indianapolis in the 

United States to enable Lord Halifax to take up his posting as the new British 

Ambassador. 

Churchill and Hopkins were not 

proceeding with the Halifaxes but their 

visit to “Napier” was, by all accounts, 

quite an event for the crew.  Although 

Peter didn’t have a lot of time for 

Churchill, being of the opinion that 

Churchill didn’t value the Australian 

contribution to the war effort, 

especially the Navy, as much as he 

might have, he did mention Churchill’s 

visit several times during his life.  In 

his photo album there are some 

photographs taken on the day Churchill 

was piped aboard and Peter can be 

seen, albeit with his back to the 

camera! 

 
Churchill boards “Napier” 

Peter is the sailor in the oilskin, back to camera 
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Capt Stephen Arliss with Churchill and Harry Hopkins 

Peter can just be seen partially obscured underneath the davit 
 

 
Shore Leave June 1942 – Peter welcomed by his family after a torrid three years on “HMAS Napier”. 

L-R: Mother Gerte, Peter, Reita, niece Julie, sister Julia 
(Photo from “The Argus” courtesy of the State Library of Victoria) 
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Peter’s posting to “Napier” ended on 25th June, 1942 when he was assigned to “HMAS 

Lonsdale”, a shore base located in Beach Street, Port Melbourne.  His Service Record 

says that he was assigned to Lonsdale from 26th June until 14th September, 1942.  

However, it is not known how he returned to Melbourne as “HMAS Napier” was 

performing fleet duties in the Indian Ocean after leaving Alexandria.  No doubt the Navy 

arranged for him to be ferried back home along with others who had earned a trip home. 

 

While on the subject of Alexandria, it is known that Peter spent some time with the 

Desert Camel Patrol while there during May and June, 1941.  He often talked about 

learning to ride a camel and having to get used to their peculiar smell.  He remarked 

that they were mostly gentle animals but could get snappy for no apparent reason.  He 

had seen evidence of particularly vicious bites they had inflicted but managed to avoid 

these himself.  He thought the camel handlers should have been bitten more often 

judging by the rough way they handled these animals.  On his patrols, Peter visited the 

Pyramids at Giza on a number of occasions.  He said they had to be very wary about 

whom they went inside with as many of the guides were decidedly “dodgy”.  He had 

heard rumours of servicemen being taken inside and never being seen again.  

Commanding Officers would advise that men on Desert Patrol not take their wallets with 

them, just enough “baksheesh” to keep the guides happy. 

 

 
Peter (back row, 5th from right) as a member of the Desert Patrol Unit 1941 
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Peter (2nd from left) on Desert Patrol at Giza, June 1941. 

 

While at “Lonsdale”, Peter was attached to “HMAS Mary Cam” on 5th October, 1942.  On 

1st November, 1942, he was transferred to the Torrens base on the Torrens River at Port 

Adelaide in South Australia.  The Base was closed down in 1964 and I recall driving past 

there with my father on a holiday to South Australia the previous year. 

 

The “Mary Cam” was an auxiliary minesweeper armed with a 12 pounder Anti Aircraft 

gun forward, trained to port at maximum elevation and a 20mm Oerlikon Anti Aircraft 

gun aft. 

 

The Mary Cam, was commissioned the same day Peter joined its company. Previously, it 

was known as the “John Fisher”, having been laid down in Glasgow, Scotland, in 1918. 

She was requisitioned for the RAN, from her owners, Cam & Sons Pty Ltd, Sydney, who 

renamed her “Mary Cam”.  After the War she was returned to her owners and resuming 

trawling. She collided with the liner “Wahine” on 20 January 1948 and suffered a buckled 

bow, eventually being scrapped in 1957.  “Mary’s” sister ship “Patricia Cam” also served 

with the RAN. 

Minesweeping was a vital task in Australian waters during the War.  Both German and 

Japanese raiders were known to offload these highly dangerous devices and the Navy 

had an onerous task to patrol the vast Australian coastline to safeguard both merchant 

and naval shipping.   
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I asked my father about 

the operation and how 

mines were treated when 

detected.   

 

He said the marksmen in 

the crew were assigned 

to picking off the mines 

when located.  Usually a 

well aimed shot was 

enough to detonate the 

device. 

He added that on one occasion they 

found themselves in a heavily populated 

minefield when a mine slipped under the 

guard of the “Mary Cam” lookout.  It 

appeared to be nudging gently against 

the hull of the vessel but lightning quick 

action by one of the crew saw it gingerly 

pushed away by a boathook and 

despatched by a marksman when it 

reached a safe distance. 

 

The mention of marksmanship reminds 

me of an incident that happened at one of the many carnivals that would appear in local 

parks around Melbourne during the 1950s.  There was always the shooting gallery and 

Dad would usually clean up pretty quickly walking away with teddy bears and kewpie 

dolls.  On this particular occasion, Dad couldn’t get near the targets, which were little tin 

ducks moving on a motorised chain across the back of the tent.  Dad had a few goes 

without success and then casually examined the air-gun, quickly noticing that the sights 

were mis-aligned.  He took it up with the stall holder who got a bit agro about the 

criticism but who eventually handed over another gun with which Dad cleaned up again 

as usual.  The stall-holder accused Dad of “being a cop or something”, before retrieving 

the gun and sending Dad on his way.  Dad’s reply was, “That’s right, I am.”  At the time 

Dad was a Sergeant in the Naval Police at Williamstown Dockyard and regularly attended 

gunnery practice. 

 

 
The Minesweeper “HMAS Mary Cam” 

 
Minesweeper marksmen in action 
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The “Mary Cam” assignment lasted until 4th December, 1942, during which time Peter 

was promoted to Acting Leading Seaman, in charge of midship ratings.  The appointment 

coincided with his assignment to “HMAS Warramunga” which lasted from 5th December, 

1942 until 23rd March, 1944.  According to his Service Record Peter was “In Charge” of 

one of the gunnery stations on that vessel. My brother Paul and I both recall stories Dad 

told us about his experiences with ratings under his charge.  The first was told to us 

when he thought we hadn’t scrubbed our knees well enough in the bath after a day’s 

play in the backyard.  In such instances, and there were many, he would forcefully 

remind us of the times he had ‘taken a scrubbing brush’ to a naval recruit who had 

refused to wash regularly.  To reinforce the message Dad would stand menacingly above 

us in the bathtub brandishing Mum’s rough old scrubbing brush from the laundry.  The 

knees were very quickly brought up to ship shape condition, believe me! 

 

Dad was also responsible for teaching ratings to swim.  He didn’t take too kindly to the 

‘soft’ swimming lessons Paul and I got from our teachers.  Dad’s method with the ratings 

was to tie a rope around their waste and simply throw them in, either at the deep end of 

the pool or over the side of the ship.  He claimed his ‘sink or swim philosophy’ worked 

every time! 

On 26th February, 1942, 

Mrs. Frank Forde, wife of 

the then Minister for the 

Army, smashed the 

traditional bottle of wine 

across the sharp stem of 

the ship sitting on her 

cradle at Cockatoo 

Island. Slowly the sleek 

gray hull moved down 

the ways into Sydney 

Harbour, and “HMAS 

Warramunga” was born. 

Second of an order of 

three Tribal class boats, “Warramunga” was to have an active life of seventeen years and 

become one of the best loved ships ever to serve in the ‘Wallaby Navy’.  Peter agreed 

with the sentiments generally expressed about the vessel, claiming it was his “happiest 

wartime posting”. 

 
“HMAS Warramunga” in the Pacific - 1943 
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Her life was a very full one and many members of the RAN were to be borne on her 

books. She became a legend in her own time. All ships seem to pick up a nickname, and 

as far as the Lower Deck was concerned, the second Tribal was always referred to as 

‘The ‘Munga’. 

On 23rd November 1942 the ship was commissioned by Commander E.V. Dechaineux, 

DSC, RAN, always referred to as ‘Father’. Dechaineux was just the right skipper for 

“Warramunga”, being one of those old time salthorses who liked to throw a ship around 

at speed. To use a description given by one of the commissioning crew, ‘He was a real 

rip, tear or bust skipper. He would use any excuse to put her flat out, and we all loved 

it.’ 

Laid down at Cockatoo on 10th February, 1940, “Warramunga” was practically identical 

with the Royal Navy’s Tribal class, which had been designed to act as convoy escorts to 

relieve the strain on the light cruisers. They were given a hefty gun armament, but had 

the torpedo armament reduced by 50. The British boats mounted eight 4.7 inch QF Mark 

XII guns in four twin open shield mountings, carried in A, B, X, and Y positions. In the 

Australian boats X twin 4.7 inch was replaced by a twin 4 inch MKXVI on a MKXIX 

mounting. 

It had been found that the British Tribals were badly off for anti-aircraft protection and 

the addition of the twin 4 inch HA/LA mounting was a wise one. 

“Warramunga” was rated at 1,970 tons standard displacement, which came up to 2,700 

tons at full load. 377 feet long over all with a beam of 36½ feet and a loaded draught of 

12 feet, the ship was designed for a sea speed of 32 knots. “Warramunga” could usually 

turn out 35 knots with ease. Power was supplied to her twin screws by steam from three 

Admiralty three-drum boilers, the steam being passed into turbine machinery developing 

44,000 shaft horse power. 

Apart from the main armament she carried a four barrelled 2 pounder pom-pom and six 

20 mm Oerliken guns. Four 21 inch torpedoes were carried in one revolving deck 

mounting and the usual depth-charge throwers gave her a fair anti-submarine potential. 

One very interesting fact relating to the ship is, that according to Scottish folklore, if a 

child is born with a Caul over its head it will never drown. A Caul is that part of the 

amniotic sac which sometimes envelopes the head of a child in the form of a membrane. 

It is a sailor's tradition that those who have a Caul cannot drown and when given to a 

ship causes that ship to be protected. When “Warramunga” was "born" during WW2 she 

was presented with a Caul to prevent her from sinking. 
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The Caul was kept between two pages of the Ship's Book, in which significant aspects of 

the history of the ship were recorded - including the donor of the Caul. The Ship's Book 

was separate from the Ship's Log and the Captain's Reports of Proceedings. It was 

maintained by the Engineering Officer and during Admiral's Inspections was signed by 

the Admiral. The Ship's book of “HMAS Warramunga” is now in the Australian Archives at 

the National War Museum. 

After her commissioning trials were completed, “Warramunga” set about getting into the 

war. Her early life was not without incident, as on the 8th February 1943 she carried out 

an anti-submarine sweep near Sydney Heads. The sweep was unsuccessful, but two 

days later she rescued survivors of the torpedoed merchantman “Starr King”. Her next 

job was to escort the damaged US cruiser “Chicago” part of the way to Noumea. After 

detaching from “Chicago”, “Warramunga” took over convoy and escort duties in the 

Queensland-New Guinea area. 

The next few weeks were occupied in escorting convoys to both Townsville and Port 

Moresby, and on 19th April the ship arrived at Brisbane for refitting, with long leave 

granted at the same time. From early in May onwards, with the exception of a three day 

stay in Sydney, “Warramunga” was attached to Task Force 74, which consisted of the 

Australian Squadron which at that time comprised HMA Ships “Australia”, “Hobart” and 

“Arunta” and a group of American cruisers and destroyers, and commenced a 

programme of exercises in the Dunk Island, Palm Island and Cid Harbour areas, 

returning to Townsville at odd intervals. Regarding Dunk Island, Peter used to claim that 

he was the only member of the family socially permitted to “dunk” biscuits and 

doughnuts in his tea, a privilege only conferred on those who have visited Dunk Island. 

On 25th July, 1943, the Task Force proceeded north inside the Great Barrier Reef to 

Princess Charlotte Bay. Two days later it sailed eastwards to the patrol area which had 

been allotted to it for the landing on Woodlark Island. On completion of this operation 

the Task Force departed for Milne Bay, arriving there on 31st July.  

“Warramunga” continued to be based on Milne Bay during the early part of August, 

employed on anti-submarine patrols and guard ship duties while in harbour. On the 11th 

she proceeded with “Arunta” to Woodlark Island with a group of Landing Ships Tanks, 

which were then escorted by the two ships to Noumea. This six day voyage was 

uneventful and on 20th August, “Warramunga” departed Noumea with “Arunta” at 

twenty-seven knots to Espiritu Santo in the New Hebrides where the damaged “Hobart” 

had been temporarily repaired after being torpedoed south of the Solomons. The two 

destroyers escorted the cruiser to Sydney, arriving there on 26th August.  
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‘Warramunga” remained in Sydney until 29th August storing, washing boilers and 

ammunitioning, and then sailed for Townsville, arriving on the 31st.  After more exercises 

near Palm Island and two convoys to Milne Bay, she sailed for Melbourne, arriving on 

17th September. From there she escorted a convoy as far as Lady Eliot Island, in 

company with the “USS Helm”, and then another from Sydney to Lady Eliot Island. This 

last convoy was met again by the two ships at Grafton Passage and escorted to 

Goodenough Island. Both convoys carried units of the 1st and 2nd United States Marine 

Divisions. Having returned to Milne Bay from this duty, “Warramunga” sailed for Sydney 

for a boiler clean and refit, leaving there on 29th October with the newly arrived “HMAS 

Shropshire” for Brisbane, where the remainder of the Australian Squadron was lying.  

On 2nd November, 1943, “Warramunga”, “Arunta”, “Australia” and “Shropshire” and 

“Helm” sailed for Milne Bay with Rear Admiral V.A.C. Crutchley VC, DSC, RN in 

command. This force left Milne Bay on 11th November for a flying visit to the Solomons, 

returning on the 15th when “Desron 4” (4th Destroyer Squadron) was formed comprising 

“USS Ralph” “USS Talbot”, “USS Helm”, “Arunta” and “Warramunga”.  

“Desron 4” bombarded shore installations at Gasmata, New Britain, on 29th November, 

1943, this being the first time the ship had been in action. This operation marked the 

beginning of the offensive sweep westwards along the New Guinea coast, and was 

followed by the Allied landing at Arawa, distant support being furnished by Task Force 

74, of which “Desron 4” was a part.  

On Christmas Eve 1943, Task Force 74 departed once more from Milne Bay, this time for 

Cape Gloucester, which was reached at first light on Boxing Day, and there took part in 

the bombardment which preceded the landing by United States troops. The enemy made 

no answering fire to the warships and the force withdrew to Buna. This was followed on 

1st January, 1944, with the landing at Saidor on the Huon Peninsula, and once again 

“Warramunga” took part with the other ships of “Desron 4”, although this time she did 

not carry out any bombardment. Following one more convoy to Cape Gloucester, 

“Warramunga” detached from “Desron 4” and sailed for Sydney where she arrived on 

11th January, 1944.  

On 4th February the ship departed Sydney for Milne Bay and Cape Sudest. In Milne Bay 

on 14th February she embarked the Chief of Naval Staff (Admiral Sir Guy Royle KCB 

CMG), other senior officers and Mr Essington Lewis, the Director General of Munitions 

Production. This party was taken to Cape Sudest, Langemak and Lae where it 

disembarked to continue its tour of the forward areas by air, and “Warramunga” 

returned to Cape Sudest.  
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Another convoy was taken to Cape Gloucester before “Warramunga” rejoined Task Force 

74 in Milne Bay, remaining with the Force until 27th February. Between 29th February and 

5th March she took part in operations covering the landing in the Admiralty Islands and 

on the latter date Captain Dechaineux left by air for Sydney to take command of “HMAS 

Australia”, being relieved by Commander N.A. Mackinnon RAN. From then until 26th 

March, “Warramunga” was employed in convoy duties to the Admiralties and Saidor, 

with a brief maintenance period alongside “USS Dobbin” at Cape Sudest between 19th 

and 22nd March.  

On 24th March, 1944, Peter had left the “Warramunga” and had joined the crew of the 

“HMAS Ping Wo”.  In January, while still with “Warramunga”, Peter had joined the 

Officers’ ranks with an appointment as Acting Petty Officer.  His rank was ratified with a 

full appointment on 1st January, 1945, while still serving on the “Ping Wo”. 

 

A petty officer is a non-commissioned officer equal in rank to sergeant in the other 

armed forces. Peter’s role as a Petty Officer was to maintain security on board and to 

manage the discipline of the the crew in the ranks under him. His service record also 

reveals that he was the officer in charge of the gunnery stations on the ship. 

 

Built in 1922 for the 

Indo-China Steam 

Navigation Company, 

the “Ping Wo” was 

initially requisitioned 

for service with the 

Royal Navy in 

December 1941 as a 

water carrier. 

After the fall of 

Singapore the vessel sailed to Batavia (now Jakarta) and with a mixed complement of 

Royal Navy (RN) and RAN reservists and civilian Chinese seamen, was engaged in the 

62-day tow (at an average speed of three knots) of the disabled “HMAS Vendetta” from 

the Javan port of Tanjung Priok to Fremantle, Western Australia and subsequently part 

of the way from Melbourne to Albany. This tow was the longest ever involving an RAN 

warship and one for which her commander received a decoration. 

After this, “Ping Wo” was paid off by the RN on 19th May, 1942 and then chartered and 

commissioned into the Royal Australian Navy on 22nd May, 1942. As HMAS “Ping Wo”, 

 
“HMAS Ping Wo” as she was in 1945 
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the vessel sailed to the east coast of Australia and was initially used as a tender at the 

joint Australian-United States amphibious training centre at “HMAS Assault”, Port 

Stephens. “HMAS Ping Wo” was later used as a stores ship and from January 1945 as a 

repair and works depot vessel in the New Guinea theatre of operations, winding up as 

the RAN administrative headquarters at Madang.  After the end of naval operations in 

New Guinea, “HMAS Ping Wo” was paid off and returned to her owners in Hong Kong on 

24th June, 1946. 

I have been unable to determine Peter’s exact role on the “Ping Wo” but after discussion 

with a couple of former “old salts” from among my colleagues, it appears he may have 

been assigned in the role of “policeman” to ensure the security of the stores the ship was 

transporting up and down the eastern seaboard, as well as keeping the crew in order. 

Peter served on the “Ping Wo” until March 1945 when he was transferred back to “HMAS 

Cerberus”.  He was stationed there for the next four months during which time he 

conducted training sessions for new ratings and also qualified for appointment as a 

Regulating Petty Officer, the rank being bestowed on him on 12th June, 1945. 

It was off to sea again on 24th July, 1945, when he joined the company of the “HMAS 

Manoora” in his new role as RPO.   

“HMAS Manoora” was a motor vessel laid down for the Adelaide Steamship Company by 

Alex Stephen and Son at Govan in Scotland in July 1934 and launched on 25th October, 

1935.   She had a displacement of almost 11,000 tons and was some 480 feet long.  She 

was also equipped with a Seagull V aircraft stored ahead of the funnel.  On 30th 

September, 1942, “Manoora” returned to Sydney and was converted to a Landing Ship, 

Infantry  by 2nd February, 1943. 

The ship entered service on the Cairns to Fremantle run, but was requisitioned by the 

Royal Australian Navy on 11th October, 1939. “Manoora” was outfitted at Sydney for 

service as an armed merchant cruiser, and commissioned into the RAN on 12th 

December, 1939.  She served in the Pacific as an escort and defended against many 

sorties by marauding Japanese aircraft and shipping.  She received six battle honours for 

her wartime service: "Indian Ocean 1941-42", "Pacific 1942-45", "New Guinea 1944", 

"Leyte Gulf 1944", "Lingayen Gulf 1945", and "Borneo 1945”.   
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“HMAS Manoora” being repainted in Rabaul in September, 1945. 

Prior to Peter joining her she had recently participated in a number of troop landings in 

New Guinea and Borneo, described below: 

HMA Ships Kanimbla, Manoora and Westralia were about to embark on their last major operation of 

the war – the 7th Division’s assault on Balikpapan in Borneo. The three Australian Landing Ships, 

Infantry (LSIs) had been hastily converted from armed merchant cruisers during 1943. Originally 

coastal passenger vessels, they had been commandeered in 1939 by the RAN as ‘armed merchant 

cruisers’ used to patrol the maritime trade routes of the Indian and Pacific Oceans. Then the war with 

Japan created a need for ships to carry infantry in towards the beaches where smaller landing craft 

could take the troops ashore so Manoora, Kanimbla and Westralia were converted to troop carriers or 

‘Landing Ships, Infantry’. 

Lieutenant William Swan, who served in the Westralia, described some of the changes necessary to 

convert an armed merchant cruiser into a battle-ready LSI. All the luxurious fittings that had existed 

pre-war disappeared: 

The stair well from the first class lounge (now the wardroom) to the dining saloon (the ratings’ 

cafeteria) was considered by dockyard officers to be a funnel for encouraging fires, and the handsome 

wooden stairs were removed and replaced by a structure of bare steel. 

Cafeterias were built to feed the thousands of soldiers that Westralia would carry, the first of their kind 

on an Australian warship. 

By the middle of 1945 the three vessels had already taken part in several amphibious assaults in New 

Guinea, the Netherlands East Indies (Indonesia) and the Philippines. Now their last operation was to 
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help to land more than 10,000 Australian soldiers, their weapons, vehicles and equipment on the 

beaches of Balikpapan in southern Borneo. 

Before this final campaign, the Australian LSIs had participated in a number of significant amphibious 

landings, mostly supporting American forces. The first were operations in New Guinea and the 

Netherlands East Indies (Indonesia) and then they helped the Americans to return to the Philippines 

with landings in October 1944 at Leyte Gulf and in January 1945 at Lingayen Gulf. In May, June and 

July 1945, they transported men of the Australian 7th and 9th Divisions to landings on Borneo at 

Tarakan (1 May), Brunei Bay (10 June) and Balikpapan (1 July). 

These landings at Tarakan, Brunei Bay and Balikpapan were the RAN’s final large-scale operations in 

the Pacific. While the troops were landed from the three LSIs, Manoora, Kanimbla and Westralia, 

cruisers and destroyers supported them with covering fire. RAN frigates, sloops and corvettes 

continued their patrols, minesweeping, surveying and escorting duties and even the smaller Fairmile 

launches were involved in these final operations. 

  

Two photographs of Peter taken aboard “Manoora”.  Peter still had the beard when he left 
“Manoora which came as a great shock to Eileen who had not seen him unshaven before 

During Peter’s time on the ship, she was utilised for patrol and escort duties but mostly 

as a troopship returning servicemen to Australia.  By May, 1946, and with the War finally 

over, this role had become redundant. And “HMAS Manoora” was paid off and returned 

to her owners in 1949.  
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In January, 1946, Peter was granted shore leave and married Eileen on 19th January, 

1946 (see later in this chapter).  It seems that after his honeymoon was over he 

returned to “HMAS Manoora”, which was still docked at Garden Island, finally departing 

on 9th May, 1946. 

His Service Record shows that after leaving “HMAS Manoora”, Peter was assigned to the 

New South Wales Naval Depot “HMAS Kuttabul”, From 10th May to 1st June, 1946.  He 

then returned to “HMAS Lonsdale” where he was officially demobilised on 25th July, 

1946..  As a Regulating Petty Officer, Peter was offered the position of Constable in the 

Naval Police Auxiliary Services which he accepted as from 26th July, 1946.  On 13th 

January, 1949, he was promoted to Acting Sergeant II on probation for six months after 

which full promotion was ratified. 

 

Home at Last! “HMAS Manoora” glides under Sydney Harbour Bridge in December, 1945.  It 

was to be the end of her Navy service and Peter was on her, looking forward to his wedding 

the following month 

Peter’s role in the Naval Police was to provide security at Naval establishments, such as 

the Williamstown Dockyard and various Naval ammunition stores like the large complex 

at Somerton.  As a young boy I fondly remember accompanying my father to both 

locations when he was on night shift and bunking when I got too tired to take in any 

more of the goings on.  Land Rovers were the vehicle of choice used by the Naval Police 

and I recall many hair-raising rides over the hills and unmade roads of the large 

Somerton Depot.  Rabbiting was another exciting pastime.  We would go out after dark 



CHAPTER 16 – PETER O’HALLORAN: PART ONE 
Portrait of a Young Man 

483 

and the rabbits would be stunned by the headlights.  Dad would often stand up in the 

Rover and pick them off with his rifle.  I don’t recall him missing too many. 

Peter stayed on in the Naval Police beyond his initial twelve-year enlistment.  He was 

hoping for further promotion through the ranks but found his religion the main obstacle.  

Catholics were not highly thought of among Navy Officers and he found officers far 

junior, and in his opinion, inferior to him, being appointed over him.  When he took this 

up with the hierarchy, one of the senior officers took him aside and explained that he 

didn’t “shake Hands the right way” but if he learned to do so he would make the grade.  

Dad was far too principled to join the Freemasons, which in those days would have been 

equivalent to selling his soul to the devil.  It wouldn’t be such an issue today. 

And so, Peter and the Navy parted company at the end of his last five-year term on 31st 

July, 1956. 

I mentioned earlier that Peter was posthumously granted a TPI pension in recognition of 

the fact that he had taken up smoking cigarettes to ease the stress of continuous naval 

combat and that this had eventually led to the lung cancer which killed him.  It should 

also be mentioned that all those years as a Naval gunner had significantly affected his 

hearing and he regularly had his ears tested to measure the steady decline.  In his latter 

years he was granted a somewhat paltry pension to compensate for this hearing loss but 

he was very disappointed that the Department of Defence did not give greater 

recognition to those who had been significantly disadvantaged as a result of serving their 

country.   

Regarding Dad’s hearing difficulties, when my brother Paul reviewed this Chapter, he 

reminded me that Dad had talked about the time during his War years that he 

temporarily lost his hearing following an incident at sea.  Paul takes up the story: 

There were two occasions in the 1980s that, as an audiologist at the HEAR 

Service, I tested Dad’s hearing.  Dad recalled that during a particular attack at 

sea he had to rush to his gun turret following the ‘war stations’ siren alert.  When 

he reached his post he realised he had forgotten his ear plugs.  Unable to leave 

his post Dad continued to man the turret.  In the fighting that followed, Dad’s 

hearing was exposed to gunfire from his own turret as well as the deafening 

explosions from falling bombs and shells.  The result of this exposure was that 

Dad lost his hearing for some two weeks but he only partially recovered, leaving 

him with a legacy of impaired hearing for the rest of his life. 

As I recall, when I tested him he had mild hearing loss in the low frequencies but 

severe hearing loss in the high frequencies.  This type of deficiency is very 
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difficult to correct with hearing aids. Now this is speculative since we don’t have 

Dad’s medical record at the time of the blast. However, Dad’s condition was 

consistent with acoustic trauma – one can imagine the initial blast did two things 

– caused some structural/physical damage possibly to the middle ear and or inner 

ear structures and also created some inner ear damage to the hair cells depriving 

them of oxygen. We can expect most of this damage would actually repair itself 

(hair cells can be very resilient). This would explain Dad’s partial recovery of 

hearing over that fortnight. 

 

Now coming forward to the eighties, the hearing loss I measured was the 

permanent damage mostly to the hair cells responsible for sensing the high 

frequency sounds.  

 

Dad was eligible for a hearing aid as a veteran. He was fitted with an aid but 

found it made sounds unbearably loud. This is also another unfortunate result of 

acoustic trauma and many other forms of inner ear hearing loss – a condition 

called ‘recruitment’ or abnormal growth of loudness. You need the soft sounds 

amplified but if the medium sounds are over-amplified they cause discomfort – 

there was not a lot of capacity in hearing aids of the time to control dynamic 

range across different frequencies – so poor old Dad missed out.  

 

From my own point of view, seeing Dad over the years, going through many 

awkward social situations where he misinterpreted or ‘felt like a fool’ was a key 

driver in my decision to train as an audiologist. I have maintained this link to this 

very day in my work as Chairman of the Noise Induced Hearing Loss Committee 

for Deafness Foundation Victoria and my series of Melbourne Uni annual lectures 

on industrial audiology which includes coverage of acoustic trauma!  

 

Although his lung cancer wasn’t diagnosed until early in 1984, it is worth noting that 

during the 1950s his local doctor noticed a large shadow on one of his lungs.  He was 

referred to the Naval doctors at the Flinders Naval Depot and spent a week there having 

tests but nothing seemed to come from it even though he was asked to undergo annual 

x-rays for the next several years.  It is hard to know whether the ‘shadow’ detected way 

back then was the start of what eventually took his life some thirty years later. 

  ***   ***   ***   *** 
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As a final comment on this period of Dad’s life, Paul queried the level of impact that the 

family breakdown which occurred during his formative years may have had on Dad’s life.  

Paul continues: 

 

There were a number of significant issues that may have affected Dad  

psychologically during his formative years.  The older brothers neglecting the 

farm leading to its disposal, his father’s premature death and the sudden illness 

and resultant death of favourite brother Patrick, are major life traumas that make 

me really wonder how Dad must have felt as he saw the very fabric of what had 

been a stable family environment disintegrating before his very eyes! 

 

His membership of various clubs and his close relationship with ‘Pop’ Giles during 

his early teens beg the question of whether Dad was seeking some replacement 

stability through a secondary father figure or mentor.  And later still, was he still 

searching for a stable family through the Navy?  Then again, the Navy became a 

shaky parent with all those near-miss war experiences followed later by being 

ignored for promotion in the Dockyard Police.  And I wonder whether the final 

experience with Veteran’s Affairs just reinforced this negative experience? 
 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

A copy of Peter’s Naval Certificate of Service appears on the following pages: 
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Chapter 17 
 

Peter O’Halloran: Part 2 

- Life with Eileen 

 

In November, 1991 my mother suffered a brainstem stroke and was rushed by 

ambulance to the Royal Melbourne Hospital.  Brainstem strokes are usually so serious 

that their victims do not last long after the attack.  At least, this was the prognosis 

explained to us by the attending physicians when Mum was admitted.  She was not 

expected to survive more than a few hours which might have been one of the reasons 

that the Hospital left her on a bed-trolley in a passageway for almost forty-eight hours 

after her admission.  On the third day a bed was found for her even though her condition 

had not changed.  She was breathing of her own accord but her brain function did not 

appear to be responding to external stimuli.  For several days Mum remained on ‘death 

row’ with no positive change in her condition, and then I received a call at work from the 

hospital to say that she had started responding and that contact with close family 

members could prove helpful. 

 

Being the closest to the hospital, I was the first to arrive followed by Paul and John.  

When I entered the ward, Mum had just woken from her comatose state and was looking 

vacantly around her.  When I arrived the doctor said that some of the blockage in the 

brain had cleared but that it was likely to settle in other blood vessels and could result in 

further damage.  At this point Mum was paralysed down her right side but after a few 

days this altered to her left side being affected instead.  The doctor wanted to pose 
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certain cognitive questions to Mum and needed family present to verify her responses.  

It was rather bizarre when she saw me at the foot of her bed as she thought I was Dad 

and could not be convinced for some minutes that I was her son.  It has been said that I 

bear a striking resemblance to my father but at that time, he had been dead for almost 

eight years, a fact that appeared lost on Mum. 

 

The reason for this rather lengthy explanatory preamble is that the doctor advised that 

brain scans showed that Mum was schizophrenic and had been this way for many years.  

He asked me for details of a previous diagnosis and enquired whether she had been 

prescribed an medication for the illness.  I replied that this diagnosis was new to me, 

adding that it explained much about Mum’s behaviour and mood swings over the years. 

 

My reasons for explaining this are that on a personal level I did not find it easy to get 

along with my mother especially from my teenage years and onwards.  It is true that we 

had our good moments but her mood shifts could rapidly alter her demeanour in the 

space of minutes if I said the “wrong thing”.  My brothers often told me I was too 

sensitive, and perhaps this was true but her vitriolic attacks from time to time did affect 

me and looking back over my life with her, they have certainly taken the gloss off the 

better moments.  This disclosure therefore, is so that readers are aware that my view of 

my mother may be somewhat coloured by my experiences.  I have made a concerted 

attempt in the following pages to be as objective as I can and report the facts just as 

they occurred with as little emphasis as possible on my own personal feelings. 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

 

Eileen Cecilia O’Halloran 

On 5 November 1925, Kathleen Curtis (Birdie) gave birth to twin daughters, Kathleen 

and Eileen Cecilia, my mother.  The actual date of the birth was never in dispute until 

Kathleen claims to have obtained her birth certificate in the 1970s and discovered that 

the date recorded was 4th November.   

 

Mum steadfastly refused to accept this documentary proof on the basis that the family 

had always celebrated the twins’ birthday on the 5th.  Birdie was no help in this matter.  

She claimed the birth occurred on the 4th but did concede that the girls may have been 

born either side of midnight.  Such a conciliatory approach was not unusual for Birdie.  

Kath and Eileen were very competitive sisters.  Over their whole lives they were always 

attempting to score points off each other but Birdie never took sides in order to maintain 

the peace.   
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(Author’s note: While writing this story I checked the website of the Australian 

Government’s World War II Nominal Roll for details of Kathleen’s enlistment in the 

Women’s Air Force.  Her recorded details confirm her birth date as 5th November which 

the AWAF could only have obtained from Kathleen’s official birth record.) 

 

 The twins followed the 

earlier birth of John in 

1924.  A further set of 

twins followed in 1928, Leo 

and Veronica, resulting in 

Birdie having five children 

all under the age of five.  

Later, Margaret and George 

joined the family. 

 

Eileen and Kathleen were 

not identical twins.  As the picture below suggests, 

Kathleen (right) appeared much chubbier than her 

sister.  This characteristic continued later in life.  

Eileen never had a weight problem unlike Kath, who 

was always battling the kilograms.   

 

At this time the family was living in Moray Street, 

South Melbourne.  Both photos of the girls shown 

here were taken on the front porch of the house the 

family rented there. 

 

St Peter and Paul’s Catholic Church and School was 

nearby and was the logical choice for the children’s 

early schooling.  In fact it was the only school 

attended by the twins. In those days, primary 

schools educated children until grade eight, which 

was the minimum standard for entry into the 

workforce.  Successful completion of grade eight resulted in the issue of the Education 

Department’s Merit Certificate; it was commonplace for girls to progress no further than 

Grade Eight in those days.  Mum enjoyed her schooldays and told us she was best at 

spelling, reading and writing.  Her writing was always neat and legible and her spelling 

 
Eileen and Kathleen - 1926 

 
Eileen (L), Kathleen & Birdie 

1926 
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was impeccable.  Every day she would read the newspaper from cover to cover and 

always knew what was going on in the world. 

 

In the late 1930s it seems that twins were a desirable addition in Melbourne’s retail 

establishment.  Eileen and Kathleen didn’t look remotely alike.  Nevertheless, they had 

no trouble gaining employment in such places as Elizabeth Anne’s Dress Shop, Darrel 

Lea the chocolate shop, and a couple of other places whose names have slipped away 

into the great rift of time.  As the story goes, the girls were summarily dismissed from 

both the retailers mentioned here.  My mother told the story against herself of how she, 

loaded down with a rack of dresses, slipped and fell down a moving escalator, ruining 

the whole lot.  At Darrel Lea, shop assistants were purportedly permitted to consume as 

many of the sweets as they could stomach, the idea being that they would soon grow 

tired of the daily diet of chocolate.  Both Kath and Eileen were renowned ‘chocaholics’ all 

of their lives and it was little wonder they were eventually shown the door. 

 
The Curtis Clan – Kathleen, Eileen, Margaret, John, Veronica and Leo – 1934 

George didn’t arrive until 1937 
 

Of course, Eileen did have previous retail experience when she had sold newspapers as a 

small child.  Her older brother John sold “The Herald” at the tram stop outside the South 

Melbourne football ground and he would often allow his sister to substitute for him on 

Saturdays if he had something better to do.  Apparently, she was quite successful and 

seemed proud to have been able to help her brother out.  Her ‘paper-girl’ experience 

was not without some drama, however.  One Saturday, she collected the previous day’s 
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Heralds from outside the newsagents and blithely sold them to unsuspecting customers 

who were in too much of a hurry to get home to notice they had been sold old news.  

Eventually, there were complaints to the newsagent and Eileen was banned from further 

‘news-girl’ duties. 

 

Eileen’s mother Birdie would say that Eileen was a difficult child who was stubborn and 

would throw tantrums if she could not get her own way.  If things were not going to her 

advantage or if she had had a fight with sister Kathleen, she would take her milk-bottle 

doll and go and park herself in the middle of Moray Street until someone noticed her or 

she forgot what she was rebelling against.  Regarding the milk-bottle doll, the family was 

large and the weekly income small.  These were the Great Depression years.  Toys were 

a luxury and make-do substitutes were good enough, so a milk bottle wrapped in an old 

towel or a piece of blanket took the place of the real thing.  Sometimes a potato stuck on 

a stick with scratched-in facial features would also suffice.  Eileen said it was very 

humiliating at Christmas time when some of her friends would show off their new dolls.  

She would try to hide the fact that her doll was inferior by over wrapping it but the 

nastier girls would rip off the blanket and ridicule her for cuddling an old milk bottle or a 

potato head stuck on a stick. 

 

There were plenty of children living in Moray Street and because there were no back 

yards, they all played in the street.  There were fights and arguments but generally 

speaking, Eileen looked back on those days with a certain fondness.  Most of the kids 

had nicknames but there is one in particular that stands out in my memory.  Mum often 

talked about one girl who was one of her best friends, who earned the nickname ‘Tufty 

Redbum’ simply because she wore no knickers most of the time.  My grandfather spent 

his life conferring nicknames on people and to me this sounds like one of his.  Another 

name that came up often when Mum was talking about the ‘olden days’ was ‘Waltzing 

Lilly”.  Apparently, Lilly was a single lady of advanced years who had taken to gliding 

around the street after dark in her nightdress, reciting her prayers.  She talked to 

nobody and only seemed to appear at night.  Mum said the kids were all scared of her 

because of these ghostly promenades. 

 

Speaking of my grandfather, he was quite a character. He was known as ‘Colonel’, not 

because he served in any fields of conflict, but because of the tall tales he told of heroic 

battles he had survived only in his own imagination.  To his young grandchildren it was 

captivating stuff especially when he lifted his shirt to display an ugly appendix operation 

scar that he claimed was where he had been ‘run through with a bayonet’, by an enemy 

that he later shot with his pistol. He would then take us to the wardrobe in his bedroom 
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where he would furtively take down an old box and show us what looked like a Colt 45 

that we weren’t allowed to touch because guns were ‘very dangerous’.  I was gullible 

enough to believe his tall tales until, in my early teens, I asked Birdie what Colonel had 

done during the war.  She thought my question quite funny and when she stopped 

giggling said the only fighting Colonel had done was of the bare fisted type in Moray 

Street to settle arguments with neighbours, who like him, had been drinking a little too 

much!  

Another tale Colonel told us concerned Ned 

Kelly.  Colonel claimed that his father had 

been one of the policemen who had guarded 

Kelly after his capture at Glenrowan.  The 

wide-eyed grandchildren were again taken to 

the bedroom wardrobe where another 

wooden box was taken down.  This one 

contained a set of rusty iron manacles said to 

have been the same ones that secured Kelly 

to the wall of the train carriage that brought 

him to Melbourne.  Unlike the gun that we 

weren’t allowed to touch, he would put the 

manacles on our wrists so we would know 

how Ned Kelly felt when he was chained up.  

In recent years I set out to establish whether 

the Kelly story had any veracity.  It appears 

that Colonel’s father had been a police 

constable in Victoria during the 1870s and 

1880s. However, Kelly history has been well documented and it seems that everyone 

who might have ever been close to Kelly has been identified by the many historians who 

have researched his life.  Alas, Colonel’s father is not among their number.  I asked my 

remaining aunt and uncle about the so-called Kelly manacles, as they had disappeared 

after Colonel died.   Both laughed quite heartily at my mention of the matter, my aunt 

suggesting that as Colonel was ever the showman, the manacles were probably props to 

support his stories. 

 

In the 1920s Colonel owned a tyre business in Clarendon Street, South Melbourne.  Most 

of work was retreading worn tyres brought in by customers who couldn’t afford new 

ones.  It was a precarious occupation for him as he used a dodgy electrical re-treader 

that fused the new rubber to the bald tyre surface. Many times he received severe 

electrical shocks and burns, the scars from which on his hands and arms he would 

 

Colonel outside his milkbar – 1930s 



CHAPTER 17 – PETER O’HALLORAN: PART TWO 
LIFE WITH EILEEN 

505 

proudly exhibit to his enthralled grandchildren years later.  The infamous career criminal 

‘Squizzy’ Taylor was one of his best customers.  According to Colonel, Squizzy was 

always polite and affable and most importantly paid well, often leaving a tip of ten 

shillings, a considerable amount in the years leading up to the Great Depression.  Given 

the doubt about Colonel’s Kelly and war hero stories, I asked Birdie about Squizzy 

Taylor. Thankfully, she confirmed that Squizzy was well known to the family and was, in 

fact, one of Colonel’s most valued, if not questionable, customers whose generosity was 

most appreciated in those difficult times.  During the 1930s, Colonel disposed of his tyre 

business and took on a milk bar, also in Clarendon Street where he became popular with 

the locals children for his home made choc drops. 

 

When she was young Eileen loved dogs.  Her family had enough mouths to feed so the 

addition of a canine to the household was out of the question.  This didn’t stop Eileen 

from befriending any pooch that came up to her in the street.   She would fuss over 

them and invariably they would follow her home much to the chagrin of her parents.  

Her father as was his wont, bestowed the nickname ‘Doggy Lil’ on her, a sobriquet that 

stuck with her for the rest of her days.  Eileen became known as ‘Lil’ among her siblings 

as a result of how her older brother John translated her name when he was quite young.  

Eileen also had a propensity for timeliness that almost bordered on obsession.  Her 

father formed the view that he could set his watch by how Eileen always arrived at the 

exact moment that she had said she would.  At the time, ‘Cyma’ was a very popular 

maker of timepieces whose advertising catchphrase was ‘On time all the time’ and so it 

was that Eileen was also christened ‘Cyma’. 

 

Another of Mum’s childhood friends was Patricia Stilo.  Pat was slightly younger than 

Mum but remained a firm friend right up until Mum died in 1992.  The Stilos lived in 

Cobden Street just around the corner from Moray Street.  Her father, Ambrose Stilo was 

a fruiterer at the nearby South Melbourne Market.  Ambrose died in 1943, aged sixty six 

leaving his much younger wife Olive to care for their family of six children. 

 

Olive, an Irishwoman who retained her brogue until her dying day (actually outliving 

Eileen), was a great friend of Eileen’s mother, Birdie, and often accompanied Pat when 

visiting both Birdie and Eileen.  Pat had an older sister Elizabeth, always known as Betty, 

who worked at the Regent Theatre as the ticket clerk.  Just up Collins Street and next 

door to the Regent was Newman’s Chocolates and Betty must have had some 

arrangement with them because she was always bringing home boxes of Newman’s 

chocolates for the family.  Whenever Pat visited she would bring a box of Newman’s Soft 

Centres which would be eagerly devoured.   
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Mum with Pat Stilo -  1940s 

 

The main reason I recall this is because I still have one of the Newman’s boxes that I 

used as a small boy some fifty years ago to house my father’s old cigarette card 

collection.  It is a curious fact that the day I wrote this paragraph, 8th June, 2011, is the 

day I saw Betty’s death notice in the Melbourne “Herald-Sun”.  Although a handsome 

looking woman, she never married.  All of her other children had married but Olive never 

gave up hope for Pat and Betty.  Even as late as the 1980s when I last saw her, she 

claimed that their white knight would turn up some day.  In contrast to her sister, Pat 

was a very thick-set lady whose over-large derriere was a cause for some mirth amongst 

the young O’Halloran boys whenever she visited.  We were careful not to let on within 

her earshot about what was amusing us but she would spot our tittering and teasingly 

question us about the source of our fun.  Naturally, this would encourage us further until 

there were tears in our eyes.  Mum and Dad were aware of what we were up to and 

stern admonishment soon stopped the nonsense.  As the eldest, I was the instigator of 

these goings on and, looking back I regret our behaviour.  In the 1970s, Pat was 

hospitalised with an abdominal growth.  During the operation a tumour the size of a 

Sherrin football was removed.  Fortunately, it was benign but the procedure did little to 

reduce Pat’s size.  In retrospect, I am also sorry for that remark lest readers think I am 

still mocking. 
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Backing on to the Stilo’s 

property was what was then 

referred to as the ‘Chinese Joss 

House’ that had been built 

around the time of the gold 

rushes.   

 

When Eileen and Pat were small, 

the Joss House was in a decrepit 

state.  Some of its rooms were 

still used by the Chinese on 

ceremonial occasions but most 

of the time it was empty and 

children, being children, would 

find a way to get in and explore.  

Eileen, Pat and others, mostly 

as a result of dares, would 

venture into the foreboding edifice just for the exhilaration of being shooed off by 

whatever Chinaman was performing his religious observance on the day.  In the late 

1950s, when we were visiting the Stilos, my brother Paul and I decided to pay a visit to 

the Joss House.  The garden was unkempt and overgrown, windows were broken and 

corrugated iron was rattling in the breeze.  We were easily able to enter the now derelict 

building where there was an unmistakeable smell of incense intermingled with the sickly 

aroma of stale pork .  Ancient wall hangings dangled precariously from rusty curtain 

rods.  The place was thick with dust and yellowed Oriental newspapers and old posters 

littered the floor.  Suddenly, a noise like a door slamming somewhere in the building 

filled us with terror.  Imagining we were being chased by several pig-tailed Chinese 

mandarins brandishing curved daggers, we fled the place in fear of our lives, vowing 

never to return.  Today, the old Joss House has been beautifully restored by the Chinese 

community and is known by the far grander title ‘The See Yup Temple’. 

 

By the time World War II came knocking on Australia’s door, the call went out for 

Australia’s young girls to join the Women’s Air Force.  Mum claimed that she and Kath 

applied to enlist together but the War records show that only Kathleen enlisted at 

Preston on 6th March, 1944, her service as an Aircraftwoman ending on 9th October, 

1945.  Mum certainly spent a night at the Laverton Base with Kathleen but she later 

admitted that she was given her marching orders the following morning when it was 

discovered that she had stayed overnight illegally.   

 
Mrs Stilo, Pat, Mum and Johnny - 1984 
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It was never explained why she 

didn’t also enlist. 

 

Peter was introduced to Eileen by 

her younger sister Veronica 

(Vera), who met Peter at a 

Serviceman’s dance in Albert Park 

sometime in 1945, probably while 

he was stationed at “Cerberus” 

before joining “HMAS Manoora”.  

According to Peter’s youngest 

sister Reita, Vera visited Peter a 

number of times at the O’Halloran family home at 103 Wright Street Middle Park.  Reita’s 

recollection of Vera (as told to the author in 2009) was that she was “quite a stunner”.  

However, at that stage Vera would have been no more than eighteen years of age, 

seven years younger than Peter. 

 

In those days Saturday night 

parties were a regular thing in the 

Curtis household at 25 Penola 

Street, Preston.  Apart from 

having a good time with free-

flowing drinks all round, they 

gave Colonel an opportunity to 

regale those in attendance with 

his repertoire of songs sung in his 

very creditable Irish tenor voice. 

 

Vera invited Peter to one of these 

gatherings where he met Eileen and the romance was enkindled.  Peter himself 

possessed an excellent, though untrained voice, more baritone than tenor, and it wasn’t 

long before he too was entertaining the crowd with his rendition of Danny Boy that his 

mother had sung to him as a child. 

 

It followed that Peter became a visitor at Penola Street to see Eileen when he was on 

leave while Vera pursued other beaus.  According to the family, Vera was hardly 

heartbroken by this outcome as she was said to be “playing the field” at the time. 

 

 
Kath and Eileen - 1942 

 
Kath in her WAAF uniform - 1944 
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Peter and Eileen were married at Sacred Heart Church in Bell Street Preston on 19 

January 1946.  Frank O’Halloran, Peter’s brother was best man.  One of Eileen’s former 

admirers drove the wedding car to the Church which proved to be a great 

embarrassment to her. The former boyfriend, Dave McNamara, was hijacked by Birdie to 

drive the wedding car in what can only be described as one of her “Gracie Allen” 

moments!  It seems that Birdie ran into this poor unsuspecting fellow while shopping in 

High Street Preston.  Dav knew Birdie quite well, having been a regular at the Penola 

Street parties.  The pair was having a casual chat and Birdie was asked how Eileen was 

getting along.  “Oh, didn’t you know, Eileen is getting married in a couple of weeks,” she 

replied.  “They’re looking for someone to drive the car to the church and reception.  

Would you like to do that?” 

 

Birdie was delighted when Dave agreed, not for once thinking that such a request was 

perhaps inappropriate and tactless.  Eileen was mortified when Birdie told her but it was 

too late to cancel the arrangement.  Whenever this was discussed in Birdie’s presence in 

later years, she would giggle uncontrollably, knowing in retrospect that she had put her 

foot in it. 

 

 
Peter and Eileen – Wedding Day – 19th January, 1946 

L-R: Kath, Frank O’Halloran, Peter, Eileen, Colonel, Johnny, Jose 
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The Rev Father Curran celebrated the Nuptial Mass.  The reception was a sit-down affair 

at the “Victoria Coffee Palace” in Melbourne’s Little Collins Street.  Now known as the 

Victoria Hotel, it is Australia’s largest three and a half star hotel. 

 

The couple honeymooned at a Guest House in Olinda.  Mum said she was so distressed 

on her wedding night that she sat fully dressed on the edge of the bed and cried her 

eyes out, thinking only of wanting to go home to mother.  Dad must have done some 

smoothe talking because the couple soon settled down to married life in a one-bedroom 

flat in the Cliveden Mansions building in High Street St Kilda just opposite the Albert Park 

Lake.  The flats were owned by Alick Watkins, whose wife Eileen was Mum’s aunt, also 

being Birdie’s eldest sister.  ‘Aunty’ Eil arranged for the couple to live in one of the flats 

at a reduced rent.  According to Mum, the flat was ‘very pokey’. 

 

  

Pre-Wedding Portraits of Eileen and Peter - 1946 

 

Dad was still in the Navy in January 1946 and was engaged in coastal mine recovery 

operations in Bass Strait and along the eastern seaboard.  He was away from his bride 

for several weeks at a time and rather than suffer the tedium of staying alone in an area 

she was unfamiliar with, she returned to Penola street during these absences. 

 

Dad was demobilised from the Navy on 25 July 1946 and the following day commenced 

with the Navy’s Auxiliary Services Department as a Sergeant in the Naval Police. 
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Unfortunately, alcohol was a problem in 

the early years of their marriage.  In 

later life, Mum would recall that she had 

developed a taste for liquor through her 

teenage years that had progressed to 

spirits as a result of the weekly Saturday 

night parties at Penola Street.   She 

admitted to regularly consuming a bottle 

of gin at these functions and often 

awoke next morning with no recollection 

of the proceedings of the night before.  

She said it was only by good fortune and 

the grace of God that she had escaped 

with her virtue intact in those days.   

 

Aunty Eil didn’t help in this regard.  

After Alick’s death, she had taken to 

consoling her sorrows with spirits.  She 

became a regular visitor to Eileen’s flat, 

always bringing a bottle with her to 

share with her niece.  Eileen was glad of the company but the effects of the excessive 

alcohol consumption would place a significant strain on the marriage. 

 

In February, 1947, Eileen discovered she was pregnant.  Like most pregnancies then, it 

wasn’t a planned event.  Eileen wasn’t working and Peter’s wage would struggle to meet 

the additional costs that a new baby would incur.  In addition, the flat was unsuitable for 

a growing family.  Eileen and Peter knew they would have to move on but lacked the 

resources.  An approach was made to Aunty Eil to see if a larger two-bedroom flat was 

likely to become available.  “Cliveden” was a large place with many units and people 

were always moving on.  Eventually, a two-bedroom flat did become available but Aunty 

Eil did little to help the struggling couple, allowing only a pittance of a discount on the 

going rate even though she was well aware of their penurious circumstances.  On several 

occasions the rent went unpaid and the debt mounted. 

 

By all accounts the pregnancy proceeded well without drama.  Mum was under the care 

of noted gynaecologist Dr Norman Spiers and I was eventually born on 4th November, 

1947, in a private hospital in Windsor.  (Incidentally, Dr Spiers was also responsible for 

 
Peter and Eileen – 19 January, 1946 

Eileen’s youngest brother George appears behind 
Peter’s right shoulder 
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delivering the children of Dad’s eldest brother Daniel).  Mum was small in stature and a 

baby of 9lb 4oz certainly taxed her stamina. As appears to have been the tradition in the 

O’Halloran family, I was named after my father; my second name, John, in honour of 

Colonel.  I was a problem baby in that I was continually sick after breast feeding.  An 

allergy to breast milk was determined as the cause and thereafter I was raised on goat’s 

milk. 

 

Peter and Eileen must have sorted out some sort of short term financial arrangement 

with Aunty Eil as they continued to live at “Cliveden”.  After I was born, Aunty Eil didn’t 

visit Eileen as much and to overcome her boredom, Mum took to wheeling me around 

Albert Park Lake every day when the weather would permit.  ‘Birdie’ would often visit to 

ensure that Mum was managing, and Little Nan, who lived nearby in Middle Park would 

also call in to break the tedium.  Her sister Margaret and brother George also visited 

from time to time.   

  

Peter with Little Nan at Albert Park – 1948 Birdie and Peter at Albert Park - 1949 

 

Mum recalled an amusing incident that happened on one of these walks around the Lake.  

The caretaker at “Cliveden” was a Mr English, a likeable fellow who got on well with all of 

the tenants.  Mr English had a pet Dalmatian called “Rajah” and Eileen, still true to her 

‘Doggy Lil’ nickname treated the dog as her own.  Rajah would accompany Eileen on 

most of her circuits of the Lake and she was grateful for the protective attitude he 

adopted if anyone came near my pram.  One day, Rajah became more interested than 

usual in a fleet of seagulls that were grazing near the pathway.  Barking furiously, Rajah 

set off after the birds that rose as one over the Lake.  Rajah followed in close pursuit, so 

intent on his prey that he completely forgot about the Lake, his momentum propelling 

him several feet into the water.  Unperturbed, Rajah swam back to the bank, scrambled 
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out and shook himself off.  Eileen said it was the funniest thing to see, adding that Rajah 

never chased the seagulls again. 

  
Rajah - 1948 Eileen and Mr English - 1948 

In 1949, Peter and Eileen received a ‘Notice to Quit’ from Aunty Eil.  Eileen said that this 

Notice came without any prior advice from her aunt and that it was not due to late 

payment of the rent, because Peter had been promoted to Sergeant by this time and the 

additional money meant they were better able to make ends meet.  When questioned 

about why the Notice had been issued, Aunty Eil was very cool about the matter, saying 

the flat was required for other tenants and that there had been complaints received 

about the noise, presumably from the baby. 

 

Damnably hostile though it was, especially from family, being kicked out was probably 

the best thing to happen at the time because it meant that more suitable longer term 

alternatives now had to be considered.  As a Returned Serviceman, Peter was eligible for 

a War Service Homes loan but the attendant bureaucracy meant that the wheels needed 

to turn would grind ever so slowly, certainly not within the month’s notice that had been 

served.  Nevertheless, a loan was applied for and a block of land selected from the War 

Service Reserve in Reynolds Parade, Pascoe Vale South.  The land was valued at £50, 

the sum to be debited against the total of the eventual loan. 

 

The War Service Homes Commission suggested that Peter and Eileen consult the 

Commission’s authorised local builder, Athol Smith, who also lived in Reynolds Parade, to 

decide on a suitable floor plan.  The block of land in Reynolds Parade was huge by 

today’s standards.  The frontage was the standard fifty feet but the length was 186 feet.  

In its natural state the land sloped moderately towards the back falling away sharply 

over the last thirty feet or so.  At the front, the land sloped steeply towards the road, 
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meaning that the house would be elevated about four feet above street level.  The road 

was bitumen with gravel edges.  There were no gutters or footpaths and stormwater 

drains and reticulated sewerage had yet to laid on. 

  
Our New Home – June 1952 

 

After viewing the available plans and discussing the building process with the builder, the 

couple decided on a two bedroom model.  It would have to be weatherboard clad 

because their preferred choice of brick veneer was out of the question as the war effort 

meant that bricks were near impossible to obtain and waiting was out of the question.  

The final decision having been made regarding the house, all the papers were forwarded 

to the Commission for approval.  Eventually, a loan of £1,500 was agreed and the 

builder was given the go ahead.  The loan was for thirty-five years with interest at one 

and a half per cent, fixed for the term of the loan.  Current standards would suggest that 

these terms were quite generous, certainly, there was little incentive to pay the loan off 

quickly and Peter didn’t, letting it run its full course until 1984.  Sadly, the title for the 

property in Peter and Eileen’s names arrived only a few months before Peter’s death in 

1984. 

 

Their long term accommodation requirements having now been addressed, the couple 

faced the dilemma of where to live until their new house was completed.  Fortunately, 

Birdie and Colonel had a large bungalow in their back yard at Penola Street in Preston 

and this was offered as a temporary shelter for the interim six months.  Hardly desirable 

but at least a roof over their heads, Peter and Eileen with baby in tow, made the best of 

their cramped environment.  The bungalow was cold and damp in winter and 

oppressively hot in summer.  The conditions led to unavoidable tensions being aired.  

Years later, Eileen would recall that this period of their marriage was not a happy one.  
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Not only did they seem to bicker more between themselves but there were often words 

with Birdie and Colonel which would have been better left unsaid. 

 

In the months before the house was ready to move into, Eileen discovered she was 

pregnant again.  I am unaware of what the reaction might have been to this as the baby 

was eventually stillborn and the topic seemed to be off limits as far as Eileen was 

concerned.  One day, in a somewhat reflective mood, she did confide that the baby may 

have been affected when she attempted to move heavy furniture after they moved in to 

the new home. 

 

In the latter half of 1950, the new house was ready for occupation and Wridgeway 

Brothers huge van, with their unforgettable phone number, WB1234 emblazoned on the 

side, deposited all of our meagre possessions into the lounge room of our ‘palace’.  

Although only about three years old, I still retain very vivid memories of the move, not 

the least of which was being able to sit up front with the driver and being invited to 

operate the horn. 

 

In complete contrast to the bungalow, the new house was bright and airy; the homely 

scent of new timber wafted through every room.  I should point out that until its 

acquisition and subdivision by the War Service Homes Commission, the block had been 

part of the farm originally established by one of Victoria’s earliest settlers John Pascoe 

Fawkner.  The old bluestone farmhouse where Fawkner lived from 1840 until 1855 was  

 
John Pascoe Fawkner’s Farmouse, corner of Mitchell Pde and Le 

Cateau St (1967) 
located on the hill two hundred yards from our back door, and is still there today with 

heritage status.  Back in the fifties the farm was still a going concern and as our fences 

had not yet been erected, it was commonplace for the cows to graze right up to our 
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house.  Initially, I was terrified of these animals but eventually we got to know each 

other and I missed their company when the fences went up.  I remember working with 

the fencing contractors.  They gave me a little bucket in which to collect the small 

offcuts.  I was also invited to their ‘smokos’ and was given a rolled up cigarette paper, 

without tobacco of course, to smoke along with them.  What I time I had! 

 

Shortly after we moved in Mum went off to the Women’s Hospital to have the baby.  In 

her absence I was sent off to stay with Birdie and Colonel. 

 

  

Mum (expecting) and Peter – 1950 Mum and Paul – 1953 

 

Eileen always said that her second pregnancy proceeded normally.  She had retained 

Doctor Spiers as her gynaecologist and had visited him regularly as required.  To all 

intents and purposes everything was going well.  In the week before she was due to 

have the baby, Eileen saw her doctor and everything was pronounced as normal.  Later 

that week, however, Eileen sensed that something was different.  The baby did not 

appear to be moving.  Concerned that all was no longer well, she called on Doctor Spiers 

who immediately arranged for her to be admitted to the Women’s Hospital.  The doctor 

gave no hint that that there was anything wrong.  Eileen was told that the baby had 

dropped and that in these circumstances it was not unusual for there to be little sense of 

movement to be felt for days at a time.  He said that the baby was now due and that 

hospital was the best place to for Eileen to be. 

 

The circumstances did little to prepare Eileen for the tragedy that was to unfold in the 

next twenty four hours.  The morning following her admission, Eileen’s water was broken 
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and the attending midwife made preparations for the birth.  Compared with her first 

pregnancy, her second was comparatively easy, if that can ever be said about any birth! 

 

In the moments leading up to the birth, the attending physician did not suggest anything 

was wrong. (Doctor Spiers was not present. As a consulting gynaecologist, he did not 

normally attend births unless problems were anticipated.)   After a short labour, the 

baby came but there was none of the crying that Peter did when he entered the world.  

The midwife announced that the baby was a boy.  The doctor listened through the 

stethoscope but could find no sign of life.  With a consoling hand on her shoulder and an 

apologetic smile, the doctor told Eileen her baby had not survived.  He turned and left 

the room, leaving the midwife to wrap the baby in a blanket and depart without giving 

Eileen so much as a glimpse of its poor little form. 

 

Eileen was shattered.  Nine months of an apparently normal pregnancy gone in an 

instant, the final ignominy being denied the chance to hold it one last time.  Eileen 

sobbed inconsolably.  Husband Peter was ushered in, having been informed of the 

dreadful news by the departing doctor who said the baby was born dead and that 

sometimes things turn out that way. 

 

Over the next few days, a depressed Eileen’s misery was compounded by being in a 

ward with seven other women, all of whom had delivered normal healthy babies.  

Several times each day their babies were brought in to them while a heartbroken Eileen 

looked on.  The women commiserated and sympathised with Eileen but their well meant 

words were hollow to her ears. 

 

The nursing staff avoided all talk of the dead child but one kindly night nurse comforted 

Eileen by telling her that the baby was normal in all outward physical respects. 

 

The baby was going to be christened Paul Anthony.  Later, after the next baby turned 

out to be a boy, he was called Paul Anthony as well, while the one who didn’t make it 

became known as ‘the first Paul Anthony’.   

 

Stillborn babies in Victoria were not recognised as legal entities in those days and the 

birth was not registered.  Some years later it was revealed that the baby had been 

buried along with several other still births in a rose garden at Springvale Cemetery 

specially dedicated to the little unfortunates. 
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Back home, having recovered physically from her tragic loss, Eileen joined with Peter in 

establishing their house and garden.  With the aid of his newly acquired Gardening 

Encyclopaedia published by the Herald and Weekly Times Peter’s first priority was to lay 

out a vegetable garden at the back of the house.  Mum and Dad were always keen 

gardeners and his vegetable garden was very successful.  I can remember the neat rows 

of raised garden beds with the stakes for the climbing beans, peas and tomatoes all in a 

straight line.  There were pumpkins and silver beet, strawberries, cabbages and 

cauliflowers and of course potatoes.  They were the very first crop he planted over 

almost all of the back yard because they would improve the soil for later crops. 

 

In later years the back garden became something of a showpiece.  Dad still grew 

vegetables but by then he had shifted them right down the back, closer to the chook 

yard.  This back section was on a slightly lower level and was divided off by a row of 

bush roses across the yard.  There were also several fruit trees.  An apricot tree was a 

prodigious producer over the years, enabling Mum to try her hand at jam and preserves.  

The lemon tree was also popular in summer for its thirst quenching jugs of lemon juice 

topped up with ice cubes.  To round out the orchard, there was a peach, an apple and a 

pear tree.  The peach was moderately successful but the others suffered from insect 

attacks and what fruit survived their depredations was too sour to enjoy. 

 

  
Back Garden - September, 1952 Back Garden – October, 1953 

 

The two photographs shown above depict two stages of the development of the back 

garden.  In the 1952 photo the clothes line is much closer to the house and Dad’s 

wheelbarrow can just be made out.  What puzzles me about this photo is that the 

outdoor toilet is nowhere to be seen.  Reticulated sewerage was not laid on until some 
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four or five years after we moved in and if my memory serves me correctly, it was 

located just where the wheelbarrow is.  It was a typical weatherboard ‘dunny’ and the 

nightman would call once a week to replace the nightsoil bin.  Coincidentally, the 

nightcart service was operated by the father of a fellow I was in primary school with, 

Dennis Lacey.  Dennis was a real good kid who was pretty street smart, so it didn’t really 

matter what his father did.  Nevertheless, I was glad my Dad was a cop as there was 

some real schoolyard kudos in that.  You had to get up early to spot the nightman, either 

that or he had to be running late.  I saw him a couple of times and marvelled at how he 

balanced the can on his head.  It seemed to me that the empty can was just as smelly 

as the full one and I felt sorry for the nightman.  My Dad said that if I didn’t do well at 

school I could end up as a nightman.  I think I was in Grade Two at the time and I came 

second in a class of fifty two that year! 

 

Speaking of outdoor dunnies, I feel compelled to talk about toilet paper.  Nobody but the 

rich and famous bought Sorbent or Kleenex in those days.  I recall that my Aunty Kath 

always had real toilet paper but they also had plenty of real money.  In the back blocks 

of suburbia, fathers bought the ‘Age’ on Saturdays.  It was over an inch thick and cut up 

into six by four sheets and stuck on to a nail on the inside wall, it would last the week.  

After I retired, I did a job for retired Railwaymen that compiled a collection of Railway 

publications on to a DVD.  During the course of this work I discovered an instruction to 

Station Assistants describing the process of supplying toilet paper to station toilets.  

Imagine my surprise to find that they did the same thing we did back in the fifties but I 

suspect they had been doing it a lot longer! 

 

Before the back garden evolved to such respectability, the front was the priority and Dad 

set about shoring up the front garden above the road pavement.  To do this he needed 

to build a retaining wall about a metre high and also dig out the hillock at the side of the 

house so a reasonably flat pathway, later to become the driveway, could be laid.  Bricks 

were not only beyond his financial means but were also still in short supply to the 

general public.  Walking to Mass on Sundays at St Vincent’s in North Essendon, as it was 

then until it was more elegantly re-named Strathmore years later, he noticed a good 

supply of sandstone rocks littering the steep banks of the Moonee Ponds Creek where it 

coursed in front of the Pascoe Fawkner farmhouse.  In one of those ‘light bulb moments’ 

Dad realised that the rocks would make an ideal retaining wall.  

 

The only problem was how to transport the rocks the half mile or so to home – and it 

was uphill all the way!  Never one to let a minor problem stand in his way, the ever 

resourceful Peter decided to build himself a wheelbarrow.   
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Peter and Puss out the back – September 1952 Peter out the front – September 1952 

 

In those days it wasn’t uncommon for handymen to build their own from plans that were 

regularly published in the daily papers.  A large iron wheel was purchased from Mr 

Isbister’s local hardware store along with the required quantity of pine timber and the 

barrow was soon ready.  For me it was all very exciting because I got to ride in the 

barrow on the many return trips to collect the rocks. 

The wall was eventually built and the 

barrow was then used to shift the 

countless metres of soil from levelling the 

backyard to fill in behind the wall.  It was 

a huge process but dad was proud of his 

efforts.  As a testament to the quality of 

his work the wall remained rock solid for 

over fifty years before deterioration set in. 

 

Next door to us lived the Hillis family.  As 

mentioned in the previous chapter, Jack 

was a returned Rat of Tobruk, a rather 

bucolic fellow who drove for the Reynard 

Street Bus Company.  His wife Kath, was 

a lovely, kind hearted lady who was always cooking cakes and biscuits and freely handed 

them out whenever I went to play with their kids.  Kaye was the eldest, a few months 

older than me, then there was Tony, a year younger, and Margaret a year younger 

again. 

 
Dad and his wheelbarrow – 1953 
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Michael came along a few years later.  Kaye was always a big girl who scared me off 

because of her insistence that I played ‘mothers and fathers’.  Tony was a bit slow and 

very uncoordinated at sports which made him easy to beat at cricket and footy.  

Margaret was also a bit on the dumb side.  She would stand around curling her hair with 

her index finger while constantly diving into the pelargonium bushes to retrieve snails 

that she ate voraciously, shell and all.  Mum used to spread Defender around quite 

liberally but it didn’t seem to affect Margaret.  Finally, there was Michael.  He wasn’t all 

that smart either.  He was at our place one day while Mum was making the bed.  He 

asked if he could go home to go to the toilet. 

 

 

“No need to go home, Mike. Do it here.”  

And Michael did just that, peeing all 

over the blanket that was lying on the 

floor! 

 

Another incident that involved Michael 

happened one Saturday morning when 

Dad had taken my brothers and I into 

the City to do some shopping.  

Somehow, Michael tagged along.  We 

always visited Bernard’s Magic Shop in 

Elizabeth Street as it was full of fun 

stuff and Bernard would be doing all 

sorts of magic tricks behind the 

counter.  The entrance to Bernard’s was 

through two glass doors side by side, one of which was bolted shut.  When we left 

Bernard’s Michael didn’t seem to notice the closed door and just walked right through it!  

And I mean right through it!  Glass shattered everywhere making a heck of a din and 

drawing a large crowd of onlookers who, thinking it was one of Bernard’s illusions, loudly 

applauded.  In the ensuing chaos, Dad gathered us all together and ushered us off down 

the street, never looking back to see if anyone had noticed who had broken the door.  

Fortunately, Michael survived without a scratch but the story has given us many laughs 

over the years.  Michael came to a sad end in the 1980s, dying of a drug overdose in 

Sydney. 

 

 
Peter with Kay and Tony Hillis – 1953 
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Our trips to the city with Dad nearly always ended up at one of two wonderful shops.  

Dad had become interested in building models of ships and aeroplanes and so the Model 

Dockyard and Hearne’s Hobbies became regular haunts.  The Model Dockyard was in 

Swanston Street, just up from Bourke Street, right next door to men’s outfitters LP 

Alexander which housed that famous Melbourne landmark the ‘little man who tapped on 

the window’.  The Model Dockyard was crammed full of showcases containing the most 

amazingly detailed model ships from all ages of history.  The shelves were stocked with 

kits of wooden and plastic models all begging to be assembled by eager modellers.   

 

Dad’s hobby was to build ‘scratch’ models from various scraps of wood he collected.  

Carefully cutting the pieces, gluing them together, shaping the hull, fitting all the masts, 

spars and rigging and then finely painting and detailing the completed model. 

  His visits to Model Dockyard were to 

get ideas and to buy the plans for the 

ships he wanted to build.  Over the 

years he completed several fine models 

including Sir Francis Drake’s ‘Golden 

Hind’ and Henry VIII’s ‘Great Harry’.  

The latter was built specially for Don 

Collins, the model occupying pride of 

place in his den for as long as I can 

remember. 

 

Dad also built a couple of working 

models.  One of these came to a 

disastrous end in Queen’s Lake at 

Essendon.  This particular model was a Navy motor boat powered by a rubber band 

driven propeller.  The idea was that the propeller would be wound up, tightening the 

tension on the rubber band that ran the length of the hull inside the model.  The rudder 

would be set to ensure that the boat turned in a circle and returned to its point of 

launching.  Everything in readiness, the boat was launched from the concrete wall at the 

edge of the lake.  The boat set off on its ill-fated maiden voyage but instead of arcing 

back to shore it ploughed on, straight ahead, gradually slowing, and worse still, sinking!  

It quickly disappeared from view some thirty metres out in the middle of the lake. It was 

obvious to us on shore that the model was beyond salvage so we disappointedly 

collected our gear and headed home.  I was reminded of this tragedy a couple of years 

back at the height of the drought when the lake was drained to clean up a weed 

infestation and wondered if the workmen came across Dad’s boat after all those years. 

 
Mum and Dad in the backyard - 1956 
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Hearne’s Hobbies was another marvellous place to visit with all its model planes 

suspended from the ceiling and the overpowering smell of the dopes and glues used in 

the construction of the balsa and rice-paper models.  In the fifties, Hearne’s was located 

in a cavern like shop under Batman Avenue just east of Princes Bridge.  The Yarra back 

then was something of a neglected backwater; the bank outside Hearne’s was littered 

with the rotting hulks of neglected pleasure cruisers and ferries whose heyday had been 

the 1930s.  The most memorable of these for me was the ‘Jolly Roger’ obviously named 

after a vessel once owned by the infamous pirate Blackbeard, the deeds of whom my 

grandfather Colonel often regaled me with. 

 

Dad also successfully built rubber band powered gliders that flew quite well in the 

backyard.  He then embarked upon a much bigger project.   He decided to build a glider 

with a four foot wingspan to be launched like a kite by running with an attached string 

that would detach when the glider reached a certain height.  The intention was that the 

glider would circle in an upward spiral and then continue spiralling in a downward 

descent until it arrived back at its launching spot.  Alert readers who followed the 

boating excursion will have already noticed where this is going.  With the glider and a 

large roll of string we all marched off to the local State School on a Saturday afternoon.  

We had to wait a few weeks for the right weather conditions.   

 

A windless, sunny day was preferred as the warm Sun would theoretically create 

thermals that would assist the glider in its upward climb while as little breeze as possible 

would help the craft maintain its desired course.  The model’s rudder had been set at 15 

degrees to ensure the glider turned in the desired circle.  We set up our launch at one 

end of the schoolyard and a small crowd of onlookers began to gather as Dad fixed the 

wing to the body of the glider.  It was my job to hold the glider aloft while Dad ran the 

length of the yard, gradually letting out the string as the glider gained height.  All went 

well with the launch.  Dad ran about fifty metres, the string tautened, I let go of the 

glider and it soared upward.  When the craft got to a certain spot the string disengaged 

and we had lift off.  The glider flew brilliantly.  It soared higher and higher as if heading 

straight for the Sun that was by now in its late afternoon descent.   Straight was the 

operative word here.  The glider never once deviated from its due westerly course and 

after about fifteen minutes we lost sight of it, disappearing like Icarus, into the setting 

Sun .   Poor Dad, he was absolutely crestfallen.  The smart arses in the crowd began 

asking questions about how where the glider had gone and how we would recover it.  I 

think I might have been one of those smart arses myself but Dad tactfully remained 

silent.  Disappointed, we trudged home inconsolably.  Of course, when we got home, the 
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afternoon’s events had to be explained to Mum, who thought the whole thing hilarious, 

adding to Dad’s already dark demeanour.  Next morning as we headed off to Mass we 

looked everywhere for signs of the ill-fated glider.  As you might imagine, Dad gave up 

model making after that. 

  

Returning to Mum and the early 1950s, even though she had plenty of homemaking to 

occupy her, Eileen was understandably, still troubled by what, today, we might call post 

natal depression after losing the baby.  Her behaviour at the time could also possibly be 

attributed to the schizophrenia that I mentioned earlier.  She was very moody and 

difficult to get along with at times, often at odds with Dad.  Although I was only about 

four years old at the time, I was aware of the tensions in the home.  It had such an 

effect on me that that period of my life remains one of my darkest memories, 

punctuated by raised voices, constant arguments and smashed crockery.  In the early 

1980s I was going through a difficult period with my mother, the situation reaching the 

point where I felt my only option was to break off all contact for a time.  During this 

isolation, Mum’s sister Kathleen contacted me on a number of occasions to try and 

broker a peace arrangement.  We went to lunch one day and the heart to heart that 

evolved was quite a shocking revelation to me. 

 

I explained to Kath that I was finding Mum increasingly hard to get along with.  Her 

moods were always so unpredictable.  She always seemed to be picking at anything Krys 

and I were doing.  In short, I had come to the stage where I wasn’t prepared to put up 

with that sort of treatment any more and needed some respite. 

 

In trying to explain the festering discontent between my mother and I, Kath said that 

the trouble went back a long way.  She told me that Mum had experienced great 

difficulty coming to terms with being a mother and that losing the baby resulted in her 

taking to drink again.  The family had been so concerned about her neglect of me during 

that period that it was suggested that I be adopted by Kath and her husband, Don. Kath 

was unable to have children of her own because of a bout of tuberculosis that had 

threatened her life just after the War. 

 

As can be imagined, I was appropriately shocked by Kath’s revelation and at the time 

wondered if it was just a story she had put together as she was known to do from time 

to time to achieve her own ends.  I never raised the issue with my mother even after we 

resumed seeing each other again.  The situation was always one of ‘walking on 

eggshells’ and I didn’t want to unnecessarily spark off the war again.   
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It wasn’t until researching this book that the 

matter was raised again.  In 2008, I was 

talking to my mother’s only surviving sister, 

Margaret, about the events of the 1950s 

and without going into the exact detail 

again, she confirmed Kath’s account to me.  

And then, most surprisingly of all, I related 

this story to my cousin Julie Buncle, who 

replied that her mother had also put her 

hand up to adopt me back then as well! 

 

Apparently, the adoption suggestion did not 

go down too well with Mum and Dad and I 

can just picture my father’s reaction to the 

proposal.  Nevertheless, the desired result was achieved, my mother was shocked into 

taking action that would change her life and hopefully turn it around.  I am unsure how it 

came about but my parents sought the advice of their Parish Priest, Father Edward 

Durkin, a softly spoken and benevolent Irishman - a true man of the faith.  He suggested 

that my parents join the Pioneer Total Abstinence Society and ‘take the pledge’ that 

required them to swear solemnly to give up all forms of alcoholic liquor. This they did 

and received a little badge confirming their membership. He also thought that my 

mother might draw inspiration for her life from reading about the lives of the Saints and 

introduced her to the rack of Catholic Faith Society booklets inside the Church foyer.  

Finally, he recommended that the family kneel down after dinner each night and recite 

the rosary, a practice that my parents continued steadfastly with until long after I had 

left home in 1971. 

 

As pledge holders, my parents never touched alcohol again and took great pains to warn 

my brothers and I of the great dangers of the habit and the ensuing insobriety.  

Unfortunately, my mother took the holy book reading a tad too far and for a time during 

the 1960s became a little over zealous in her preaching to others.   

 

She had her own ‘holy book’ drawer in her bedroom containing dozens of these little 

booklets about all the great Saints, along with many we had never heard of, some 

actually being disqualified from Sainthood by the Vatican in later years when it was 

discovered that they had never existed!   

 
Mum at Kath and Don’s Place - 1950 
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I have to say that on occasion I actually found the 

holy books useful when set Religious Studies 

assignments about nominated Saints. 

 

Having ‘found’ God, Mum wanted to be sure that 

her discovery wasn’t lost on me.  In fact, and well-

meaning as all her little homilies on the subject 

were, she actually scared the bejasus out of me.  

God was this all-seeing, all-hearing presence who 

was invisible.  He was in every nook and cranny 

watching our every move.  Even worse to the mind 

of a five-year old, was that He wrote down 

everything about our lives, good and bad, in a big 

book that He took everywhere with Him.  The bad 

stuff was written in red so it would stand out while 

the good stuff was written in blue.  According to 

Mum, the book would be produced when we died 

and stood before the good Lord for judgement.  

Too many red entries would see us consigned to the eternal fire of Hell, burning, 

burning, with not even a drop of water, for ever and ever.  To compound my fears, the 

nuns at St Vincent’s told pretty much the same story but they backed their version up 

with bible stories told of the utter despair of the rich man who was cruel to the beggars 

and ended up burning for ever while the beggar, now enjoying his reward in Heaven, 

looked down on him laughing! 

 

Not only was God lurking in the ether, there were also the guardian angel and the devil.  

Mum gave me a holy picture of who she said was my guardian angel.  Almost sixty years 

later, I still have the picture because it has rested safely in the Mass missal given to me 

to celebrate my Confirmation.   The angel was said to have followed my every move, 

close by, behind my right shoulder, where she (Mum said it was a girl but I’ve since 

discovered that angels are actually boys!) would magically protect me from all manner of 

danger.  Symmetrically opposed behind my left shoulder was the omnipresent evil 

character – the devil!   

 

Mum said the devil would constantly whisper wicked suggestions into my left ear in the 

hope that my transgressions would be recorded in red in God’s big book thus delivering 

my soul to Lucifer’s eternal flames of damnation. 

 

 
My Guardian Angel 
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It was around this time that my godparents Uncle Vin and Aunty Till, who was blind, did 

their pilgrimage to Rome where they had an audience with Pope Pius XII.  They also 

visited Lourdes and other holy shrines in Europe.  They returned with bottles of 

miraculous Lourdes water that were applied to Till’s eyes but without the desired effect.  

  

Resigned to her continuing affliction, Till announced 

that it was either not God’s will to restore her sight 

or that her faith wasn’t strong enough.  More 

amazing to my young and furtive imagination was 

the picture they gave Mum of Jesus’s face as it 

appeared on the Shroud of Turin.  This picture 

came with transparent plastic sheet on which was 

superimposed an artist’s impression of what Jesus 

actually looked like.  As the sheet was moved over 

the Shroud image, the human face would magically 

morph into view.  Wow!  To my impressionable 

mind that was really something.  The effect that 

the Shroud image had on a young boy was so 

profound that over the years I have made a study 

of the Shroud history, reading everything on the 

subject that I could get my hands on. 

 

The Shroud picture, along with statues of the Virgin and Sacred Heart, a crucifix said to 

have been made from wood taken from the true cross, (also a gift from Vin and Till), and 

other holy pictures were all reverently kept on the chest of drawers in Mum’s bedroom.  

An oil lamp was lit every evening after dinner on this altar and we would kneel before it 

and recite five decades of the Holy Rosary.  The altar was so impressive that if a Saint’s 

relic had been deposited in the top drawer, Father Durkin could have said Mass every 

time he visited. 

 

Unfortunately, Mum’s theology had a serious psychological effect on me.  I lived in fear 

of being watched by invisible characters, my every deed being recorded in the big book!  

I imagined the angel and the devil were fighting an invisible battle over me behind my 

back.  I constantly listened for the voice of evil in my left ear.  I started dreaming about 

visitations from Jesus and was absolutely certain that the devil was hiding out in my 

wardrobe or under the bed.  My night time fears were compounded when someone gave 

me a plastic statue of the Virgin Mary.  They didn’t tell me it glowed in the dark, the 

luminescence terrorising me to the extent that I slept with my head under the blankets 

 
Aunty Til and Uncle Vin - 1950 
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risking suffocation.  So badly was I terrorised that I just couldn’t get up at night to go to 

the toilet and started wetting the bed instead! 

 

One Sunday, Father Durkin preached a sermon about it being easier for a camel to pass 

through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter heaven (Matthew 19:24).  

Somehow, Mum interpreted this to mean that only Catholics could get to heaven and 

then proceeded to nominate all our non-Catholic neighbours who were destined to burn 

in Hell.  I thought our neighbours were all pretty nice people and even at such a young 

age couldn’t contemplate the apparent injustice of such an edict.  Years later, as 

president of the Catholic Young Men’s Society, I had the privilege to work with Father 

Bob Maguire for a couple of years and I raised the issue of Catholics’ claims on places in 

Heaven.  He said it was not an uncommon view among Catholics but in his opinion there 

would probably be more Catholics who ended up in Hell, if such a place existed. 

 

I turned five in November 1952 and was enrolled to commence at St Vincent’s Primary 

School the following February.  There was a bit of a barney about me going to St 

Vincent’s.  We actually lived on the outer boundary of what was then Blessed Oliver 

Plunket’s Parish, now St Oliver’s.  After I was enrolled, Father Durkin visited one day to 

say that my enrolment could not proceed because we did not live in the Parish, the 

boundary of which was designated by the Moonee Ponds Creek.  Even though my father 

explained that we had always attended St Vincent’s, the good Father Durkin said that 

Father Keogh, Parish Priest at Blessed Oliver’s, would be very upset if he learned that 

one of his parishioners was attending a ‘foreign’ school.  Father Keogh called on us next 

and my father made it quite clear to him that I would not be attending Blessed Oliver’s 

as it was more than three miles away and there was no available public transport, 

whereas, St Vincent’s was only a mile away and the bus that stopped at the corner of 

our street could drop me off at the door of the school.  Reluctantly, Father Keogh gave 

me a ‘clearance’ but he was not a happy camper at all.  As a matter of interest, the very 

same Father Keogh, who has long gone to his grave, was cited in the press a couple of 

years back as an abuser of altar boys. 

 

I vividly remember my first day at school.  I had Weetbix and orange juice for breakfast.  

I have always hated orange juice and that morning the acid did nothing to settle my 

already agitated tummy.  Dad had just come home off night shift at the Dockyard and it 

was arranged that he would accompany me on the bus that morning.  I was very proud 

because he was in his police uniform with the shiny silver buttons and highly polished 

shoes.  I felt most uncomfortable on the bus but was able to contain myself until the bus 

dropped us off at the foot of Woodland Street, leaving us to make the short walk up the 
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hill to the school.  Once off the bus, my stomach could contain itself no longer and the 

Weetbix and orange juice were violently ejected all over the footpath outside the Estate 

Agent’s front door.  Dad soon cleaned me up and off we went.  The adventure of school 

and new friends was an exciting prospect and after that day I never looked back. 

 

By the middle of 1952, Mum was 

pregnant again.  With another baby on 

the way, it was obvious the house 

would have to be extended.  Dad 

contacted the War Service Homes 

Commission and obtained the 

necessary approval to add a room to 

the rear of the house.  The original 

builder Mr Smith was still living in 

Reynolds Parade and he was engaged 

to handle the construction that not 

only included the extra room but an 

adjusted roof line that provided for the 

toilet and laundry to now be  inside 

the house along with an enclosed verandah.  The timeline to complete the construction 

must have been very tight but according to family photos it appears to have been 

completed before the new baby arrived in February, 1953. 

 

The pregnancy went well but vowing never to again darken the door of the Women’s, 

Mum opted to have this baby at the Sacred Heart Hospital, (now John Fawkner), in 

Moreland Road, Brunswick.  Doctor Spiers had now been given the chop, being replaced 

by the affable and charming Doctor Vincent Ahern.  Doctor Ahern was to remain our 

family doctor until he retired in the 1980s, dying only in 2009 aged 95 years.  And so, on 

21st February, 1953, Mum gave birth to a healthy baby boy to also be named Paul 

Anthony.  This time while Mum was in hospital, I was sent off to stay with Dad’s sister 

Julia and, as described elsewhere in this journal, had a marvellous time. 

 

With a bouncing baby boy on her knee, Mum was in a much better frame of mind and 

the household now seemed much more settled.  The next three years passed without 

incident.  However, 1956 would prove to be a significant year for the family.  In April, 

Mum announced she was expecting again and Doctor Ahern confirmed a December birth 

date.  In addition, Dad was facing a difficult decision regarding his future employment 

with the Naval Police.  In July, 1951, he had signed on for a further five years and come 

 
Dad with Paul – 1953 

Mum’s altar can be seen in the background 
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July, he would have to consider whether he would sign on for a further term.  Although 

his superiors regarded him highly and he was recognised as a very conscientious and 

reliable officer, the fact was that he hadn’t progressed beyond Sergeant while several 

officers with lesser records and shorter service were being promoted ahead of him.  As 

mentioned in the previous chapter, being a Freemason would have made all the 

difference.  Freemasonry was outlawed by the Catholic Church back then and Dad was 

not prepared to betray his faith to further his career, so he decided not to sign on again. 

 

Dad had always been good with 

his hands.  He had excelled at 

woodworking at South Melbourne 

Tech and had kept his hand in by 

doing all sorts of carpentry jobs 

around the home and so he 

decided to join the building 

industry as a carpenter.  He 

hadn’t done an apprenticeship 

but he was a decorated returned 

serviceman and that was good 

enough for the Australian Society 

of Carpenters and Joiners who 

gladly welcomed him into their 

ranks by giving him his 

tradesman’s ticket.  Mum’s brother Leo had completed a full carpentry apprenticeship 

and the fact that Dad bypassed this process irked him somewhat at first.  However, 

when he realised that it was common practice for the ASC and J to look after returned 

servicemen in this way, he soon got over his angst. 

 

It was a huge career change when one thinks about it.  For a person who has spent 

seventeen years in uniform to suddenly have to earn a living with the tools of a trade 

must have been a daunting task.  But Dad stuck with it and remained a carpenter until 

his retirement in 1984.  The building industry was not always a reliable employer and 

Dad certainly had his times between jobs.  He stuck with the big builders and gradually 

was known by his reputation as a good workman.   

 

Some of the projects he worked on were: the Children’s Hospital, Melbourne Airport, 

Southern Cross Hotel, Shell House, Caltex House, ICI House, Drug Houses of Australia, 

and the list could go on.  After Dad had finished at Melbourne Airport, it emerged that 

 
Dad in his Naval Police Uniform - 1956 



CHAPTER 17 – PETER O’HALLORAN: PART TWO 
LIFE WITH EILEEN 

531 

notorious Great Train Robber, Ronald Biggs, had been working there as a carpenter at 

the same time.  When this was revealed in the press, Dad agreed that Biggs, using an 

assumed name, had indeed worked with him on the team that installed all the toilet 

doors and fittings at the Airport.  Dad said he had lunch with Biggs most days and that 

for a ‘Pom’ he wasn’t a bad sort of a bloke.  Some years later, I was playing cricket with 

Sub District club Coburg and one of the guests who turned up at our regular Saturday 

evening socials was none other than Charmian Biggs, Ronald’s estranged wife.  By that 

time Biggs had long ago fled to Brazil.  I had a brief chat with Mrs Biggs and mentioned 

that Ronnie had worked with Dad.  She seemed impressed with the connection and came 

across as a nice lady. 

It seems that every major building 

development in Melbourne between 1956 

and 1976 had seen Dad’s workmanship.  In 

the late 1970s he started looking for the 

easier role of maintenance carpenter and 

won a position with the Melbourne City 

Council.  Dad often remarked that this was 

the happiest role of his career, where he 

enjoyed both the work and the fellows he 

worked with. 

 

Arrangements were made with the local 

Council for home help to be provided to care 

for Paul and me while Mum was in hospital.  

The lady assigned to look after us was a Mrs 

Richardson who lived in a nearby street.  Mrs 

Richardson was engaged for day care only 

which meant she arrived before Dad set off for work and went home when he returned.  

She was on deck from Monday to Friday and was supposed to cook our meals and keep 

the house clean.  We got along fine with Mrs Richardson who would have been in her 

sixties.  She was a butterball of a woman, jolly and round, standing no more than four-

feet six inches in her stockinged feet (although we never saw her with her shoes off).  In 

fact she looked a lot like Margaret Rutherford who played the role of Miss Marple in those 

1960 Agatha Christie mysteries.  The poor lady had severe curvature of the spine and 

walked as though she had just dismounted from riding an elephant.  In hindsight, Mrs 

Richardson was most likely a spina bifida victim.  She was very kind to us and I am sure 

we were on our best behaviour because she was always giving Dad glowing reports 

about how good we had been.  Unfortunately, Mrs R was no Master Chef.  Her cooking 

 
Dad directing a concrete pour – 1970s 
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was dreadful; her piece-de-resistance being a beef stew that was both tough and 

watery.  She made a large pot to see us through the week but without her knowing, Dad 

gave most of it to the dog.  This seemed to encourage Mrs R who was delighted that we 

had finished it off so quickly. 

 

Speaking of dogs, before my brothers arrived, we had this lovely wire-haired terrier 

called Biggles.  Biggles and I were great mates and had a terrific time exploring our huge 

backyard together.  I have no recollection of what happened to Biggles but it wasn’t long 

before a charming little Australian Terrier that we named Tiny, appeared on the scene.   

Tiny was also very affectionate and followed me everywhere, a trait that led to his tragic 

undoing.  There was a supermarket at the top of Reynolds Parade and Mum would often 

send me off to pick up a few grocery items.  One day in 1959, I headed off up the street 

with my string bag and a small purse and shopping list and was almost at the top of the 

street when who should come scampering up to me but Tiny!  I was very alarmed and 

didn’t know what to do.  I had no lead and Tiny was darting about all  over the place at 

speed to avoid capture.   

 

Even in those days Bell Street was a busy thoroughfare.  Tiny had no road sense at all 

and just like a lemming, ran straight across the road and under the wheels of the 

oncoming bus that flattened him!  I was so shocked I was sick in the gutter but no one 

noticed the dog was with me so, in a daze, I went off to the shop.  I was too afraid to tell 

anyone about Tiny’s fate, even when my parents spent the next few days scouring the 

streets for him.  In mourning for my little pal, I cried myself to sleep for several nights 

but I could never let on what had become of him.  The trauma of that day, now more 

than fifty years ago, still haunts me. 

 

  

Biggles - 1952 Birdie with Tiny - 1953 
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Television arrived in Australia in 1956.  We couldn’t afford one but Kath and Don 

presented a demo model from Don’s furniture emporium to Birdie and Colonel and we 

would marvel at this wonderful technological innovation whenever we visited them.  

Birdie’s set was a 17-inch Precedent console which ended up at our place in about 1960 

when they upgraded to a 21-inch Admiral, again courtesy of Don Collins.  Like hosts of 

other families who couldn’t find the cash to shell out on a TV, we would often walk up to 

the local electrical store in Melville Road where the proprietor would generously leave a 

set running all night, standing three deep on the footpath to get a glimpse of the modern 

miracle.  Unfortunately, unless you were a seasoned lip-reader you had no idea what 

was going on because there was no sound outside the shop.  We would visit Birdie and 

Colonel on Friday evenings after Dad came home from work so we could get our TV fix.  

Just up the road in Reynolds Parade was Mr Griffin who drove the local Yellow Cab.  For 

a small fee he would drive us to Birdie’s house in Preston.  We would collect the fish and 

chips from the shop at the top of her street and a wonderful night would be had by all.  

At about 9.30pm, or after ‘Alfred Hitchcock Presents’ finished, we would call up Birdie’s 

local taxi man and ride home in the plush leather seats of a luxury De Soto or Humber 

Super Snipe taxi, usually falling asleep along the way. 

 

Financial considerations aside, Mum and Dad, more particularly Mum, weren’t too keen 

on having a TV in the house anyway because of the possible negative effect it would 

have on us.  The view was that television shows would cause us to become cheeky, 

violent hooligans and that being glued to ‘the box’ would distract us from our homework 

and schoolwork generally.  When the TV finally arrived several shows were banned, 

especially the Three Stooges which made light of the extreme violence depicted on the 

screen.  Fortunately, the Stooges appeared at around the time Mum was preparing tea 

and so Paul and I would sneakily change channels and see them anyway.  Of course 

what Mum didn’t know was that the Stooges were screened every Saturday at the local 

picture theatre that Paul and I regularly visited. 

 

Before the advent of TV, we would regularly go as a family to one of the local picture 

theatres and we weren’t stifled for choice in that regard.  There was the Tasma at the 

top of Reynolds Parade, where we saw ‘Tammy’ with Debbie Reynolds.  All the 

neighbours were there that night – terribly soppy movie – Leslie Nielsen was Tammy’s 

love interest and he wasn’t a bit funny.  The Progress was in Reynards Street just over 

Melville Road, past the shops.  We would often go there on Friday evenings, walking if 

the weather was mild but taking the bus when it was cold or wet.  We saw some good 

movies there, mostly westerns and war films.  Dad was especially fond of westerns and 

like me, really enjoyed the thrill of cowboys mixing it with the Indians.  I didn’t know it 
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at the time but Krys and her family lived in nearby Queen Street, and she too went to 

the Progress from time to time.  In the 1980s, Krys and I went with a group from the 

School and saw “Who Framed Roger Rabbit?”  We were both a bit shocked at how small 

the theatre had become in the twenty or so years since we had last visited. 

 

The Circle in Essendon, and the Padua in Brunswick were also popular theatres.  Paul 

and I would often catch a Saturday matinee at the Circle using the bus that dropped us 

off at the door. 

 

Back to the new baby.  As with Paul, there were no problems with this one and John 

James – named after Colonel – joined us. 

 

With two children under the age of four, 

transport became a major issue.  We had 

never had a car because we could not 

afford it.  Dad had been getting more 

overtime as the building industry had now 

overcome its post-war blues with several 

commercial property developments 

sprouting up all over Melbourne, and it 

seemed that the cost of obtaining and 

running a suitable vehicle was now 

possible.  A car would make it easier for 

Mum to do the shopping and visit her 

mother, and Dad could use it to get to 

work with his heavy toolbox. 

 

General Motors Holden had recently introduced a replacement model for the old FJ and 

by comparison the newer FE model was quite stylish.  Even though he had saved up 

some of the required cash, Dad would still have to borrow a sizeable sum to complete 

the purchase. 

 

Somehow, Mum’s sister Kath convinced her husband Don to loan Dad the balance but 

Don, being a shrewd businessman who was reluctant to get involved in money matters 

with the family, arranged the loan through his bank at a very reasonable rate of interest.  

Three years later the deal would turn sour because of late payment and Dad had to turn 

to brother-in-law Leo, who had recently won a great deal of money at the Moonee Valley 

races, to bale him out. 

 
Paul, John and Michael Hillis - 1957 
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Mum was keen to learn to drive, showing great aptitude behind the wheel and passed 

her licence test without any fuss at all.  Always a good driver, Mum was never involved 

in an accident.  She did, however, get a bit of a shock one day when on the way to visit 

Birdie, an unkempt ruffian hopped into the front passenger seat while she was waiting 

for the lights to change at the corner of Bell Street and Nicholson Street, Coburg.  He 

said he wanted a lift up to the Cemetery at the top of the hill where he got out and ran 

off. 

The family car opened up a 

whole new world of exploration 

for us.  Petrol was about one 

shilling and sixpence a gallon 

in those days and a drive to 

the country for a picnic lunch 

was a popular Sunday 

pastime.  Every Sunday would 

see us heading off somewhere.  

The favourite spot was the 

Whittlesea Ranges with its 

many walking tracks.  On the 

way we would invariably 

collect Birdie and Colonel who would make these excursions even more interesting.  May 

was the season for mushrooms and we would come home with buckets full.  We had an 

open fire back then and having a car meant we could head off to the Crown land out of 

Gisborne to collect tree-fall firewood.  Gisborne was also a great place for wild 

blackberries which was an added bonus.  On one of these firewood collecting missions, 

Paul was nipped on the foot by a huge bull ant that sneaked into his gumboot, causing 

his foot to swell painfully.  We did a lot of trekking around the hills at Whittlesea.  The 

bush was quite dense there and there were many little creeks with their cool clear water.  

These trips were doubly exciting after Dad told us that the aircraft ‘Southern Cloud’ had 

gone missing in 1931 in hazardous weather conditions while on route from Sydney to 

Melbourne. Two crew and six passengers were believed to have perished.  The plane had 

been rumoured to have crashed in the Whittlesea Ranges on a foggy evening never to 

have been heard of again.   

 

The anticipation of stumbling upon the wreck of the ill-fated aircraft drew us back to 

those hills time and time again but all we ever came across were a couple of broken 

down bush huts long since abandoned by their occupants.   

 
An FE Standard Model Holden similar to the one we had in 1957 

except our number plate was GNW 862 
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Still, there was some measure of excitement in 

that anyway.  Regarding ‘Southern Cloud’, it 

was eventually discovered by accident at Deep 

Creek in the Snowy Mountains in October, 

1958, a long way from where we had been 

searching.   

 

As we got older, Dad bought us all fishing rods 

and we tried our luck in various places 

throughout the state.  The best location as far 

as catching anything goes was Kerferd Road Pier.  I don’t recall ever catching anything 

at any of the freshwater spots in the country but Kerferd Road would always deliver a 

flathead or a whiting.  One evening, I even landed a three foot gummy shark there after 

battling it for over an hour.  I was about eleven at the time and was very proud of my 

catch, even though a patrolling policeman made me throw it back.  Dad would do all the 

work setting up the tackle, baiting the hooks and teaching us to cast out without 

tangling other anglers’ lines.  Mum was absolutely hopeless at all this and was constantly 

casting across someone else’s line or losing her bait.  Her regular calls for assistance 

meant that poor Dad got hardly any time to actually enjoy fishing himself. 

 

The next phase of our weekend entertainment involved rabbiting.  We would often visit 

Mum’s relatives at Avoca and if we stayed overnight would go out shooting early the 

next morning.  Rabbits were still pests to the farmers and any reduction of their 

numbers was welcome.  The adults went armed with .22 rifles and we usually came 

home with a bagful.  I was a bit put off by the whole procedure.  I was upset that such 

lovely fluffy creatures with the huge doleful eyes could be held in such low esteem.  I 

refused to even take aim at them and would have nothing to do with the skinning 

process afterwards.  To this day I can’t even think of eating rabbit. 

 

Anyway, the Avoca hunts must have impressed Dad.  Wary of exposing us to guns, he 

bought a couple of ferrets and a box of nets and set about training the ferrets, named 

Freddy and Frankie, in a long length of drain pipe.  Dad built a big cage for the ferrets 

and in a short while our menagerie had grown to include two guinea pigs, a white rabbit, 

a bantam who had the run of the yard, a turtle that disappeared for weeks at a time, 

several reincarnations of dog, all called Prince and a cat named Tiger.  Dad fenced off 

the back of the yard with chicken wire where he kept a variety of breeds.  At one stage 

he even branched out into ducks.  Usually he would buy day–old chicks from breeders 

who would advertise in ‘The Age’.  Eventually, he decided to breed his own and 

 
‘Southern Cloud’ 
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purchased an electric incubator in which to hatch the chicks.  Garden conscious Mum 

thought the chicken wire fence looked a bit run down so Dad planted a Nelly Kelly 

passion fruit vine along one side and a grape vine along the other.   The passion fruit 

were luscious treats when ripe but the grapes were always small and sour. 

 

 
Avoca 1965 – John and Paul in the car that didn’t make it home 

Our rabbiting trips were always a lot of fun, except when it came to disposing of the 

furry little critters.  Dad had his own method of putting the rabbits down that involved 

stretching their necks.  It was not a practice I approved of.  He knew that and always did 

the killing out of my sight.  Ferreting for rabbits was an involved process.  First we had 

to locate a suitable warren.  Small hillocks pitted with burrows were good sites provided 

there weren’t too many holes.  Fresh rabbit droppings were a good indicator that the 

warren was inhabited.  Nets were then staked over as many holes as we had nets for 

and the ferrets were then released behind the nets.  It always worked better if the 

ferrets hadn’t been fed for a day or so before the hunt.  If the ferrets were too hungry 

there was always the risk that they would remain in the burrow feasting on the rabbit 

they had tracked down.  Then they would sleep it off and it was goodbye ferret.  Dad 

must have judged this part well because we never lost a ferret. 

 

Cracker night was always a great source of entertainment for kids in the 1950s.  There 

were usually two cracker nights each year.  Guy Fawkes night on 1st November was the 

most popular but Queen’s Birthday in June was not far behind.  In the weeks leading up 

to each date, kids in almost every household would gather together all the flammable 

rubbish into a huge pile for the bonfire in the backyard.  Old timber, prunings and 
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newspapers were the primary contents.  If we were a bit short of material, we would 

head off to neighbours who didn’t have children and ask if they had anything we could 

put on our bonfire.   

 

Dad would procure crackers, skyrockets, sparklers and fizzers from Mr Isbister’s 

hardware store or the local milk bar and a liberal quantity would be spread through the 

bonfire where they would explode randomly as the bonfire took hold.  One year, I 

discovered a box of Ramset blanks under Dad’s workbench.  These blanks looked just 

like bullets without the lead slug and were used by Dad at work in Ramset guns to fire 

nails into concrete and masonry.  Foolishly, I had previously whacked a couple with a 

hammer on an old piece of iron girder in the garage one day and learned that they went 

off with a hell of a bang.  Anyway, I thought they would be a huge hit in the bonfire and 

thinking that Dad probably wouldn’t miss them, I tossed the whole box into the mass of 

tree branches, old cardboard boxes, newspapers and timber offcuts.  At twilight that 

evening the fun began.   

 

Everyone from the neighbourhood who didn’t have their own bonfire turned up at our 

place.  The fire was lit and soon became a roaring crescendo.  Kids threw their penny 

bungers into the flames and squealed when they exploded deafeningly.  For a while 

there was no reaction from the Ramset blanks and I thought that perhaps they were all 

duds and wouldn’t go off.  Then it started.  One by one the charges ignited and 

exploded. So many going off at once, sounded just like the rattle of machine-gun fire. 

The commotion sounded nothing like crackers exploding but like real gunshots, sharp, 

shrill and very loud.  Pandemonium broke out.  People ran everywhere thinking someone 

had opened fire from behind a neighbour’s fence.  When it was clear that such was not 

the case, I remarked that someone must have thrown some pretty powerful crackers on 

to the fire.  Dad was not convinced about that one.  He was suspicious but had no proof 

as to who the culprit might have been.  Nothing more was said but I had learned my 

lesson. 

 

Although sworn off the drink, Mum and Dad were always smokers.  As noted earlier, Dad 

had started smoking during the war years in an effort to soothe his jangled nerves.  I am 

not sure when Mum started but she didn’t smoke as many as Dad.  My earliest memory 

of Dad smoking was when he would roll his own, a process known as ‘the makings’.  He 

had a tin of Log Cabin Golden Flake tobacco in his back pocket and a packet of Havelock 

‘papers’ in his shirt pocket.  If we were in the garden he would sit down on and old 

kerosene tin and take a paper out of his shirt and somehow sit it on his lower lip.  He 

would select some tobacco from the tin and carefully roll it around between the palms of 
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his hands.  With rolled tobacco in one hand he would take the paper between index 

finger and thumb and tip the tobacco into the ‘v’-shaped groove he had formed in the 

paper.  He would then roll it up leaving an edge of the paper exposed, along which he 

would run his tongue, moistening the paper so it would stick. 

 

Dad would buy his ‘makings’ from the local tobacconist, who also doubled as our barber.  

In those days, barbers were real men but this seems to have changed when they 

became ‘hairdressers’ in the eighties!  Our barber was a Mr Gray, at least that was what 

I called him, to Dad he was Keith.  Mr Gray had rows and rows of tobacco tins on his 

shelves but Dad’s favourite was Log Cabin that came in a distinctive yellow tin with a 

nice drawing of an American style log cabin.  Dad also smoked Town Talk which came in 

a much larger tin.  Dad collected the tins, finding them useful for storing his 

miscellaneous assortment of nuts, bolts, screws and washers in his shed.  I still have a 

couple of Dad’s old tins which, curiously, still retain that tobacco aroma.  After some 

years Dad switched to filter tipped cigarettes when they became popular, finally adopting 

a pipe when medical reports suggested that pipe smoking was not as damaging to the 

health of the lungs.  Dad’s pipe tobacco of choice was Dr Pat which also had a strongly 

distinctive aroma that permeated everything Dad was associated with.  I was reminded 

of this during the course of writing this book when John delivered Dad’s collection of 

slides for me to scan.  Even though it had been twenty five years since Dad’s death, the 

cardboard box containing the slides still retained the unmistakeable scent of his beloved 

Dr Pat.  

 

Talk of Mr Gray, reminds me of an incident that now seems quite amusing.  Mr Gray was 

in his mid-forties and quite a handsome, debonair fellow with an eye for the ladies.  

When he was barbering away on your hair, he always had a wink and wave for all the 

women who passed by his shop window.  He once told Mum that he had been an actor in 

England and had minor parts in a number of Rank films.  Mr Gray had a marvellous head 

of sandy-grey, wavy hair and one time as I sat in his chair having my locks clipped I 

casually asked who cut his hair.  Without blinking he replied that he did his own.  I 

questioned how that could be possible and he said that when the shop closed up he 

would sit in the chair and using the mirrors on opposite walls of the shop he had a good 

view of what he was doing.  I must have been a gullible young boy because I accepted 

his explanation at the time.  It has taken about fifty-five years for me to realise he was 

pulling my leg, probably Mum’s as well. 

 

I have to say that Mr Gray only cut my hair when we could afford it.  When cash was 

short Dad would drape me in an old sheet and take me outside where I would sit on a 
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kitchen chair.  Unlike popular depictions of home haircuts in the fifties, Dad never used a 

mixing bowl.  Armed with his hand clippers, scissors and special comb, he didn’t do too 

bad a job but the clippers used to pull the hair and hurt like hell so I was glad when the 

ordeal was over. 

 

Mr Gray’s barber shop was one of a group of shops just over Melville Road in Reynards 

Street.  Other shops included Mr Isbister’s hardware store, Mr Smith’s butcher shop and 

Mr Tighe the chemist, before chemists became more fashionably known as pharmacists.  

On the downhill side of Melville Road were two more shops, the fruiterer Mr King and the 

grocer, Mr Hubbard.  These little groups of shops were the commercial hub of the 

community in the days before cold, heartless shopping centres replaced them.  

Shopkeepers knew all of their customers personally and freely offered payday to payday 

credit to the cash-strapped to help them through difficult times.  We were one of the 

many families in the area who lived from week to week and like the others, we had 

‘books’ at most of the shops.  Funny thing was, it was almost impossible to break the 

cycle if most of the weekly pay went to pay off the previous week’s expenses. 

 

Each of the shopkeepers comes with a story.  Mr Hubbard was a large genial fellow who 

kept his cereal packets on the top shelf of his store, right up near the roof.  He would 

use a broomstick with a nail fixed through the end to flick the Weeties and Kornies off 

the shelf, neatly catching them before they hit the ground.  Mr Hubbard wore an ill-

fitting toupee and had a diminutive wife with a sourpuss expression that seemed to 

indicate that she didn’t care too much for looking after the shop.  It was rumoured that 

Mr Hubbard had a ‘fancy lady’ on the side, not that I knew what that was back then.  

Anyway, Mr Hubbard eventually murdered his wife and took his own life which shocked 

everybody, as we had never had a home-grown murder in Pascoe Vale South.  A few 

years back I read about an American study that found that toupee wearing husbands are 

more likely to murder their wives than men who don’t try to hide their baldness.  I 

immediately thought of Mr Hubbard and wondered whether Mrs Hubbard had ever made 

fun of his hairpiece.  I also wondered if Mr Hubbard had featured in the American 

statistics. 

 

The greengrocer Mr King had a property at Monbulk where he grew most of his produce.  

After we got our first car, Mr King invited us to his farm where we had a picnic lunch and 

came away with jars of jams that Mrs King had prepared. While we were there we also 

got to see the giant Bunyip float that was being built for the coming Moomba Parade on 

Mr King’s property. Mr King would wrap his vegetables in newspaper and Paul and I  

would lay out and roll up all the newspapers we could scrounge, load them on to the old 
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pram and wheel them up to Mr King’s shop, where they would be weighed. We would 

receive the princely sum of a penny a pound for our efforts.  We usually came away with 

a sixpence or so which we would then spend at Mr Hubbard’s on an icy pole to suck on 

the way home. 

 

As kids we never got any regular pocket money when things were tight so we had to use 

our own initiative to make some money.  Apart from Mr King’s wrapping paper, Paul and 

I had another money-making scheme.  The ‘bottle-o’ was a regular around our streets.  

He would drive an old beaten up Commer tray truck that never seemed to get out of first 

gear.  As his old truck struggled up the street, he could be heard calling out “Bottle-O, 

Bottle-O”, imploring householders to offload their empties to him for which he paid 

sixpence a dozen.  Our Uncle Leo told us that there was a bottle depot in the street 

behind Birdie’s and the man who ran the depot was paying a shilling a dozen provided 

we could get the bottles there.  Colonel told us he already had about twenty dozen 

bottles lined up against his back fence and that we could have those for starters.  Mum 

agreed to transport any bottles we collected in the boot of the car, so Paul and I got the 

old pram out again and started visiting the neighbours.  The Kellys and the Whites both 

had big stacks and for quite a while, Paul and I were in the money. 

 

But I digress – back to the shopkeepers.  Mr Smith was our onetime butcher.  I say one 

time because he sold us some rump steak which he said was finest quality.  Actually, it 

turned out to be as tough as old boots.  We were dining out on it one Saturday evening 

when Dad got so upset about how tough the meat was that he gathered it all up, 

collected a hammer and some nails from his shed and promptly marched up Reynard 

Street and nailed the pieces of steak to Mr Smith’s shop door.  Dad was absolutely 

furious and no doubt felt better for his feisty display.  In bed later that night I had a bit 

of a giggle about the evening’s events and wondered what Mr Smith’s reaction would be 

when he opened up on Monday morning.  Wisely, Dad didn’t leave a forwarding address 

with the meat but we never shopped there again. 

 

Mr Tighe, the chemist, was another interesting character.  A tall, thin man with wispy 

thinning hair, he always wore a startled expression.  Very affable though he was, he 

seemed continually nervous, as if expecting some serious fate to befall him.  Perhaps his 

wife was the cause of this.  She was the indomitable Margaret Tighe, the anti abortion 

militant, who still appears on television as the spokesperson for Right to Life, the 

organisation she founded back in the fifties.  Mr Tighe had an assistant, a Mrs Baer, who 

was also a representative for the Helena Rubenstein cosmetic company.  Mrs Baer was a 

wonderful advertisement for her company, a voluptuous, attractive woman, so plastered 
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in makeup, it seemed as though she was wearing all of their products at once.  In fact, 

for a long time I thought she actually was Helena Rubenstein.  Mum wrongly thought 

that Mrs Baer and Mr Tighe had something going and that Mr Tighe always looked so 

flustered because he thought Mrs Tighe might find out.  Mum described Mrs Baer as a 

‘painted trollop’.  I had no idea what that expression meant and my ignorance got me a 

back hander across the ears from Dad.  My aunty Vera, who had once been a girlfriend 

of Dad’s, was an air hostess with TAA and was also always heavily made up.  At a family 

gathering I said I thought Vera looked like a ‘painted trollop’, in reference to Mrs Baer, 

but Dad clearly didn’t agree. 

 
The author with Vera – 1948 – Hardly a trollop! 

 

Opposite the shops in Reynard Street was the blight of the neighbourhood – Mr Hickey’s 

woodyard.  If Jack Hillis can be described as bucolic, then Jack Hickey would qualify as 

doubly so.  Mr Hickey was also a Rat of Tobruk which might have something to do with 

it.  A dead ringer for Sergeant Bilko’s dodgy off-sider, Duane Dobermann, Mr Hickey was 

never seen out of his working uniform of navvy shorts and singlet and seemed to live 

under his blitz-wagon truck to which he was always making adjustments.  The Hickeys 

lived on site in a tumbledown weatherboard excuse for a house.  Although their core 

business was the sale of wood, coal and briquettes, the Hickey’s also devoted a large 

proportion of their property to scrap metal and junk that consisted of old car bodies, 

broken down boats and derelict building materials.  There were several feral children 

running about the yard but they never stood still long enough to be accurately counted.  

Mrs Hickey was a frightfully worn out woman who looked like she had given up all hope 

years ago.  The Hickeys eventually moved on, their place being demolished and turned 

into a much more respectable car yard but not before they had become one of those 

never to be forgotten urban legends.  For example, Dad’s shed and our bedrooms were 
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often described by Mum as looking like Mr Hickey’s junk yard, which usually prompted a 

big clean-up. 

 

Meanwhile, back at the ranch, Little Nan had come to help Mum with the new baby.  I 

am not sure if she ever offered much physical assistance because all I ever recall her 

doing was sitting in her armchair chain-puffing her Albany cigarettes.  Still, I suppose by 

just being there she was some sort of moral support, her nattering breaking the daily 

tedium of caring for young John.  Little Nan sometimes smoked a clay pipe.  Mum 

thought this was a terrific idea and she got Dad to buy her a long-stemmed ladies pipe 

from Mr Gray.  Over the years, Mum was guilty of doing some frightfully embarrassing 

things in front of our friends and her pipe smoking became the source of much 

schoolyard derision. 

Little Nan’s arrival meant that our 

sleeping arrangements had to be 

altered.  Mum and Dad, along with baby 

John moved into the newly completed 

back room.  Paul and I moved into the 

main bedroom at the front of the house 

and Little Nan took up residence in the 

smallest bedroom.  Sharing with Paul 

was alright to a point. He was almost six 

years younger and Dad had insisted that 

as the eldest, it was my responsibility to 

set a good example.  But the goody-two-

shoes act wore a bit thin at times and 

we had our squabbles.  We decided on 

the line of demarcation down the centre of the room and marked it off using Dad’s ties 

from the wardrobe.   

 

On Saturday mornings we would turn our beds into imaginary pirate ships and throw 

rolled up socks at each other.  Inevitably, we would end up rolling around the bedroom 

floor in a friendly play wrestle.  Naturally, all this tom-foolery was attended by a certain 

amount of noise which totally pissed dad off because Saturday was his only opportunity 

to have a lie in. Our hijinks usually started at about 7am and within half an hour Dad 

would burst through the bedroom door suitably fired up.  Chastened, we would go quiet 

for a while but our juvenile instincts soon got the better of us and it would be on for 

young and old again in no time at all, prompting Dad’s next arrival, even more red-faced 

that before.  This would go on week after week.  We never seemed to learn, even when 

 
Mum being an embarrassment - 1968 
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Dad resorted to the extreme measure of kicking us out the front door in our pyjamas.  In 

Winter this was tough and we would huddle together on the front verandah behind the 

privet hedge until he decided to get up at about 8.30, hoping that none of the 

neighbours had witnessed our ignominy.  As I said, we never learned our lesson and 

spent countless Saturday mornings on the front verandah, each blaming the other for 

making the din that set Dad off in the first place.   

 

There was an incident during the time that we shared accommodation that still brings a 

smile to my face.  I had developed a dry, irritating cough that was much worse at night.  

One night, long after everyone had gone to bed, I had a coughing fit that woke poor, 

long suffering Dad.  Half asleep, he marched in, armed with cough medicine and spoon, 

woke Paul and force fed him a generous dose of foul tasting elixir, while I lay motionless 

in the next bed.  Paul immediately fell back asleep, Dad retreated to bed at the back of 

the house and I just lay there laughing so uncontrollably that the cough magically 

disappeared.  Next morning Dad complained about being disturbed in the middle of the 

night and marvelled about how I ‘hadn’t heard a thing’ when asked.  Thankfully, Paul 

had no recollection at all. 

 

I mentioned earlier the difficulties Mum had making ends meet with her frugal weekly 

budget and the need to ‘book’ things up at the local shops.  Now gambling, the experts 

tell us, is no reliable means of earning an income but I have to say that I think Mum 

defied the odds and many times supplemented the cashflow with her betting successes.  

Mr White, who lived on the other side of the Hillises, was a Rawleighs salesman who 

moonlighted as an SP bookie.  The Rawleighs men went around from house to house 

with a little suitcase full of assorted of liniments and salves that were claimed to cure 

anything from piles to pimples and lots of aches and pains in between.  They also sold a 

horse liniment but not too many people in our neighbourhood actually had horses to use 

it on. 

 

The White’s appeared to be better off than most of us.  Mrs White, or Dorothy, was a bit 

of a toff and didn’t seem to approve of husband Jack’s nefarious activities.  Mr White had 

the best looking garage I had ever seen.  It was just like an outdoor lounge room, neatly 

painted, complete with carpet, lounge chairs and a TV and radio.  At one end there was a 

fridge and a kitchen sink and a long bench where Mr White would lay out all his racing 

guides.  During the week, Mr White was resplendent in a smart business suit and shiny 

black shoes but on Saturday he donned baggy, khaki Army shorts that came down to his 

knees, and a white singlet.  Mr White had served in the Army during the War but I don’t 

think he had been in the Western Desert campaign; I think he was probably Officer 
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material.    Whenever, I went to see Mr White on a Saturday, he was never far from a 

pot of beer with its frothy white head which he topped up regularly from his well stocked 

fridge. 

 

Dorothy was a very refined lady, whose sister Gladys, was Aunty Kath’s housekeeper.  

Gladys, known to us as ‘Gags’, was the complete opposite of her sister.  I used to spend 

quite a few weekends at Kath’s place so I got to know Gags really well.  She was a lot of 

fun and back then I wished she was our housekeeper.  Even though, Dorothy gave the 

appearance of disapproving of Jack’s SP business, she still took customer’s bets during 

the week when Jack was at work.  On school holidays and at weekends, I was Mum’s 

runner and would deliver the little slips of paper with Mum’s selections.  As SP betting 

was illegal, we had to take great care to ensure the activity remained a secret, even 

from family members, particularly Aunty Kath who, Mum said was a bit of a wowser 

when it came to such things.  The slips of paper had to kept out of sight secure in a deep 

pocket and if anyone asked why I was going to see Mr White, I was to answer that I 

liked looking at his budgerigars.   

 

Readers shouldn’t form the view that Mum was a heavy bettor.  She was strictly a two-

bob each way client, at odds that were published in the racing results section of the 

following day’s newspaper.  Mum’s betting was very controlled.  She studied the form 

guide, had her favourite jockeys such as Geoff Lane and Jack Purtell, but not Peter 

Bakos who she said was too small to control a horse.  Mum always started off with one 

or two bets only following up with another if she had scored a collect.  As I said earlier, 

she was more successful than not and I would know, because of the number of times I 

took her winnings down to pay off the local shopkeepers to whom we owed money.  Dad 

wasn’t a gambler and hardly ever had an outlay with Mr White but he encouraged Mum 

and I think it was good for her self esteem. 

 

Mr White had a huge aviary down one side of his back garden.   It was divided up into 

several sections containing budgerigars, canaries, finches, quail and bantams.  He 

seemed to have hundreds of birds and enjoyed showing them off.  Dad was also 

impressed and decided to build his own aviary to breed budgerigars.  He was quite 

successful and although not on the same scale as Mr White, had a good range of quality 

birds. 

 

Dad eventually scaled back on the budgies and took up photography.  Whenever Dad 

took on anything he went into it in the greatest detail.  With the budgies, he collected 

hundreds of ‘Cage Birds’ magazines.  His new passion of photography was taken no less 
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seriously and he could always be found with his head deep in an appropriate publication 

full of tips and tricks for taking the best photographs.  Dad made sure he had good 

equipment, buying a reliable 35mm camera, tripod, lenses and camera bag from 

Michael’s Camera Shop in Elizabeth Street where quality second-hand items were easily 

obtainable.  Initially, Dad produced slides so he also needed a slide projector and 

cassettes for the slides.  Photography for the amateur was not an easy activity to master 

back then.  It was such a hands-on manual process and the photographer had to wait up 

to two weeks for his slides to be mailed back to see whether his settings were right.  Dad 

always seemed to have a problem with his indoor flashlight settings because a large 

number of his slides were under exposed. 

 

Once he had had enough of still photography, Dad advanced to film and obtained a 

camera, projector, splicer and editor.  Silent films at first and then on to sound.  He was 

no Steven Spielberg but we are grateful for those moments in time that he did capture.  

As kids I think we were a bit rough on Dad’s attempts at perfection. He tried hard to 

achieve good results but always seemed to come up just a little bit short.  In a good 

natured way we laughed at his efforts, especially with the high-intensity indoor lighting 

but I think there were times when we may have taken too much of the mickey out of 

him, and looking back I now judge that to have been unfair of us.   

 

There was one instance that I 

particularly recall where the three of 

us may have been too hard on him.  

Dad was very keen to shoot a special 

type of picture of a sunset.  The shot 

required a tripod, a smoked lens and a 

specific exposure that had to be 

measured with the aid of a calibrated 

light meter.  Dad tried for three nights 

in a row to capture that shot and each 

night ended in disaster so Dad finally gave up.  For some time later, whenever there was 

a notable sunset one of us would cruelly suggest that Dad set up the gear, at which we 

all sniggered.  What bastards we must have been! 

 

In the eighties, Dad brought a Polaroid Land Camera enjoying the instant feedback the 

camera gave by printing pictures seconds after they had been snapped.  Given how we 

are spoiled today with our digital cameras, I can only imagine Dad’s delight if they had 

been around during his time. 

 
Dad’s missed sunset - 1966 
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In 1959, a new model Holden was released when the FE was upgraded to the FC.  The 

changes were mostly cosmetic but it had been three years since the FE came on to the 

market and GMH probably thought it was time to attract buyers with two-tone colour 

schemes and more chrome work.  I am not aware that there were any problems with our 

car but there must have been something going on behind the scenes, perhaps 

financially, because Dad headed off to Preston Motors one Saturday morning and came 

home driving a brand new Holden. 

Although the circumstances are not 

clear, the new car must have over-

stretched the finances because it 

was around this time that Dad took 

on a second job.  We had been in 

desperate straits at home.  Both the 

gas and electricity had been cut off 

at different times and although I am 

unclear on the details I recall being 

fearful of our car being repossessed.  

Mum’s brother Johnny was working 

with Brown’s Office Cleaning Services then and he arranged for Dad to get part-time 

work at the Repco offices in Brunswick.  Dad would go there straight from his day job as 

a carpenter, and clean the offices from 5pm to 8pm.  He kept this up for three or four 

years but it took its toll on him and photos taken at the time reveal the impact on his 

health.  He appeared to lose a lot of weight and he looked worn out most of the time. 

 

After he left Browns, Dad was always 

on the lookout for weekend work.  Don 

Collins had several rental properties 

and he engaged Dad and Leo to look 

after his maintenance requirements 

which added to the coffers.  In the 

1960s we had befriended an elderly 

retired couple, Andy and Elsie Dawson.  

The friendship had come about 

because we would give them a lift 

home after Sunday Mass.  Mr Dawson 

wanted to add a family room to his home in Pascoe Vale Road and invited Dad to do the 

job.  It was during the Christmas school holidays which also coincided with Dad’s 

 
Our new Holden 

 
The extra job took a heavy toll on Dad’s health 
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building industry break so I got the job of builder’s labourer for the month or so we took 

to complete the work.  

 

For all their differences, Mum and Dad had a great 

deal of time for each other and it was obvious from 

their interaction that they shared a great deal of love 

and affection.  They went everywhere together and 

genuinely enjoyed each other’s company.  Given 

Mum’s difficult attitude from time to time, their 

continued togetherness required a lot of tolerance on 

Dad’s part.  Then again, Dad could be stubborn and 

Mum had to work her way around that obstacle. 

 

At one point, Mum’s sister Kath, ever the interfering 

one, expressed alarm at the fact that Mum and Dad’s 

closeness was at the expense of any other friends.  

Kath suggested that if Dad were to die unexpectedly, 

Mum would be left in isolation without any support network outside the family.  Kath’s 

idea was that Mum and Dad should join one of the many Senior Citizen’s clubs and foster 

some friendships as insurance against the inevitable.  As with most of Kath’s hair brain 

suggestions, Mum and Dad ignored it and continued to enjoy their own company. 

 

During the seventies they took up golf, Northcote being their favourite course.  Dad 

played a reasonable round, being very strong off the tee, but needed work on his 

approach shots.  Mum, on the other hand just played for the heck of it and although she 

improved over time must have sorely tried Dad’s patience.  Nevertheless, they enjoyed 

their golf together and always looked forward to their next round.  Krys was once invited 

to try her hand on the golf course and went along with Eileen.  Being her first golf 

outing, Krys was understandably all at sea.  Eileen had no patience at all with someone 

who might card over a hundred on the first nine and she would pick up Krys’s ball and 

walk it the last fifty or sixty yards, dropping it into the hole!  It goes without saying that 

in the light of that experience, Krys hasn’t set foot on a golf course since. 

 

In the late sixties, Dad embarked on a whole new range of leisure activities.  Almost 

each week Mum and Dad, accompanied by Paul and John would head off on Sunday 

drives to locations all over Victoria.  They would stop at the more picturesque locations 

and explore the local surroundings.   

 
Andy Dawson - 1963 
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Mostly, their preferred spots were 

near rivers or creeks and Dad 

started picking up unusual 

looking stones.  I am unclear on 

how he progressed to the next 

step but it probably began when 

he started to identify what he 

was collecting.  Someone must 

have suggested that the more 

attractive stones he was coming 

across could be polished, cut and 

turned into jewellery.  It could 

also be that he and Mum had 

noticed amateur jewellery on 

display at some of the weekend 

markets they visited and Dad caught on to the idea that he too could produce these 

items. 

 

 
9 Reynolds Parade as it looked in the 1960s 

In Sydney Road, Coburg, there was a shop that specialised in selling all the equipment 

necessary for gemstone cutting and polishing.  The proprietor was a nice enough fellow 

whose real name escapes me after all this time but who Mum nicknamed “Mr Jasper”.  

 
Gemstone fossicking - 1970 
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Jasper was the commonly found gemstone in most of Victoria’s watercourses and very 

popular with hobbyists because it could be found in a wide variety of colours. 

 

It wasn’t long before Dad set up his apparatus in the laundry.  There was a cutter, a 

tumbler and a polisher all operated from the same electric motor simply by deftly 

changing the belts.  When the process was in full swing the laundry was a very noisy 

place!  Mr Jasper also sold all manner of jewellery blanks to which the finished 

gemstones could be affixed.  Cuff links, tie-bars, pendants and bracelets were all options 

and Dad tried them all.  I have to say that Dad’s efforts were pretty good and he 

beamed with pride when people complimented his handiwork. 

 

I suppose there is only so much jewellery you can make for relatives and friends if you 

are not going to market it.  Dad wasn’t interested in selling his work and his enthusiasm 

gradually waned.  There was however, a by-product of gemstone hunting.  While 

scouring the various waterways, the question had often arisen as to whether there was 

still gold “in them there hills”.  Prospectors were stumbling across nuggets of gold from 

time to time and these finds received generous publicity in the press.  Often these 

scroungers were assisted in their quest for riches by portable electronic metal detectors 

that could sniff out an item buried several inches below the surface.  No doubt enthused 

by reports of striking it rich, Dad headed off and got himself one of these devices.  Over 

the next couple of years he upgraded to more powerful models in his quest for the holy 

grail.  Needless to say, he didn’t strike it rich but he did find gold, and of all places, in his 

own  backyard.   

 

During the 1950s Dad had lost his wedding ring while working in the garden.  The ring 

was one of those heavy signet types with his initials engraved on the front shield.  Dad 

did a lot of heavy work in the garden and as he was always slim in build and the ring 

was a loose fit it is not surprising that it simply slipped off.  He was quite distressed at 

the time to find it missing and spent a lot of time looking for it.  And so it was that the 

ring was the last thing on his mind several years later when he took his new metal 

detector out into the backyard to test it out.  In the garden bed near the lemon tree the 

detector indicated that a metal object had been found and sure enough, diligent scraping 

away of the soil revealed the long forgotten ring a few inches below the surface.  The 

ring was fractured at its smallest thickness but was able to be restored to its original 

condition.  Notwithstanding their lack of success as prospectors, Mum and Dad had 

countless hours of fun and togetherness in the process. 
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Another pursuit Mum and Dad enjoyed together was a day at the races.  They would 

head off a few times during the year on Saturday afternoons taking John with them, 

leaving me in charge of Paul.  One Saturday, John sucked on a Lifesaver lolly just a little 

too much and it became stuck in his windpipe.  Gasping for breath and blue in the face, 

John was rushed off to the Course medical office where ambulance attendants cleared 

his airways.  This is not supposed to be funny but it is hard not to see the humour in the 

following comment of one of the Officers, “Just as well he wasn’t sucking on a Steam 

Roller!”  (For those readers too young to remember – Steam Rollers had no holes in the 

middle). 

 

Mention of horse racing reminds me of our connection with the trotter ‘Betsy Boru’ in 

1959 or 1960.  Around that time Dad was working with a chap, Jack Kelly, who lived in 

Pascoe Vale Road, North Essendon.  Mr Kelly, became a close friend of Dad’s, sponsoring 

me at my Confirmation in 1959.  Mr Kelly trained trotters as a hobby and when we knew 

him had a lovely looking mare, Betsy Boru, that was stabled behind the Kelly’s property.  

Betsy won a few races in the country, usually driven by Jack’s son, John.   

 

Dad and Mum took us to Adelaide in the 

car for the Christmas holidays on a 

number of occasions and would always 

take the opportunity for a day out at the 

Morphettville races.  Mum’s sister 

Margaret had moved to Adelaide in the 

1950s when her husband Chris took up a 

position as Chief Chemist at the Waite 

Institute, Australia’s principal wine 

research organisation. 

 

A couple of times we stayed with 

Margaret, right on the beach at Brighton 

and later at Seacliffe.  A couple of years 

later they moved to the more salubrious 

Kingston Park with its cliff top ocean 

views.  We would load up the car with all 

the things we needed for two weeks and 

leave before dawn hoping to arrive 

before tea time.  It was usually 

dreadfully hot in the car and I am sure 

 
Jack Kelly and Betsy Boru - 1963 
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we whinged all day.  Mum and Dad were in the front  while the three of us sat across the 

back seat holding our pet budgie, Pretty Boy in his cage.  By the end of two weeks things 

would get a bit tense in the holiday household and the next time we visited Mum and 

Dad agreed beforehand that we should rent a place of our own.  That holiday was much 

more successful.  Even though Margaret always warmly welcomed us and made us feel 

at home, I am sure she was much relieved. 

 

In the 1970s Mum took up painting.  I can’t recollect how it came about, even though I 

was still living at home at the time but I think Paul was probably an encouraging 

influence as he was dabbling in oils at the time.  Actually, taking up art at that stage was 

something of a revival for Mum.  In the 1950s she had done a commercial art 

correspondence course and was absolutely brilliant at creating cartoon-like characters 

that she used to decorate the nursery.  Using the grid method, she would copy cartoon 

characters out of Dad’s comic books in black outline and then colour them in with her 

Derwent pencils.  Dad would glue the images on to stiff card and cut them out around 

the outline.  After lacquering, they would be pasted to the wall, creating a frieze of 

characters all around the room.  It was very impressive work, much admired by all who 

visited.  Unfortunately, none remain, eventually being removed during successive paint 

jobs. 

 
An example of Mum’s Impressionist Period 
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Back to the 1970s, and Mum enrolled in a course in oils with a local art teacher.  She 

painted on masonite board which Dad prepared by painting with white undercoat.  He 

also framed the finished pieces.  Mum worked in all sizes, starting small with a 12” x 10” 

painting of the dining room.  She also painted still life and landscapes.  For someone who 

had never painted in oils, she showed great promise, mostly adopting the impressionist 

style.  She would get a bit coy about her work, self criticising when people looked at her 

efforts but was very pleased when visitors insisted that her paintings really had merit, 

and they did. 

 

At our insistence, she prepared a work for the Moomba Art Show held in the Treasury 

Gardens.  It was a very creditable landscape and she put a price of $100 on it.  Krys and 

I visited the Show on the Sunday that it closed and to our surprise, discovered that the 

painting had a ‘Sold’ sticker on it.  Mum was just as surprised but equally delighted when 

we told her the good news later that evening.  A few days later she received her cheque 

which made it all the more worthwhile. 

 

Mum painted what she saw as best she could.  It was something she really enjoyed 

doing and I think it was good for her self esteem to be creatively successful. 

 

It was around the time that Eddie Charlton and ‘Hurricane’ Higgins were enthralling us 

with their deeds on the ABC’s Pot Black program, hosted by ‘Whispering’ Ted Lowe on 

Friday evenings that Dad decided to build a billiard table.  It was a project he had always 

wanted to complete and good old Sydney Road once again provided the stimulus after he 

discovered a shop there that specialised in all billiard table paraphernalia, such as 

cushions, baize, pockets, leg adjusters, cues, balls, scoreboards – you name it they had 

it, including of course, the vital layout plans and detailed instructions.  

 

After about six months the table was finished and what a beautiful work of art it was.  A 

three-quarter table measuring eight feet by four in the old money, it looked as good as 

any table you might find in a showroom.  The lounge room was the only place it would fit 

and even then if you were having a shot from the fireplace side you had to use a shorter 

cue, reminiscent of that Seinfeld episode, “The Maestro” where all the players took their 

trousers off.  You couldn’t fault this table though.  It was perfectly balanced with a 

perfectly flat surface.  As a player, Dad was a bit of a surprise and if we hadn’t known 

better we might have thought he had enjoyed a mis-spent youth in pool halls.  He was 

all but unbeatable and we learned a lot from him about the game, he had picked up 

during his Navy days. 
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Friday nights became a big thing at Mum and Dad’s.  Colonel and Birdie would be there 

for dinner, Krys and I would call in afterwards and more often than not Mum’s brothers 

Johnny and Leo would also arrive.  It was a full house and it all centred around the 

billiard table, where a good time was had by all. 

 

Having a billiard table was one thing, but it got in the way a little when trying to watch 

TV.  Blessed with a big back yard, Dad quickly came up with a solution – build a billiard 

room.  He gave me a design and I drew up some plans which the local Council approved 

and Dad was on his way.  This time there would be no need for the short cue and the 

spider rest could now be used from any spot on the table.  Paul turned twenty one in 

1974 and the room was put to good use in hosting his birthday celebration, the table 

being installed with a temporary top to hold all the refreshments. 

 

Mum and Dad spent their later years together doing what they loved best.  Sunday trips 

to the country and regular rounds of golf.  During the mid seventies Dad finally got the 

maintenance carpenters job he had long sought.  Maintenance work was less arduous 

than construction work and being on the staff meant regular holidays and certainty of 

employment.  The money was slightly less but at least it was guaranteed.  The job was 

with the Melbourne City Council and involved repair work at the City’s many buildings 

around Melbourne. 

 

By now Dad had bought himself a Datsun Station wagon while Mum had her own Datsun 

wagon, albeit a more recent model.  Earlier, in 1969, the FC Holden was beginning to 

show its age so Dad headed off to Kevin Dennis in Northcote and traded it in on a two-

year old 1967 HD model.   

 

During the week, Mum would visit Birdie a couple of times a week.  In the early 1970s 

the Housing Commission moved Birdie and Colonel into a smaller semi-detached unit 

across the road from the place they had lived in at 25 Penola Street for nearly forty 

years.  The move was a bit of a wrench but at least they were still in the same street 

with all of their friends. 

 

Colonel died in 1974 and Birdie had suffered a few health issues. Although she was quite 

capable of looking after herself, daughter Kath was of the view that she needed a 

watchful eye to look over her and arrangements were made for her to move into a 

Baptist run unit in Murray Road, Preston where 24 hour on-site assistance was available. 
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As the calendar turned its pages to 1984, 

Dad began looking forward to retirement.  

He would reach the mandatory retirement 

age of sixty five in June that year.  The 

house would be paid off and he and Mum 

could settle down without the pressures of 

having to get up early and head off to 

work.  No matter how much you enjoy 

what you do for a living, there is nothing 

like not having to do it anymore.   

 

But all was not well.  Dad was struggling to 

get around the golf course and one day 

after he couldn’t climb the hill at Northcote 

it was decided that he pay a visit to the 

doctor.  Specialist visits and tests followed 

that confirmed the terrible diagnosis of 

lung cancer.  Dad was very sick but he 

never gave up hope.  He did everything 

the doctors suggested, hopefully enduring 

the rigorous regimen of chemotherapy.  He had his good days but he had a lot of bad 

days as well and his suffering took its toll on Mum who battled on bravely, lovingly 

caring for him right up to the end watching helplessly as he gradually slipped away.  His 

last two weeks were spent at the Heidelberg Repat, where, heavily sedated, he passed 

away peacefully on Christmas Day, 1984, surrounded by his family.  

 

Although this is not very respectful, the one thing that stands out in my memory about 

Dad’s funeral was the throw away line from my uncle Johnny when, looking skyward at 

the fine Summer’s day he said, “Great day for a funeral, Pete.”   

 

If Dad was looking down on this scene I am sure he would have muttered under his 

breath, “Bloody idiot!” 

 

It seems trite to say that Mum was devastated by Dad’s death.  That he had been 

relieved of his suffering was little consolation.  She had lost her much loved and loyal 

partner of almost thirty-nine years.   They survived many trials and tribulations together 

but it was an enduring partnership. 

 
um tees off at Northcote – 1970s 
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When I did the sums on how long 

they had been married, I realised 

that in December 2011, Krys and 

I will notch up forty years 

together, longer than my parents’ 

marriage.  When I reflect on how 

quickly that time has flown, I am 

saddened that Mum and Dad 

didn’t have a few more years 

together. 

 

On the surface, Mum battled on 

showing a brave face when 

anyone was around.  Privately, 

she was enduring her own form 

of hell on earth.  Fortunately, John was still living at home and he was a great source of 

support and consolation for her.  Obviously, John had to work, which meant Mum had to 

face long hours at home alone but she dealt with this by getting out as much as she 

could. 

 

Mum and Dad had nothing put aside for their retirement and were expecting to live on 

the Pension and the small Veteran’s pension that Dad Had been awarded some years 

earlier for his hearing loss.  As mentioned elsewhere in this book, when Dad was 

diagnosed with lung cancer, he started proceedings with Veteran’s Affairs to be 

considered for a TPI pension.  Just before he died, he implored me to follow through 

what he had started, his reasoning being that the Widow’s component of TPI was not 

assessable for the Aged Pension means test and the two combined would allow Mum to 

afford a reasonable lifestyle.  I was progressing matters with Veteran’s Affairs and things 

seemed to be heading towards a positive outcome but Kath almost threw a spanner in 

the works.  As far as she was concerned, I was ‘dragging the chain’ and she decided to 

put her six-penneth in, despite my warnings to her that the matter was delicately poised 

and that it would be better if she stayed out of it.  Never one to listen to reason, she 

began contacting all and sundry at Veteran’s Affairs adopting a threatening and 

demanding manner towards everyone she spoke to.  The Department rang me wanting 

to know what authority this woman had to be making such demands and I had to draw 

on all my communication skills to smooth things over.  Eventually, Dad’s case was 

approved and Mum got the extra pension to which she was justly entitled.  Possibly, this 

was the only time in my life that I did something that met with Dad’s absolute approval. 

 
Dad, Prince and Mum – Probably last photo of Dad - 1984 
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For the remaining years of her life, I doubt that Mum got over Dad’s death.  Perhaps 

John may have a different view of this as he was there on a day to day basis.  To me, 

Mum seemed tense and restless and generally unsure of herself.  In the space of a two 

hour visit, she would start out bright and happy but in a short while would become 

brooding and moody.  It was very noticeable.  We made allowances for what she must 

have been going through, but it seemed impossible to cheer her up for any length of 

time. 

 

Kath stuck her interfering head in again by calling a family meeting at Reynolds Parade 

at which she informed us, (note not suggested), that Mum should sell up and either go 

and live with Paul and his wife Catherine at Belgrave, or with Krys and me.  The only 

other option, she told us, was that Mum move into a small unit with other women of her 

age and situation.  Mum called me out to the kitchen where she was boiling the kettle, 

and, almost in tears, begged me to help her decide what to do.  I had no hesitation in 

strongly advising her to tell Kath to go home and mind her own business.  Paul, John 

and I then had a quick conflab and that is exactly the message we conveyed to Kath. 

 

In 1988, Birdie died.  For several months she had been an inmate at St Joseph’s run by 

the Sisters of Mercy in Kew, and was progressively deteriorating.  Mum had always been 

devoted to Birdie and her mother’s death left a gaping hole in Mum’s life.  No longer 

having someone to visit put an even greater strain on Mum’s ability to keep her life on 

an even keel. 

 

A few more years passed and then in November, 1991, came the terrible news that Mum 

had collapsed at home and been taken to Royal Melbourne Hospital in a coma having 

suffered a serious brainstem stroke.  The initial prognosis was that Mum would not 

survive the next forty-eight hours but she did.  She came out of the coma almost a week 

later and although she recognised those around her, it was obvious she had been 

seriously affected. 

 

Over the next weeks she made good progress and arrangements were made for her to 

be transferred to the Stroke Rehabilitation Unit at the Essendon and District Hospital.  

After a few weeks there she was deemed well enough to go home provided someone was 

with her all the time.  District nurses looked after her during weekdays until John got 

home from work and a family roster was established to cover the weekends.   
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Clearly, Mum was no longer the same person.  She could no longer read or write, her 

movements were limited and she could not attend to her own personal needs without 

assistance.  Mentally, she was alert to what was going on around her but her long term 

memory appeared vague and disoriented.  Occasionally, she would have brief memory 

recollections and, perhaps out of frustration with her condition, would inexplicably lash 

out at people. 

 

During Mum’s rehabilitation, her eldest brother Johnny died of pneumonia after falling ill 

suddenly after a trip to the USA.  He claimed to have caught a lung virus from the air 

conditioning system of the plane he returned home in.  The virus was virulent and his 

sudden death in July, 1992, was a great shock to the family.   

 

A short while later, Don Collins informed us that Kath had died in a terrible accident after 

falling down the stairs at their Merimbula apartment.  Mum was able to attend both 

funerals but it appeared obvious that her mental condition had spared her from the usual 

emotional upheaval that close deaths would have normally caused. 

 

In the meantime, John was having a very difficult time of things but he didn’t complain, 

bravely soldiering on.  Mum rarely slept any length of time at night.  She had no concept 

of time and would disturb his sleep at all hours of the night.  Her condition relapsed and 

she was readmitted to Royal Melbourne where, in the early hours of one morning, she 

escaped from her room.  Panicked staff eventually located her walking down the middle 

of Royal Parade in her night dress.  After that the floor she was located on was put into 

lock down mode. 

 

Home again for a short time, Mum’s condition waxed and waned but it eventually 

deteriorated to the extent that it was no longer possible to manage her from the home 

base. It was agreed that there was no option but to have her looked after with the 

dignity she deserved by professionals who were trained to handle such cases and she 

was moved into a suitable nursing home in Heidelberg.  Mum took the move in her stride 

and settled in fairly well but after several weeks fluid began to settle in her lungs, a sure 

sign of the heart failure that followed.  And so, on 19th July, 1993, after enduring more 

than eight years without the love of her life and soul mate, Mum departed this life to be 

with Dad again.  It was the end of an era. 
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Chapter 18 
 
Michael’s Brother John 
 
 

When I began work on the story of the Balranald O’Hallorans I had no idea that anyone 

else in the family had emigrated from Ireland apart from Michael and Margaret and her 

family.  It seems that all the rural O’Hallorans knew of each other but had not asked any 

questions as to from whom they were descended.  The Balranald mob knew there was a 

bunch of O’Hallorans over the Murray in Victoria and vice-versa.  There was the Kerang 

mob and the Gunbower mob.  If they were O’Hallorans, they were family.  They all 

accepted that.  No one seemed to care otherwise. 

 

When I tried sorting out just who was who by delving into the Births, Deaths and 

Marriages records, it quickly became evident that not all of these people were descended 

from Michael and Margaret.  Ann Poelsma and I had just started collaborating and we 

were both very much in the data collection and analysis stage when the penny dropped 

that Michael had a brother who had also come to Australia.   It was in September, 2009 

that Ann and I came to the same conclusion after noting that the Death Certificate of 

one John O’Halloran showed the same parents as those included on Michael’s Death 

Certificate.  It then began to fall into place.  Michael DID have a brother, a fact later 

confirmed by research that had been carried out for the family by the Clare Research 

Centre in 1995, but previously overlooked. 

 

John O’Halloran was born at Rylane, County Clare, Ireland in 1855.  A younger brother 

of Michael, he was the fourth child of Joseph and Norah O’Halloran.   
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According to his Death Certificate, John had lived in Victoria for 38 years which suggests 

that he arrived in Australia in 1871 when he would have been about 16 years old.  

Perusal of shipping records for the period have not revealed any details of John’s voyage 

to Australia.  It would seem that he was most likely to have made the trip under the 

Assisted Passage scheme of the time but it also seems unlikely that he would have made 

the trip alone.  Even if he had paid for his passage, there is still no record to be found of 

him in any of the available passenger registers.  Of course, it is also possible that he ran 

away from home and joined a ship’s crew to meet up with his brother in Australia. 

 

The first mention of John we are able to find in Australia, is of his marriage to Mary 

Slattery at St Kilians Catholic Church, Sandhurst on 23rd August 1882.  The certificate 

describes John as a miner.  John’s brother Michael was also working as a miner until he 

departed for Balranald around 1880, so it is possible that the two may have even worked 

together. 

 

We know from research conducted by the Clare Heritage Centre that John was born at 

Rylane, Co Clare, Ireland and baptised there on 5th August, 1855.  It is therefore 

surprising that John’s birthplace is listed as Sandhurst by Father Reilly who performed 

the ceremony.  John and Mary both signed the Register in a legible hand.  Witnesses to 

the marriage were Patrick Slattery and Annie Slattery.  Undoubtedly, they were related 

to the bride but research of the Births, Deaths and Marriages Indexes has not disclosed 

their backgrounds. 

 

Mary Slattery was the daughter of John Slattery and Winifred Neville and was born at 

Leichardt near Bendigo in 1859.  We know she had at least two brothers, Edward, born 

in 1844 who died at Swan Hill in 1887, and Thomas, born in 1854 who died in 1864 at 

Raglan, between Ararat and Ballarat. 

 

John and Mary appear to have lived at Bendigo for a short time after they married as 

their first son John was born there in 1883.  Next son, Joe, and all following children’s 

births, were registered at Benjeroop where it is understood John had acquired a farm. 

 

According to John’s grandson, Roy O’Halloran, it was after some success as a farmer 

over several years that John decided to sell up and with the proceeds purchased what 

there was of the nearby town of Wee Wee Rup.  Certainly, there was a pub there 

because family legend says that John spent more time sampling the wares of his 

watering hole than dispensing customer service.  Roy recalled that according to family 
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anecdotes, Mary, fed up with her husband’s drinking habit, bundled the children and 

their belongings into a wagon and headed to Axedale.  What happened next is a matter 

for supposition but the family eventually returned to Kerang.  

 

In September 1909, John contracted pleurisy.  His illness was serious enough for him to 

be taken to Bendigo Hospital where he died on 8th October, 1909.  He was just 54 years 

old.  He was laid to rest the following day at White Hills cemetery with Father Edward 

Lehane conducting the burial service.  Just six months before his death, on 12th April 

1909, John made his last Will and Testament.  In it he bequeathed all of his possessions 

to his wife Mary and upon her death, the same in equal shares to his children as tenants 

in common.  John’s will was witnessed by his solicitor Richard E Trebilcock and Kerang 

farmer, James Thompson. 

 

Probate was granted to Mary on 3rd February 1910 but not before there was some 

controversy over John’s will.  It seems that during the evaluation of the Probate claim, 

officers of the Supreme Court queried the signature on the will.  The signature appears 

not to have been written with a steady hand and has the appearance of being written 

with the left hand of a normally right-handed person.  Richard Trebilcock eventually 

swore an affidavit that both he and James Thompson witnessed John signing the will.  Mr 

Trebilcock goes on to say that he personally visited the O’Halloran farm to have the Will 

signed.  When he arrived John was ill in bed.  Mr Trebilcock asserts that John was of 

sound mind when he signed the document but that he was “weak through sickness and 

signed his name in bed and without support”, thus accounting for the dodgy looking 

signature. 

 

John’s estate was valued at ₤1917  comprising: 

438 acre property at Gunbower with improvements 

30 acres of oats, 4 horses, 29 cows, 14 calves and 6 pigs 

Plough, Harrows, Reaper and Binder and Cream Separator 

Wood Dray, Spring Cart and Buggy 

Buggy harness and 3 sets of Dray Harnesses 

Household furniture 

Cash in Government Savings Bank 

Less Liabilities:  Bendigo General Hospital 

   State Rivers and Water Supply Commission rates 

 

Nett Value of the Estate 

£1596 

 £223 

£17 

£28 

£10 

£15 

£42 

 £4 

£10 

------------- 

£1917 
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John O’Halloran’s Last Will and Testament 

Note the signature that caused concern to the Probate Office 
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Upon her husband’s death, Mary was left with two young children to care for, George, 

nine and Dennis, six.  We don’t know how she managed but she had had her fill of 

tragedies in recent years with the death of infant son Dennis in 1898 followed by 

daughter Margaret’s death, also in infancy, in 1903.  Undoubtedly, the strain took its toll 

on poor Mary and on 10th June, 1915, she suffered a heart attack.  She was taken to St 

Vincent’s Hospital in Melbourne where she died three days later.  Mary was buried with 

her husband John and son Dennis at White Hills cemetery on 16th June. 

 

John O’Halloran 

 

Born 1883 at Sandhurst, John survived for only two months.  He is buried at White Hills 

cemetery in the family grave along with his parents and brother George. 

 

Joseph O’Halloran 

 

 
Joe and May O’Halloran 
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Jean Sutherland of Cohuna contributed the following about her grandfather’s life: 

 

Joe was born on 21 August 1884 at Benjeroop, not far from the Murray River, between Swan Hill and 

Kerang.  Educated at schools in Benjeroop and Kerang, Joe extended his learning through the local 

Mechanics Institute and ICS Correspondence courses. 

 

Joe had an early fascination for steam driven engines and put in hours with the neighbour’s pumping 

engine.  Eventually, he convinced his father to invest in a portable engine and pump.  When the pump 

was not in use at home Joe would engage in contract pumping for the neighbours, pulling the unit with 

two horses.  So adept was he in working with steam that on 8 October 1908 Joe earned his First Class 

Engine Drivers Certificate, #1436. 

 

Joe joined the Army and trained as a soldier. He was a keen cyclist and at 23 won a gold medal at the 

Wee Wee Rup Cycling Cub on 1st May 1907.  The Cycle Club medal and the Engine Driver and 

Fireman medal were worn proudly on his watch chain. 

 

After working in mines in Bendigo, Joe moved to Bridgewater Flour Mill and then on to Kerang where 

he worked at the Butter Factory and Flour Mill as a Steam Engineer. 

 

Joe and May Jorgensen were married on 18 December, 1911 at St Patrick’s Catholic Church, Kerang, 

by Rev Father B Murphy.  Witnesses at the ceremony were James Henry Jorgensen and Ellen Mary 

Donnelly. 

 

In 1914, Joe joined the Kerang and Koondrook Tramway, run by the Shire of Kerang, as an Engine 

Driver and Maintenance Engineer.  He remained there for 37 years until his retirement in 1951. 

 

Known as the Tramway that became a railway, the 24km Kerang to Koondrook line has 

an interesting history.  Although it was always a railway in practice, being linked to the 

5’ 3” gauge Victorian Railways main line, the branch line was built by the Shire of Kerang 

and operated by the Council for 55 years from its opening in 1899.  Local Government 

legislation permitted municipalities to build and operate tramways for public transport.  

Consequently, when the Kerang (then Swan Hill) Shire wanted a transport link between 

Kerang and the then thriving River Murray port at Koondrook, the Kerang-Koondrook 

tramway was born.  The tramway was taken over by the Victorian Railways in 1952 and 

closed to traffic in 1978. 
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Joe and May’s Marriage Certificate 
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The terminal station at Koondrook was unique in that not only does the line run down 

the main street but the passenger platform was set in the middle of the road.  

Koondrook’s goods sheds and sidings on the banks of the River Murray were among the 

most attractive railway locations in the State.  Each year the station railed about 1000 

tonnes  of outward goods and received almost 3000 inwards.  The line also serviced a 

busy sleeper-cutting industry in its heyday, sending nearly 2,500 sleepers each week.  A 

rail-motor service used to be the main transport for school children travelling between 

Koondrook and Kerang with over 9,000 passenger journeys a year.  Buses now provide 

that service.  In October, 1962, the biggest train ever to visit Koondrook pulled up in the 

main street.  Joe was enlisted out of retirement to join in the celebrations and was 

featured in a picture on the front page of the Bendigo Advertiser. 

 

Joe O’Halloran was a kind and considerate man who lived for his family.  He played the 

violin and in his early years played with the Military Reserve Band.  Son, Roy O’Halloran 

fondly remembers his father’s rendition of Home Sweet Home.  He also recalled a rather 

amusing tale involving Joe and his eldest son Chris.  It seems that Joe had been playing 

the violin outside where son Chris had been working on a tractor.  Chris got the tractor 

going and called his father over to take a look at something.  Joe got up and 

unthinkingly put the violin on the ground.  The two men then became engrossed with the 

workings of the tractor.  Finally, Chris was satisfied everything was OK and drove the 

vehicle both forward and back.  The only thing was that when he reversed one of the 

rear wheels ran right over Joes’s beloved violin, crushing it beyond recognition.  Roy 

assured me it wasn’t amusing at the time but he certainly had a hearty laugh about it 

almost sixty years later! 

 

Joe was handy with all things mechanical, whether it be machines, tools, carpentry, cars 

plumbing or electricity.  He retired to Channel Street, Cohuna where he was known as 

the local “Mr Fixit”, repairing anything that stopped working, especially Victa mowers 

which were notably cranky. 

 

On 17th July 1969, Joe retired from life, quietly passing away at the Cohuna Hospital.  He 

was buried at Cohuna Cemetery next to his brother Dennis who died in 1936. 
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Annie O’Halloran 
Born in 1887 at Benjeroop, Victoria, Annie never married.  After leaving school, Annie 

was a talented seamstress or dressmaker and eventually established her own business in 

Kerang.  As the business flourished, Annie decided that it made more sense to own her 

business premises rather than pay regular weekly rent to her landlord.  She discussed 

the matter with her landlord and thought that the matter had been resolved in the way 

she desired.  Some years later, after years of regular weekly payments, Annie 

approached the landlord and enquired as to when she could expect to receive the title to 

the premises as she felt that she had paid what she thought was the agreed sale price.  

Her landlord laughed at her and said it was nonsense that he had agreed to sell the 

premises.  Annie had nothing in writing to support her claim and the landlord said she 

could continue paying rent or leave.  Annie was so depressed and distraught that she 

shut up shop and moved to Melbourne where she took up employment with Hatches 

Laundry in Abbotsford and unfortunately resorted to drinking to find solace. 

 

Life is full of co-incidences but the author was genuinely surprised by this one.  Details of 

John O’Halloran’s family were passed on to the author’s cousin Bernard O’Halloran who 

lives in Bondi in New South Wales.  Bernie has a keen interest in the O’Halloran family 

history and has himself made some valuable contributions to this story. What follows is 

one of them.  After reading Joe and May’s names in some documents, Bernie recalled as 

follows: 

 

In 1948 mum and dad (Daniel O’Halloran and wife Janet) had a milk bar in 

Victoria St, Abbotsford.  The shop also had a couple of tables where they used to 

sell a hot lunch Monday to Friday to the same few people. One of the customers 

was an elderly lady who always carried a large handbag and worked at Hatches 

Laundry. She had not come to the shop for a couple of days and mum asked one 

of the regular diners about her. He said that the lady had had a fall and that he 

thought her name was Anne O'Halloran who lived in Wellington St. Collingwood. 

That afternoon I went with mum to visit her.  

 

It turned out that she had worked at Hatches for many years and that indeed she 

had taken a tumble that had broken her leg. She lived upstairs in an old house 

where she rented a room. She used to walk to work, have her lunch at our shop 

and walk home after work buying a flask of brandy each day on her way. Due to 

the obvious poor state of her health mum and dad arranged for an ambulance to 

bring her to our place. She told us that she had a sister in Sydney and a brother 
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Joe in Kerang. Mum and dad contacted her sister, Mary, and brother Joe who 

came down from Kerang with his wife May.  

 

I can remember Joe telling me about the engine that he drove daily from Kerang 

to Koondrook. He invited me to go up to Kerang for a holiday, but I did never 

take the trip.  I was about 12 at the time.  Anne's sister Mary arrived at our place 

from Katoomba and the three of them decided that Annie should go to Katoomba 

with Mary to live there. Mary did not drink and was shocked to find out that Annie 

was so fond of her "nip" of brandy.  

 

For me the most memorable sight of the whole incident was when Annie opened 

her large handbag. It was stuffed full of five-pound and one-pound notes. It was 

where she used to keep all her wages. I never ever heard any more of Joe and 

May, or Annie and her sister and I think it is incredible that all of this should come 

to light over sixty years later. 

 

Annie eventually, returned to Victoria and ended her days at the “Alexander” in 

Castlemaine where she died on 8th October 1975 after sudden heart attack.  Her death 

certificates states that some eighteen months prior to her death, Annie had endured a 

“cerebrovascular accident”.  Annie’s sister, the ever loyal Mary Moran of 10 Clissold 

Street Katoomba, NSW, is listed as the informant.  Annie was buried at the Castlemaine 

cemetery on 11th October, 1975.  Rev Father L Halloran performed the burial service. 

 

John Francis (Jack) O’Halloran 
Jack, born at Lake Charm in 1889, was a farm labourer who never married.  Roy 

O’Halloran remembers his uncle as a whiskey drinking man and that it was probably his 

love of a nip that lead to his death.  According to Roy, Jack drowned accidentally in the 

Murray River.  Jack worked and lived on a property at Wood Wood in Victoria’s far north-

west and in order to top up the drinking supplies, he would row a boat across the river to 

the local pub at Tooleybuc in New South Wales.  On the fateful night of 28th December, 

1940, Jack’s boat overturned in the river and he drowned. 

 

Jack was buried at Nyah West cemetery on 31st December 1940.  An inquest into his 

death was held before Mr CW Ross, JP, on 7th January, 1941, with First Constable 

Warren giving evidence.  Mr Ross recorded a finding of accidental death by drowning. 
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Mary O’Halloran 
Mary was nothing if not a feisty lady who lived every one of her 102 years to the fullest.  

Born at Benjeroop near Swan Hill on 7th July, 1891, Mary was married twice with both 

husbands ending their days in unfortunate circumstances. 

 

Mary’s nephew Roy O’Halloran remembers his aunt well and describes her as “a cagey 

old woman who held rigid views on life, especially with regard to politics, there being no 

other party than the ALP”.  Mary’s first husband was a well to do bookmaker with a taste 

for good whiskey.  On a holiday to Singapore after a little too much of the Johnny 

Walker, Mary’s husband fell from a hotel window and failed to survive the fall. 

 

Undaunted, Mary married again, this time to a wealthy fellow named Moran who owned 

an ocean-going yacht.  The couple sailed to New Zealand where, after a few too many 

drinks, Mr Moran suffered the same fate as his predecessor, losing his life after falling 

from a hotel window.   

 

According to nephew Roy, the authorities found nothing untoward in either of these 

deaths and they were both accepted as occurring accidentally after intoxication.   

However, it appears that there was good deal of suspicion within family circles that Mary 

may have lent a helping hand. 

 

After getting over her two forays into marital bliss, Mary purchased an old rambling 

place at 90 Aitchison Street, Wollongong, NSW and turned it into a boarding house.  She 

was a very strict landlady.  Her guests had to have demonstrated support of her beloved 

Australian Labour Party and that they must never appear in any sort of uniform.  Roy 

recalls the story involving Mary’s brother William, of whom she was quite fond.  William 

had been discharged from the Army early in 1944 due to injury and on return to Sydney 

decided to look Mary up.  Instead of welcoming him with open arms she took one look at 

his uniform and flew into a rage.  It was only after William returned later in his civvies 

that Mary exchanged the appropriate pleasantries.  William obviously reciprocated Mary’s 

fondness as he left her his house when he died. 

 

In 1951, some four years after her brother George died, Mary wrote to the Department 

of the Army requesting details of George’s Military Service for the purpose of proving 

George’s Will.  The letter is preserved in George’s Army record and is reproduced below 

as it is an interesting document regarding George’s Military experience as well as 

showing an example of Mary’s handwriting. 
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Mary went into print again on George’s behalf in 1957 when she asked the Department 

of the Army to be issued with George’s medals for his service during the First World War. 

 

George had accidentally drowned in 1947 and the family was unable to locate his medals 

among his effects.  When she heard of this, Mary decided to make representations to the 

Army on the family’s behalf.  The Army duly replied to Mary tot the effect that George’s 

medals had been issued to him at Kerang on 3rd April, 1925.  Mary’s interesting letter is 

re-produced below: 
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While living in Wollongong, Mary was a regular at Australian Labour Party functions.  She 

lived in former Prime Minister Gough Whitlam’s electorate and knew him quite well.  She 

was actively involved in electorate matters and would hand out “How to Vote” cards on 

polling days.  When Bob Hawke was elected Prime Minister Mary was invited to 

Parliament House in Canberra on a number of occasions. 

 

In the late nineteen eighties Mary moved to Katoomba.  As she got older Mary developed 

a heart condition which slowed her down somewhat. Her ongoing battle with diabetes 
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worsened to the extent that eventually both her feet were amputated as a result of 

gangrene infections due to poor circulation and Mary became confined to bed.   

 

Nephew Roy recalled that it was around this time that he received a telephone call from 

Mary seeking his urgent assistance.  Roy hadn’t heard from Mary for almost thirty years 

but the tenor of her call suggested she was in a bad way.  He and wife Yvonne threw a 

few things in a suitcase, bundled their little fox-terrier into the back seat and set off in 

their car on the journey from Cohuna to Katoomba.  When they arrived Roy went to the 

front door and rang the bel but there was no answer.  Unable to raise anyone inside,  

Roy went off down to the local Police Station.  The local constable knew Mary and told 

Roy she wasn’t very well.  He told Roy not worry about the front door as Mary’s back 

door was always open.  Sure enough it was and Roy, Yvonne and the dog marched in 

and found their way to Mary’s bedroom.  Mary went into a state of shock at the sight of 

two apparent strangers in her bedroom and almost suffered a fit of apoplexy at the sight 

of the dog! 

 

Roy reminded Mary that she had asked him to come and help her.  Ignoring him, Mary 

said, “Who’s that woman?” 

 

“This is Yvonne, my wife.”  Replied Roy. 

 

“Get her out of here!” screamed Mary, “And that bloody dog as well.  No dogs or women 

in this house!” 

 

Recognising her behaviour as irrational, Roy decided it was not in anyone’s interest to 

argue with Mary in her state of mind.  He told Mary he would be back in the morning and 

so it was back in the car for the return journey to Cohuna.  The next day, Roy made his 

way to Sydney by bus and attempted the last leg of the journey by taxi but the driver 

drove him around in ever increasing circles, getting no closer to Katoomba.  Eventually, 

he arrived back at Mary’s.  The place was in a terrible mess.  There was no food in the 

house so Roy went to the local fish shop.  The lady there sold Roy some fish and gave 

him a recipe to cook it, which he did and Mary enjoyed it. 

 

After a few days, Roy tidied the place up but realised that Mary could no longer fend for 

herself.  Several doctors were called for their advice but cranky old Mary would have 

none of it and dismissed them all.  Finally, with Gough Whitlam’s help a visit from a 

specialist was organised and Mary was convinced that she needed to move into full-time 

care.  Mary contacted a friend from the Trades Hall and asked him to find her a good 
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home.  Eventually a place was found for Mary at the Aged Care Centre, Our Lady of 

Consolation, run by the Franciscan Missionaries of Mary in Rooty Hill.  The same union 

official arranged to move Mary’s essential belongings and on the appointed day he duly 

arrived with a VW Kombi Van.  It would come as no surprise to know that Mary 

steadfastly refused to go.  Eventually, she relented and was welcomed into her new 

home by the Franciscan Sisters. 

 

When she arrived and was checked in, the Sister at Registration asked Mary that if she 

had any medication, to hand it over.  Roy was directed to a box containing a hessian 

sugar sack full of prescription bottles going back many years.  The Sister took one look 

inside the bag and proclaimed that all the pills were going down the toilet and the Doctor 

would prescribe a new lot for Mary. 

 

Mary apparently responded favourably to the treatment she received from the nuns and 

although her medical condition didn’t improve much, it didn’t get drastically worse and 

her attitude gradually mellowed.   

 

In 1992, Mary turned 100.  There was a big celebration at the Centre and Mary received 

her telegram from Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth.  Mary has the honour of being the 

O’Halloran family’s only centenarian to date although there have been many who have 

made it well into their nineties. 

 

In 1994 after a life lived to the fullest possibilities, Mary passed away peacefully in her 

sleep.  In her will, Mary left her house in Katoomba to Roy, and William’s house, which 

she still owned, to her nephew Michael. 

 

Ellen (Nellie) O’Halloran 
There is not much known in family circles about Nellie.  She was born at Swan Hill in 

1894 and married a Robert Schwenke, a sharefarmer who worked just out of Cohuna.  

Roy O’Halloran remembered Nellie as being “deaf as a beetle”. 

 

Nellie and Robert had four children, sons George and Todd and daughters Violet and 

Gerte. 

 

William O’Halloran 
Almost all that is known about Bill comes from his World War I records held in the 

National Archives of Australia.  Bill was born at Fish Point near Lake Boga in August 

1896.  On the 19th March, 1917, Bill presented himself to the Recruiting Office at Kerang 
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and went through the enlistment procedure.  It appears that this was not the first time 

Bill had applied to enlist as his registration papers state that he had been previously 

rejected on medical grounds.  At the time he enlisted Bill was a member of the Citizens’ 

Forces. 

 

As both of his parents had died at the time Bill enlisted, eldest brother Joe was listed as 

his next of kin. 

 

In his enlistment application, Bill is described as six-feet tall, of dark complexion with 

green-brown eyes and light brown hair.  He weighed twelve stone ten ponds.  His 

application accepted, on 12th April, 1917, Bill was appointed to the 19/23rd  Battalion 

Infantry Rifles and sent to Broadmeadows for recruit training.  On 11th May, Bill boarded 

the HMAT Ascavins bound for England, arriving at Southampton on 17th July.  His 

Battalion was then assigned to the 6th English Battalion at Rollestone. 

 

Like many young soldiers in wartime, it wasn’t long before Bill got into hot water.  His 

war record states that at midnight on 23rd September 1917, Bill absented himself 

without leave, not returning to his barracks until 7pm on 23rd September.  For this 

misdemeanour Bill served fourteen days in the cooler and forfeited 24 days’ pay. 

 

On 4th December, 1917, Bill left Southampton for France.  He almost didn’t return.  Bill’s 

23rd Battalion was engaged in the furious battle to capture Mont St Quentin.  The battle 

raged for months and the 23rd was ravaged, losing almost half its force to German 

battery.  It was at this time that one of Bill’s comrades from the 6th Brigade, Private 

Robert MacTier, a farmer from Tatura, won his Victoria Cross for gallantry by wiping out 

four German gunposts in the battle enabling the 23rd to advance. Robert, whose Service 

Number was 6939, three less that Bill’s, 6942, didn’t survive the battle. 

 

On 4th July 1918, Bill was seriously wounded in battle.  He took a lot of shrapnel and was 

also gassed.  He was taken to the military hospital at Ronci and then transferred to 

Buchy and finally Havre before being deemed fit enough to return to his Battalion on 7th 

September.  On 19th July, 1918, Bill’s brother Joe, at home in Kerang, was written to by 

Major J McLean, of Victoria Barracks, advising that Bill had been wounded.  Nothing 

more, nothing less.  It would have been tough on those keeping the home fires burning 

as well. 

 

The war finally over, Bill left France for England on 16th May, 1919. Towards the end of 

July he boarded the “Ulysses” for the voyage home to Australia, arriving on 2nd 
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September, 1919. He was discharged from the Army one month later. For his war efforts 

during the Great War, Bill was awarded the 1914-18 Star, the British War Medal and the 

Victory Medal. 

 

Never one to shirk his duty to his country, Bill again volunteered for duty during World 

War II.  He enlisted in Sydney on 11th March, 1942.  Once again Joe was listed as his 

next of kin.  There are no details available of where Bill served during this conflict but he 

was discharged on 6th January, 1944.  At that time he was posted to the Volunteer 

Defence Corps Headquarters which suggests his period of service may have been once 

again interrupted by injury or illness. 

 
Booby Island Lighthouse where Bill was working in 1947-48 

 

In 1947, Bill had applied for a post assisting the Lighthouse Keeper at Booby Island in 

Queensland.  The lighthouses were administered by the Commonwealth Navigation and 

Lighthouse Service and apparently the bureaucrats required evidence of Bill’s War 

Service before they could employ him.  In his letter dated 20th December, 1947, to 

Victoria Barracks, Bill advises that his World War I Discharge Papers were lost in a fire in 

New South Wales some time earlier and asks that a duplicate set be issued to him.  The 

Army replied that Bill was required to submit a Statutory Declaration confirming his 

request which he did on 26th January, 1948.  Bill must have taken up his job at Booby 

Island because his Declaration was witnessed by the Acting Head Lighthouse Keeper Mr J 
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E Allison.  Bill’s replacement Discharge Papers were duly despatched to him on 6th 

February. 

By way of digression and in recognition of Bill’s service there, it is probably worth having 

a closer look at the history of Booby Island.  The island, located about 50 km west 

northwest of Cape York, marks the western entrance to the difficult navigation channel 

through the Torres Strait.  

So many ships were wrecked here in the nineteenth century that provisions were kept 

stocked on the island for ship-wrecked seamen. The lighthouse is located at the highest 

point of the island.  Accessible only by boat or helicopter, special permission is required 

to land on the island. 

A port of refuge on Booby Island for survivors of shipwrecks was suggested early in the 

1800s. It is arguable who first suggested the idea, but Captain Bligh, who became 

Governor of New South Wales Colony in 1806, officially suggested the establishment of a 

refuge. 

Captain Hobson of the "Rattlesnake" which was engaged in botanic observations 

proposed that a form of post office operate on the island and placed a logbook with 

writing materials there for that purpose. Passing ships made entries in the log and 

passed on information about the ships that had passed. Mail was also dropped off to 

await a vessel passing in the opposite direction for eventual delivery. Both the post office 

and provisions were well patronized and saved the life of many a sailor in distress.  

MacGillivray, naturalist on the "Rattlesnake" wrote:- "that this supply will be renewed 

from time to time is most likely, as the Legislative Council of New South Wales, last year 

voted the sum of fifty pounds for provisions to be left at Booby Island for the use of 

shipwrecked people. It seemed that the practice of provisioning Booby Island continued 

until the latter part of the nineteenth century. Passers-by also left food, rum and other 

useful items. 

Both the original logbook placed there in 1835 by Captain Hobson, and the replacement 

log in 1857 had disappeared by the 1880s. A sad loss indeed when one considers the 

great wealth of irreplaceable historical information gone forever.  Booby Island was a 

port of call by Captain William Bligh in April 1789, on his epic 6000 kilometre voyage to 

Timor in a seven metre open boat after the infamous mutiny on his ship the "Bounty'. 

Interestingly, Captain Bligh named the island Booby Island as well.  

 

Now back to Bill who wasn’t to have much luck with his Discharge Certificate.  His War 

Record includes a further letter dated 8th April 1957 to Victoria Barracks.  This time Bill 
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advises that having turned 60, he is soon to apply for a Service Pension but that his 

Discharge Certificate has been stolen and would like a replacement.  In due process the 

Army asks for another Statutory Declaration before issuing another replacement .  This 

time Bill was based at Charters Towers. 

 
Bill’s letter of 11 March 1948 to the Army 

It appears that Bill may have misunderstood his age entitlement for a Service Pension as 

it wasn’t approved until August 1960, when he reached 65 years of age. 

 

Bill never married and it appears that he had little contact with his family in his later 

years.  Roy O’Halloran believed that Bill finally settled in Toowoomba where he died. 
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George O’Halloran 
Accidental drowning seems to have been an unfortunate hazard for this family.  When 

George drowned at Geelong on 24th October, 1947, he was the third of the brothers to 

have died in this fashion within eleven years. 

 

George was born at Kerang on 2nd May 1900, and never married.  Like brother William, 

George served his country in both World Wars.  He was severely injured in both conflicts, 

being discharged as medically unfit each time. 

 

George must have been keen to join brother William at the front and added a year to his 

age when he enlisted at Kerang on 5th June 1917.  His enlistment papers describe him as 

having a dark complexion, hazel eyes and brown hair.  He stood 5’ 8” in his socks and 

weighed just 10st 7lbs.   

 

Assigned to the 25/5th Infantry Reinforcements Battalion, George was sent to 

Broadmeadows on 6th July 1917 for some basic training.  This completed, Pvt George 

O’Halloran embarked on the ‘Dorrington’ on 4th August, 1917 bound for Glasgow.  

Arriving in the UK on 3rd October, George and his comrades caught the train to 

Folkestone to join the Second Training Battalion.  On 23rd April, 1918, the men crossed 

the Channel, joining the 5th Battalion in France at Etaples just south of Boulogne near 

the Somme. 

 

On 10th August, 1918, George’s Battalion was under heavy enemy fire and he suffered a 

severe gunshot wound to his right arm, resulting in a compound fracture.  The injury 

was deemed so serious that George was shipped back to England to the Devonport 

Military Hospital where he received treatment.  He convalesced there for several months 

but was not well enough to rejoin his Unit.  On 24th December, 1918, it was decided that 

George, along with other wounded should be repatriated home and he duly set sail on 

the ‘Takada’.  George was finally discharged from the Army as medically unfit on 4th July, 

1919.  He was granted a pension of 14 shillings a week that was paid to him until he 

died in 1947.   

 

In recognition of his World War I service, George received the 1914-18 Star, the British 

War medal and the Victory Medal.  These decorations were sent to him at Kerang on 18th 

December, 1923. 

 

Despite his seriously wounded arm from the First War, George summoned up enough 

courage to take up the fight again in defence of his Country and presented himself at 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

 
580

Benalla on 7th June, 1940, to enlist.  After seeing active conflict in Palestine, Greece and 

Crete, he was again wounded by enemy fire, resulting in his repatriation home in 1943.  

When finally discharged on 5th July, 1943, George was attached to the Australian 

Headquarters Guard Battalion. 

 

After surviving meritorious service and incapacitating injuries in both World Wars, 

George’s death by drowning must have come as a tragic shock for his family, more so 

because his brothers Jack and Denis had already met with the same fate, and in similar 

circumstances. 

 

George died on Friday 24th October, 1947, at 12.30 am when he fell overboard from the 

wool barge “Albert William” moored at Geelong Pier, and drowned.  A Coronial Inquest 

was held into George’s death on 21st November 1947, when Mr Edward Steedman found 

that death was due to accidental drowning.  From evidence given at the Inquest, the 

facts of George’s death are as follows: 

 

George had been working as a farm labourer for Mr Allen near Shepparton and on 

Thursday 23rd after the day’s work, the pair decided to go to Geelong in Mr Allen’s car, 

for the weekend.  After arriving, George went to the Geelong RSL Club where he spent 

the evening drinking.  Eventually he approached the Club Secretary, Ron Carter, and 

asked for overnight accommodation.  Mr Carter was of the view that because George had 

been drinking heavily, he couldn’t obtain accommodation on his behalf.  Mr Carter 

suggested that George proceed to the nearby wharf and that he sleep on the “Albert 

William” berthed there. 

 

Einer Skaaia, the lighterman on the “Albert William” was asleep in his cabin on the barge 

when he was awakened at about 12.30am by the footsteps of a person walking across 

the hatchway up on deck.  The noise subsided and all was quiet for about ten minutes.  

Next Einer heard what seemed to be someone tripping against a loose iron bar on the 

deck followed by a loud splash and a moan that he thought was made by a man. 

 

Einer flew out of bed and rushed up on deck where he grabbed a line and called out to 

his mate Albert Grace who had also been asleep on the barge, “Come quick, there is a 

man overboard.” 

 

Albert hurried on deck and both men searched the east side of the pier.  Spotting a hat 

on the south side of a pile, Einer peered at the water and saw the body of a man floating 

face down on the north side of the same pile, between the pier and the barge.  He 
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picked up a long iron boat hook from the deck and latched it on to George’s clothing in 

an attempt to haul him out of the water.  After trying this for several minutes, Einer sent 

Albert to obtain police assistance. 

 

The police soon arrived and with the aid of a ladder and a rope the body was removed to 

the wharf and then taken to the Geelong Hospital where Dr I L Rowe pronounced life was 

extinct. 

 

George was buried on 27th October 1947 in the family grave at White Hills Cemetery 

alongside his parents and infant brother John. 

 

Denis (1) 
Dennis died only a few days after birth in 1898.  His birth was registered at Swan Hill 

while his death was registered at Kerang. 

 

Denis (2) 
 

Like others in his family, Denis had a liking for liquor to such an extent that it was 

ultimately his undoing.  Born in 1903 at Kerang, Denis, who never married, was a farm 

labourer.  He worked on Wilson’s place that bordered Gunbower Creek.  According to 

Roy O’Halloran, Denis had gone to the local pub after work, had plenty to drink and lost 

his way home, stumbling into the fast flowing Gunbower Creek.  Denis’ body wasn’t 

found until some days later.  The local newspaper reported the finding of Denis’ body as 

follows: 

 

BODY IN CREEK 

Man Had Been Missing a Week 

 

Cohuna.   Monday, 24 Nov. 1936  -  A boy passing along the back of the Gunbower 

Creek, a mile below Cohuna yesterday morning saw the dead body of a man floating on 

the surface.  The police were notified and the body was identified later as that of Denis 

O’Halloran, a young man who had been employed as a labourer by Mr C Wilson, 

farmer.  The deceased had been under medical treatment.  He left his room a week ago 

and could not be traced.   

 

Dr C Stewart, who had performed a post-mortem examination, stated that the body had 

been in the water for about a week.  An Inquest was opened and adjourned. 

 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

 
582

 

Margaret 
Margaret was the third of John and Mary’s children to die in infancy.  Like Dennis in 

1898, Mary lived for only a few days in 1903 after her birth at Kerang. 

 

The Children of Joseph and Hannah May O’Halloran 
 

Joseph Christian O’Halloran and Ella Fleur Hill 
 

Although his birth was registered as Joseph Christian, Joseph was always known in the 

family as Chris.  As names go, Christian is not as popular as Christopher.  As a result it 

came as a surprise to many family members that Chris was actually Christian. 

 

Chris was born on 27th September 1912.  He enlisted in the Australian Army at Caulfield 

on 25th May 1940, No VX17212 and served in Tobruk as a Gunner with the 2/8 Field 

Regiment. He was wounded in the neck by enemy fire and was repatriated home as a 

result of his injuries, being discharged on 2nd March, 1943.  Roy O’Halloran recalled that 

Chris “took a lot of shrapnel” and was lucky to survive.  In fact, when Chris was brought 

in on by the stretcher bearers to the field hospital, the medic, unable to find any signs of 

life pronounced him dead and had him conveyed to the mortuary.  During this process, a 

young Irish nurse detected some movement from Chris and eventually nursed him back 

to a full recovery. 

 

Chris and Ella Fleur Hill married in 1942 and lived at 7 Childe Street in Stawell.  Ella, 

born in 1916, was the daughter of Alfred Edwin Hill and Louisa Emily Collins of Ultima.  

The couple had one natural child, Michael, born in 1944.  Michael moved to Queensland 

when he was about twenty and apparently did not maintain contact with his family. 

 

Some years after Michael was born, the couple adopted Wendy Jillian, born in 1955, as a 

young child.  It appears that Wendy departed the family scene as soon as she was able 

and, like Michael, did not stay in touch with Chris and Ella. 

 

Chris suffered a heart attack and died on 6th April,1979, and was buried at Stawell 

Cemetery on 10th April. According to Chris’s Death Certificate, he had been employed as 

an Engine Driver in the Victorian Railways. It is not certain what became of Ella after 

Chris’s death.  Roy confirmed that Chris had always been a “steam man” and had 

followed in is father’s footsteps working on the Koondrook line. 
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John Edward O’Halloran (Ted) and Ena Betty King 

 
John was born on 19 December 1914, and like others in the family was known by his 

second name, Edward or Ted.  He worked in a local timber mill and married Ena before 

the Second World War because she is shown on his Service Record as his next of kin, but 

by the name ‘Eva’.  The couple lived most of their lives in Cohuna but moved to Kerang 

in later years.  Ena was a family favourite, loved by all.  The couple had five children, 

Patricia, Peter, Robert, Jean and Lorraine.  

 

Patricia, born in 1946, is married to Geoff.  The couple live near Kerang and have two 

children. 

 

Peter once owned a hotel in Cohuna and now runs a very successful transport business.  

Peter is married to Gayle and the couple have two sons.   

 

Robert was also in the transport business, having started out with brother Peter and 

eventually branching out on his own.  Robert was married to Chris.  Tragedy struck the 

family in 2007, when Chris, suffering severe depression, took her own life.  This deeply 

affected Robert, who died of a heart attack in 2008.   

 

Jean, born in 1952, married Lee Sutherland, an accountant in Cohuna, in 1971. The 

couple have three children and 2 grandchildren with two more on the way.  Up until 

2008, Jean worked for several years on a number of Statutory Boards but now works 

part time with self-managed superannuation funds. 

 

Lorraine Elizabeth was born in Swan Hill on 2 November 1954.  She wed Robert 

Johnstone in the Presbyterian Church, Cohuna on 13 October 1973 and the couple had 

three sons. 

1. Robert Peter Johnstone born in Echuca on 5 March 1976. Robert married Melanie 

Sappiatzer on 3 December 2007. They have a son, Isaac Robert who was born on 

23 July 2008. (Rob and Mel are currently living in Port Hedland – he is in the Army 

and the couple is moving to Wodonga in December 2009.  
 

2. Andrew Joseph Johnstone born at the Queen Victoria Medical Centre in Melbourne 

on 17 January 1980. Andrew has a partner, Rachelle Crawford. Andrew is a panel 

beater.  
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3. Joel Stephen Johnstone born in Derby WA on 12 August 1983. Joel lives in Perth 

and is still finding his way in the world!  
 

 Lorraine and Robert divorced in January 1985.  

 

On 5 November 1988, Lorraine married Allen Douglas Hatchwell.  They lived in Newman 

in the Pilbara region of Western Australia until 2003 when they moved to Geraldton.  

Unfortunately, the marriage ended in divorce in 2004. 

 

Lorraine now lives in the Perth suburb of Bedford with partner Tom Watts, who was born 

in London. 

 

Ted joined the RAAF during World War II enlisting in Melbourne on 26th March, 1940.  

Towards the end of the War he was posted to 40 Squadron with the rank of Leading 

Aircraftman, #10067.  He was discharged from the RAAF after the War on 4th October, 

1945. No. 40 Squadron was formed at Townsville, Queensland on 31 March 1944. It was 

initially equipped with six Short Sunderland flying boats which had been ferried from the 

United Kingdom to Australia between January and March of that year. These ferry flights 

were made by experienced crews drawn from the RAAF's two Sunderland squadrons in 

the United Kingdom, No. 10 and No. 461 squadrons. 

The squadron's 

main role was to 

fly regular 

transport services 

between Australia 

and New Guinea. 

The Sunderlands 

were modified to 

operate as 

transport aircraft, 

and the first 

aircraft to be fully 

converted was 

delivered to No. 40 

Squadron on 1 

July. Most of the 

squadron's pilots 

 

A Martin Mariner of No 40 Squadron 
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were veterans of operations in the Battle of the Atlantic with No. 10 and No. 461 

squadrons. On 22 July the unit moved to Port Moresby in New Guinea, with detachments 

at Darwin and Townsville. No. 40 Squadron's main destinations were Cairns, Milne Bay, 

Madang and Townsville. 

A No. 40 Squadron Sunderland was involved in the first attempted hijacking of an RAAF 

aircraft on 14 September 1944. The aircraft had been tasked with flying prisoners, 

including US Military prisoners, from Cooktown to Port Moresby. One of the American 

prisoners being transported to the aircraft onboard a launch seized a gun from one of his 

guards then disarmed the other guards. When the boat reached the Sunderland he tried 

to persuade the prisoners embarked on the plane to assist him, but they were unwilling. 

The boat then preceded to a jetty in Cooktown Harbour where the man was persuaded 

to surrender. No. 40 Squadron suffered its only loss on 28 November when a Sunderland 

struck a post and sank after landing at Townsville; there were no fatalities. 

The squadron occasionally performed other tasks in addition to its regular transport 

fights. On 9 March 1945 one of its Sunderlands landed on a small lake in an isolated 

area of New Guinea to relieve an Army garrison force. No. 40 Squadron also undertook 

air sea rescue duties on several occasions. On 20 March 1945 a Sunderland located the 

survivors of a crashed C-47 and dropped them a dinghy. The Sunderland rediscovered 

the survivors the next day after contact was lost with them overnight, and maintained 

position over the dinghy until Allied naval vessels reached it. 

No. 40 Squadron's regular routes were altered in 1945. The service from Townsville to 

Port Moresby ended on 17 February and a new service between Port Moresby, Darwin, 

Karumba and Cains was established. A daily (except for Sunday) service from Port 

Moresby to Cairns began the next day and bi-weekly flights to the Treasury Islands 

commenced on 26 February. In July the squadron was issued with four Martin Mariner 

flying boats which were based at Cairns and also operated in the transport role. 

Following the Japanese surrender the squadron flew ex-prisoners of war and other 

soldiers back to Australia. It was allocated Catalina aircraft in January 1946, but none 

were ever delivered. No. 40 Squadron moved to RAAF Base Rathmines on 6 March and 

was disbanded there on 19 June. By this time it had flown 1782 sorties and carried 

5,870,275 kilograms (12,941,740 lb) of cargo and 43,385 passengers. 
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Mary Joyce O’Halloran and Ern Dowel 
 

Mary was born on 7 June 1916 and died in 2008.  Married to Ern Dowel, the couple lived 

in Dandenong but after Ern died of a heart attack a few years back, Mary returned to 

Cohuna.  Mary suffered from dementia towards the end of her life. 

 

Mary and Ern had five children, Pamela, Jill, Carmel, Kerry and Gavin. 

 

Pamela married a German doctor who died some years back.  Pamela, a nurse and now 

in her late sixties, lives in Alice Springs and continues to work on the aboriginal 

settlements there. 

 

Jill is married to John.  The couple lived in Melbourne for a time but are now living in 

Shepparton.  They have two or three children. 

 

Not much is known at this stage about Carmel, apart from the fact that she is married to 

Kerry.  They have two or three children and the couple are grandparents of at least one. 

 

Daughter Kerry is thought to be living in Melbourne with two or three children. 

 

The youngest, Gavin, was not married but was living with a partner.  Unfortunately, he 

died in about 2006. 

 

Peter Roy O’Halloran and Yvonne McKenna 
 

Roy was born on 13 October 1917 and died in October 2010.  He and Yvonne had lived 

in the same house in Augustine Street, Cohuna for all of their married life until Roy took 

ill in 2010 and Yvonne was moved into an Aged Care facility. 

 

The couple had no children. 

 

Roy spent most of his working life as a motor mechanic working for AH McDonald in 

Cohuna.  His specialty was working on Fords.  Roy had a steam ticket and spent his last 

five working years as a steam engineer with Kraft Foods. 

 

In 1939, Roy enlisted with the RAAF at Lake Boga.  He was sent to Sydney for 

assessment and then off to Laverton for a month of training that mostly involved 

marching and drill exercises.  After that it was off to South Australia to learn the  
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workings of Tiger Moth aircraft.  

Finally, Roy was posted to 11 

Squadron in Port Moresby working 

with the flying boats.  While in Port 

Moresby, Roy was injured and was 

repatriated to Heidelberg Hospital 

spending a number of months in 

recovery.  On discharge from 

Heidelberg, Roy was transferred to 

Lake Boga where he was responsible 

for maintaining the truck fleet.  

Towards the end of his war service, 

Roy was transferred to the RAAF’s 

Rathmines Flying Boat Base in New 

South Wales, maintaining motor 

boats. 

 

 

 

Eileen Mavis O’Halloran and Patrick Dunn 
 

Born on 28 April 1920, Eileen 

married farmer Patrick Dunn, 

who ran a property at Walcha 

just out of Tamworth, in the 

beautiful New England 

countryside of New South Wales. 

 

The couple had four children, 

Maureen born 1947, Arthur, 

Patricia and Janice. 

 

Patrick died after being 

accidentally shot on the farm 

several years ago.  Eileen moved into Tamworth after the accident, leaving son Arthur to 

run the property.  Arthur, now divorced still operates the farm along with his partner. 

 

 
Yvonne and Roy O’Halloran (Rose Willis album) 

 
Mavis Dunn and Joyce Dowell (Rose Willis album) 
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All that is known about Maureen is that she is married, has children and lives somewhere 

in New South Wales. 

 

Details of Patricia are also sketchy.  She is thought to be married and living somewhere 

in the vicinity of the Queensland-New South Wales border. 

 

Janice, the youngest, suffered from epilepsy and died after a fit while on holiday in New 

Zealand.  She was only 21. 

 

Hazel Frances O’Halloran 
 

It could be said that Hazel was unlucky in love, having outlived four husbands.  Hazel 

was born on 9 October 1922 and married farmer Arthur Chick. Hazel and Arthur had a 

son, Thomas.  

The couple divorced and 

Arthur later died by his own 

hand.  After the divorce, 

Hazel, a nurse, acquired a 

house next door to her 

parents in Channel Street 

Cohuna.  She then met and 

married Charles Melrose 

and another son, James was 

born. 

 

After Charles died, Hazel 

married her brother-in-law 

Len Dowel. Len’s brother Ern had been married to Hazel’s sister Mary Joyce.  Len was 

quite a bit older than Hazel and they hadn’t been married very long when Len passed 

away. 

 

Finally, Hazel married Stanley Nelson. The couple lived in Kerang until 2006 when Stan 

succumbed to cancer.  Hazel still lives in Kerang and occupies her time by entertaining 

the old folks at the local retirement home on the piano. 

 

Of Hazel’s children, Thomas Chick is a accountant in Shepparton.  He is married to Suzie.  

The couple has three children, all in their late teens. 

 

 
Hazel Dowel, May O’Halloran and Yvonne O’Halloran 

(Rose Willis album) 
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James Melrose is married to Angela.  The couple live in East Malvern and have a son 

Liam and daughter Maya, both in primary school. 

 

Kathleen Elsa O’Halloran and Dennis Gibson 
 

Kathleen, known as Elsa, was born in Koondrook on 5 February 1925.  She started 

working for the local chemist and had aspirations of being a school teacher but World 

War II intervened.  During the War, Elsa joined the Women’s Australian Air Force and did 

service at Lake Boga. 

 

During the War years, Elsa met Dennis Gibson at a dance in Melbourne while they were 

on leave.  On returning to their respective Service responsibilities, the couple maintained 

contact by writing regularly to each other.  Finally, in 1944 Elsa and Dennis married in St 

Kilda, while both on leave for the weekend.  

 

Dennis was born in Croydon, England on 10 January 1921.  Dennis’s family migrated to 

Australia later that year, arriving in June, and settled in Adelaide.  There is a photograph 

in the South Australia Maritime Museum of a six-month old Dennis perched on the rail of 

the ship with his parents, Perc and Christina.  Dennis’s three brothers arrived in Australia 

some time afterwards. 

 

Dennis saw war service in Borneo during World War II.  A noted ‘jack-of-all-trades’, 

Dennis was studying mechanical engineering and was nearing the end of the course 

when he was stymied by a particularly difficult algebra problem.  He became so 

frustrated at not being able to solve the equation that he quit the course much to his 

mother’s horror and dismay. 

 

Dennis tried his hand at a painting and decorating business and later joined the 

Postmaster General’s Department (now Telstra) as a cable technician.  It was while 

working on Kangaroo Island in 1965 that Dennis came perilously close to losing his life.  

Dennis and a colleague were engaged on a cable laying project.  Dennis was operating 

the machine digging the trench, while just ahead of him his colleague was clearing the 

brush and undergrowth with a chainsaw.  The chainsaw jammed and Dennis left his 

controls to help re-start the chainsaw.  Somehow Dennis’s clothing became entangled in 

the mechanics of the trenching machine that was still running.  His colleague stopped 

the machine and disentangled Dennis whose clothing had been tightly bound around his 

abdominal area.  Although his colleague insisted on getting medical assistance, Dennis 

shrugged off the injury.  Later that night, suffering from severe internal injuries, Dennis 
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found himself in great pain and finally sought medical assistance.  Dennis was admitted 

to the Kangaroo Island Hospital for treatment but his condition rapidly deteriorated as a 

result of gangrene.  It was decided that the best avenue of treatment was to fly Dennis 

to hospital in Adelaide.  At this stage his family was still unaware of his plight.  Dennis’s 

work colleague rang a mate at a local hotel near where Dennis lived and asked him to 

inform the family of Dennis’s plight.  Dennis never fully recovered from his injuries. He 

received Workers’ Compensation and was only able to work part-time from then on. 

 

Dennis died, we understand, on 11 

June 1980.  He was a kind and 

gentle man, greatly loved by his 

family.  At 58, he died too soon. His 

death no doubt, hastened by the 

aftermath of such a nasty accident. 

 

Kathleen and Dennis produced six 

children, all girls - Denise Frances, 

Christene Patricia, Paula Kathleen, 

Colleen Angela, Josephine Michelle 

and Suzanne Marie. 

 

Denise was born on 13 November 

1946 and educated at a convent 

school in Adelaide.  At 16 she started 

work as a secretary and by the time 

she had turned 21 was engaged as a 

part-time model for Pam Arnold 

Modelling Agency.  It was around this time that Denise met butcher John Boulton.  They 

lived together for four years until John tragically lost his life in a road accident. 

 

After moving to Melbourne, Denise met Michael Greenhatch, a butcher from 

Sandringham and the couple married.  Two children followed, Matthew Jay in 1978 and 

Katrina Jacqueline in 1981.   

 

Matthew was educated at St Bede’s College in Mentone.  After school, he enlisted in the 

Australian Army. On graduating from the Defence College there followed tours of duty in 

East Timor and the Solomon Islands.  While stationed at Townsville after returning to 

Australia, Matthew met and married lawyer Kristy Hardwick.  After ten years in the 

 
Dennis Gibson (L) and James O’Halloran 

(Rose Willis album) 
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Army, Matthew transferred to the Federal Police, while still retaining contact with the 

Army through the Reserves.  After two years with the Federal Police the couple decided 

to move to Brisbane but due to the lack of any suitable positions for Matthew there, a 

move back to Townsville is more than likely. 

 

Matthew and Kristy have a son Oliver, born 10 September 2007, with another on the 

way in December 2009. 

 

Katrina was actually conceived as a twin but her sister died during the pregnancy.  After 

doing well at school, Katrina worked for Aussie Home Loans.  Katrina now works as a 

swimming teacher and lives at Pakenham. 

 

Denise and Michael eventually divorced.  Denise then met Sam Pavone and the couple 

married in 1999. 

 

Christene’s unusually spelt name results from the way her father registered her birth.  

She married Greg Munn of Munn’s Instant Lawns in Adelaide and the couple had three 

children, Greg, James and Sophie.  Christene and Greg have since divorced and 

Christene is now married to Des Cousins 

 

Of Christenes’s children, Gregory Brian, born in 1968, is unmarried and runs a successful 

cardboard recycling business in Sydney. 

 

James Dennis, born in 1969, has two sons, Oscar and Hugo. 

 

Sophie Louise lives in Adelaide with photographer husband Chris Otto and their two sons 

Wilson and Harvey. 

 

Paula married Graham Hurrell.  They had three daughters, Tania Jane, who is married 

with four of her own, Melanie Anne, married with three children and Kristen, born in 

1976, is unmarried. 

 

Paula and Graham divorced some years ago after which Paula married David Cox. 

 

After a brief marriage to builder Peter Theakstone, ended in divorce, Colleen married Neil 

Schirmer.  The couple have three children, daughters Kimberley and Aston and son 

Adam, none of whom are married at the time of writing. 
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Josephine, known as Josie, was brilliant student gaining seven distinctions in her 

matriculation year.  Scholastic success saw her awarded a Rotary scholarship in Japan 

where she became fluent in the language. A journalist who spends much of her working 

life travelling the world, Josephine is a Director of a Melbourne/Sydney Events Company.  

She was married to American journalist Mick Elmore but the couple separated ten years 

ago without divorcing.  Josie now lives with partner Eric. 

 

Suzanne, known as Susie, married Coonalpyn farmer Peter Klitscher but crop losses over 

several successive years saw the couple and their two sons, Joshua and Nathaniel, move 

to Adelaide. 

 

James Vincent O’Halloran and Lonze June Robertson 
 

James’s is the story of a tragic life.  Extremely handsome with film-star good looks, 

James, who was born on 24 February 1929, battled polio as a child.  For a time he lived 

in Adelaide with Dennis and Kathleen Gibson.  According to his brother Roy, James was a 

very talented motor mechanic when young.  He married Lonze June Robertson in 1954 

and the couple had two daughters, Rosemary and Susan, both of whom are married and 

settled in Adelaide.  Roy had a great deal of time for his youngest brother but said that 

he fell in with the wrong crowd and like so many other O’Halloran men became a little 

too fond of alcohol.  When affected by spending too much time with his mates at the pub 

he was a difficult proposition to live with and this had a significant impact on his family 

life. 

 

After about four years it all became too much for his wife and he and Lonze separated. 

Roy was of the view that Lonze took the girls to Adelaide where she had either friends or 

relatives, and James returned to Cohuna to live with his parents Joe and May.  Roy said 

that James was devastated by the separation and drowned his sorrows in the bottle. Roy 

was firmly of the view that a combination of depression after the separation and a 

dependence on alcohol led to James’s downfall.   

 

Roy told the story that one afternoon James, who was already under the weather, 

saddled up his horse to ride to the hotel in Cohuna for a further ‘fix’. Hardly able to 

control the animal, James and horse trotted off and James was never seen alive again. 

Despite a thorough search after his horse returned with an empty saddle, no trace was 

ever found of him, it being presumed that he had drowned in the nearby wetlands.  

Some eighteen months later these suspicions were confirmed when two young lads 

rabbiting on a farm at Myall in the wetlands area discovered a skeleton that turned out 
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to be James after dental records confirmed his identity.  A Coronial Inquest was held at 

Bendigo on 20th October, 1960, when the Coroner, Mr J W Marwick found the cause of 

death to be ‘unknown’.  James was buried at Kangaroo Flat Cemetery on 21st October, 

1960. 

 
Jimmy O’Halloran at work (Rose Willis album) 

 

Even though James’s state of mind at the time was at the very least, questionable, Roy 

was firmly of the view that his brother would never have deliberately taken his own life.  

According to Roy’s notes, made at the time of the Inquest, the possibility of suicide was 

discounted by the Coroner who recorded an open finding. 

 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

Several months after this chapter had been written I was checking some material on the 

Family Tree Maker software that records all the family details on my PC.  The PC is 

linked to the Ancestry web site and from time to time markers appear against names on 

the tree to indicate possible family links with other trees on Ancestry.  I followed the link 

which revealed possibly the smallest family tree I had ever seen.  It contained only two 

names, James O’Halloran and a daughter.  Ancestry identified the ‘owner’ of the tree as 

‘rosewillis’.  Suspecting that the owner was Rosemary, I left a message inviting 

Rosemary to contact me at my email address.  The following day I received the following 

email from Rose Willis: 
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Hi Peter,  
  
OMG!! 
  
Thankyou for contacting me, in your short email, I have found out more about my father, than I have 
ever been told. 
  
In my somewhat estranged family, it has always been a secret, I was always told James died as a result 
of a brain tumor, but as I became older, I was told he just disappeared in Kerang, after visiting his 
sister, apparently he went to the toilet, at the back of the property, that backed onto the river and 
never returned. My mother and her 2 daughters (Suzanne) returned to Adelaide and 18 months later, 
the police contacted her. I was told his body (18 months later) had been recovered and identified by 
dental records.  
  
As an adult (56) I believed  he took his own life. 
  
My sister has had an unsettled life, never knowing the truth, I luckily married  a great man and have 
had a wonderful life. 
  
I am inspired by people like yourself, who have the never ending patience to do these family trees, 
and any information you can give me about the family would be so appreciated. 
  
I did meet May about 30 years ago, she cried when she saw me as apparently I looked like him, we 
have a son, Ryan who is 26, Lonze's sister Carole, vaguely remembers 'Jim' and said Ryan  is very much 
like his grandfather, quiet and handsome. It's nice to hear that. May also refused to discuss her son's 
death. 
  
I have had contact with Roy (a lovely man) but have had no contact for about 15 years, I guess he has 
passed away now. He also failed to discuss it!  I was glad to have the opportunity to meet Roy as I 
thought perhaps my father would have been a man as a nice as he was. 
  
Peter, I look forward to hearing from you.  My mother is alive; she is 79 and lives in Port Pirie S.A. I 
haven't seen her for about 20  years, Sue my sister, lives in Adelaide as I do. 
  
Thankyou 
  
Rose x 

 

I sent Rose a copy of this chapter so she might have a more complete understanding of 

her family.  A few days afterwards Rose replied: 

 

Hi Peter,  
  
Thank you for your email with the story of my family. 
I spoke to my sister today, she also was amazed with the information you have acquired. 
  
I have found some photos I was given 30 odd years ago, I have photographed them as you advised, 
but some smaller ones with people, my camera doesn't seem to want to create new photos that are 
clear enough. 
 
Interestingly, our daughter, Michelle, 24, is a journalist, I think she got her talent from you and Ryan, 
26, is a very talented musician, we have often wondered where he got his talent from, he plays the 
Bass guitar and double bass, I now think perhaps from his Great Grandfather. 
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Thanks and I'll be in touch 
Cheers 
Rose 
 

Attached to this email were several photos that Rose kindly sent that have now been 

included in this chapter.  In thanking Rose for the photographs I also invited her to help 

me expand the story of her family by providing me with some more details that perhaps 

her journalist daughter and she could cobble together.  A couple of weeks passed and I 

have heard nothing further but Rose’s emails were encouraging and I expect she will 

eventually get back to me. 

 

 
Jimmy O’Halloran driving a forklift (Rose Willis album) 
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Devonshire Motors Cohuna where Jimmy worked (Rose Willis album) 
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Chapter 19 
 

The Forgotten Families 
 
This chapter is a genealogical detective story.  Before I started researching the Balranald 

O’Hallorans, none of the present day family had any idea that the people featured in the 

following pages had ever existed.  How they became so isolated from the main branch of 

the family remains a mystery and I have to say that is was pure luck and guesswork that 

they were discovered at all.  Unlike the other chapters, there are no photographs of any 

of these relatives and it has not yet been possible to contact any of their descendants 

who might have made it to the twenty-first century.  What you will read in the following 

pages has been gleaned and reconstructed from Birth, Death and Marriage certificates 

where these have been able to be obtained. 

 

In September 2009, I wrote to St Kilian’s Parish in Bendigo to see if I could get a copy of 

a photograph or sketch of the original stone church.  In my letter I mentioned the strong 

connection the O’Hallorans had with St Kilians and asked what Baptismal records they 

had for Michael’s sons, Pat, Michael and Joseph as the details of their respective births 

were proving difficult to find in the Victorian Births Register. 

 

The following December, I received a letter from Annette Cullen, St Kilian’s Parish 

Secretary, that included birth and Baptismal details for all three along with the names of 

the sponsors in each case.  Also included was a copy of Michael and Margaret’s actual 

Marriage Certificate, as distinct from the usual photocopy of the Registry page. 
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The Letter from St Kilian’s 

 

In her letter, Annette advised that the Baptismal Register recorded Pat’s birthday as 18th 

March, 1864, which is interesting as the family has always celebrated his birthday on St 

Patrick’s Feast day, the 17th March.  Pat’s godparents or sponsors are recorded as 

Andrew Nevil and Bridget O’Halloran.  In days past, especially when Pat was baptised, 

the Catholic Church strongly recommended, if not insisted, that baptismal sponsors not 



CHAPTER 19 – THE FORGOTTEN FAMILIES 
 

599 

only had to be Catholic but also family members.  On this basis, the Bridget referred to 

is most likely Pat’s aunt, that is, his mother’s sister.  Andrew Nevil, however, is a bit of a 

mystery.  Even allowing for the fact that ‘Nevil’ may have been miss-spelt, The only 

Andrew Neville, including variations of the surname, is the five-month old boy who died 

at Ballarat in 1886.  His mother was listed as Catherine Neville but no father is named. 

 

The Baptismal Register entry for Michael states that he was born on 9th May, 1865, and 

baptised on the 14th of that month.  His sponsors are shown as Joseph and Johanna 

Halloran.  Johanna appears to be another of Margaret’s sisters and follows the tradition 

that Margaret seems to have established of nominating her sisters as sponsors.  This 

Johanna married James Riordan in 1868.  The Joseph O’Halloran mentioned here was not 

among any of the known relatives of the time, so I engaged in some intensive research 

of the Births, Deaths and Marriages records. 

 

Joseph is a bit of a rarity among O’Halloran Christian names in Australia.  In fact, after 

spending quite a deal of time examining all the evidence, there was only one who could 

have been in Bendigo at the time of Michael’s christening.  My favoured Joseph 

O’Halloran, according to his Death and Marriage Certificates was the son of farmer 

Michael O’Halloran, and Mary Torphy (or Torpy, according to some records), from County 

Clare.  According to the Griffiths Land Valuations of 1854, the Torphy family were also 

tenant farmers in the Tulla Parish, only a short distance from where brothers Joseph and 

Michael were resident.  The Joseph I am referring to now is the father of our Australian 

ancestor Michael and therefore our great-great grandfather.  On balance, it seems highly 

probable our great-great grandfather’s brother Michael, married the said Mary Torphy 

and that their son Joseph is the same person who acted as our Uncle Mick’s sponsor.  

Confused readers might take a look at the tree in Chapter 2 to sort this out.  If the 

hypothesis is correct, then Michael, our ancestor and Joseph, the sponsor, were indeed 

cousins.  We will look more closely at Joseph’s family in a little while. 

 

The third baptismal record in the St Kilian’s letter is that of young Joseph.  So that it 

doesn’t get too confusing, the Joseph we are now talking about is probably better known 

as ‘Oxley’ Joe, who died in police custody after a few beers at the Hay pub in 1920.  

Joe’s sponsors are listed as John Liddy and Eliza Larsen.  Eliza is the easy bit.  She was 

Margaret’s youngest sister who had married Hans Larsen in 1863.  This John Liddy was 

puzzling and it took quite a bit of detective work to conclusively sort out who he was. 

 

I started by trawling through the Death Registrations, searching for all the John Liddys I 

could find.  The best match was a fellow who had died in Footscray in 1917, aged eighty 
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two.  Retrieval of his Death Certificate revealed that he was the son of Jerimiah Liddy 

and Mary Driskell from County Clare.  However, it got really exciting when I saw the 

name of his wife in the second column from the right, “Honora O’Halloran”! 

 

The next step was to examine the Marriage Certificate but the Victorian Registry did not 

reveal one so the search was on for Honora’s Death Certificate.  At least this was 

successful, her Death Certificate showing that she was indeed married to John Liddy, but 

that event had taken place in New York.  The most important information on Honora’s 

Death Certificate was that her parents were Joseph and Annie O’Halloran, Annie’s 

maiden name being shown as ‘Hurley’.  And so we had another family match – Michael’s 

little sister had turned up!  But more of that story later in this chapter. 

 

Researchers have to take great care when examining the records of the past.  A quite 

accidental discovery when looking through the Victorian Deaths Register of the 

O’Hallorans who have died between 1921 and 1984, and there are 428 of them, revealed 

a Margaret Mary O’Halloran whose mother was shown as ‘Mary Torphy’.  Mary was born 

in 1839 and died in 1922, and at first glance appeared to be the sister of Joseph 

O’Halloran above, whose mother was also Mary Torphy.  This would have been an 

exciting find but for the fact that the actual Death Certificate turned out to be incorrect.  

Mary Margaret’s mother was indeed shown to be Mary Torphy but her husband was the 

same Joseph O’Halloran mentioned above, a fact confirmed not only by the same 

address of both but also by the identical list of their children.  As Joseph had pre-

deceased his wife it had probably been left to one of the children to provide the details 

for the Death Certificate.  Instead of Torphy, the name should have been shown as 

Kilury. This just goes to show that children can’t always be relied upon to get these 

things right.  It does, however, confirm the link to the Torphy family mentioned earlier in 

this chapter. 

 

Joseph O’Halloran and Mary Kilury 

 

As noted earlier, Joseph was the son of Michael O’Halloran and Mary Torphy.  According 

to his Death Certificate, he died on 9th October, 1908, aged sixty six.  According to the 

attending physician Dr PJ Rockett, Joseph died from tuberculosis, a condition he had 

suffered from for about a year.  It seems that Joseph died at his home at 60 Williamson 

Street, Bendigo.  Joseph’s occupation is shown as ‘Laborer’, while his father Michael’s 

occupation is shown as ‘Farmer’.  He was buried in the Bendigo Cemetery on 11th 

October, the undertaker being A Mulqueen of Bendigo. According to the Bendigo 

Cemetery Trust records, Joseph is in Grave Number 12675, Section MON K5, along with 
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his daughter Bridget, who predeceased him in 1893. Mary Killury is listed as Joseph’s 

wife while five children are also shown – Mary Ellen Agnes, Catherine Josephine, 

Honorah Catherine, Michael and Bridget Therese who had died in 1893.  The Certificate 

is smudged on the right hand side making it difficult to read the ages of the children at 

the time of Joseph’s death. 

 

On 30th January 1880, Joseph and Mary Killury were married by Father Eugene Davy in 

St Kilian’s Church, Bendigo or Sandhurst, as it then was.  The Marriage Certificate states 

that Joseph was forty years of age, occupation miner, while Mary was thirty-six and a 

spinster.   

 

Now there is a curious thing about this marriage.  Clearly, it occurred in 1880, a fact 

verified by the date on the copy of the Marriage Register.  However, all of the couple’s 

five children were born between 1871 and 1879, prior to the marriage, a situation 

unheard of in those days.  But that is not all.  Of the three Birth Certificates able to be 

obtained, those of Honora and Bridget state that Mary and Joseph were married on 25th 

January, 1869, in Sandhurst, while Michael’s Certificate offers the date as 9th September, 

1869, also in Sandhurst!  Not only that, but if you do some calculations from Joseph and 

Mary’s Death Certificates, 1869 is the year that computes as the date they were married.  

Presumably, one of the children provided the required information for the Death Registry 

and who ever that was, (the Death Certificate notes that the informant was A Mulqueen, 

who arranged the funeral), simply assumed their parents married in 1869.  Perhaps the 

parents hid the fact of the later marriage but the eldest daughter, Mary would have been 

eight or nine years old in 1880 and one would think she would remember such a 

significant event.  Alternatively, it could be that the couple went through some form of 

civil marriage ceremony in 1869. However, this would not have been recognised by the 

Catholic Church and Joseph and Mary may have been pressured into undertaking the 

Catholic Rite all those years later. 

 

There is no disputing that we have the right people.  All the documentation I have been 

able to acquire checks out.  The Victorian Marriage Registry has no record of this couple 

marrying in 1869 and even if they did, why marry again in 1880?  Equally confusing is 

the question of why Mary claimed a specific marriage date in 1869 on three of her 

children’s Birth Certificates. 

 

Joseph’s parents are listed as Michael O’Halloran, Farmer, and Mary Torpey.  Note the 

spelling of ‘Torpey’ as this is the third variation I have encountered of the name, the 

other two being Torphy and Torpy.  Mary’s parents are shown as Michael Kilury, Farmer, 
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and Kate Hogan.  The spelling of Kilury is also of interest as there are a number of 

variations of the name, such as Killury, Killoury, Killoory, Kellury and Kiloury.  It is 

probably worth noting that as Mary was illiterate, the only way she could communicate 

her name was by mouth and with her Irish brogue the person recording the details in the 

Register had no option but to spell the name as it sounded.  This issue occurred later 

when the children’s names were registered.  Such a large number of spelling and 

pronunciation variations of names make things very difficult for family historians! 

 

The Killurys are an interesting family.  Michael and his wife, the former Kate Hogan, 

hailed from a little village County Clare called Kilfenora.  The meaning of the name is 

"Church of the Fertile hillside or Church of the White brow") is a small village in County 

Clare in Ireland, just south of The Burren. The village is noted for being the location for 

much of the filming of the sitcom Father Ted. 

 

Shipping records for the time do not disclose any evidence that Michael and Kate came 

to Australia and there is no record of their deaths in the Australian Registries.  If we can 

rely on daughter Bridget’s Death certificate that claims Bridget came to Australia when 

she was sixteen, then she arrived here in about 1867.  It is probably reasonable to 

conclude that her two sisters accompanied her but as in so many instances, the available 

shipping records offer no assistance.  Kate’s Death Certificate is silent on the issue but 

Mary’s suggests that she came to Australia when she was twenty-three, that is 1862.  

However, given Mary’s age of eighty-two when she died, the passage of time may have 

clouded the actual date for her surviving family.  That their parents do not appear to 

have accompanied their daughters may also be accounted for by their possible deaths 

earlier in Ireland. 

 

As mentioned above, Mary had two sisters, Catherine (Kate), 1840-1906, and Bridget, 

1851-1933.  Kate married a fellow named John O’Shannassy and the couple set up 

house in Hargreaves Street, Bendigo.  According to Kate’s Death Certificate, the couple 

produced eight children, four of whom predeceased Kate.  The survivors were Kate, born 

1867, Mary, born 1870, Ellen, born 1872 and Margaret, born 1873.  Kate had been 

widowed at the time of her death but there is no Victorian record of John’s death.  Kate 

died of pneumonia on 4th January, 1905, two days after fracturing her thigh.  She was 

buried the following day in Bendigo Cemetery. 

 

Bridget married miner William Vivian in 1869.  The couple had a son, Samson, born in 

1877, and a daughter Jane, born in 1874, but more of that later. 
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Returning to Mary and Joseph, Mary signed the Marriage Register with a cross but 

Joseph signed in a neat, legible hand.  The witnesses to the marriage were Jasper 

Kennedy and Honora Kennedy, presumably Jasper’s wife.  Honora also signed her mark 

with a cross. 

 

Like Joseph before her, Mary died also died at the family home at 60 Robinsons Road, 

Bendigo, on 2nd May, 1922, from what her attending physician, Dr MJ Burns, describes 

as ‘Aortic valvular disease’ which she had suffered from for an ‘indefinite’ period’. Mary’s 

Death Certificate states that she was eighty three years of age that suggests a date of 

birth of 1839.  The Certificate also says that she had lived in Victoria for sixty years, 

putting her arrival here at about 1862.  However, the Marriage and Death Certificates 

disagree regarding Mary’s age when she married.  As noted above, the Marriage 

Certificate says Mary was thirty-six, while the Death Certificate says twenty-nine.  In 

such cases it is usual to accept the Marriage Certificate as being more reliable because at 

least the bride and groom were present. 

 

In contrast to Joseph’s Death Certificate, Mary’s is a clear copy and the children’s ages 

are quite legible – Mary 51, Catherine 49, Hannah 47, Michael 43 and Bridget deceased. 

 

Mary was buried in the Bendigo Cemetery on 4th May, 1922 by Father J Brady.  She rests 

in Grave No 25443, Section MON I6.   

 

Details of Joseph and Mary’s children are as follows: 

 

Mary Ellen Agnes 

Mary was born at Sandhurst, probably in 1871, judging by her Death Certificate which 

claims she was 90 years of age when she died.   This is confirmed by the details on her 

Marriage Certificate which states her age as thirty-three when she wed in 1904. 

 

Despite an exhaustive search through the records, exploring all phonetic options, 

registration of Mary’s birth appears to have been overlooked by her parents.   

 

On 23rd November, 1904, Mary married Samson Bennetts Vivian in St Francis Church, 

Melbourne.  Samson, a twenty-seven year old farmer from Gormandale in Gippsland had 

been born in Walhalla to miner William Vivian and his wife Bridget Kilury, who, it turns 

out, was the bride’s mother’s sister, meaning that Samson and Mary were actually first 

cousins! 
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The Vivians migrated to Australia from Cornwall and according to the Victorian Deaths 

Register there were a lot of them.  Mostly of mining stock, several Vivian families settled 

in the central Victorian gold rush areas while several also ventured to Walhalla in its 

heyday as a gold mining town. 

 

Mary and Samson had two sons.  William Joseph was born in 1905 at Gormandale in 

Gippsland and died in 1971 at Traralgon.  Arthur James was born in 1906 at Traralgon 

and died in 1967 at Colac. 

 

Catherine Josephine (Kate) 

Registration of Catherine’s birth was also overlooked by her parents but it seems as 

though she was born at Sandhurst in 1872 or 1873 judging by the age stated for her on 

her siblings’ birth registrations.  Catherine was still alive when her mother died in 1922; 

her age at that time according to her mother’s Death Certificate was forty-nine.  

Unfortunately for us, Catherine seems to have slipped off the radar because there is no 

record of her marrying in Victoria, nor is her death registered there. 

 

Honora Catherine (Nora) 

Nora was born on the 19th August, 1874, at the family home in Mercy Street, Bendigo.  A 

doctor was not present at the birth, delivery being attended to by a Mrs Dwyer and a Mrs 

Tyre.  However, the birth was not registered until 1st February, 1875.  Mary presented 

the baby at the registration, signing the register with her usual cross. 

 

On 2nd August, 1905, Nora married Joseph Arthur Day in Sacred Heart Cathedral, 

Bendigo, the ceremony conducted by Father Matthew Rohan.  Joseph was born in 1870 

to miner William Henry Day and Cath Conway, in Bendigo. Joseph died in 1924, aged 

fifty four. At the time of his marriage, Joseph was also a miner living at McDougall Road, 

Bendigo, but gave his usual address as Mandurang.  The couple both signed the Register 

in their own writing.  The witnesses to the marriage were Patrick John and Mary Matilda 

Schlotterlein 

 

The couple had one son, Vincent Joseph born in 1908, dying in 1985 in Bendigo, aged 

seventy-six years.  In 1928, at Traralgon, Vincent married Mary Rouse, the twenty-five 

year-old daughter of William Kemp and Jane Vivian.  Research reveals that Jane was 

born in Walhalla in 1874 and was actually Samson Vivian’s brother.  Close family! 

 

Jane married William Rouse in 1900 at Buckingham in Gippsland.  Their first child, 

William died shortly after birth.  Seven further children followed: Mary, born 1903, 
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William Edward, born 1905, Katherine, Born 1908, John Vivian, born 1910, Eric James, 

born 1912, Henry Kemp, born 1914 and Arthur Ernest, born 1916, died 1970.  According 

to Jane’s Death Certificate, the family lived for eleven years in Tasmania although it is 

not clear when this occurred. 

 

If readers find themselves confused at this point, it is with very good reason.  Spare a 

thought for the poor old author who had to make some sense out of this tangled web. 

 

Vincent and Mary produced six children: Nora, born 1933, Margaret, born 1934, Trevor, 

born 1935, twins Elaine and Kenneth, born 1939 and Maureen, born 1941.   

 

Vincent Day who had worked for the State Rivers Department, died on 6th April, 1985 at 

the family home at 100 Barnard Street Bendigo.  His Death Certificate states the cause 

of death as bronchopneumonia which he had come down with three days earlier.  

Apparently, he had been treated for chronic bronchitis for about three years previously.  

The Certificate also states that Vincent had suffered from chronic schizophrenia since 

1950.  He was buried in Kangaroo Flat Cemetery on 9th April, 1985 with Father J Ryan 

conducting the service. 

 

Honora (Annie) O’Halloran and Joseph Liddy 

 

After having recovered from the excitement of discovering Annie, my attention was 

drawn to the marriage details column on the right of her Death Certificate where “New 

York, America” was listed as the place of marriage when Annie was twenty-eight.  The 

date of Annie’s birth as supplied by the Clare Heritage Centre from the local Parish 

records was 28th November, 1845, but we know that Annie and her husband were in 

Australia in 1871 so the information provided by her son Joseph for the Registrar was 

not quite correct. 

 

I was curious to learn why the couple had come to Australia via America.  The next step 

was to obtain John Liddy’s Death Certificate.  This document confirmed that the couple 

had been married in the United States when John was thirty years of age.  As he was 

eighty two when he died in 1917, my calculations put the date of marriage at around 

1865 but that would mean Annie was only twenty when she married.  The other piece of 

information on John’s Death certificate was more illuminating.  This was that John had 

spent forty seven years in Victoria which put the date of arrival at around 1870, which 

turned out to be pretty close when I discovered the actual date. 
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There were eight children mentioned on both Death Certificates, three of whom had pre-

deceased Annie who died in 1915, while a fourth, John, had died just six months before 

his father John passed away in 1917. 

 

As is my usual practice with all family members who have emigrated to Australia, I 

decided to check the Assisted and Unassisted Passenger records.  I have to say I was not 

expecting too much success because my research in this area has been very 

disappointing with very few matches being found.  I know I am not alone among family 

historians who have been similarly disappointed by such lack of success but I am still 

puzzled as to why so many of our ancestors have managed to slip into the country 

undetected or at least, unrecorded by the bureaucracy of the day. 

 

Given that the couple were sailing from America to Australia, I didn’t bother to check the 

Assisted Lists (there was nothing there anyway!).  Expecting nothing but disappointment 

I began searching the Unassisted Listings and readers may imagine my surprise when 

four surnames of ‘Liddy’ appeared on the screen in front of me.  There they were, John 

aged 30, two Annes, one aged 24, a second aged 4, and a Mary aged 2, had arrived in 

Melbourne on 24th October 1871 aboard the ‘Colonial Empire’. 

 
A Painting of the “Colonial Empire” 
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A quick search of the Internet revealed that the ‘Colonial Empire’, a three-masted barque 

of 1300 tons, had been built in 1861 for the Aberdeen Line, specifically for the Australian 

trade.  This was certainly the vessel that the Liddys had sailed to Australia on but it had 

not sailed from America, instead, the voyage had set out from Portsmouth, England. 

 

Reference to the trusty Griffiths Irish Land Valuations revealed a number of Liddy family 

members living in the Quinn and Tulla Parishes, only a few miles from the adjacent 

Clooney Parish where the O’Hallorans hailed from.  Given this close proximity, it is highly 

probable that the Liddys knew the O’Hallorans and possibly explains how Annie and John 

may have met.  My initial reaction was that it seemed improbable that the two had set 

off for America independently and so I was drawn to the romantic but speculative 

conclusion that they had run away together.  With relatives already in Australia, (some 

Liddys had already emigrated to South Australia in the 1850s), the pair may have 

chosen America to avoid family contact.   

 

However, my speculative reasoning was blown right out of the water by some 

information that turned up on the Internet website Ancestry.com.  I use the Family Tree 

software for recording all the details of the people I have researched for this book.  

Family Tree is sponsored by Ancestry and the software creates on-line links in the form 

of a little acorn leaf in the box containing the name if it determines a match up between 

the details I have entered and those already available ‘on the web’ via the Ancestry 

databases. 

 

The box containing John Liddy’s father, Jerimiah’s name, had such a leaf and following it 

led to the discovery of the Christiansen Family Tree.  At some point in their history, one 

of the Christiansen family had married into the Liddy family.  I already knew from my 

own research that John’s parents were Jerimiah Liddy and Mary Driskell or Driscoll, and 

these facts were confirmed by the Christiansen Tree.  I contacted the owner of the 

Christiansen tree but he was unable to add anything to what had already been published 

on Ancestry. 

 

The Christiansen Tree provided several details regarding the Liddy family.  Jerimiah had 

been born in Clare in 1797 and apparently married Mary Driskell there as well.  Mary 

was born in 1807 and died at Manoora in South Australia on 13th December, 1877, while 

Jerimiah also died at Manoora on 7th August, 1878.  The couple had ten children: 

 

1. Michael, born in 1831, died on 6th November, 1906 at Woodend in Victoria.  

In September, 1851, Michael married Clare girl Bridget Kinnane in Limerick.  
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Bridget was born in 1830 and died at Kensington Hill in Victoria on 23rd July, 

1919.  The couple had three children, Bennette, John Stevenson and Mary Ann. 

 

2. Margaret, born 1832 

3. Ann, born 1834 

4. Joan, born 1835 

5. John, born 1836, who married Annie (Hanora) O’Halloran  

6. Patrick, born 1838, died in 1922 at Gisborne, Victoria, first married Jane 

Scully (1838-1899) on 19th May, 1860 in Victoria. He then married Ellen Linane 

(1838-1908) in 1870, also in Victoria. 

7. Jerimiah, born 1840 

8. Mary, born 1842 

9. Thomas, born 1844 

10. James, born 1847 

 

Several months later, when I came to write this chapter, I revisited Ancestry.com and 

discovered five additional family trees that laid claim to the Liddy family but these trees 

did not contain the same level of detail as the Christiansen Tree.  For the record, these 

additional trees are: the Liddy-Gatti Family Tree, the Clay-Hancock Family Tree, The 

Davison Family Tree, The Wright-Liddy Family Tree and the Merry Family Tree.   

 

I mentioned earlier that my research into the available shipping records had revealed 

that John and Annie had sailed from Portsmouth to Melbourne, arriving in October, 1871, 

aboard the “Colonial Empire”.  At that point, I was unaware of how or when Jerimiah and 

his family had arrived in Australia.  In fact, as it turned out, I wrongly assumed that they 

had emigrated after John and Annie had settled here!  In the weeks before writing this 

chapter, I had discovered the website shipslists.com quite by accident while researching 

another angle to try and uncover how Michael, Margaret, et al, had arrived here.  While 

it didn’t help me with the O’Hallorans, I now tried my luck with the Liddys.  My first 

search was unsuccessful but I then discovered a list of all names by using a wildcard 

search for “L*”.  Perusal of this list returned a result of several people named “Lyddy”.  A 

quick cross check of Jerimiah and Mary’s children’s names showed an exact match!  They 

had arrived in Adelaide on 23rd May, 1854, aboard the “John Bunyan” after sailing from 

Liverpool.  It was an exciting discovery but poked a big hole in my previous theory that 

John and Annie had run away to America because John had actually arrived in Australia 

in 1854! 

 



CHAPTER 19 – THE FORGOTTEN FAMILIES 
 

609 

Given my passionate interest in all things nautical, I thought I should include the details 

of the voyage that brought the Liddy family to these shores from the article that 

appeared in the Adelaide newspaper “The South Australian Register” on Wednesday, 24th 

May, 1854.  Of particular interest is the twenty nine deaths that occurred during the 

course of the voyage, all of whom were infants or young children as a result of an 

outbreak of measles and scarlet fever. 

 

John Bunyan, 981 tons, Captain McBurnie, from Liverpool 13th February 
1854, arrived at Port Adelaide, South Australia 22nd May 1854 

Monday May 22nd, 1854:- the ship John Bunyan, 981 tons, McBurnie / MacBurnie, Master, 
from Liverpool, February 13th 
Passengers: Mrs. MacBurnie and P. Culhane, surgeon-superintendent in the cabin and the 
following emigrants in the steerage. . . . — 10th ship from England to S.A. with government 
passengers for 1854 ; 7 births and 29 deaths on the passage ; P. Culhane, surgeon-
superintendent.  

Ship John Bunyan 
BPP 1854-55 (42) Papers relative to Emigration to Australian Colonies part I. New South Wales and Australia; Part II S. and W. Australia, Van 
Diemen's Land 
The "John Bunyan" arrived from Liverpool on the 22d May 1854, after a passage of 100 days ; bringing to the 
colony 318 souls ; 29 deaths and four births took place at sea. The great mortality in this ship was caused by 
measles and scarlet fever, both of which broke out within four days after the ship left Liverpool. These diseases 
appeared first among the single women, and went right through the ship to the forecastle amongst the sailors. 
When the ship arrived the disease had ceased, and the general health was very good. The surgeon-
superintendent appears to have experienced some difficulty in managing the single women, a few of whom 
were not well-behaved. In consequence of irregularities occuring in the evening he was obliged to diminish the 
number of lights which are usually allowed ; this caused some dissatisfaction, but, from the circumstances, he 
was quite justified in the mode of punishment which he adopted. It is to be regretted that, on this occasion, the 
innocent were put to inconvenience on account of the ill-behaved. 

  

The South Australian Government Gazette 1866 p. 85 

Name Age Date of Death Cause of Death Where buried

Pollock, Andrew 2 February 21 Scarlatina at sea 

Brown, Jane 1 March 04 Atrophy at sea 

Gordon, Mary 1 March 09 Water on the brain at sea 

Galvin, Ann 2 March 13 Pneumonia at sea 

Daw, Bridget 
(Davis, Honora) 

3 March 14 Pneumonia at sea 

Harris, Elizabeth 1 March 15 Tabes mesenterica at sea 

McKeen, John 2 March 17 Tabes mesenterica at sea 

Trayarm, Mary 
(Traynor) 

1 March 18 Convulsions at sea 

Nichol, Margaret inf March 20 Scarlatina at sea 

Richardson, Henry inf March 21 Atrophy at sea 

Fitzgerald, Ellen 1 March 21 Convulsions at sea 

Fitzgerald, Bridget 4 March 21 Diarrhoea at sea 

Moritay, Thomas 
(Morrissey) 

4 March 21 Diarrhoea at sea 
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Black, George 3 March 29 Diarrhoea at sea 

Gordon, Barbara 3 March 30 Diarrhoea at sea 

Curry, John 
(Currie) 

inf March 30 Atrophy at sea 

McKeen, Mary 
(Norry) 

4 March 31 Diarrhoea at sea 

Morin, Hannah 
(Mair) 

inf March 31 Convulsions at sea 

Black, David 18mo April 01 Rubeola maligna at sea 

Smith, Eliza 1 April 03 Atrophy at sea 

Sims, James 1 April 05 Rubeola maligna at sea 

Wood, Agnes inf April 05 Convulsions at sea 

Reid, Henry 
(Reed) 

2 April 11 Scarlatina at sea 

Graham, John 4 April 11 Heamoptysis at sea 

Ferries, Charles inf April 12 Scarlatina at sea 

Gordon, John 1 April 13 Rubeola maligna at sea 

Stoll, Mary 3 April 18 Scarlatina at sea 

Currie, Barbara 2 April 26 Atrophy at sea 

Carruthers, Richard 2 May 15 Atrophy at sea 

 

An extract from the Passenger Log showing the Liddy family details is shown below.  It 

might be noted that eldest son Michael is not on the list, possibly because he married 

Bridget Kinnane three years previously and may have remained in Ireland.  As noted 

earlier, he and his wife did eventually come to Australia. 

 

Family Name Given Age Occupation B-Index Birthplace Remarks 

Lyddy Jeremiah 42 Farm Labourer - Clare   

  Maria 40         

  Margaret 20 Dairy Maid     with parents 

  Ann 18 Farm Servant     with parents 

  Joan 17 Farm Servant     with parents 

  John 16 Farm Worker 990/3   with parents 

  Patrick 14 Farm Worker 990/3   with parents 

  Jeremiah 12         

  Thomas n/a         

  Mary 10         

  James 5         

 

 

Armed with this new information, we still have no idea how John and Annie ended up in 

New York. Perhaps John returned to Ireland and the couple proceeded from there. 

Ultimately, we may never know unless more detailed shipping information becomes 

available on line or someone in the Liddy family with closer links to John and Annie 
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publishes the real story.  For now we have to look at the known facts and leave the 

missing pieces of the puzzle for a later time. 

 

According to information contained in the Ancestry family trees, it is a safe bet to accept 

that the John and Annie married in New York on 15th March, 1865 when John was thirty 

and Annie twenty years of age. Their first child Anne was born in 1866 followed by Mary 

in 1869. 

 

For reasons we may never know but probably because most of their respective families 

were now living there, the couple eventually decided to make the trip to Australia.  They 

would have first crossed the Atlantic in their voyage to England from where they 

embarked from Plymouth.  Annie must have had some prior contact with brother Michael 

because almost immediately after they arrive in Melbourne they appear in Bendigo for 

‘Oxley’ Joe’s christening. 

 

In order to research this family, I followed my usual practice of obtaining the Death 

Certificates of both parents to ascertain the full listing of children.  The Death Certificates 

agreed that the couple had eight children, one of whom, Mary, had predeceased both 

parents.  I then set about getting the Birth Certificate of the first child born in Australia, 

whose birth had been registered.  John had been born at Sandhurst in 1871 but the 

event does not appear to have been formally recorded.  In noting the 1871 birth, Annie 

must have either had a newborn baby at ‘Oxley’ Joe’s christening on 23rd December that 

year, or been very close to delivering.  Either way, John’s birth did not get into the 

official books. 

 

The first Birth Certificate I was able to get hold of was James who was born at Sandhurst 

on 23rd March, 1874.  This was a tricky one to track down because, although it was 

registered as Liddy, the mother’s name was recorded as Hanorah “Holland” which 

probably sounds like “Halloran” if enough inflexion is applied to the Irish accent.  Of 

course we need to remember that Annie was illiterate and any information she may have 

provided relied on how well the registering clerk interpreted what she was saying. 

Notwithstanding this setback, the documentation clearly confirms that James is John and 

Annie’s son. 

 

However, there was a surprise in James’ Birth certificate.   In those days, details of all 

siblings of the newborn were included on the Certificate.  John, Anne and Mary were 

there but Mary was listed as deceased.  It seemed to me that she had been on the ship 

because her name appeared in the Passenger Manifest, so I concluded that she must 
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have died after arriving in Australia.  I had not previously searched the Death Index for 

Mary’s details but when I did I was amazed to find that Mary’s death was indeed 

registered as having occurred on 17th October, 1871 just seven days before the “Colonial 

Empire” berthed at Port Melbourne.  When I followed up the Death Certificate I 

discovered that it was actually from the Marine Register Book of Deaths.  The Register 

recorded that Mary had died of bronchitis after an illness lasting some eleven days.  She 

had died on 17th October, 1871, at Latitude 43deg 31min North, Longitude 127deg 4min 

North.  She was buried at sea the following day by the Master of the vessel.  From the 

numbering on the document it appears that Mary was the eleventh of twelve who died 

on the voyage.   

 

Imagine how distressing this tragedy must have been for John and Annie, whose sanity 

must have been sorely tested by having to bury a two-year old at sea just one week 

short of arriving, not forgetting of course, that Annie would have been heavily pregnant 

with John Junior at the time. 

 

As mentioned earlier, the Liddys appear to have headed to Sandhurst shortly after 

arriving which suggests that Annie had been in contact with her brother Michael.  In fact, 

between 1871 and 1886, John and Annie had six more children, all of whom were born 

there.  At the time of young James’ birth in 1874, they were living in the Sandhurst 

suburb of Little Ironbark Gully and John is recorded as working as a miner.  Readers 

familiar with earlier chapters will recall that Michael and Margaret also lived in Ironbark 

Gully.  On discovering these facts, I wondered whether John might have worked with 

Michael who, perhaps even found the job for him. 

 

As for Jerimiah Liddy’s clan, there were plenty of them and they appear to have settled 

all over Australia judging by the following list of names detailing the dates and locations 

of births and deaths. 

 

Name Birth Details Death Details 

Liddy, Ann    1834 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, Beatrice    18 Mar 1896 - Bundaberg, , Queensland, Australia  -   

Liddy, Bennette    1852 - Gisborne Victoria   1932 - Kensington Hill Victoria   

Liddy, Ellen    1867 - Black Forest Woodend Victoria Australia   1915 - Melbourne Victoria Australia   

Liddy, Honora    
13 Nov 1870 - Black Forest Woodend Victoria 
Australia   

Oct 1945 - Melbourne Victoria Australia   

Liddy, James    1861 - Woodend Victoria Australia   -   

Liddy, James    1847 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, Jane    1858 - Black Forest Victoria Australia   1940 - Melbourne Victoria Australia   

Liddy, Jerimiah    1840 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, Jerimiah    1797 - Co Clare Ireland   
7 Aug 1878 - Manoora, , South Australia, 
Australia   



CHAPTER 19 – THE FORGOTTEN FAMILIES 
 

613 

Liddy, Joan    1835 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, John    1836 - Co Clare Ireland   10 Jul 1917 - Footscray   

Liddy, John 
Stevenson    

1855 - Melbourne Victoria Australia   13.8.1920 - Woodend Victoria Australia   

Liddy, John Thomas    1907 -   28 Apr 1971 -   

Liddy, Leslie    1900 - Woodend, , Victoria, Australia   Oct 1956 -   

Liddy, Margaret    1864 - Woodend Victoria Australia   1936 - Kyneton, Victoria, Australia   

Liddy, Margaret    1832 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, Mary    1842 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, Mary Ann    1857 - Woodend, , Victoria, Australia   1924 - Nyah, , Victoria, Australia   

Liddy, Mary Ann    1871 - Campaspe Victoria   20 Mar 1947 - Gisborne, , Victoria, Australia   

Liddy, Michael    1894 - Bundaberg, , Queensland, Australia   -   

Liddy, Michael    1864 - Woodend, , Victoria, Australia   -   

Liddy, Micheal    1830 - Co Clare Ireland   6 Nov 1906 - Woodend Victoria Australia   

Liddy, Patrick    1894 - Bundaberg, , Queensland, Australia   -   

Liddy, Patrick    1860 - Black Forest Woodend Victoria Australia   1913 - Melbourne Victoria Australia   

Liddy, Patrick    1838 - Co Clare Ireland   1922 - Gisborne, , Victoria, Australia   

Liddy, Sarah    1866 - Black Forest Victoria Australia   1934 - Melbourne Victoria Australia   

Liddy, Thomas    1844 - Co Clare Ireland   -   

Liddy, Thomas Martin 
   

1861 - Black Forest Woodend Victoria   29 Apr 1941 - Footscray, , Victoria, Australia   

Liddy, Vincent    1898 - Woodend, , Victoria, Australia   1931 - Melbourne Victoria   

 

Returning to John and Annie Liddy, there is no evidence at this stage to suggest when 

they decided to leave Sandhurst.  We know that their last child, Denis, was born there in 

1886 but by the time James married Winifred Carter in 1902, the family had settled in 

Footscray. When Annie died in 1915, the home address on her Death Certificate is shown 

as 7 Federal Street, Footscray.  Federal Street is the next adjacent street to Droop 

Street in Footscray and is in the heart of the business district there.  Footscray seems to 

have been popular with the Liddys, especially Federal Street with members of the family 

occupying numbers 2, 7, 6 and 11 at various times between 1915 and 1940. 

 
Nicholson St Footscray in 1890 as the Liddys would have seen it 
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In John Lack’s “A History of Footscray”, the author makes the point that in the late 

1880s the goldfields had largely petered out and many of the former miners were 

attracted by the cheap housing and plentiful blue-collar work afforded by such heavily 

industrialised suburbs as Footscray and Williamstown. These former immigrants had 

since married and had children on whom they wished to bestow the educational and job 

opportunities freely available in the ‘big smoke’. 

 

The meat trade seems to have been the employment of choice among the Liddy and 

Moog families.  This is probably because Footscray was the heart of Victoria’s meat 

processing industry from the 1870s.  William Angliss, the Melbourne Abattoirs, and 

several other meat processing and packing industries were all large establishments that 

offered plentiful work for butchers and slaughtermen, although the latter occupation 

would, no doubt, require a strong stomach.   

 

Annie Liddy died on 3rd of July, 1915 of heart failure following a heart attack some two 

weeks earlier.  Her Death certificate lists her parents as Joseph O’Halloran, farmer, and 

Ann O’Halloran, maiden name Hurley.  Annie died at home, at 7 Federal Street, 

Footscray.  Her son Joseph was the informant who provided the details for the 

registration and his address is given as 2 Federal Street, Footscray.  Annie was laid to 

rest at Footscray Cemetery on 5th July by Rev Father D English. 

 
Barkly St Footscray in 1910 
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John Liddy died on 10th July, 1917, aged eighty-two.  His son Denis, of Powell Street, 

Footscray, is listed as the informant on the Death Certificate.  According to Doctor 

Downing who attended John on the day he died, death was due to senility over six 

months, gastritis over six weeks and exhaustion over the last week.  John was buried at 

Footscray Cemetery on 12th July with the funeral service conducted by Rev Father JE 

Egan.  John’s Death Certificate is silent about his parents simply stating that the details 

were unknown.  However, the American marriage to Annie and his birthplace of Clare are 

confirmed.  The Certificate also correctly states that John had lived in Victoria for forty-

seven years but does not refer to the time John lived with his parents in South Australia. 

 

John and Annie had eight children over twenty years between 1866 and 1886, meaning 

Annie would have been forty-one when she gave birth to youngest son Denis.  The 

details of their children that I have been able to uncover are as follows: 

 

1. Anne (Annie) 

Anne, who, like her mother, seems to have gone by the name Annie, was born in 

America in 1866.  On 25th August, 1888, she married Moritz (Morris) Christian Moog, 

born in Castlemaine in 1881, in a Church of England ceremony at Footscray but the 

name of the church is not recorded.  The Marriage Certificate is heavily ink-stained and 

is illegible in parts.  Morris was a butcher from Sandringham and the son of Wilhelham 

Moog, also a butcher, and Augusta Rockelben.  The couple both signed the register in a 

neat, legible hand while the witnesses to the ceremony were W Moog and A Moog. 

 

After having eight children between 1889 and 1906, Annie developed cirrhosis of the 

liver, eventually dying of heart failure in the Royal Melbourne Hospital on 2nd February, 

1908, thereby predeceasing both of her parents.  At the time of her death, Annie’s home 

address was listed as Smithfield Street, Kensington. 

 

Morris, on the other hand, lived on until 15th May, 1928 when he died of stomach cancer 

at home at 4 Brunton Street, Ascot Vale.  According to the Death Certificate, son Morris 

who lived with his father, was present when his father died.  The Death Certificate also 

reveals that Morris had progressed to Meat Inspector at the time of his death. 

 

Details of the couple’s eight children are as follows: 

 

i. William Moritz, born at Footscray in 1889, married Margaret Anne Cronnolly in 

at Yarraville in1915.  Following the family line of employment, William was also 
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engaged in the meat industry as a slaughterman.  According to his Death 

Certificate he does not appear to have enjoyed robust health, passing away in the 

Royal Melbourne Hospital on 8th August, 1942, age fifty three.  Dr JC Zwar, who 

signed the Certificate recorded that William had died of a combination of uraemia, 

hypertension, hypertrophy of the heart, cardiac failure and arteriosclerosis, 

conditions that he had suffered from ‘for years’. 

 

William’s wife Margaret died at Williamstown in 1982, aged 89 years.  William and 

Margaret had four children, Rebecca Margaret, born 1916, Lena Vida, born 1921, 

William Morris, born 1926 and Barbara Elaine, born 1932. 

 

ii. Ernest Valentine, born at Footscray in 1891 was also a slaughterman.  In his 

relatively short life, Ernest had the distinction of marrying two sisters, the second 

one after the first died.  In 1909, Ernest married Martha Cass at Footscray but 

Martha died in 1924, at just thirty-four years of age.  In 1926, Ernest wed the 

unmarried sister Mary Cass who was born in 1884 and was therefore some seven 

years older than Ernest.  The sisters were the daughters of John Cass and Johanna 

Myers of Footscray.  Martha had three children to Ernest, Moritz John, born 1910, 

died 1962 at Footscray, Ernest Valentine, born 1912, died 1958 in Brunswick and 

the unfortunate Linda Myra, born in 1914 but who died in 1916.   

 

Ernest died on 17th May, 1933 at 5 Ballarat Road, Footscray, after a sudden heart 

attack.  He had been diagnosed with angina some six months previously.  Mary 

only just outlived Ernest, dying at the Royal Melbourne Hospital the following year.  

There were no children from Ernest and Mary’s marriage. 

 

iii. Frederick George born in 1892 at Footscray.  Frederick was listed as still 

living when his father died in 1928 but there is no record of him in the Victorian 

Deaths Register up until 1985. 

 

iv. Helena Maud was born at Footscray in 1894.  In 1921 she married Arthur 

Dawson Lynn Kirk who went by the name Dawson.  Dawson was born at 

Wycheproof in 1891 to Arthur Kirk and Amy Bowden Robinson.  According to 

Helena’s Death Certificate the couple divorced, date unknown.  There were no 

children from the union.  Dawson died at Heidelberg in 1962 aged seventy. 

 

Helena appears to have gone to live with her brother Harold at Lothair Street, 

Pascoe Vale South although this may not have occurred until after Harold died in 
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1971. However, she was certainly there when she died in 1976 according to her 

Death Certificate, on which sister-in-law Sylvia, Harold’s widow, is named as the 

informant. 

 

Helena died on 31st October, 1976 of a cerebral infarction which had occurred two 

days previously.   Her Death Certificate states she had suffered from cerebral 

arteriosclerosis for years, her last visit to the doctor occurring on 25th October. 

 

Helena was cremated at Fawkner Crematorium on 4th November, 1976. 

 

v. Vida Muriel was born at Footscray in 1897 but her surname was transcribed in 

the Birth records as “Moag” which made it difficult to locate.  Like her brother 

Frederick, there is no record of Vida’s whereabouts after her father’s death in 1928, 

at which time she was listed as still living. 

 

vi. Moritz Christian (Morris)  was born in 1900 at Footscray and was, of course, 

a butcher.  In 1928 at Chelsea, he married Blanche Isherwood Hunkin, the 

daughter of Joseph Hunkin and Elma Blanche Edwards. I have been unable to find 

any other details about Blanche as she does not appear to have been born in 

Victoria. She was still alive at the time of Morris’s death in 1983, their home 

address being 3 Stanley Street, Essendon. 

 

Morris died on 3rd May, 1983, at the Royal Melbourne Hospital after suffering a 

sudden heart attack.  His Death Certificate states that he had been suffering from 

”chronic obstructive lung disease” for years prior to his death.  He was cremated at 

Fawkner Crematorium on 6th May, 1983. 

 

The couple had no children. 

 

vii. Harold Seigel (Cecil) was born in 1905 at Footscray and followed the family 

line of employment in the meat industry as a slaughterman.  He married Florence 

Brien in the early 1930s.  Florence was the daughter of William Brien and Maria 

Robbie of Wangaratta, and was born Victoria Florence in 1889. Harold and Florence 

produced a daughter, Dorothy in 1936 when Florence was about forty six years of 

age.  It seems that Harold and Florence divorced sometime before 1961 because in 

that year Harold married Sylvia Elsie Bland at Flemington.  Sylvia and Elsie lived at 

3 Lothair Street, Pascoe Vale South which is only two streets away from where the 

author lived until 1971. 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

618 

 

Harold was a long term sufferer of emphysema and chronic bronchitis and in 1970 

he was diagnosed with atherosclerosis.  He died suddenly at home on 22nd March, 

1971, after a coronary occlusion and was cremated at Fawkner Crematorium on 

24th March. 

 

First wife Florence reverted to her maiden name of Brien after her divorce and died 

at the age of ninety at Nunawading in 1980.   

 

After Harold’s death it appears that Sylvia continued to live in the family home as 

she was still there when sister-in-law Helena died in 1976. 

 

viii. James Joseph was born at Kensington Hill in 1906 but died tragically of 

tubercular meningitis on 16th February, 1911.  He was buried at Footscray 

Cemetery on 17th February by Church of England Minister the Reverend GAE Wade. 

 

When James died the family was living at Bayswater Road, Kensington. 

 

 

2. Mary as mentioned earlier was born in New York in 1869 and died of bronchitis on 

17th October, 1871, while on the voyage to Australia. 

 

3. John was born at Sandhurst in 1871 but birth was not registered.  John did not marry 

and died at the Austin Hospital, Heidelberg, on 15th January, 1917, of tuberculosis.  It 

appears that there may have been an outbreak of the disease at that time because three 

of the five deaths recorded on the page of the Austin Hospital Death Register that 

contains John’s death record also died of the same illness.  John’s occupation is shown as 

general labourer and his address at the time of his death was 7 Tidwell Street, 

Footscray.  He was buried in Footscray Cemetery on 17th January, 1917. 

 

4. James was born at Sandhurst on 23rd March, 1874, the birth being registered by his 

mother Annie, on 5th August that year.  Annie was unable to write and signed the 

Register with a cross denoting ‘her mark’, which probably explains why her maiden name 

was recorded as ‘Holland’ on the Birth Certificate as ‘Holland’ could sound like O’Halloran 

or Halloran when spoken with the Irish accent that Annie surely would have had. 
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It is interesting to note that Annie gave 15th March, 1866, as the date of her marriage to 

the Registrar, while other records, perhaps less reliable, record that date as 15th March, 

1865. 

 

In 1902, James, a butcher’s labourer, married Winifred Mary Carter at Footscray.  

Winifred was the daughter of coach builder Edward Carter and Mary Moore, and was 

born at Beaufort in 1885.  James and Winifred had to contend with several tragedies 

regarding their children with four dying in infancy.  Sarah Constance, born in 1902, May, 

born in 1912 and Edith, born in 1914, survived only a few months, while Annie born in 

1903 survived only a few days. 

 

Of the surviving children, Winifred Hanorah (Hannah) was born in 1904, John James 

(James) in 1906, Millicent Ellen in 1908 and Ruby in 1915.  These four were all still living 

when their mother died in 1961. 

 

James Liddy died suddenly on 27th April, 1919.  His body was taken to the City Morgue 

where the Coroner, Dr Cole determined that death was due to gastritis and cardiac 

failure.  He did not think a formal inquest necessary and released the body for burial 

which occurred on the 29th at Footscray Cemetery.  A Catholic priest conducted the 

burial service but his name is unclear on the Death Certificate. 

 

In July, 1961, Winifred suffered a mid-brain haemorrhage and was rushed to the Royal 

Melbourne Hospital where she died on 12th August, 1961 after contracting pneumonia.  

Before her death she was living at 31 Commercial Road, Footscray.  Winifred was laid to 

rest in Footscray Cemetery on 15th August with Presbyterian Minister Reverend J McPhail 

conducting the service. 

 

5. Eliza (Alisa) was born at Sandhurst in 1877.  On 13th September, 1899, she married 

grocer’s assistant Arthur Smith at St Monica’s Catholic Church, Footscray.  Arthur, who 

was born in 1871 at Maidstone, was the son of builder William Smith and Anne Capel.  

Brother-in-law Morris Moog and a Mary O’Halloran witnessed the Marriage Register, 

while Father John Manly performed the nuptials.  According to the Marriage Certificate 

Alisa was employed as a book-keeper when she married. 

 

At first, it seemed unusual to me, for the bride’s brother-in-law to act as the best man at 

her wedding.  However, Morris and Arthur may have been mates and their friendship 

could have even led to Alisa meeting her eventual husband. The more interesting fact to 

come out of this wedding relates to the other witness, and most likely the bridesmaid, 
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Mary O’Halloran, as she is a new player in the game.  I have some seven Mary 

O’Hallorans in my database but none of them fit the profile of Alisa’s bridesmaid.  

Marriage witnesses were required to be at least twenty-one years of age which rules out 

two of the candidates who were younger, two further possibilities that fulfil the age 

requirements are ruled out because they were married by 1899, and the remaining three 

were all born much later.   

 

 
St Monica’s Catholic Church, Footscray 

Before I checked the details I excitedly latched on to the idea that the Mary in question 

may have been Alisa’s cousin Mary.  According to the Clare Heritage information (see 

Chapter 2), Annie Liddy had a younger brother Patrick who seems to have remained in 

Ireland.  Patrick had married a Mary Flanagan and one of their children was Mary Ellen, 

born in 1883.  My thoughts were along the line that Mary may have emigrated but even 

if this were true, her youthful age would have denied her the opportunity to be a formal 

witness at her cousin’s marriage….unless that had been overlooked.  I searched the 

Victorian Deaths Register for all the Marys with ‘Flanagan’ mothers.  There was one – 

whose father was also Patrick but the birth date was not even remotely close for it to be 

the Mary I was hoping for. 

 

On the presumption that Mary had not married, I checked the Mary O’Halloran deaths.  

There were eighty-seven all told but none came with any of the criteria that would have 

matched them to our O’Halloran family.  It goes without saying that I also checked for 
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‘Halloran’ just in case the ‘O’ had been dropped.  Searches of both the Assisted and 

Unassisted shipping records also proved fruitless.  One can only hope that our 

mysterious Mary will turn up one day. 

 

Arthur and Elisa had three children, Rupert William, born 1900 at Footscray, died 1982 

at Heidelberg; Roderick John, born 1902 at Footscray, died 1954 at Ballarat; and Edna 

May, born 1916 at Footscray who was still alive in 1937 and presumably beyond 1985 

after which Death Records are unavailable for searching. 

 

Arthur died in 1922 at Kew after which, in 1927, Alisa married fifty-four year old Michael 

George Delaney at Footscray.  Michael was born in 1873, the son of Charles Delaney and 

Maria Minogue.  The couple moved to Sale after their marriage, living at 82 Cunningham 

Street.  Around 1933, Alisa developed a condition known as aortic regurgitation a 

condition that occurs when the heart's aortic valve doesn't close tightly. Aortic valve 

regurgitation allows some of the blood that was just pumped out of the heart's main 

pumping chamber (left ventricle) to leak back into it.  Eventually, in September, 1937, 

Alisa suffered a heart attack which led to her death on 21st October that year.  She was 

buried the following day in the cemetery at Sale by Reverend Father KP Moriarty.  

Michael Delaney survived his wife until his death in 1945, also at Sale. 

 

6. Eleanor (Helena) born in 1878 at Sandhurst, although her birth appears to have 

gone unregistered.  She died sixteen months later in 1880, also at Sandhurst. 

 

7. Joseph Aloysius born at Sandhurst in 1882 was yet another butcher in the Liddy-

Moog clan.  In 1901 he married Ann (Annie) Mary Baker at Carlton.  Annie was the 

daughter of John Baker and Alison Hill, born at Maidstone in 1869, so she was some 

thirteen years older than Joseph. She died at Footscray in 1934.  

 

Joseph had been treated for high blood pressure and arteriosclerosis for several years 

before his death.  On 10th January, 1940, he suffered a brain haemorrhage and was 

rushed to St Vincent’s Hospital where he died later that day.  He was buried at Footscray 

Cemetery on 12th January.  According to Joseph’s Death Certificate, he was living at 6 

Federal Street, Footscray at the time of his death.   

 

Joseph and Annie had two sons, John Joseph, born in 1902, and Eric Cecil born in 1906. 
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John Joseph was married twice.  In 1925 he married Ivy Alice Dibbin born in 1900 to 

Charles Dibbin and Hannah Elizabeth Scovell.  Ivy died in 1929, leaving John with three-

year old Valda Joyce who was born in 1926. 

 

In 1940, John found love again and married Mary Anna Hinchcliffe at Ballarat.  The 

couple had two daughters, Gwenda Frances, born in 1944, and Rhonda Mary, born in 

1949. 

 

8. Denis Patrick born at Sandhurst in 1886 also pursued the family trade of butcher.  

He married Flora Victoria McDonald in 1908 at Yarraville and the couple had five 

children. Flora was a Footscray girl, the daughter of Alexander McDonald and Margaret 

(Maggie) Griffiths, born in 1888. 

 

Tragedy struck the family in 1919 in the wake of the virulent influenza pandemic that 

was sweeping the world, killing more than fifty million people. The epidemic, known as 

the "Spanish Flu" of 1918-19, resulted in nearly 12,000 deaths in Australia, including 

3,500 in Victoria of whom there eighty three deaths in Footscray.  It was thought to 

have been brought to Australia by soldiers returning from World War One, and first 

appeared in Melbourne in January 1919. 

 

The first wave of the epidemic in Australia began on 22nd January, 1919, peaked in mid-

February and receded in mid-March.  The second wave struck in March and April while 

the third and final wave hit in July.  Only in October were health authorities sufficiently 

confident to announce that the danger was over. 

 

Symptoms of the illness included chills, fever, body pains, along with fainting fits,, 

vomiting, diarrhoea, abdominal pains and delirium.  The onset was explosive and without 

warning and the collapse, as in Denis’s case, could be dramatic. 

 

On 28th January, Victoria was declared an infected area and all places of public 

entertainment were closed.  The resumption of school was postponed.  Victorians were 

allowed to go to work but as the influenza reached its worst proportions, where the 

largest numbers congregated such as industrial areas with big factories, were the 

hardest hit. 

 

An Influenza Epidemic Committee was established and Footscray opened the first 

suburban emergency hospital, in the Technical School, with Principal Arch Hoadley as the 

Hospital Superintendent. 
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Footscray Technical School had changed little since it was used as an emergency 

hospital in 1919 
 

According to his Death Certificate, Denis lapsed into a coma on 21st February, 1919 and 

was taken to the Footscray Technical School hospital.   Like so many other unfortunates, 

Denis didn’t recover and succumbed to the virus on 27th February, 1919. 

 

Flora was left with five children under the age of ten, the youngest just eight months so 

it was not surprising to discover that in 1920 she remarried, to a fellow called Bertie 

James Browne who was the same age as Flora.  Flora had a further four children with 

Bertie who died at Footscray in 1967 aged seventy-nine. 

 

Returning to the children of Denis and Flora, there were Ernest William, born 1908, 

Arthur Dennis, born 1910, Mavis Victoria, born 1912, Annie, born 1915 and Iris, born 

1918.  Regarding Ernest, John Lack’s excellent “A History of Footscray” mentions that 

Ernie Liddy was a department head at Forges Emporium in the 1930s.  All of the above 

were still alive when their mother died in 1980 and none appear in the Victorian Death 

Registry up until the end of 1985. 

 

The four children that Flora had with Bertie Browne were Beryl Maud, born 1922, Henry 

James, born 1923, Hector, born in 1926 and died 1975, and Cyril Norman, born 1929, all 

of whom appear to have survived at least until 1986. 
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Chapter 20 
 
The Duncans 
 
 
My father’s mother Gertrude was a Duncan.  When I started work on this book this was 

the chapter I began writing probably because I thought I knew enough about my 

grandmother’s background from the stories I had heard her tell.  However, these stories 

were short on the sort of detail necessary for identifying the key elements in family 

history, such as the ‘who, what, when and where’.  The process of tracking down the 

Duncans began in earnest when my Sydney-based cousin Bernie O’Halloran sent me a 

copy of Gerte’s Death Certificate.  Prior to this I had no idea who Gerte’s parents were 

but armed with these vital clues I was well on the way to establishing her ancestry.  For 

example, discovering her father’s name was Fergus enabled me to make the connection 

with a shipping passenger list I had stumbled upon showing the details of Gerte’s 

grandparent’s arrival in this country. This not only inspired my quest but also provided 

me with valuable names and dates on which to base further research.  Along the way, it 

became clear to me that the story of the Duncan’s, although important in its own right, 

was not the principal piece in this work and so it has been relegated to the back of the 

book.  

 

Essentially, this chapter is about Gerte’s ancestors. Aspects of my grandmother’s life are 

featured throughout this book, especially in chapters nine and fourteen and I run the risk 

of repeating myself here but only in the interests of the completeness of the story.    

 
Traditionally, Duncan is a Scottish name but it has quite definite roots in Ireland dating 

from at least the 1600s.  Gertude always maintained that the Duncans came from 

County Cork and recent research proves her to be absolutely correct.  Perusal of the 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

626 

present day Trades Directory and Telephone listing reveals hundreds of Duncans living in 

the south-coast County of Cork.  However, it appears that Gertrude’s ancestors 

originated from the west-coast County of Galway, in the rural communities of Ballyglass 

and Monivae. 

 

Ballyglass, or An Baile Glas in Gaelic, means a green village or green grass.  There are 

some 25 locations throughout Ireland bearing this name.  Ballyglass, Galway, today is 

described as a quiet tranquil rural location. 

 

Monivae, as it was in the time of our ancestors in the 1830s, is described in Lewis’s 

Topographical Dictionary of Ireland, 1837, thus: 

 

MONIVAE, or ABBERT, a market-town and parish, in the barony of TYAQUIN, county of 

GALWAY, and province of CONNAUGHT, 7½ miles (N.) from Craughwell, to which it has a penny 

post, on the road from Galway City to Castle-Blakeney, and on the river Tyaquin ; containing 5117 

inhabitants.  

The parish comprises 15,357 statute. acres, as applotted under the tithe act : one-third of the land is 

good, the remainder being of indifferent quality ; there are 1000 acres of waste, and 2500 of bog (on 

the estate of Tyaquin alone) all reclaimable. It is a constabulary police station, and petty sessions are 

held at irregular intervals. The market is held on Thursday ; and fairs are held on May l0th and Oct. 

12th.  

The principal seats are Tyaquin, the residence of Edmond Burke, Esq. ; Monivae Castle, of Robt. 

French, Esq. ; Rye Hill, of Mrs. Riddington ; Abbert, of J. H. Blakeney, Esq. ; Bellville, of T. 

Mahon, Esq. ; Bengarra, of J. Bodkin, Esq. ; and Currandoo, of M. Dowdall, Esq.  

The living is a perpetual curacy, in the diocese of Tuam, and in the patronage of the incumbent of 

Athenry : the income of the perpetual curate is £92. 6s. 1½d., derived from £60 paid by the rector of 

Athenry, and £32. 6s. 1½d., from the Ecclesiastical Commissioners. The church is a neat edifice, built 

in 1761, towards which the late Board of First Fruits gave £268.  

In the Roman Catholic divisions the parish is partly in the union or district of Athenry, and partly in 

that of Abbeyknockmoy ; in each portion there is a chapel, one of which is on the Tyaquin estate.  

About 70 children are educated in the parochial school, which is aided by the perpetual curate ; and 

about 100 in two private schools. A national school-house has just been completed ; and here is a 

dispensary.  

In the demesne of Tyaquin are the ruins of an old castle ; and an inscription on a stone in the old 

chapel purports that it covers the a remains of Hobbert Burke, Earl of Ulster, Lord of Connaught, 



CHAPTER 20 – THE DUNCANS 
 

627 

Viscount Galway and Baron Tyaquin. Here is a chalybeate spa, on the properties of which Dr. 

Macartney wrote a treatise.  

Gerte died on 14th August, 1972, in a private hospital in Windsor.  For some years she 

had been living with daughter Reita and son-in-law Norm Thompson at their Glen 

Waverley home but from about 1970 onwards had become increasingly frail.  In early 

1972, Norm who was a bank executive with the ANZ Bank, was posted to a senior 

position in Darwin but as Gerte had been in failing health for some months it was 

decided she was not well enough to make the journey.  Instead, she returned to her old 

family home at 103 Wright Street, Middle Park, where daughter Julia had agreed to care 

for her.  She fell critically ill on 11th August and died three days later from what her 

attending physician Dr A Richards described as cerebral thrombosis.  Dr Richards also 

certified that Gerte had suffered from cerebral atherosclerosis for “years”. 

 

Upon hearing of Gerte’s death, Norm and Reita flew back from Darwin and Reita 

arranged the funeral, also providing the details for the Death Certificate.  This document 

is interesting on a number of counts.  Elsewhere in this book I have described the doubts 

surrounding Gerte’s age and her birth place.  The information Reita provided for the 

Certificate claims Gerte was born in 1886 at Balranald.  I had several chats with Reita on 

this and other matters before her death in 2012 and she affirmed that these details of 

Gerte’s birth were what she had always understood to be correct from things her mother 

had said.  Since talking with Reita, I have discovered other documents, that Reita had 

not previously seen, that tend to confirm Reita’s conclusions. 

 

The Death Certificate contains another interesting aspect concerning Gerte’s sons Patrick 

and Frank.  Chapter fourteen deals with Patrick’s death in 1931 and Frank’s suicide in 

1965 but according to the information Reita provided for the Death Certificate, both were 

still living in 1972.  Reita was nine when Paddy died and was living under the same roof 

when he passed away so it is hard to understand how she can have made such an error, 

especially when she described Paddy’s death in detail to me in 2009.  As for Frank, the 

point I made in chapter fourteen is that his death was not known to the family, and so 

Reita calculated his age as though he were still alive.  This fact is confirmed by the shock 

Reita demonstrated when I told her of Frank’s suicide after I discovered what became of 

him. 

 

The details that really interested me though were the names of Gerte’s parents, Fergus 

Duncan and Jennie McConville, both previously unknown to me.  On a hunch that Fergus 

and Jennie were married in Victoria, I searched the Victorian Pioneer Index with 

immediate success.  The couple had been married at Donald on 17th November, 1875, by 
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Reverend Father Patrick Delaney.  The name of the church is not recorded but Father 

Delaney’s Marriage Register shows two other marriages on the same page, one in 

Carisbrook and the other in Maryborough so he must have been one of those ‘travelling 

pastors’ common in those days.  St Mary’s is the present Catholic Church in Donald but it 

seems to have only been there since 1922. 

 

As usual, the marriage certificate was a hive of information.  Fergus is described as a 

farmer, living at Wycheproof, some fifty miles north of Donald.  He was thirty-five at the 

time of his marriage which puts his birth date at around 1840 or 1841.  More 

importantly, his parents are shown as John Duncan, farmer, and Mary Walsh. Fergus’s 

birth place is shown to be Galway, Ireland. 

 

According to the Marriage Certificate, Jennie’s real name was Mary Jane, a twenty-one 

year old spinster born in Portland, Victoria, to farmer Myles McConville and Mary Falloon, 

or more probably Fallon, as several other records suggest.  Judging by their signatures 

on the document, Jennie and Fergus both had a good degree of literacy.  The witnesses 

to the ceremony were David Byrne and Elizabeth McConville who, I later discovered, was 

one of the bride’s sisters, born at Hamilton in 1857. 

 

The McConvilles 

Jennie’s parents, Myles and Mary had 

married in St Patrick’s Catholic Church, 

William Street, Portadown, County 

Armagh, Northern Ireland, in 1852.  

Although there is no record of their 

emigration to Australia in the shipping 

records, they were certainly here by 

1854 when Jennie was born. 

 

Jennie was the eldest of ten children.  

The others were:  Catherine, born 1856;  

Elizabeth Joyce, born 1857 at Hamilton, 

married Ewan Robertson at Geelong in 

1881 and died at Geelong in 1939;  

Harriet, born at Dunkeld in 1860, 

married Philip Charles Johnson at 

Melbourne on 26th September, 1882 and 

died in 1929 at Coburg;  William James, born in 1863 at Dunkeld and died there the 

 
St Patrick’s Catholic Church, Portadown 
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following year; John, born and died in 1863;  a second John, born 1865 at Dunkeld, still 

living when his father died in 1901;  Miles, born 1871 at Dunkeld, died 1st November, 

1913, at Donald; Patricia, born 1873 and Hugh, born 1876 at Donald, died 1911 also at 

Donald. 

 

Jennie’s father Myles died on 30th December, 1901, but the circumstances of his death 

must have been sufficiently doubtful for a Magisterial Inquiry.  According to his Death 

Certificate the cause of death was ‘syncope’  which is normally the medical term for 

fainting, and is more precisely defined as a transient loss of consciousness.  It is likely 

that Myles had suffered cardiogenic syncope more likely to produce serious morbidity or 

mortality unless there is prompt or even immediate medical treatment.  The Death 

Certificate says that Senior Constable Thomas Corkill gave evidence at the Inquiry held 

at Banyenong on the date of death before Magistrate JR Hornsby, JP.  Myles was buried 

the following day in Donald Cemetery with Reverend Father J Barry conducting the 

service. 

 

Mary McConville survived her husband by just three years dying of dysentery and 

exhaustion on 10th November, 1904.  Reverend Father Barry buried her alongside her 

husband in Donald Cemetery the following day.  According to her Death Certificate, Mary 

was born at Ballynagone, County Armagh.  Mary’s Death Certificate lists a total of ten 

children whereas Myles’s Certificate listed only eight.  Son Miles (note the different 

spelling of his father’s Christian name) was the informant on his mother’s Certificate and 

the dates agree with the Births and Deaths Registry.  However, this example just goes to 

show that we can’t always rely on the information recorded on Death Certificates! 

 

Returning to Fergus and Annie’s Marriage Certificate, I now had Fergus’s parents names 

of John Duncan and Mary Walsh and in quick time I had both of their Death Certificates.  

From John’s Certificate I learned that his parents were farmer Lawrence Duncan and 

Mary Walsh while Mary’s parents were farmer Michael Walsh and Norah whose maiden 

name was also Walsh (The informant on the Certificate was Fergus and it is clearly 

stated that Mary Walsh was ‘formerly Walsh’).  I have to say I am suspicious about 

Mary’s mother’s maiden name also being Walsh.  I have seen several instances on Death 

Certificates where the wife’s name has been shown the same as her married name, 

simply because the maiden name was not known with certainty.  In this case, it appears 

that the registrar has asked the specific question that has enabled him to record Walsh 

as the maiden name by the use of the phrase ‘formerly Walsh’.  Walsh is a common 

surname in Ireland and it well be that Mary’s parents were sufficiently distant relatives to 

permit their marriage.  In any event, we have our own O’Halloran experience in Michael 
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and Margaret where two with the same surname married, and in the course of 

researching this book, I have come across three other instances of same surname 

marriages that I have been able to validate.  Regarding the Walsh surname, it is 

interesting to note that John and Mary Duncan’s daughter Mary, married Leitrim born 

James Walsh at Hamilton in 1866! 

 

Armed with Fergus’s parent’s names, I next headed off to my Victorian Births, Deaths 

and Marriages Index to search for Lawrence Duncan and Mary Walsh to see if they had 

come to Australia and whether any of their other children had emigrated.  There is no 

evidence in these indexes to suggest that any of John Duncan’s siblings had come to 

Australia.  For that matter, there is nothing to suggest he had any brothers or sisters 

either, but that would be unlikely in those days where large Irish families were 

customary. 

 

 
 

On John Duncan’s death certificate his father Lawrence’s occupation is shown as ‘Farmer’ 

in Monivae, Galway.  As John Duncan was born in about 1798 just prior to the 1801 Act 

of the Union under which Ireland came under the control of the English Parliament, it is 

highly likely that Lawrence was a ‘tenant farmer’ .   

 

Eighty percent of Irish farming land was divided into fifteen, five and one acre lots. 

Eighty percent of these tenancies comprised one acre of land and the tenant farmer paid 

rent to an agent acting on behalf of the absentee landlords who lived in England.  

Holdings were so small that potatoes were the only crop that would suffice to feed a 

family.  When eaten with milk, as it generally was, the potato provided almost all of the 

necessary nutriment.  The problem was that the potato crop failed to a certain extent 
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almost every second year between 1815 and 1845 due potato blight as a result of the 

unseasonably wet weather.  This wet weather also contributed to the outbreak of typhus 

fever. 

 
A typical Irish village during the 1840s 

 

Continual rains led to a shortage of turf to burn; fires and hot water became scarce, 

houses were shut up and people huddled together for warmth – all of which was 

conducive to the spread of the typhus-bearing louse.  The potato blight continued until 

1850 bringing famine, fever, death and misery on an unprecedented scale and all but 

destroyed the Irish peasant society.  In all about 800,000, or ten percent of the 

population perished while and estimated 1.5 million fled to America, Britain and 

Australia.  Nearly 6,000 Irish arrived in Port Phillip between 1846 and 1851 of which two 

thirds were assisted migrants. 

 

Typically, tenant farmers, or farm labourers as they were probably more correctly 

described, lived in unfurnished, unlined one-room cottages, slept in their work clothes on 

straw palliasse on bare ground sharing their living quarters with the family pig or goat.  

At an Inquiry into Poverty in Ireland held in 1845, evidence was tendered by James 

Buller, a Dublin barrister, “that the condition of the Irish tenant farmer was the most 

destitute and miserable ever witnessed, even more miserable than I could possibly 

conceive any human being could sustain.” 

 

In this context it is possible that Lawrence and Mary Duncan and perhaps some of their 

children, did not survive these terrible conditions.  It is little wonder that their son John 
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and his wife Mary would have been attracted by the offer of an assisted passage to a 

land that promised to deliver them from their nightmare existence. 

 

Australia was in desperate need of population, especially in rural areas where settlers 

who had benefited from land grabbing now had to meet obligations to the Government 

by farming for crop production.  However, agricultural labourers were in short supply.  

Settlers therefore offered shipping agents a bounty for each agricultural worker the 

shipping companies could entice from overseas.  In the impoverished areas of Ireland 

Britain and Scotland word quickly spread of the ‘utopian’ lifestyle on offer in the 

Australian Colonies.  In this way emigration offered a real alternative to that on offer at 

home.   

 

At first, unscrupulous shipping companies aimed to fill the holds of their vessels without 

due diligence to any selection process.  The required skills did not arrive and the scheme 

looked doomed to failure until the British Government established the Colonial land and 

Emigration Commission in 1841 after which a much more orderly method of selection of 

prospective emigrants was put into place. 

 

Having struck out on delving any further back into the Duncan ancestry, I now focussed 

on John and his wife Mary.  I had failed to find any Australian record of their marriage 

and assumed that they had married before coming to Australia.  As I mentioned earlier, 

this was the first chapter I had drafted and as such had not then developed such a 

negative view of the early Shipping Records as I now have.  Back then, it was with some 

eagerness that I made my first search of the State Records of NSW for Assisted 

Immigration during the period 1839-1851.  And, I wasn’t disappointed; in fact, I was 

absolutely elated to discover that John and Mary Duncan and their family arrived in the 

Port Phillip District aboard the “Alexander” on 27th December, 1841.   

 

The pages from the Register of the List of Immigrants aboard the “Alexander” appears 

on pages 624-626.  There were 231 passengers in total, 103 Protestants and 128 

Catholics.  114 of the adults could read and write, 34 could read only while 41 could 

neither read nor write. John and Mary Duncan could both read and write. 

 

As mentioned above, there was an incentive in the form of a bounty paid to ship owners 

fro bringing certain types of sought after employees to Australia.  It might be noted that 

John Duncan is listed as having been a shoemaker back in Galway but obviously this was 

not a desired trade in Australia at that time and the Register notes that John was 
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“disqualified from his particular calling, his family ineligible consequently”.  And so the 

ship owner was denied the £38 bounty that might have otherwise been paid. 

 

There are a couple of anomalies with the passenger list as far as the Duncan’s are 

concerned.  The couple’s first-born, Patrick is present and his stated age of six and a half 

seems correct as John and Mary married around 1833.  Lawrence is not listed but is 

shown as deceased on John’s 1875 Death Certificate and may have died before the 

voyage.  Fergus is not listed either but he may have been regarded as too young to list.  

John’s age is stated as thirty-seven but he was probably nearer forty-one if we are to 

believe his Death Certificate.  Then again, Death Certificates can be notoriously 

unreliable and the genealogy text books tell us that passengers’ ages quoted on ships 

manifests are usually regarded as no better than “about” as many of them were 

estimated by crew members who compiled the lists. 

 

The other questionable entry is Anne.  John and Mary did have a daughter born Hanorah 

also known as Annie or Nora but she seems to have been born in 1846 if the information 

on the couple’s respective Death Certificates is to be believed.  It seems highly probable 

that the reference to Anne is a mistake and that the entry should read ‘Fergus’ who 

would have been the same age as that accorded to Anne.  Migration would not have 

been a trivial affair for the family.  The couple had been married since 1833 and by 1841 

had at least three children that we know of, Lawrence who seems to have died before 

emigration to Australia, Patrick, Fergus who was just a baby. 

 
Life for Steerage Passengers 
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An extract from the Passenger List 
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From the “Alexander” showing the Duncans 
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Summary page of the “Alexander”  passenger list 

 

Though they may have been elated by the prospect of a fresh start in a land that offered 

untold benefits, the voyage would have been anything but pleasant.  Like the vast 

majority of emigrant passengers, they would have travelled in the steerage section 

below decks.  For the sake of morality, steerage was usually divided into three 

compartments, single men forward, families in the centre and single women aft, or to 

the rear.  Sleeping berths were six feet by six feet and accommodated four people.  The 

married couples had little or no privacy. 

 

Often on such voyages, water became fouled, salt-meat rancid and weevils infested the 

flour.  Disease spread quickly in the crowded holds.  Nevertheless, rations seemed 

generous to these pauper migrants and, for most of them, the journey meant the only 

long holiday they would ever experience. 

 

At this time the average voyage in a three masted sailing ship to Australia took about 

120 days.  As the clipper ships were introduced the journey could be accomplished in 70 

to 80 days. 
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Unfortunately, the fine days were few 

 

Days on board for the ‘between the decks’ passengers was a monotony of regimented 

meals and regular prayers.  Homesickness gave way to seasickness as the journey 

progressed and in turn led to elated expectation as the floating commune reached its 

journey’s end.  Unlike the convict fleets of fifty years earlier, there was a general view 

that the treatment received by these emigrant voyagers was both efficient and humane. 

 

Given John’s arrival in Victoria of 1841, it is worth remembering that John Batman had 

only landed at Indented Head, Port Phillip Bay, on 29 May 1835 and signed a ‘treaty’ 

with the Aborigines in which they purported to give him 600,000 acres in return for a 

few trinkets.  The ‘treaty’ was later disallowed.  Three months later, John Pascoe 

Fawkner entered the Yarra River and founded Melbourne on a site previously chosen by 

Batman.  In 1837, half-acre lots of Crown land were first sold in Melbourne and 

Williamstown at an average price of $70 per lot.  It is usually considered that this action 

constituted the founding of Melbourne. 

 

By 1839 squatters were moving south of the Murray River into Victoria towards the Port 

Phillip District.  In 1844 the NSW Government (which acted for the Port Phillip Colony at 

that time) introduced new squatting regulations designed to limit the practice while at 

the same time raising revenue to stimulate free immigration.  By now pastoralists had 
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reached the edge of the Wimmera.  Within five years they had occupied the district and 

penetrated the Murray Valley as far as Mildura.  Only the Mallee remained unoccupied by 

1850. 

 

It is likely that John Duncan found work with the squatter farmers during his first years 

in the Colony.  Squatters needed little regular labour apart from a shepherd and a 

hutkeeper to look after each mob of sheep.  Seasonal peaks in the pastoral year 

necessitated extra temporary help but this was supplied by itinerant labourers who 

formed a distinct category of rural workers.  Shearers were the most numerous but there 

were also bullock drivers, bush carpenters, timber splitters, sawyers and fencers.  A man 

might switch from one kind of work to another according to the seasonal demand. 

 

The Colony should have been a paradise for rural workers such as John Duncan.  

Because labour was scarce wages were high, which was a welcome change for labourers 

accustomed to the overstocked labour markets of England and Ireland.  A farm hand 

could earn $80 to $120 per annum, more than twice his wage in England or Ireland, as 

well as receiving free rations of mutton, flour, tea and sugar.  A married couple could 

earn an extra $20 if the wife acted as hutkeeper or cook. 

 

That John Duncan was a shepherd is backed up by the Baptism Certificates of his 

daughters Ellen and Bridget dated 29th November 1852 and son Michael, on his Birth 

Certificate dated 21st August 1856.  On both of these John’s occupation is shown as 

shepherd at Mt Sturgeon Station near Hamilton in Victoria. 

 

Mt Sturgeon Station was owned by one of the great characters of early Australia, Charles 

Henry Armytage and at this point it is worth quoting the Australian Dictionary of 

Biography for a little background: 

 

ARMYTAGE, CHARLES HENRY (1824-1876) and FREDERICK WILLIAM (1838-

1912), pastoralists, were the fourth and sixth sons of George Armytage and his wife 

Elizabeth, née Peters. Charles Henry was born on 24 August 1824 at Bagdad, Van 

Diemen's Land. He was educated there and then worked on his father's properties. In 

1857 his father gave him Mostyn and Fulham stations near Balmoral in the Victorian 

Western District. Fulham, a run of 65,500 acres (26,507 ha), carried 20,000 sheep. In 

1863 C. H. Armytage acquired Mount Sturgeon station, 28,000 acres (11,331 ha) 

carrying 30,000 sheep and 300 cattle. The price was £70,750; he paid £16,000 in 

cash, £9000 eight months later and the rest within two years. The wool clip alone at 
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Mount Sturgeon brought £10,000 a year but Armytage required outside finance which 

he obtained from a partnership with George Fairbairn in 1865-66. In 1864 Armytage 

employed 130 men but he preferred to live in Melbourne and installed an overseer at 

Mount Sturgeon. In Melbourne Armytage lived at Como, a house and fifty-four acres 

(22 ha) bought in 1863 for £18,000. From there he directed his squatting empire of 

which Fulham and Mount Sturgeon were only a part: as far afield as Northwest Bend 

on the River Murray he acquired in 1860 pastoral leases which by 1874 extended 

over seven hundred sq. miles (1813 km²) in spite of much opposition from the South 

Australian government. 

Armytage did not have to buy much of his land until 1870 when a long fight began 

with selectors over Mount Sturgeon. He eventually secured freehold of 10,720 acres 

(4338 ha) at Mount Sturgeon and 18,246 acres (7384 ha) at Fulham at the cost of a 

somewhat blemished reputation. He and Fairbairn were involved in a notorious 

'dummying' scandal, but Armytage kept out of the banks' clutches and so was more 

fortunate than many of his fellow pastoralists. 

 

 
The Mount Sturgeon Station still exists as the Mount Sturgeon Estate and is a fully operative 
sheep run.  The homestead has been fully restored and is available for weddings and corporate 
functions. 
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In the latter part of his life John took up a 

selection of some three hundred acres at 

Wycheproof.  Such selections were made 

available by the government after 1847 

but it is not known when John may have 

availed himself of this opportunity.  We 

know that John was still at Mount 

Sturgeon in 1856 when twins Edward and 

Michael were born so it must have been 

after this date. 

 

By the end of the 1840s, many of the raw edges of pioneering had been smoothed away.  

Living and working conditions gradually improved as civilizing influences reached 

outlying stations and law and order embraced most of the population. Pioneering had 

been no respecter of birth or manners but the squatters who survived were hard, 

determined, resourceful men, destined to become the new gentry of the 1850s and 

1860s. 

 

In 1847, as a result of public agitation, squatters were offered fourteen year leases of 

their runs with rentals determined by the earning capacity of the land.  At the end of 

these leases, leaseholders had the option of purchase as well as the right to 

compensation for any improvements they had made. 

 

John’s wife Mary, like John’s mother, had been a Walsh before she married.  Mary was 

the daughter of farmer Michael, and Norah Walsh and was born in Galway, Ireland, 

presumably at Monivae, in about 1813.  She died on 6 July 1874 in the Victorian 

township of Yuppeckiar, now known as Glenthompson.  On her death certificate, Doctor 

Jones, from nearby Wickliffe, states that Mary died from a “kind of heart disease 

unknown to him” and that she had this ailment for some three weeks. Mary was buried 

on 8 July 1874 at Glenthompson cemetery.  Her son Fergus is listed as one of the 

witnesses at the burial. 

 

John died on 28 April 1875 at Donald aged seventy-seven years.  According to his 

physician, Dr Boone, John died from “old age” a condition he had endured for three 

months!  John was buried at the Donald Cemetery on 30th April, 1875.  No doubt, the 

death of his wife some ten months earlier, contributed to John’s demise. 

 
A restored shepherd’s cottage at Mt Sturgeon 
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Details of the Personal Estate of John Duncan 
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John did not leave a will when he died.  However, by 1875 standards his net estate was 

quite large amounting to £589.14.6 as shown by the letters of administration lodged 

with the Supreme Court to determine probate.  According to the documents, John 

Duncan had a license to farm three hundred and ten acres of land at Wycheproof and 

had erected a fence on the property to the value of £30.  As a farmer, it seems 

reasonable that there would have been a residence on the property.  What is surprising 

is that John had a sizeable cash balance in the Bank of Victoria at St Arnaud amounting 

to £603.14.6 when he died but there are no household chattels listed which might 

suggest that he had already disposed of them after Mary died, and was possibly living 

with son Fergus.     

 

Then there is the £31 owed to Mr Myers, the storekeeper at Donald “for general stores 

and groceries”.   Why was this amount still outstanding? 

 

As the Court appointed administrator of his father’s estate, it would have been Fergus’s 

responsibility to ensure that the inheritance was equally apportioned among the six 

surviving members of the family. 

 

That Mary and John were buried at different locations some 150km apart may seem odd.  

From the Letters of Administration relating to his estate it is clear that John was farming 

a lease at Wycheproof so it is a bit of a mystery why Mary was at Glenthompson when 

she died.  Mary had been ill with an unknown heart complaint for some three weeks 

before she died and Dr Jones saw her the day before her death, so it is a bit of a 

mystery why she would be so far from home in her condition, unless she and her 

husband had separated.  We will never know.  Putting aside scandalous assumptions for 

which we have no basis, travelling 150km in those days was no easy thing and it would 

have been far more practical for John to have been buried where he died, in Donald. 

 

The lot of a pioneering wife, whether as the partner of a squatter or a shepherd, was not 

easy.  Wives created an appealing domesticity and bore heirs to perpetuate pastoral 

dynasties, they were also companions and helpers of considerable economic importance.  

John would have benefited greatly from Mary’s presence. 

 

Mary’s role was supportive which would have meant that in addition to rearing a family, 

keeping house and cooking, she would have had to bear the brunt of pastoral isolation 

by providing those services and commodities which in more settled areas could be 

purchased.  Mary would have milked cows, made butter, kept poultry, tended a 
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vegetable garden and fruit trees, sewed clothes, nursed the sick, tended to the injured 

and educated the children. 

 

The range of tasks was frightening and the workload crushing unless husbands were 

willing to hire servants and even then were lucky enough to find ones that were co-

operative and efficient. 

 

We don’t know what level of support Mary had during those early years but there is no 

doubt it would have been a tough life.  Her descendants surely owe her a great debt of 

gratitude for her perseverance and fortitude.   

 

John and Mary Duncan’s Children 

There are some puzzling aspects regarding some of John and Mary Duncan’s nine 

children as it appears that several of them didn’t survive beyond early childhood.  The 

best, and probably most reliable, clue to this hypothesis is the birth registration of their 

last born child, Michael, in 1856.  Michael’s birth registration states that the boy had two 

living brothers and two living sisters but in contradiction of the usual practice, they are 

not named.  Curiously, Michael’s birth registration ignores his twin brother Edward who 

is listed as still living at the time of his parent’s deaths in 1874 and 1875 respectively.  

Examination of all the available facts would suggest that the children still living at the 

time of Michael’s birth were Fergus, Mary, Norah and Ellen but that would be three girls 

and one boy instead of the two of each that Michael’s birth registration asserts. 

 
Patrick, born 1834-35, but died before 1856.  No Australian record of birth or death.  

We have two references to Patrick.  The first is on his father’s Death Certificate which 

shows him as deceased before 1875.  The other reference occurs on the passenger list 

for the “Alexander” which shows him being six and a half at the time of the voyage, 

putting his birth date in the 1834-35 date range. 

 

Lawrence, born and died before 1841.  There is no Australian record of either his birth 

or death.  His father’s Death Certificate states Lawrence was deceased before 1875.  It 

would appear that Lawrence died in Ireland prior to the voyage. 

 

Fergus, was born in 1839 at Ballyglass, Galway, Ireland.  He died of pleurisy on 12th 

November, 1902 in the Balranald District Hospital. 

 

Mary, was born on 6th June, 1843 in Melbourne.  There is no birth registration for Mary, 

the Baptism record serves this purpose.  Mary was baptised in Melbourne on 19th June, 
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1843 along with six other babies by Reverend Father Dan Macleay.  Her sponsors were 

Patrick Larkan and Mary Lane.  Mary’s details eluded discovery for some time because 

her name had been recorded as Duggan instead of Duncan, another example of how 

mis-pronunciation can make life difficult for family historians.  Mary died on 28th 

November, 1912, at Malvern. 

 

Norah, appears to have been born in 1846 given that she was said to have been 

twenty-nine when her mother died in 1874 and thirty the following year when her father 

died.  Despite an intensive search of all available records, there is no trace of Norah after 

1875. 

 

Ellen was born 25th November, 1849.  She was still alive at the time of her parent’s 

deaths but like Norah there is no trace of her after then. 

 

Bridget was born on 17th July, 1852 and died before 1856. 

 

Ellen and Bridget both appear in the Victorian Births Index and for some time I was 

puzzled by the birth location which was cryptically given as “Mt St”.  I scoured my 

Victorian atlases and gazetteers in search of places that fitted such an abbreviation but 

without any luck.  I decided to obtain what I though would be Ellen’s birth registration 

and was both surprised and elated to find that I had retrieved the baptismal records of 

not just Ellen but also her sister Bridget!  As for the “Mt St”, alert readers will have 

already realised that this refers to Mount Sturgeon in the Western District, not just the 

physical location which doesn’t appear on many maps but the sheep station of that name 

where John Duncan was working at the time. 

 

On 29th November, 1852, John and Mary made the journey to Geelong to have their two 

daughter baptised by Reverend Father P Smyth.  According to the Baptismal Registry, 

Ellen’s sponsors were Mick Madden and Marg Dowling, while Bridget’s sponsors were 

David Doolan and Mary Jeffrey. 

 

Edward and Michael, were born on 21st August, 1856.  Michael died on 26th August, 

1933. 

 

These two must have been twins based on details gleaned from their parents Death 

Certificates.  On both documents Edward and Michael are bracketed together as 

surviving children and listed as having the same age, i.e., 18 in 1874 and 19 in 1875.  

However, it has not been possible to find any records of Edward’s birth or death.  I 
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obtained a copy of Michael’s birth registration which was lodged at Hamilton by the 

Mount Sturgeon Station Overseer George, whose surname is indecipherable, on 26th 

August, 1856.  Given that the Station Overseer lodged the registration it seems plausible 

that he simply forgot he had to register twins and Edward’s birth was overlooked. 

 

This doesn’t explain why there is no further trace of Edward after his parent’s deaths, or 

why, like sisters Ellen and Norah, all three have seemingly disappeared into thin air. 

 

As for Michael, he never married and died in the Ballarat  District Hospital on 26th August 

1933, aged 77, from cardiac failure resulting from “auricular fibrillation”.  He was buried 

in the Ballarat New Cemetery on 28th August, 1933.  Michael’s occupation is listed as 

“labourer”. 

 

Fergus Duncan and Mary Jane (Jennie) McConville 

 
Born in 1839 in Ballyglass, Galway, the two-year-old Fergus braved the high seas with 

his parents John and Mary Duncan, arriving at Port Phillip in Australia on board the 

“Alexander” in 1841.  What Fergus did in the next thirty years is not known until on 17th 

November, 1875, when he married Jennie McConnville at Donald. 

 

Fergus and Jennie had ten children between 1876 and 1893.  The locations of the births 

give us a clue to Fergus’s whereabouts at various times and a particularly good 

indication as to when he moved to the Balranald district which was probably 1884 when 

daughter Margaret was born.  What we do know from Reita Thompson is that Fergus and 

Jennie Duncan had lived and worked on a number of Stations in Victoria and the 

Riverina, eventually arriving at “Paika” where Fergus worked as an Overseer.  We also 

know the family was living at “Paika” when Gertrude was born there in 1886.  It appears 

that Dan O’Halloran, later to marry the Duncan’s daughter Gerte, had come across the 

Duncans in his travels as a teamster and eventually invited them to join him on “Langley 

Dale” 

 

In August, 1902, Jennie was diagnosed with stomach cancer which must have been fairly 

aggressive as it resulted in her death on 21st October, 1902.  She was only 48. 

 

Three weeks later, Fergus was admitted to the Balranald District Hospital where he 

passed away on 14th November.  His death certificate states the cause of death as 

croupous pneumonia or pleurisy which is an acute infection characterized by sudden 

onset with a chill, high fever, rapid course, and sudden decline; it is also called lobar 
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pneumonia, from its affecting a whole lobe of the lung at once.  Interestingly, the 

certificate also adds a secondary cause of “interstitial nephritis”, a kidney disorder in 

which the spaces between the kidney tubules become inflamed. The inflammation can 

affect the kidneys' function, including their ability to filter waste. The doctor who issued 

the certificate was of the opinion that Fergus’ condition at the time of death was 

“predisposed to by intemperance”. 

 

There must have been sufficient doubt about Fergus’ death to warrant a Magisterial 

Inquiry which was held on 14th November, by Mr W O Close, JP, who agreed with the 

doctor’s certification and released the body for burial that same day.  Fergus and Jennie 

were both buried in Balranald Cemetery. 

 

Research has revealed the following details of the couple’s children: 

 

Edward James, born September, 1875, at Donald, died 1933 at Balranald.  He joined 

the Australian Imperial Force on 22nd February, 1916 after enlisting in Swan Hill and was 

assigned to the Fifth Battalion.  Edward was over thirty eight when he joined up and 

already had grey hair.  According to his enlistment application, he was a shade over 5” 

2” and weighed 120 pounds with brown eyes and a fresh complexion. 

 
“HMAT Euripides” 

Edward completed his basic training at Broadmeadows in Victoria before embarking for 

England on “HMAT Euripides” on 11th September, 1916.  He arrived at Plymouth on 26th 

October and was stationed at Folkestone until 13th December when he proceeded to 

France aboard the “SS Arundel”. 

 

On 17th June, 1917, Edward was found guilty of overstaying his leave by eight hours and 

forfeited all privileges for a total of four days.  He was appointed Driver in the Fifth 

Battalion on 28th November, 1917, but was in trouble again on 15th May, 1918, for 

‘drunkenness when on active service’.  The charge must have been very serious because 

Edward was sent for Court Martial in the field on 23rd May.  He was found guilty and 
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sentenced to forfeit all privileges for a period of seven days.  The remainder of Edward’s 

War service was without recorded incident and he returned to Australia aboard the “SS 

Port Darwin”  on 27th July, 1919. 

John Thomas, was born in 1879 at 

Lake Buloke just out of Donald.  John 

was still living when his parents died in 

1902 but his whereabouts after that are 

unknown. 

 

Frances Mary was the twin sister of 

John Thomas also born in 1879 at Lake 

Buloke.  Frances married farmer Charles 

Edward Dunstan, the son of William 

Dunstan and Catherine Harris, at Buninyong on 20th March, 1901.  Frances and Charles 

had nine children between 1901 and 1920 – Charles Edward, born 1901 at Carlton, died 

1959 at Nyah;  John Thomas, born 1904 at Donald;  Ernest Samuel, born 1907 at 

Donald;  William Leslie, born 1909 at Donald;  Percy Norman, Born 1911 at Donald;  

Vera, born 1914 at Donald;  Evelyn Frances, born 1916 at Watchem;  Ronald Herbert, 

born 1918 at Watchem but died shortly after birth; and Grace Mary, born1920 at 

Watchem, married a fellow named White and died in 1951 at Swan Hill. 

 

Elizabeth, born in 1881 but nothing further is known of her. 

 

Margaret, born in 1884 at Balranald, died there in 1900. 

 

Norah Jane, born in 1885 at Balranald and died in infancy after a few weeks. 

 

Gertrude, born at Balranald in 1886, died in Melbourne in 1972.  Her story is told in 

Chapter 14. 

 

Jane was born at Balranald in 1886 but nothing further is known about her.  I asked 

both Reita Thompson and Julie Buncle about Elizabeth and Jane.  Reita suggested they 

may have died in infancy and their deaths gone unrecorded, a reasonably common 

occurrence in those days, especially in remote rural locations.  However, she wasn’t 

certain this was the case.  Julie offered the suggestion that one or both may have been 

given up for adoption as she had heard her mother Julia refer to ‘one of the Duncan girls 

being adopted out’ but it was a hazy recollection which may have no basis at all. 

 

 
The “SS Port Darwin” 
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Fergus, born in 1888 at Balranald, died at Hillston on 28th May, 1970.  Fergus first 

married Amy Ethel Cleaver at Mossgiel, New South Wales in 1913.  Amy was the 

daughter of Henry and Sarah Cleaver also of Mossgiel.  Fergus and Amy divorced some 

time before 1925 when Fergus married a second time.  According to Fergus’s Death 

Certificate there were no children of the first marriage but this seems to be disputed by 

Fergus’s application for enlistment that claims two dependent children.  Amy, who never 

remarried, died in 1975. 

 

On examining the “Mapping Our Anzacs” website I discovered Fergus fought in France 

during the First World War. According to his War Record, he enlisted in the Australian 

Imperial Force at Cootamundra on 3rd May, 1916 and was assigned to the Third 

Battalion, B Company.  His papers state that his wife was Amy Ethel Cleaver and that 

their home address was High Street, Hillston in New South Wales.  On his enlistment 

application he agreed that all of his service pay except five shillings a week be forwarded 

to his wife for her upkeep and that of two children.  There is no record that Amy had 

been previously married nor is there any record of her having any children either with 

Fergus or with anybody else. 

 

From the recorded description of Fergus, he was 5’ 3” tall, weighed 153 pounds, had a 

medium complexion with blue eyes and brown hair.  His religion was stated as 

Presbyterian to which he must have converted at some stage because his parents were 

Catholic. 

 

He commenced basic training at 

Liverpool Barracks on 3rd June, 

1916 and after four months 

embarked for the United 

Kingdom aboard the “HMAT 

Ceramic” on 7th October, 1916, 

arriving in Plymouth on 21st 

November, 1916.  After further 

training in England he 

proceeded across the Channel to 

France aboard the “SS Invicta” 

on 28th February, 1917. 

 

His War record states that he was wounded in action in France on 4th May, 1917, and did 

not return to his unit until a month later.  On 4th October, 1917, he was again wounded 

 
HMAT Ceramic loading troops for Europe in 1916 
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in action in Belgium, suffering burns to back and legs, and was not marked fit to return 

to active duty until 14th November, 1917.  From 5th March, 1918 until 25th April, 1918, 

he was hospitalized with an unstated illness usually interpreted as “shell shock”, and was 

actually returned to England on 10th April to facilitate his recovery.  On 19th September, 

1918, he was promoted to Driver, still with the 3rd Battalion.  By 31st May,1919, the War 

was over and Fergus boarded the “Aeneas” for the voyage home, arriving on 13th July. 

 

In 1925, Fergus married Myra 

Anderson at Hillston.  Myra was 

the daughter of Edward Charles 

and Letitia (some records show 

Aletitia) Anderson also of Hillston. 

 

The couple had four children, 

Gladys, born in 1926, Eric, born 

1928 and died 7th May, 1968 at 

Hillston; Clare, born 1929; and 

Betty, born 1933. 

 

Daughter Gladys, by then Gladys Campbell, certified her father’s death in 1970 when he 

died at the Hillston District Hospital in Burns Street, Hillston.  Fergus’s Death Certificate 

states that his usual place of residence was 65 Burns Street, Hillston, the same address 

as his daughter.  The NSW Deaths Register records that Myra also died in 1970, on 11th 

January just four months before Fergus. This probably explains why Fergus was living 

with his daughter when he died. 

 

According to his Death Certificate, Fergus had suffered from cardiovascular disease for 

some six years, with congestive cardiac failure being the primary cause of his death.  

Fergus was buried at the Church of England Cemetery, Hillston on 29th May, 1970, 

Church of England Minister, the Reverend Ernest King, performing the service. Fergus 

seems to have been having an each-way bet with religion! 

 

Charles, was yet another infant death tragedy to strike the family, living only a few 

weeks after his birth in 1893. 

 

 
“HMAT Aeneas” embarking from Port Melbourne, 1917 
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Chapter 21 
 
The Other O’Hallorans : Part I 
 - Roger of Clonleaugh 
 
 
The great-grandmother to most of us in this story is Margaret O’Halloran, the wife of the 

founder of the Balranald O’Hallorans, Michael, and the daughter of Roger O’Halloran and 

Margaret Mulqueeny.  Yet this chapter is not about Margaret’s story. That has already 

been told in the early pages of this book.  Instead, this chapter will confine itself to 

Margaret’s paternal family, which by any standards, is very large.  I should explain that 

the title of this Chapter is not intended to denigrate, simply to differentiate between 

what have become two notable O’Halloran dynasties. 

 

That I am able to write anything at all about Margaret’s family is almost entirely due to 

three people, Vincent O’Halloran, Brendan O’Halloran, and Roger Hopkins, whose heart-

warming essay about his mother Cherrie Hopkins and the accompanying family history, 

have been of invaluable assistance.  I am also grateful to Roger for permitting me the 

unfettered use of his work in compiling this book.  I am also thankful to Brendan 

O’Halloran who has provided me with valuable additions and corrections to my own 

research. 

 

I have mentioned Vin O’Halloran many times in these pages in reference to the 

inspirational family research he carried out before the days of the Internet and on-line 

records that appear at the click of a mouse.  Yet, Vin was able to produce a detailed 

family tree that set the baseline standard for those of us who call ourselves family 
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historians but who have the advantage of a super-technical age.  When writing this 

Chapter I came across a letter that Vin had written in 1988 to my co-compiler Ann 

Poelsma, who, in turn, passed it on to me.  I am including the letter in the following 

pages here because I believe it encapsulates what family history research was all about 

back in the days before television shows such as ‘Who Do You Think You Are?’ 

popularised genealogy to fad status.  Vin’s 1988 letter refers to an earlier letter in 1983 

from Bill O’Halloran: 

 
 

 

 

 

The Long Gully Goldmine, Sandhurst in 1867 
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As for Vin’s reference to the ancient kings of Ireland, I think we have shown elsewhere in 

these pages through references quoted by the Clare Heritage Centre and the late Dennis 

O’Halloran’s treatise on his O’Halloran family, that we not only have potential links to the 

ancient Irish kings but also back to Edward the Confessor, one of the last Anglo-Saxon 
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kings of England who ruled from 1042 to 1066 and who was canonised by Pope 

Alexander III in 1161.  There is also an inferred link to Ann Boleyn’s sister Mary whose 

life was the subject of Phillipa Gregory’s book, and film of the same name, ‘The Other 

Boleyn Girl’.  The Clare people assure us that we are of the same clan or sept as the 

noted historical figures Joseph and Sylvester O’Halloran and that these two brothers 

have well defined links back to the above ancestry.  It follows that all we have to do is 

discover the actual bloodlines to Joseph and Sylvester and then we can lay claim to the 

whole tree! 

 

One last word on this subject before we move on, the last chapter in this book takes a 

tongue-in-cheek look at how we might actually claim direct lineage all the way back to 

Noah, via the Millesius ancestry. 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

In Chapter Two – The Irish Ancestors, the Clare Heritage Centre defined what it could 

about Margaret’s ancestral family.  We learn that some time in the latter half of the 

1700s, Francis O’Halloran married Bridget Fahey, probably in County Clare, Ireland, and 

that they had at least one son, Roger, born in 1797.  There may have been other 

children of this union but there is no longer any record to tell us. 

 

We also learn that Roger married Margaret Mulqueeny, most likely in 1829, although a 

check of the available marriage registers has failed to disclose a relevant entry.  

Absolutely nothing factual is known about Margaret Mulqueeny.  The couple’s youngest 

child Roger was born in 1845 so we know she was alive then.   

 

So what do we really know about Roger?  Well, when I first started on this project in 

2008 there wasn’t very much information available about him other than that gleaned 

from his Death Certificate and that situation hasn’t changed too much since.  However, 

the sealjohn website hosted by John O’Halloran in Western Australia did offer up a vital 

clue that had eluded those of us researching the family’s origins. 

 

It was on this website that I found the first mention of Roger’s emigration to Australia.  

Previously, many of us with pretensions as family historians, have unsuccessfully delved 

high and low into all the available shipping records in search of when and how Roger and 

his family came to Australia.  It was only when I re-visited the sealjohn website late in 

2011 and I came across a small paragraph at the end of the page devoted to Rody 

O’Halloran that a vital piece of the jigsaw fell into place.  What I saw before me with 

disbelieving eyes was the statement that Rody, his father Roger and sister Eliza had 

arrived at Port Melbourne in November, 1862 aboard the “Shalimar”.  The “Shalimar” 
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does not appear in either the Victorian or New South Wales on-line shipping records, at 

least not under that name. Nor does either of these databases contain any record of 

Roger Halloran, which is the name he registered under, or O’Halloran for that matter.   

 

I like to be able to verify such things, so I ‘Googled’ the ship “Shalimar” which returned a 

listing on the Ships List website.  Not only was there a complete description of the ship 

and her crew but a full listing of more than five hundred of her passengers.  

Unfortunately, this passenger log, while exciting for what it reveals, creates another 

problem for us in what it doesn’t tell us - How did Roger’s other children come to 

Australia?  Elsewhere in this story I have speculated that three of them are likely to have 

landed in South Australia based on information in their Death Certificates that record a 

period of twelve months living in that State.  Further research will have to be carried out 

in this respect.  I note that the South Australian “Register” is now on-line in a searchable 

format and its issues for the period in question carry comprehensive shipping lists with 

the names of full passenger complements in most cases.  And so, the search will 

continue. However, if three of Roger’s family spent a year in South Australia after arrival, 

one has to question why they waited so long to move to Victoria.  Michael and Margaret 

married in May 1863 which doesn’t leave a lot of time for them to have become 

acquainted unless, as I have speculated before, they either knew each other in Ireland, 

met on the boat on the way out, or after their arrival in South Australia. 

 

For now, here is the Ships List reference to the “Shalimar”.  In the interests of 

conserving space, I have truncated the passenger list to include only Roger and his 

family. 

 

Shalimar to Australia & New Zealand 1862  

The ship Shalimar was built at St. John, New Brunswick in 1854, by James Nevins : length 208 ft. 
(overall 225 ft.) ; breadth 40 ft. ; depth 23 ft. ; carpenter's measurement 1,467 tons ; register 1,402 tons. 
She was sold to Liverpool in 1854 for the Australia line of packets, the "White Star Line" of John 
Pilkington and Henry Threlfall Wilson. She began her Australia service in 1855. 

She is a handsome looking vessel—always a recommendation—neatly rigged, her bow ornamented 
with a well executed female figure, and her stern enriched with a tasteful design in giltwork. Her 
arrangements on deck comprise a topgallant forecastle for the crew, a large, well-built house 
amidships, and a full poop aft with a commodious erection built on that, which includes the chief cabin 
entrance, and a very comfortable smoking room, with stained glass windows. She has plenty of deck-
room for passengers to promenade, and her high bulwarks will shelter them in heavy weather. The 
appearance of the deck arrangements is very compact and tasteful for the houses are finished in an 
ornamental style, and painted blue and white. The chief cabin in an elegant apartment upholstered in 
dark polished woods, mahogany, rosewood and walnut, with a rich head-work of satinwood marking 
the panels. In the cornice-decorations the "white star" is conspicuous on a red ground. There are berths 
for a dozen passengers, with baths and every other sanitary comfort attached. Although the first 
impression which strikes us is its limited size, a more close examination shows that a much more than 
usual space is bestowed upon the state-rooms and berths. 
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The forward part of the poop is fitted to accommodate thirty second-cabin passengers, and twenty of 
the same class are located in the house amidships. In these apartments the improved plan is adopted of 
making the meal-rooms apart by themselves, and placing the state-rooms, with their sleeping berths, 
along corridors attached; and the cabins are, by the aid of numerous windows and spacious skylights, 
cushioned seats, convenient tables and rich paperhangings of chaste and tasteful designs, rendered as 
light and airy, and agreeable as could be desired. In the deck-house are more bathrooms and the whole 
forward part of it is occupied with a large "kitchen," divided into two cooking galleys, one for the 
passengers, the other for the crew. It is fitted in berths of two, with a large family berth on each side of 
the centre division. In the aft and forward ends of the deck-house, and in front of the poop, are covered 
companion-ways, leading to the 'tween decks below, which have a height of eight feet in the clear. 
Here, as in every other part of the ship, the cabins are well finished, and unusually spacious, and light is 
secured by means of large ventilating shafts, skylights, deck lights, and other appliances. The midship 
portion is appropriated to first-class passengers in berths of two, arranged on each side of a passage 
way, and the fore and after ends to intermediate passengers. The general arrangement is on the ordinary 
plan, with the state room ranged along either side of the vessel; but there is observable a useful novelty 
in the intermediate portion of the ship, which consists in several of the state-rooms being fitted with 
berths for eith or ten people, made on the telescope principle, so as to slide quite out of the way, and 
give great room in the apartments when not required for sleeping purposes. . . . The Shipping gazette and 
Sydney general trade list. Volume 12, Number 560 (29 January, 1855) Page 28 

The ship Shalimar, Captain G. Harley departed Liverpool August 22nd 1862 arrived Melbourne, Vic. 
November 15th 1862 (continued to Auckland, NZ) 

 

Liverpool Steerage: 

No. Tkt Name Age Occupation Nat. Arrival Port

328 11914 Roger Halloran 50 Labourer Irish Melbourne

329   Roger Halloran 17 Labourer Irish Melbourne

330   Eliza Halloran 18 Irish Melbourne

 

It is pertinent to note that when Roger senior gather sailed for Australia in 1862, his wife 

Margaret is no longer on the scene.  It would appear that she may have died in Ireland 

before her husband and two of their children emigrated on the “Shalimar”.  It is 

disappointing that there has been so little passed down in word of mouth accounts of 

what happened in those days.  Those of Roger’s children who eventually arrived on these 

shores were either advanced teens or young adults and seven of the eight who came to 

Australia all had families, yet no details of those early years seem to have survived even 

by word of mouth accounts to their descendants. 

 

Returning to Margaret Mulqueeny, my cousin Bernie O’Halloran has told me that when 

his father Daniel died in 1968 he engaged the funeral directors Mulqueen and Sons to 

take care of the burial.  He got chatting to one of the Mulqueens who mentioned that 

one of his father’s ancestors had married an O’Halloran.  He added that their name had 

once been Mulqueeny but had been shortened by dropping the ‘y’ off the end.  In 1968, 

Bernard had little interest in family history and the funeral director’s aside didn’t register 

with him until I started chatting to him in 2009.  It is an interesting thought and I 

attempted to trace the Mulqueen ancestry in Australia but without any information 

relating to Margaret’s family, I hit a brick wall.  Interestingly, in my research for this 
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book, I have come across several Mulqueens who delivered funeral services to the 

O’Hallorans; A Mulqueen and Michael Mulqueen (who was well known to the O’Hallorans) 

in Bendigo in the early 1900s and D Mulqueen in Trafalgar in the 1950s. 

 

One last word on Roger’s daughter Margaret before we get into the rest of the family, in 

2010, I asked a colleague of mine who worked in the Victorian Public Library Archive to 

locate a certain photograph of my father.  When searching for the photo, he came across 

the picture below which was simply indexed “Mrs O’Halloran – Bendigo”.  The picture 

bears a striking resemblance to the only other known photograph of Margaret and I 

suspect it could be her.  Apparently, the photograph was one of a collection retrieved 

from a commercial photographer from Bendigo who had gone out of business.   

 
The glass negative of a Mrs O’Halloran taken in Bendigo between 1870 

and 1880. 
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The image has been printed from a glass plate negative with “Mrs O’Halloran” written on 

the back, which is why it appears in reverse in the photo.  Although, there is no date 

attached to the photo, Library archivists believe from their experience with similar 

examples that it was probably taken in the period 1870-1880.  Apart from the possible 

date, the name on the negative and the fact that the photo was sourced from Bendigo at 

a time when Michael and Margaret lived there, there is nothing conclusive to say that the 

woman in the picture is actually Margaret. 

 
However, we do know that Margaret had previously featured in a studio portrait so we 

will leave it at that for the present.  Given that it has taken over one hundred years since 

Margaret died for this picture to see the light of day, who knows what might surface in 

coming years especially with technology developing at such a rapid pace. 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

If we can accept that Roger and his family arrived at Bendigo in around 1862, then it 

didn’t take them too long to settle into the community.  Margaret and Eliza both married 

in 1863, Mary Ann in 1864 and Bridget in 1865, while Johanna and Roger took the 

plunge in 1868 and 1875 respectively. 

 

According to Roger’s Death Certificate, the family was living at Iron Bark Gully where 

Michael and Margaret also made their home.  In the early 1860s Bendigo was a booming 

mining town and work would have been plentiful so it is probably reasonable to assume 

that Roger found employment of a general nature.  His Death Certificate states his 

occupation as labourer but this could just as easily have applied to his life in Ireland.  

The girls appear to have found work as domestics as all of them are recorded as being 

employed as servants on their marriage certificates.  Young Roger (Rody) was a miner in 

his early days before entering the hotel business. 

 

Chapter Two contains the details of what the Clare Heritage Centre discovered about 

Roger O’Halloran’s family but their investigations have not given us too many clues 

about the family’s past in Ireland.  In fact, the Centre was only able to locate Baptismal 

details of five of the eleven children, Mary Ann, Johann, Eliza, Michael and Roger who 

were all born at Cloonloum in County Clare. 

 

We need to rely on Roger’s Death Certificate for a comprehensive listing of his children 

but even then we are almost thwarted in our quest as the column containing the names 

of the children is so badly smudged as to render it almost illegible.  Almost.  However, 

using computer technology I was able to make some sense out of the badly smudged 

black scribble and could confirm that there were eleven children – Daniel 35 years, 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

662 

Martin deceased, Francis 30 years, Andrew deceased, Bridget 25 years, Margaret 24 

years, Mary 30 years, Johanna – still can’t be read, Eliza 25 years, Michael deceased, 

and Roger 21 years.  I was surprised to see that Francis was shown as being 30 years of 

age in 1867, as all other references I had seen suggested he had died before 1867.  

There is no record of him in the Australian Marriage or Death records so he has either 

somehow escaped the net or remained in Ireland.  That Martin, Andrew and Michael are 

shown as deceased probably points to the conclusion that they also died in Ireland as 

their deaths are not recorded in the Australian indexes. 

 

 
An ST Gill watercolour of Ironbark Gully in the 1860s 

 

Roger died on 16th January, 1867, of what the attending physician, Dr HL Atkinson 

described as “chronic disease of the brain” that was said to have afflicted him for nine 

months.  He was buried in White Hills Cemetery, Bendigo on 18th January in Grave 

Number Mon C2 5108. 

 

The known details of Roger and Margaret’s eleven children are as follows: 

 

1. Daniel, born in 1831, died at Inglewood Hospital on 13th January, 1911.  His Death 

Certificate puts the cause of death as ‘heart failure and senile decay”.  The document 

also makes some other interesting claims, a couple of which are disputable.  The first of 

these is that Daniel’s age is shown as eighty-five years.  This would put his date of birth 
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at 1826 which is at odds with accepted family date of 1831 and his parent’s marriage 

date of 1829.   

The second questionable statement is that Daniel 

had lived fifty-three years in Victoria putting arrival 

there at 1868 which we know is not correct.  It is 

interesting to note, however, that Daniel spent a 

year in South Australia.  This is the first of three 

such references among Roger’s children that lends 

weight to the speculation that the family originally 

landed there. We also learn from the Death 

Certificate that Daniel, had worked as a labourer, 

did not marry and that his usual place of residence 

was Llanelly.  Daniel was buried in Tarnagulla 

Cemetery on 14th January, 1911, Father D R 

Howell, conducting the service.  

 

The following extract from Roger Hopkins’ Family 

History booklet relates to the administration of 

Daniel’s estate after his death: 

Daniel died on 13th January, 1911.  He died intestate and the following declaration was sworn by his 

younger brother Roger, my grandfather, so that probate could be granted: 

 

“The said deceased is survived by this Deponent, Roger O’Halloran brother of the said 

deceased, Eliza Larsen of Wattle Street Bendigo in the said State Widow, Mary Larsen of 

Llanelly in the said State Widow, Johanna Riordan of Llanelly in the said State Widow, sisters 

of the said deceased, the children of Bridget Gilfus deceased a sister of the deceased namely 

Johanna Ermal and Francis Gilfus, the children of Margaret O’Halloran deceased sister of the 

deceased namely Patrick O’Halloran, Michael O’Halloran, Daniel O’Halloran, Joseph 

O’Halloran, Maggie Larsen, Hannah Berry and Eliza Peevers.” 

 

Margaret O’Halloran married a Michael O’Halloran and that explains why her sons are called 

O’Halloran.  Her daughters’ names come from their marriages. 

The total sum left amounted to £311.15.0.  The address of the Deponent at the time was 72 Rowan 

Street, Bendigo. 

The Declaration shows that at least seven of the eleven children of Roger O’Halloran and Margaret 

Mulqueeny emigrated from Ireland to Australia.  It also sheds light on the family history. 

 

 
Roger O’Halloran’s gravestone 
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The actual document referred to above by Roger is the Probate Bond a copy of which is 

available on line from the Public Records Office of Victoria and is included on the disc 

that comes with this book. 

 

Although it is true in a legal sense that Daniel died intestate, this was not the whole 

story as Vin O’Halloran has reminded me.  I will let Vin take up the story: 

“In the Probate documents relating to Daniel’s estate there is an inventory of 

assets prepared by the appointed administrator Roger O’Halloran (the Pater) 

which concludes with a statement that serves to confirm that he did not die 

intestate: 

‘That I have made careful enquiry and search but am unable to find any will of the said 

deceased except for an alleged will for which I am informed Probate is being applied for’ 

That in turn would seem to confirm my belief that Daniel was visited in his one 

room dwelling by a priest from Inglewood just prior to his (Daniel’s) death.  In 

due course a will was produced, to whom is guesswork, but perhaps to the Pater, 

leaving his assets to the Church.  This resulted in a Court case alleging undue 

influence in the will’s preparation – it would be interesting to see who witnessed 

it.  Another query is who was the solicitor acting for the family, perhaps the 

Pater’s son Daniel (who incidentally had read with Eugene Gorman KC), then he 

was still in practice, presumably in 1912 and must have gone bad between then 

and 1915 when he died.” 

 

One wonders it was Father Howell, who buried Daniel, who exercised the “undue 

influence”. 

 

Following Vin’s advice, I returned to the Public Records Office and discovered that there 

was another, much larger file, that contained the whole story regarding Daniel’s estate.  

I had a great deal of difficulty acquiring this file because of its size and it was only after 

persistent enquiries to PROV staff that the seventy seven page document was eventually 

made available to me.  Using the information contained in the file, I have reconstructed 

the events that took place in the six months or so prior to Daniel’s death. 

 

Daniel had been a farmer at Llanelly all of his working life and had occupied a fifty acre 

leasehold there, immediately adjoining the property of his sister Johanna and her son 

Roger Riordan. Dan lived in a single room hut on the property. The local storekeeper, 

Andrew Mitten said he had known Daniel as regular customer for over thirty years during 

which Dan had always had an eccentric nature and disposition, a condition that had 

progressively worsened  since 1901, to the point that Dan’s mind appeared visibly 
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affected in the last three years of his life.  Mitten, described Dan’s attitude as delusional 

at times claiming he had ‘lots of money in the bank at Tarnagulla’ and that everyone was 

out to rob him of his fortune.  In reality, Daniel had no money whatsoever and relied on 

the good nature of his sister Johanna for survival.  Not that he trusted Johanna or his 

nephew Roger either – they were not made welcome at his hut. 

 

The hut itself is described by Daniel’s physician, Doctor Robert Elcoate as being in a 

state of “great squalor, disorder, want of cleanliness and neglect”. 

 

Doctor Elcoate had been called to see Daniel in December, 1909, by the neighbouring 

Riordans who were acting out of concern for Dan’s deteriorating health.  When he arrived 

at the hut, Dan refused to let the doctor enter and only agreed to see the medico at the 

insistence of his two nephews.  Doctor Elcoate offered this description of Dan at the 

time:   

“Here was a very old man, apparently about eighty five years of age, suffering 

from gastro enteritis.  His pulse was irregular and his eyes were glassy in 

appearance.  His memory was sluggish and his speech slow and disjoined.  His 

faculties were by no means active and it was with the greatest difficulty that I 

could make him understand me.  He had a strange wild appearance and appeared 

to be labouring under the delusion that he banking account at Tarnagulla and that 

he owned property near Bendigo.” 

 

Doctor Elcoate visited Dan again in May, 1910, when he found him to be “much the 

same as I found on my first visit”. 

 

Into this scenario enters Father Thomas Patrick Wood, born 1872, died at Hopetoun in 

1945.  Father Wood was usually stationed at the Cathedral in Bendigo but had been 

assigned as the assistant Priest at the Inglewood Parish in the absence of the usual 

Parish Priest, Father Howell, who was on holiday.  In December, 1909, Father Wood 

received advice that Dan wished to see a Priest.  Father Wood responded to the call and 

“administered spiritually” to him.  In May, 1910, Father Wood received a further sick call 

and visited Dan on the 12th of that month.  Father Wood continues the story from his 

deposition: 

 

“As I drove into Daniel’s paddock, his nephew, Roger Riordan came up to my 

buggy and took out the horse.  I went up to Dan’s hut and met his sister Johanna 

at the door.  She asked me to convince Dan to make a will.  After some 

conversation and religious administrations, I mentioned the subject of making a 
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will to Dan.  He said, ‘I don’t want to make a will, Father.  You will take 

everything and do what you like with it.’ 

 

I pointed out to Daniel the difficulties that would arise if he died intestate and 

urged him to make a will leaving everything to his needy relatives.  He replied, ‘I 

will not leave a penny to any of my relatives.’ 

 

He then went on to say that his relatives had robbed him and neglected him and 

he seemed, from his conversation with me, to have a great dislike for them.  

Eventually, he said, ‘I will leave everything to you and you can do anything you 

like with it.’ 

 

I then left the hut and spoke with Johanna Riordan who was just outside the 

door.  I told her, ‘He want to leave everything to me and won’t leave anything to 

his relatives.  If you like I can make his will that way and then dispose of his 

property amongst you.’ 

 

Johanna told me she thought it was better for him to dispose of his property in 

this way instead of dying intestate.  I then returned to the hut and made out the 

will.  I read the will out to Daniel, explaining it to him.  He seemed to thoroughly 

approve of the document and made his mark on it in the presence of myself, 

Johanna and Roger Riordan, who also attested to the document. 

 

At the end of December, 1910, Daniel was removed by his relatives to the 

Inglewood Hospital and died there on 13th January, 1911.  A couple of days prior 

to Daniel’s death, Daniel’s younger brother Roger O’Halloran, accompanied by his 

sister Mary Ann Larsen, came to see me at my Inglewood residence.   The subject 

of Daniel’s will was discussed and I explained to them my intentions to distribute 

Daniel’s property amongst his relatives.  I expressed my discomfort at the 

existing testamentary arrangement and said that I would be very glad if they 

could induce their brother to make a new will leaving all his property to his 

relatives.  Roger asked me if I would talk to Dan about the matter and I agreed 

that I would be only too pleased to assist in any way that I could. 

 

On 12th January, as requested by Roger O’Halloran and his sister, I visited Daniel 

again in the Inglewood Hospital.  Roger O’Halloran’s son Daniel, the solicitor was 

also there.  I pleaded with the elderly Daniel to make a will leaving everything to 

his family, to which Daniel replied, “I have already settled all that with you.” 
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I then said, “In your former will you left everything to me.  It would be more 

satisfactory if you could make arrangements dividing everything amongst your 

relatives.” 

 

“I won’t leave them one penny.  They’ve robbed me and dragged me out of my 

house!”, the old man exclaimed. 

 

 
Daniel O’Halloran’s will drafted by Father Thomas Wood 
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I then looked over to the younger Daniel and said, “Perhaps Doctor Deraven 

might be able to do something with him.” 

Daniel got up and left the room, returning a short time later with Doctor Deraven 

who stood beside the old man and asked, “Would it not be well for you to make a 

will Dan?” 

 

“I won’t leave them one penny,” Daniel retorted.  “You take it all Doctor, you’ve 

been very good to me.” 

 

“Will you put that in writing, Daniel?” I suggested to the old man. 

 

Daniel didn’t respond and Doctor Deraven turned and in exasperated undertones 

said, “It’s no good,” And left the room. 

 

The younger Daniel also left the room and joined in conversation in the corridor.  

I told him that it was my express intention that no part of the old man’s estate 

would remain in my hands, to which Daniel replied, “If you give me an assurance 

in writing that the property will be disposed of as if my uncle had died intestate, 

there will be no difficulty about the will”. 

 

“I will give you any assurance you like,” I replied and then we left the hospital. 

 

Daniel O’Halloran died on 13th January, 1911, and as the executor of his will, I 

applied to the Supreme Court for Probate, an advertisement for such appearing 

on the Melbourne Argus on 20th January.  About a week later, I ran into the 

younger Daniel O’Halloran in Inglewood and he asked, “When are you coming in 

to sign those papers?” 

 

“What papers?” I asked. 

 

“The papers about the distribution of the property of the deceased”, he replied. 

 

“Surely you would not expect me to sign a paper I have not seen.  If you wish me 

to sign any paper, I must submit it to my solicitor first,” I replied. 

 

Daniel then left in his motor car. 

On 26th January I saw Daniel again and he raised the matter of the probate of the 

will. 
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“When are you going to send me down the will?” he asked. 

“I have already seen the Clerk of Courts about it,” I replied. 

“Very well, I’ll lodge a caveat,” he said. 

“Mr O’Halloran, you can please yourself.” 

 

 

 

 

On 19th July, 1912, the Melbourne Argus reported the outcome of the Supreme Court Case 
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The following day, the 27th January, 1911, Daniel lodged a caveat with the Supreme 

Court on behalf of Roger O’Halloran.  Father Wood had engaged Solicitors Farmer and 

Farmer acting as agents for FE Horan, Solicitor of Inglewood to act on his behalf.  

Several letters were exchanged over the following months.  For his part, Father Wood 

never departed from his originally expressed intention of distributing the deceased’s 

property between his relatives but this didn’t cut any ice with Daniel O’Halloran who 

persisted in his determination to have the matter settled by the Court.  The basis for this 

appears to have been about the validity of the will – whether the testator, Daniel, 

understood what he was signing, and whether the will had been read to him in the 

presence of the witnesses.  Daniel O’Halloran, the Solicitor, strongly argued that the 

Court would never prove the will under the circumstances that it was made.  However, 

Father Wood was concerned that the will be established as a valid document as he could 

not permit the inference to rest over him that he made the will for his own personal 

gain. 

 

Eventually, the matter went to the Supreme Court on 18th July, 1912, when after due 

consideration of all the facts, Chief Justice Sir John Madden handed down his decision, a 

press report of which appears on the previous page. 

  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

Having dealt with Daniel at length we now need to return to the rest of Roger and 

Margaret’s family.  It is my experience that when completing death registrations, 

Registrars in the early days tended to adopt the practice of recording children’s names in 

the order they were born including those deceased.  Except for the anomaly of Mary 

Ann, mentioned earlier, such a practice seems to have been followed on Roger’s 

certificate.  Using this principle I have attempted to narrow down the birthdates of the 

children. 

 

2. and 5. Martin, Andrew, born and died between 1831 and 1835.  According to 

Roger’s Death Certificate of 1867 both had predeceased him.  There is no record of 

either in the Australian Indexes so it seems highly likely that they had died before the 

family emigrated. 

 

3. Francis, born 1835, stated as still living in 1867 according to his father’s Death 

Certificate but there is no Australian record of him. 

 

4. Mary Ann, baptised 6th August, 1836, at Cloonloum, Clare, Ireland.  Her sponsors 

were John Dillon and Mary Halloran.  Mary married miner Hans Larsen on 19th July, 1864 

at St Kilians church in Sandhurst, the ceremony performed by Father Edward Dwyer. 



CHAPTER 21 – THE OTHER O’HALLORANS: PART I 
Roger of Clonleaugh 

671 

 

Hans Larsen, born in Denmark, was the thirty year old son of farmer Peter Larsen and 

Maria Hansen.  He was living in Raywood at the time of his marriage.  According to the 

Marriage Certificate, Mary was a servant living at Sparrowhawk.  Her age is stated as 

twenty-two years which conflicts with the advice received from the Clare Heritage 

Centre.  If the Centre is correct, and it is quoting the records, then Mary was actually 

nearer to twenty-eight.   

 

Hans signed the Register in a thick but legible scrawl while Mary indicated a cross as her 

mark.  Witnesses to the ceremony were the bride’s brother Roger O’Halloran and Eliza 

Halloran who can only be the bride’s sister but who has curiously signed her name by 

dropping the ‘O’.  Another interesting point about the Certificate is that the bride’s 

mother is listed as Margaret Mulqueen but his may have been a slip of the pen or a mis-

hearing on the priest’s part. 

 

Hans Larsen died on 27th February, 1888 at Tarnagulla.  His doctor JH Wolfenden, who 

had previously seen him on 15th November, 1887, stated the cause of death as “diabetes 

and exhaustion”, and that Hans had been suffering with diabetes for two years.  The 

informant on the Death certificate was daughter Margaretta who gave her address as 

Irishtown.  It is interesting to note that Margaretta has given her mother’s name as 

Margaret instead of Mary Ann.  The Death Certificate also states that Hans had been 

resident in Victoria for twenty-nine years which places his arrival at around 1857.  The 

shipping indexes list about forty Hans Larsens arriving in Australia but none as early as 

1857.  In fact the earliest arrival was 1872, some eight years after Hans and Mary 

married.  Hans was buried in the Tarnagulla Cemetery on 28th February, 1888, with 

Father O’Hara conducting the service. 

 

Mary Ann survived her husband until 1917, when she died on 18th February of “heart 

failure and senile decay”.  Her doctor, GW Deravin, had last seen her on 20th December, 

1916.  The informant on the Death Certificate is Mary Ann’s niece, Johanna McNamee 

also of Tarnagulla.  Mary Ann is the second of Roger’s children on whose Death 

Certificate it is stated that one year was spent in South Australia.  It is also the second 

instance where Margaret Mulqueeny’s name has been shortened to ‘Mulqueen’.  Mary 

was laid to rest in Tarnagulla Cemetery on 19th February, 1917, with the service led by 

Father John F Coughlin. 
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Hans and Mary Ann had two 

daughters, neither of whom 

married.   

 

Margaretta Anna was born at 

Golden Square on 15th 

September, 1866 and died 

on 8th August, 1930 in the 

Bendigo Base Hospital.  

Doctor PR Salter listed the 

cause of death as “carcinoma 

of the larynx, exhaustion and 

cardiac failure”.  Margaretta, 

whose occupation was show as a domestic, was buried on 19th August, 1930, in 

Tarnagulla Cemetery with Father P O’Sullivan conducting the service.  The undertaker 

was M Mulqueen of Bendigo Street, Bendigo. 

 

Mary Elizabeth was born in 1873 at Tarnagulla and died at there on 7th July, 1908, 

thereby predeceasing her mother.  According to her Death Certificate, Mary had suffered 

from tuberculosis, or consumption, as it was also called back then.  Doctor John Adams 

stated that Mary had been afflicted by the illness for three years.  Mary was buried at 

Tarnagulla Cemetery on 9th July, 1908 by Father MJ Daly.  Mary’s cousin Roger Riordan 

was the informant shown on the Death Certificate. 

 

Probate documents and wills can provide an interesting insight into how people lived as 

well as offering up other useful information to family historians which has certainly 

proved to be the case in the preparation of this book.  I searched unsuccessfully for 

probate papers for Hans Larsen but none appear to have been lodged probably because 

he left his entire estate to his wife Mary Ann.  However, I was able to get hold of Mary 

Ann’s will and probate documents and they do make interesting reading. 

 

The will, a copy of which appears on the next page, was made while Mary was in hospital 

at Inglewood on 12th June, 1916.  In the will, Mary bequeaths her entire estate to her 

surviving daughter ‘Margaret Hannah’, who she also appoints as the executor of her last 

wishes.  Mary was still illiterate at this time and has signed the document with a cross.  

Her illiteracy caused a minor problem after her death when her daughter filed for 

probate on her mother’s estate.  When drafting the text of the will, Inglewood Barrister 

and Solicitor, Frederick Horan referred to Mary’s daughter as ‘Margaret Hannah’ and 

 
St Francis’ Catholic Church Tarnagulla 
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while this is how it might have sounded when Mary spoke the words, the fact that the 

document didn’t specify ‘Margaretta Anna’ caused a minor problem during the probate 

process, especially as Frederick Horan had died in the meantime.  It was left to Horan’s 

legal clerk Archie Currie, the other witness to Mary’s will, to sort out the problem. 

 

In the deposition to the Supreme Court seeking to obtain probate to her mother’s will 

there are five riders that are interesting from a family history point of view: 

 

11. That my correct name is Margaretta Anna Larsen but I am generally described by English speaking 

people as Margaret Hannah Larsen. 

12. That I am a natural born British subject having been born at Bendigo on the fifteenth day of 

September one thousand eight hundred and sixty six. 

13. That my mother the said deceased had lived in Victoria for fifty seven years and she was a native of 

Clare in Ireland. 

14. That my father was a natural British subject and died about twenty nine years ago having been in 

Victoria over twenty years. 

15. That my mother the said deceased was illiterate and unable to write and prior to her death she told 

me that the said Frederick Edward Horan had read the said will over to her before she put her mark on 

it. 

 

The Probate document also identifies the nature of the estate: 

9. The said deceased left real estate in the State of Victoria not exceeding the value of three hundred 

and sixty six pounds and personal property in the said State not exceeding the value of thirty seven 

pound seven shillings particulars of which real estate and personal property are as follows all of those 

pieces of land containing thirty nine acres three roods and sixteen perches being allotments sixty nine 

and sixty nine C of Section C Parish of Tarnagulla and all that piece of land containing one hundred 

and eighteen acres being allotment One hundred of same Section and Parish three cows two calves, 

remains of old cart and dray set, old harness, some furniture, a gold brooch, few old tools, two tons hay 

and forty eight bushels of wheat. 

 

I have to say I was a little saddened by the meagre list of Mary Ann’s possessions 

accumulated over a lifetime of seventy five years.  I was especially moved by the gold 

brooch, the only item of any real value that may have been a family heirloom, or even a 

gift from husband Hans to celebrate a particular milestone in their marriage.  I wonder 

who Margaretta left the brooch to when she died in 1930.  Unfortunately, Margaretta’s 

estate didn’t attract a probate action so we will never know. 
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Mary Ann Larsen’s will 

 

6. Johanna was born on 29th October, 1838, at Cloonloum, County Clare, Ireland, 

according to the records uncovered by the Clare Heritage Centre.  On 12th January, 

1868, she married James Riordan in St Kilian’s at Sandhurst, the ceremony conducted by 

the celebrated Father Henry Backhaus.  According to the Marriage Certificate, James was 

a miner, born in Hobart Town in 1839 to James Riordan and Mary O’Connell.  Both father 

and son were miners initially, later to take on farming in the Llanelly-Tarnagulla district 

of Victoria.  The Certificate also states that Johanna was twenty three at the time of her 

marriage that puts her birth date at some time in 1844 which is at odds with the Clare 

research.  However, her Death Certificate, framed on the basis of information provided 
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by her son Roger, claims she was seventy five in 1917 but agrees that she was ‘about 

twenty three’ when she married.  Who to believe? 

 

I did a little bit of 

research about the 

Riordan family, mostly 

from James Riordan 

Senior’s Death Certificate.  

It transpires that James 

was a native of Kerry in 

Ireland, born there in 

1797.  His father was a 

farmer, also named 

James, but the name of 

his mother is unknown.  

James married Mary O’Connell in 1830 in Kerry.  The Death Certificate says that James 

spent thirty seven years in Victoria and fourteen years in Tasmania before that.  On this 

basis it seems reasonable to assume that James and his family arrived in Tasmania 

around 1839 and crossed Bass Strait to Victoria around 1853. Perusal of convict records 

discloses that James was not among their number.  

 

James’s Death Certificate, the informant for which was son James, also known as James 

the Younger, husband of Johanna O’Halloran, states that James and Mary had ten 

children, three of whom had died by 1890 when James Senior died.  The children appear 

to be listed in the order they were born so I will also list them in that order with their 

approximate birth years – Julia, born 1833; Honorah, born between 1833 and 1839, 

deceased; Mary, born between 1833 and 1839, deceased;  James, born 1839, died 1902 

at Tarnagulla;  John, born 1841, died 1905 at Portland; Michael, born 1843; Mary Ann, 

born 1845; Timothy, born 1845, deceased; Daniel, born 1849, died 1921 at East 

Melbourne; William, born 1852, died 1897  at Tarnagulla. 

 

James Senior died on 6th May, 1890 at Llanelly of what Doctor RJ Leeper described as 

‘debility and syncope’, which suggests that he simply expired, perhaps of old age.  He 

was buried by Father Foley in the Tarnagulla Cemetery on 8th May. 

 

James Senior’s wife, the former Mary O’Connell, was also born in Kerry, to James 

O’Connell, a miller, and Mary Cronan or Cronin, in 1814.  She was just seventeen when 

 
Miners sluicing at Tarnagulla - 1880 
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she married James Riordan in 1831.  Mary died of an enlarged liver on 31st May, 1886 at 

Irishtown and was buried in Tarnagulla Cemetery on 2nd June. 

 

Returning now to James the Younger and Johanna, James died at Irishtown on 27th 

August, 1902.  His physician, Doctor PH Donovan, cited the cause of death as ‘heart 

disease and bronchitis’ but did not say how long his patient had been ill.  James was 

buried at Tarnagulla Cemetery on 29th August with Father Peter O’Hara officiating at the 

funeral.  Johanna survived her husband until 15th December, 1917 when she died of 

sudden heart failure.  Doctor AN Wilkinson, who certified her death, added that Johanna 

had also suffered from ‘bronchial asthma and a fatty heart’.  Johanna was buried in 

Tarnagulla Cemetery on 17th December, 1917, with Father John F Coughlan conducting 

the service. 

 

According to documents filed in the Probate Office, James died without leaving a will.  

Apparently, he didn’t think it necessary because his property was so heavily mortgaged 

to storekeeper Thomas Comrie of Tarnagulla.  The mortgage was formally registered as 

#74428.  On 26th November, 1912, Johanna consented to her son Roger being granted 

Administration of his father’s estate.  Why it took ten years to wrap up the estate is 

probably explained in Roger’s deposition dated 8th January 1913 where he swore “That 

Administration has not been applied for before because my Mother was not aware that the same was necessary 

because the estate was so heavily encumbered”.   

 

 
Comrie’s General Store Tarnagulla – 1880s 
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The Letters of Administration were granted to Roger by the Supreme Court on 21st 

February, 1913, and he set about preparing an inventory of the estate, which I have 

summarised as follows: 

 

Real Estate 
All those pieces of land containing 59 acres, 3 roods and 37 perches being Allotments A, 
B and 4A of Section B in the Parish of Tarnagulla County of Gladstone subdivided into 
two paddocks fenced with posts and on which is erected a four roomed weatherboard 
dwelling a kitchen, chaff house and sheds valued at £6 per acre. 
 
Personal Estate 
Landed property held under Lease or Licence from the Crown. 
All that piece of land being allotments 1 and 1A containing 144 acres of grazing fenced 
land valued at 
 
Livestock – One old horse valued at 
Farming Implements –   2 sets harrows 2.0.0 
     1 old reaper  2.10.0 
     1 old plow  1.10.0 
Carriages -     1 old buggy  3.0.0 
     1 old bullock wagon 2.10.0 
Harness and saddlery -   1 old buggy harness 
Furniture -     Very little and very old 
Watches, trinkets and jewellery  1 old silver watch useless 
Money in hand or house 

Value in £ 
 
 
 
 

360.0.0 
 
 
 
 

288.0.0 
 
 
 
 

6.0.0 
 

5.10.0 
1.0.0 

10.0.0 
0.10.0 
15.0.0 

Total Assets 1420.0.0 

 

On 28th May, 1913 Roger wound up his father’s estate when he advised the Supreme 

Court: 

“The whole of the real and leasehold estate of the deceased has been transferred to the Executors of the 

Will of Thomas Comrie late of Tarnagulla (he had died in 1910 – ed) aforesaid Merchant deceased in 

satisfaction of the amount due by the said James Riordan by virtue of Mortgage Registered No. 74428 

– The horse is dead and all other chattels furniture i.e. are retained by me for benefit of my Mother and 

brothers and sisters.” 

 

James and Johanna Riordan had eight children: 

 

1. James, born at Sandhurst in 1868, was a labourer during his working life, 

never married and had lived to the age of ninety one when he died in the 

Inglewood Hospital on 30th November, 1959.  Doctor LV Darby certified that 

James had died of ‘senility, debility and heart failure’.  James, whose usual place 

of residence is shown as Arnold, was buried at Tarnagulla Cemetery on 2nd 

December, 1959, by Father Thomas J Flynn. 
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2. Roger, born in 1870 at Llanelly and lived all his life there as a farmer.  Roger, 

who was also unmarried, died at the Dunolly District Hospital on Christmas Eve, 

1948.  It appears that Roger was admitted to the hospital some three weeks 

earlier with a number of ailments.  Doctor K Sisson who attended to Roger, 

declared that his patient died of ‘congestive cardiac failure, auricular fibrillation, 

pleural effusion, epithelioma of the lip. No evidence of metastosis’.  Roger was 

buried in Tarnagulla Cemetery on 26th December, 1948, the service conducted by 

Father R Dunworth. 

 

3. Mary Ellen, born at Irishtown in 1877 married Joseph Hancock at Tarnagulla 

in 1909 and the couple set up house on her husband’s farm at Murphy’s Creek, 

five km west of Tarnagulla. Joe Hancock, born in 1880 at Tarnagulla was the son 

of farmer Archer Hancock and Caroline Taylor.  Today, Hancock’s Lane near 

Murphy’s Creek remembers the Hancock family who were well known in the area 

with several of them buried in Tarnagulla Cemetery.  Tragedy hit the Hancock’s 

early in their marriage when Mary Ellen was struck down with uterine cancer 

which, accompanied by an intestinal obstruction, caused her death at the 

Inglewood Hospital on 13th April, 1911.  Mary was buried in Tarnagulla Cemetery 

on 15th April, 1911 by Father DR Howell.  The couple had no children.  Joe 

Hancock died at Dunolly in 1959, aged seventy eight. 

 

4. Margaret Mary, was born in 1878 at Llanelly and married Gilbert Luke Currie 

at Inglewood in 1905.  Gilbert was the son of Gilbert Currie and Mary Ann Walsh 

of Inglewood.  Although I have been unable to find any direct link between 

Gilbert’s family and that of Archie Currie, the Inglewood law clerk who drafted 

Mary Ann Larsen’s will, it is highly probable that they were related because there 

were numerous Currie families in the Inglewood-Llanelly-Tarnagulla district. 

 

Margaret and Gilbert had three children, all born at Dunolly; Gilbert James born 

1906; Michael Joseph, born 1908; and Margaret Mary Veronica, born 1910.  All 

three were still alive at the time of their mother’s death in 1940 and don’t appear 

in the Victorian Death Index up until 1985. 

 

Gilbert died at Dunolly in 1919 but Margaret survived until 8th July, 1940, when 

she died at the family home at 2 Mill Street, Bendigo.  Her doctor, WE Harrison, 

certified that the cause of death was due to ‘heart failure – 24 hours, pulmonary 

congestion – 4 days’.  He stated that Margaret had suffered from rheumatoid 

arthritis for at least twelve years. 
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A family outside their cottage at Llanelly in 1884 

 

Margaret was buried in Tarnagulla Cemetery on 10th July, 1940, by Father T 

Bourke.  J Mulqueen was the undertaker. 

 

5. Michael Joseph, was born at Tarnagulla in 1880 and never married.  His 

Death Certificate says that he was a farmer during his working life and at the 

time of his death, lived at Commercial Road Tarnagulla.  In June 1971, Michael 

took ill and was taken to St Vincent’s Hospital in Fitzroy where he died on 24th 

June.  The attending physician, Dr J Hammond certified that death was due to 

‘bronchopneumonia – 1 week, pleural effusion – 3 months and carcinomatosis, 

the primary site of which was unknown’.  Michael was laid to rest in Tarnagulla 

Cemetery on 28th June. 

 

6. John Daniel, born in 1881 at Llanelly was a victim of the Spanish Influenza 

epidemic that ravaged Australia in 1919.  John had worked as a gripman on 

Melbourne’s cable tram network.  The gripman was essentially the driver of the 

cable tram although his main role was to ensure that the tramcar was attached to 

the cable that ran underground between the tram tracks.  John was living at 4 

Barrow Street, East Brunswick, when he took ill suddenly on 14th April, 1919.  He 

was taken to the Emergency Hospital that had been established at the Army 
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Camp at Campbellfield where he died the same day.  He was buried at the New 

Melbourne General Cemetery, Fawkner on 16th April. 

 

In 1913 John had married Ruby Gertrude 

Thomas at Dunolly.  Ruby was born at Bealiba 

in 1896 to Daniel Thomas and Louisa Sutton.  

The couple had three children, Mary Elsie, 

born 1916; Stanley Thomas, born 1918; and 

Harold Rodger, born in March 1919.  There is 

no record that the children had died before 

1986. 

 

After John’s death, Ruby married Cecil 

Woosnam and Ruby gave birth to a son, 

Maxwell, in 1926 but he died the following 

year.  Ruby died in 1945, aged forty nine and 

Cecil Woosnam died in 1949, aged seventy. 

7. Francis Daniel, born at Llanelly in 1883, Francis was the fourth of Johanna 

and James’s sons not to have married.  Francis had been a blacksmith and had 

lived at Tarnagulla.   

 

He contracted colon 

cancer early in 1963 

and was admitted to 

Ballarat Base Hospital 

in November of that 

year.  He died there 

on 24th of November 

and was buried at 

Tarnagulla Cemetery 

on 26th November by 

Reverend Father M 

Edwards.  Francis’s 

brother, Michael, arranged the funeral and was the informant listed on the Death 

Certificate. 

 

8. Johanna Genevieve Eileen was the eighth and last of Johanna and James’s 

children.  She was born at Llanelly in 1884 and married Francis Joseph McNamee 

 
A cable tram gripman 

 
The old blacksmith’s shop at Tarnagulla as it looked in 1960. 

Francis Riordan  probably worked here. 
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at Bendigo in 1906.  Francis was the son of John McNamee and Jane Quinn and 

was born at Marong, just west of Bendigo in 1879.  The couple had eight children, 

Elsie Doreen, born at St Kilda  in 1906, married a McKinley and died at Bentleigh 

in 1977; Francis Joseph, born at St Kilda in 1908; Mary Delphine, born at 

Tarnagulla in 1910; John James, born at Tarnagulla in 1912 and died at Prahran 

in 1979; Stanley Lawrence, born at Tarnagulla in 1913; Sheila Eileen, born at 

Tarnagulla in 1917; Gilbert Luke, born at Tarnagulla in 1919; and Kevin Thomas, 

born at Tarnagulla in 1924 and died at Inglewood in 1945. 

 

Johanna died of respiratory failure at her home in Commercial Road, Tarnagulla 

on 10th June, 1951.  Her physician, Doctor Sisson, certified that she had suffered 

a cerebral thrombosis and hemiplegia two days earlier, and also that she had 

suffered from diabetes for ten years.  Johanna was buried in Tarnagulla Cemetery 

on 12th June by Father Dunworth.  Her son Stanley Lawrence of 24 Bulla Road, 

North Essendon, arranged the funeral.  Stanley is the father of Paul and Brian 

McNamee, the former, an Australian tennis ace, the latter, Chief Executive Officer 

of CSL Limited, the globally respected biopharmaceutical company.  Both Brian 

and Paul were educated at St Bernard’s College in Essendon, also attended by the 

author. 

 

 
Paul McNamee playing tennis on the courts at Tarnagulla 

 

7. Bridget, was born in 1840 in Ireland.  On 12th October, 1865 she was married to 

John Gelfius at St Kilians in Sandhurst by Father Edward O’Dwyer.   While John signed 
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the Register in a flamboyant script, Bridget indicated her assent with a cross as her 

mark.  The witnesses to the ceremony were the bride’s sister Johanna and brother, 

Roger, both of whom actually signed their names.  It is interesting to note that Bridget, 

Roger and Johanna all used the name “Halloran” and not “O’Halloran”.  It is also 

noteworthy that once again Margaret Mulqueeny has been listed as ‘Mulqueen’. 

 

John Gelfius was born in Grieshiem Hesse in Germany in 1833.  His father was also John, 

a farmer, and his mother, Mary Roth.  At the time of his marriage John was working as a 

carter, living in Happy Valley.  Bridget is recorded as living in New Chum Gully and 

working as a servant. In later documents, John was also described as working as a miner 

and a battery feeder.  The role of a battery feeder, as the name implies, is to ensure that 

the gold bearing ore from the mine is fed into the mechanical crusher, or battery, as part 

of the separation process. 

 

The name Gelfius is a treacherous one for genealogists and family historians alike.  

Those who have transcribed the name for the Indexes have come up with several 

variations to confuse us such as ‘Gelfins’, ‘Gilfius’, ‘Gelfius’, ‘Gilfins’, ‘Gilfus’, ‘Gilfiou’ and 

‘Gulfius’, but having seen the scribbles they had to deal with in most cases it is not 

surprising.  I have elected to stick with ‘Gelfius’ as that is what appears on typed 

documents where there have been reliable family informants. 

 

On 22nd December, 1871 Bridget collapsed and died suddenly at the couple’s Happy 

Valley home.  The following day there was a Magisterial Inquiry into her death with Mr 

George Aspinall, JP, finding that cause was due to an enlargement of the heart.  The 

Death Certificate makes no mention of an attending doctor but presumably one was 

called to give evidence.  Constable DJ Warren was also present at the Inquest.  After 

Bridget’s body was released by the Magistrate, she was buried in White Hills Cemetery 

by Father William Hallagan.  Bridget was only forty three when she died and left children 

aged fourteen, twelve and ten which would have been a handful for her poor husband 

who also had to endure the death on 15th January that year, of the couple’s seven year 

old daughter Margaret Maria, from bronchitis.  And who know what terrible impact young 

Margaret’s death may have had on her poor mother. 

 

With a young family to rear and the need to still earn an income, it wasn’t surprising to 

discover that John married again almost two years after Bridget died.  John married 

forty-eight year old Mary Ann Simmonds, herself a widow, on, of all days, 25th 

December, 1883.  The ceremony took place in the Lutheran Parsonage at Sandhurst and 

was conducted by Minister Freidrich Leyfoldt with witnesses Lorens and Pauline 
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Valentine.  The Marriage Certificate lists Mary Ann’s father as William Daniel Keating and 

her mother as Hannah Mary Hodgetts. 

 

I may not have followed up on Mary Simmonds except for the fact that I had a very 

difficult time tracking down what became of John and Bridget’s daughter Johanna.  All 

the information made available to me by the O’Halloran family pointed to the fact that 

Johanna had married Johannes Ermel, which in fact she had.  Vin O’Halloran’s typed 

family tree did not mention Johanna’s first marriage nor did Roger Hopkins’s booklet.   

After reviewing this chapter, Vin delved into his records and produced a chart that 

suggested he had heard about a first marriage but had no details. It was only by 

retrieving Johanna’s Death Certificate that I was able to establish that she had been 

previously married.  The important thing to note out of this is that Johanna’s mother-in-

law was a Keating. 

 

Johanna’s Death Certificate states that she had married Edwin Simmonds in 1902.  

Edwin was born in New Zealand in 1866 to miner Edward Simmonds and Mary Ann 

Keating.  Johanna and Edwin had two children, Edna May born in 1903 and George 

Francis born in 1904.  Tragically, Edwin contracted tuberculosis some time during 1904 

and died on 12th July, 1905.  He was buried in White Hills Cemetery by Church of 

England Minister CJ Chambers on 14th July. 

 

We now hark back to Johanna’s father’s second marriage in 1883.  Edward Simmonds 

died in 1879, making Mary Ann the widow who John Gelfius married four years later.  

Mary Ann was also the mother of the Edwin, who married Johanna in 1902.  Edwin, 

therefore was actually Johanna’s stepbrother – not that there’s anything wrong with 

that. It took a lot of work to piece that puzzle together but it was a very satisfying 

result!  I just hope that readers can follow the convolutions. 

 

Hopefully, that hasn’t confused things too much, so now we had better pick up on what 

happened to John Gelfius.  Well, he died on 8th July, 1915, aged eighty three.  His 

physician Dr H Penfold, cited the cause of death as ‘chronic bronchitis and senile decay’.  

He was buried in Bendigo Cemetery on 9th July, 1915.  Although John’s Death Certificate 

claims Mary Ann was alive when he died in 1915, I discovered that she had actually died 

in 1895 at Long Gully, aged sixty one. 

 

Returning now to Johanna, almost three years after Edwin died she married thirty eight 

year old miner Johannes Julius Ermel in the same Lutheran Parsonage, the ceremony 

again conducted by the Reverend Friedrich Leypoldt.  In accordance with the usual 
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practice, Johanna is correctly described as widow.  Johannes was living in Happy Valley 

at the time while Johanna was resident at Sparrowhawk.  Johannes was native of Happy 

Valley having been born there to parents Georg Ermel, a milkman, and Anna Dorothea 

Sauer.  The witnesses to the ceremony were Albert Dale Craven and Anna Maria Ermel. 

 

As mentioned earlier, Johanna had two children with Edwin Simmonds, Edna May, born 

at Long Gully in 1903 and George Francis born in 1904 also at Long Gully but who died 

there after a short life of twelve months.  Edna is noted as deceased at the time of her 

mother’s death in 1963 but I can find no further trace of when or where this might have 

occurred. 

 

With Johannes Ermel, Johanna had two children, Francis Julius, born at Long Gully in 

1909 and died there in 1912, aged three.  John Henry was born at Long Gully in 1911, 

attended to his mother’s funeral arrangements in 1963 and is presumed to have 

survived beyond 1985 as there is no Death Index record of him. 

 

Johanna passed away on 10th August, 1963 aged ninety four.  She had been living with 

her son John at his Union Street house in Golden Square at the time.  Her doctor, D 

Tillet, reported her death was due to ‘congestive heart failure over two weeks with 

myocardial degeneration over the course of several years’.  Johanna was buried in 

Bendigo Cemetery on 12th August, 1963. 

 

Having spent a bit of time on John and Bridget’s first child, Johanna, I should now deal 

with the other three, although there is not much to report. 

 

John, born at Sandhurst in 1867, never married.  He contracted tuberculosis and 

died on 25th March, 1906.  He was buried in Bendigo Cemetery on 27th March, 

1906. 

 

Daniel Francis, born in 1871 at Sandhurst, didn’t marry, and died of stomach 

cancer at the Bendigo Public Hospital on 28th May, 1931.  Daniel was also a 

battery feeder like his father.  He was buried by Father R Kelly in Bendigo 

Cemetery on 22nd May, 1931. 

 

 Margaret Maria, born in 1874 at Sandhurst, came down with bronchitis on 5th 

January, 1881, finally succumbing to the illness on 15th January.  She was buried 

in White Hills Cemetery on 18th January with Father Martin Gilesnan conducting 

the service. 



CHAPTER 21 – THE OTHER O’HALLORANS: PART I 
Roger of Clonleaugh 

685 

 

8. Eliza, was born on 14th February, 1841 in Cloonloum, Clare and arrived in Australia in 

November, 1862 with her father and brother Roger, aboard the “Shalimar”.  On 14th 

September, 1863 she married Hans Larsen at Sandhurst.  Now, the Marriage Indexes 

record that Eliza’s husband’s name was Hans Larsen and I think that the family has 

largely accepted that.  However, on the evidence of the Marriage Register I think there is 

room for debate.  Initially, the Priest Father Jeremiah Moynahan has written Hans’s 

name as ‘Hans Larsen’ but this has been amended in a different script to ‘Hans Larsen 

Hansen’ which is also the form of name that Hans has actually signed in his own hand.  

In addition, Hans’s father’s name is recorded as ‘Lars Hansen’.  Notwithstanding this 

distraction, it appears that Hans and Eliza both went by the name ‘Larsen’ as that is 

what appears on both their Death Certificates.   

 

Alert readers will have already noticed that Eliza’s older sister also married a Hans 

Larsen, albeit a year later. The obvious question then is whether the two Larsen boys 

were related.  Well, they may have been.  They were both born in Denmark and both 

were the sons of farmers but they had different parents and unfortunately there is not 

enough available detail to pursue the inquiry any further than that. 

 

Getting back to Eliza’s Hans, the Marriage Register, as mentioned above, records his 

Father’s name as Lars Hansen while his mother was Bridget whose maiden name was 

unknown to those at the wedding.  The witnesses to the ceremony were Victor Jensen 

and the bride’s sister Johanna, who signed her name without the ‘O’ prefix, even though 

Eliza included it in her signature.  Five years later when she married Roger Riordan, 

Johanna had finally included the ‘O’. 

 

It should also be noted that Hans Larsen was a Protestant but the couple were married 

according to the Rite of the Catholic Church. 

 

Hans and Eliza, had no children of their own, the reasons for which are unknown but 

probably because either one of them wasn’t able to function in that regard.  We will 

never know and we don’t need to anyway.  However, they did adopt a child who would 

take the name Arthur Edmund Bateman-Larsen, who eventually married Michael and 

Margaret O’Halloran’s daughter, Margaret Mary Agnes, who became well known as 

Maggie Larsen.  This story is told in Chapter 6 but I have decided to repeat it here for 

the sake of completeness and also because I don’t have to argue with a publisher who 

wouldn’t permit such a waste of paper. 
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Margaret Mary Agnes (Maggie) – Arthur Edward Bateman-Larsen 

The first of these family weddings occurred in 1895 when eldest daughter Margaret Mary Agnes had 
decided to get married. Margaret was always known in the family as ‘Maggie’ which is just as well 
because the abundance of Margarets would render the telling of the story a little too confusing.  
Returning to Maggie and Arthur, however, there are some curious circumstances surrounding the 
union. The facts are that Maggie married Arthur Edward Bateman-Larsen on 29th April, of that year.  
The Larsens were well known to both O’Halloran families.  In reality, Maggie’s aunts on her mother’s 
side, sisters Mary Ann and Eliza had each married a different Hans Larsen whose fathers Peter and 
Hans, may have been brothers.  Arthur Edward Bateman-Larsen was actually the adopted son of 
Margaret’s sister Eliza and her husband Hans Larsen, and accordingly, Maggie’s cousin, but not a 
blood relative.  Eliza and Hans appear not to have been able to have children of their own but were 
fortunate enough to adopt Arthur after the death of both of his parents early in his childhood.  Arthur’s 
parents were Horton Bateman, a tobacconist and Louisa Peachy (or Morrison, depending on which 
source you trust) both from Perth, Western Australia, where Arthur was born.  The exact circumstances 
of how a Perth orphan came to be in the care of a Bendigo miner are unclear but Arthur was obviously 
sufficiently impressed to take Bateman-Larsen as his surname.  (If readers are confused by this, spare 
a thought for your poor beleaguered author who endured several migraine attacks while scouring the 
Larsen family records to try and establish exactly who was who!) 

There is another mysterious element about Arthur and Maggie’s marriage in that it took place in 
Footscray.  Up until now, there has been no reason to suspect that Maggie didn’t accompany her 
parents to Balranald when they ventured there in 1881.  She would have been fourteen at the time and 
no doubt still under her mother’s wing.  However, her death certificate claims that she lived all of her 
48 years in Victoria.  As her husband Arthur, was the informant at her death, and he would have had 
intimate knowledge of the family history, so it is quite possible that Maggie never went to live at 
Balranald.  She had plenty of close relatives in and around Bendigo who could have put her up, while 
she worked as a domestic or home-help of some sort.  By 1895, her father’s sister Hanorah and 
husband John Liddy had established their home base in Footscray and it is just possible that Maggie 
went to live with them.   

But there is yet another anomaly regarding this marriage, and it relates specifically to Maggie’s place 
of residence.  The marriage was celebrated at the Liddy’s local place of worship, St Monica’s Catholic 
Church in Footscray, by Rev Father John Manly.  The Marriage Register states that Arthur was a 
‘Sawyer’ from Koondrook and cites his birth parents rather than his adoptive ones.  However, Maggie 
is shown to be of ‘No fixed address’ which is rather curious since her occupation is shown as 
‘Domestic’.  There are two other marriages recorded by Father Manly on the same pages of the 
Register and one of these records both the bride and the groom as also being of ‘No fixed address’.  It 
could be that Father Manly had a habit of using the phrase rather than writing down the actual details.   

Maggie and Arthur both signed the Register.  Arthur’s hand is bold and strong while Maggie’s writing 
is light and flowery.  Both signatures are evident of good literacy and neither signature matches the 
handwriting elsewhere on the Register.  It was usual for the officiating Priest to sign on behalf of an 
illiterate party, with the participant marking a cross in his or her own hand.  It is clear from the Register 
that Father Manly did not sign on either Arthur or Maggie’s behalf.  This observation would prove 
interesting in later years after Maggie’s death in 1915. 

It would appear that the couple didn’t immediately return to Arthur’s hometown of Koondrook.  In 
1896, they produced a son, Hans, who was born in Brunswick. Shortly after however, the family 
returned to Koondrook, establishing “Bleak House” as their home at Gannawarra.  Hans was to 
eventually marry Ada Safe, Father Frank Larsen being their eldest son.  Speaking of Ada Safe, there 
was yet another curiosity associated with the research for this particular piece.  When examining the 
Death register for Arthur Bateman Larsen, who died in 1931, on the page immediately above Arthur’s 
death entry, was the registration of Ada’s father, Henry William Safe, who also died at Koondrook in 
1931, just two weeks before Arthur.  

According to her Death Certificate, Maggie had suffered from heart problems for some years and these 
eventually caught up with her on 3rd August 1915.  She was only forty-eight.  Her three surviving 
children were only in their early teens on her death.  Maggie made her Last Will and Testament on 28th 
July, 1915, less than a week before she died.  Her will includes a notation from the witnesses that 
although she was too weak to sign the document, its contents were carefully read and explained to her.  
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The witnesses attested on the document their opinion that Maggie was of sound mind when she ‘made 
her mark’ on it. 

At the time Maggie made her will, the Larsens were living in the magnificently named “Bleak House” 
at Gannawarra, conjuring up memories of Dickens’ novel of the same name.  According to the Probate 
documents lodged in the Supreme Court, Maggie owned the “Bleak House” property which was 
situated on some 38 acres of wetlands.  In addition, her estate included a further 157 acres of Crown 
Land leased for agricultural purposes.  The estate was valued at ₤138.19.0.  It is interesting to note that 
the properties were held in Maggie’s name and not her husband’s and that as her executor he also had 
the role of trustee of the estate until such time as the youngest of children   attained the age of 21 years.   
 

I actually enjoyed re-reading that but I haven’t included details of the estate or the 

couple’s children and suggest that Chapter 6 be consulted to pick up the rest of their 

story. 

 

Now back to Eliza and Hans.  Hans died on 4th August, 1898 of consumption.  He and 

Eliza were living at Gannawarra at the time and his Death States his occupation as 

‘Horticulturist’.  He was buried in White Hills Cemetery on 7th August with Father 

Sylvester Barry conducting the service. 

 

Eliza survived her husband until 16th June 1917 when she died after a heart attack 

suffered two days earlier.  She was also buried at White Hills Cemetery on 18th June in 

the same grave as her husband, the undertaker being M Mulqueen.  Eliza is referred to 

as Elizabeth on her Death Certificate and her address is given as 36 Baxter Street 

Bendigo. 

 

 
School out for the day at Gannawarra – circa 1900 
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9. Margaret, born in 1842 in County Clare, Ireland, she married Michael O’Halloran at 

Sandhurst on 3rd May, 1863.  Her life with Michael has been fully documented in 

Chapters 3 to 6 of this book. 

 

10. Michael, born on 25th November, 1843 at Cloonloum in Clare.  Like Martin and 

Andrew mentioned earlier, Michael is listed as having already died on his father’s 1867 

Death Certificate. There is no record of him in the Australian Indexes so, as with his 

brothers, it seems reasonable to assume that he died in Ireland. 

 

11. Roger, born on 2nd January, 1845 at Cloonloum in Clare was universally known as 

Rody but the family always referred to him as “The Pater”.  Roger married Johanna 

Hogan in 1875 and the couple proceeded to have eleven children, thereby creating their 

own dynasty.  Theirs is an important story that is told in the next Chapter. 
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Chapter 22 
 
The Other O’Hallorans: Part II 
 - Rody’s Dynasty 
 
Rody was the youngest of Roger O’Halloran’s children.  Born on 2nd January, 1845 in 

Cloonloum, County Clare, he was only about sixteen when he first arrived in Australia, 

yet by the end of his life in 1929 he and his wife Johanna had overseen the creation of a 

dynasty that still flourishes today. 

 

In his younger days, Rody worked as a miner until a serious accident resulted in the loss 

of his leg that required the attachment of a wooden prosthesis for the rest of his days.  

According to Vin O’Halloran, Rody had been working as a ‘powder monkey’ in a mine.  It 

is unclear whether Rody was working as part of a mining syndicate or whether he might 

have been working for one of the larger mining companies. The role of a ‘powder 

monkey’ was to drill holes in the rock face, place explosive charges, lay the fuse and 

then be hauled back to the safety of the surface before the charge detonated.  In theory, 

the blast should create manageable chunks of rock that could be transported to the 

surface where they would be fed into a battery crusher for eventual sluicing and 

separation of any gold that existed in the ore. 

 

Now, back to Rody’s unfortunate mishap;  It appears that he had set the charges down 

the shaft and was in the process of being hauled to the surface when the windlass rope 

snapped and Rody plunged to the bottom of the shaft where he huddled in a corner in a 
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vain attempt to protect himself from the expected blast. Eventually, Rody was rescued 

and brought to the surface and except for the loss of his leg, made a full recovery. 

 

Some years back Vin O’Halloran and his brother John did some research in Bendigo 

poring over old rate cards and hospital records.  Ann Poelsma passed a copy of Vin’s 

research on to me and I found it most useful in determining where Michael and Margaret 

lived during their time in Bendigo.  I revisited these records when researching this 

chapter in the hope that there might be some reference to Rody’s accident given that his 

stay in hospital would have been quite extensive.  To my surprise and elation there was 

a card that appeared to match the circumstances exactly. 

 

 
Rody O’Halloran’s Bendigo Hospital Patient record 

 

The details on the card bearing Roger O’Halloran’s name match Rody’s circumstances as 

they then were.  He was living at Iron Bark, he was twenty six years of age and he was a 

miner.  In addition the time spent in hospital from his admission on 30th July, 1873 until 

his discharge on 23rd October, 1873, would appear to be consistent with the nature of 

the injuries he would have sustained from the blast down the mine.  I imagine, that 

apart from his leg being so badly damaged that amputation was necessary, there would 

also have been other broken bones and multiple contusions, and possibly burns all of 

which would take considerable time to heal.  The “O.P.” written in the Result section of 

the card suggests that Rody still had some issues that needed monitoring as an 

outpatient. 
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Disabled as he was, mining was now out of the question 

as a means of employment for Rody and there was no 

workers’ compensation in those days so we have to 

hope that the mining claim was a profitable one.  

Obviously, Rody was a resourceful fellow and would 

have given a great deal of thought to what he was 

going to do next.  It probably didn’t take him too long 

to realise that in a town heavily populated with miners, 

owning a pub would have to be a successful venture.  

Miners by nature develop a huge thirst that can only be 

slaked in a pub.  History tells us that there were well 

over a hundred pubs in the Bendigo mining district 

during the gold rush era.  Now we  know that Rody lost 

his leg in 1873 but we don’t know exactly when he became a publican but it was before 

his marriage to Johanna because that is the occupation ascribed to him on his marriage 

registration. Nevertheless, we do know that he was successful.  I was aware that during 

his lifetime, Rody operated at least two hotels in Bendigo, the Victory and the United 

States of Australia.  Initially, I had not been able to establish if he owned these at the 

same time or which he might have owned first.  Even the knowledge in the family was a 

bit sketchy on these matters.  It wasn’t until I came across Johanna’s obituary which 

appeared in the “Bendigo Advertiser” on 2nd January, 1904, that all doubt was erased.  

The obituary, which is transcribed on the following pages states that Rody “built the 

Victory Hotel at Iron Bark and resided there until two years ago (1901), when he 

removed to Market Square.”  Market Square, of course is where the United States of 

Australia Hotel was situated.  Regarding the ownership of the hotel, Vin O’Halloran 

advises that according to the Bendigo City rate book for 1904, Rody is listed as the 

“Owner”. 

 

Certainly, it was as the mine host at the Victory that he was highly regarded by the 

Balranald O’Halloran boys.  It was well known that Pat and Dan made weekend regular 

trips to Bendigo to their cousin’s pub and we can assume that their brother ‘Oxley’ Joe, 

notorious as he was for his love of a tipple, also joined the party.  We have learned in an 

earlier chapter that Rody employed a couple of the Fitzgerald girls at his establishment 

and that this accounts for how Pat first met up with Ellen Fitzgerald.  It is also likely that 

Dan’s former beau Julia, the French exotic dancer, was working at Rody’s pub when Dan 

took a fancy to her while still a single man. 

 

Regarding the Victory Hotel, Vin O’Halloran recalls: 

 
Rody O’Halloran 
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“The Victory Hotel was at the south eastern corner of Wattle and Victoria Streets Iron bark way.  The 

United States of Australia was, I think, somewhere near Market Square/Lyttleton Terrace, not far from 

the original city hall.  The Pater owned and built the Victory but not so sure he owned the United States 

of Australia, hence ownership of both at the same time unlikely.  Must have been about 1928 that we 

visited the Sheehans, then running the Victory, a single story weatherboard as I recollect. 

 

We visited the Pater in Wright Street, while Dad pointed out where his father lived at one time, in 

Rowan Street, probably number 76.  At no stage though can I recall any mention of the other pub.  My 

brother John found that licensing records had been destroyed prior to 1900.  Even Gwen’s cousin, 

Kevin Ryan, ex Chief Mining Warden for Victoria could not help.   

 

Dad reckoned the Pater relied on the passing trade at the Victory.  Unfortunately, most of them did 

pass.  He also kept a piece of timber under the counter as a means of keeping the peace.  I don’t really 

know but I suspect that there would have been a similar weapon at the United States of Australia but 

being close to the Bendigo CBD I think the clientele might have been different. 

 

I know that Dad and presumably the other boys went to the Marist Brothers in McCrae Street, opposite 

St Kilian’s.  Quite a walk!” 

 

Apropos of the dangers of mining and other things, here is an extract from the many 

instructive emails I have received from Vin O’Halloran during the course of researching 

and writing this book: 

“In the very early thirties, a cousin of my mother succumbed to gas in a prospecting shaft which was 

being worked by a party near Buninyong just south of Ballarat.  We lived in Ballarat at the time and I 

can remember Arthur Dunstan leaving his pushbike with us with a carton of gelignite on the handlebars 

– great excitement! 

 

Arthur was Mum’s cousin.  His father John lived in Ballarat also.  Years ago, I did some research on 

the Dunstans – think I got them on a Cornish census plus details from church registers.  I suppose the 

reason I have not persevered with the Dunstans was that there was little or no personal contact.  As far 

as I can remember I was not aware that Grandma had a brother in Ballarat until we went there.  On our 

way to Mass at the Cathedral we passed a house occupied by folk called Winter.  Then somewhere I 

found that the name Winter appeared to be related.  Did some digging into that and discovered that 

Margaret Winter, whose place we passed, was a sister of Grandma’s husband and therefore her sister-

in-law.  Was he in trouble for having married a Church of England lass, even though it was celebrated 

by Dr Backhaus.  I also sighted a form, in Latin, signed by his reverence, authorizing the union. 

 

Dad’s father Roger, was, as far as I can remember, known to the family as “The Pater”.  He had a pony, 

no, a strapping horse, named “Peter”, which he kept in a stable at the rear of his house in Wright Steet, 
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Bendigo.  If “Peter” played up he got a belt in the ribs from Grandpa’s walking stick.  Apparently, 

“Peter”, harnessed up in a gig, or was it a buggy, was a fine sight.  The Pater grew a crop of lucerne for 

“Peter” on an adjacent block.  On one occasion the Pater drove his buggy with "Peter" to Melbourne, 

the journey taking three days.  "Peter" did not like the cable trams and tried to get on top of one. 

 

My maternal grandmother, the former Annie Dunstan who had married John Duggan, lived adjacent to 

us in Bendigo and then with us in Ballarat and Clunes where she died in 1935 when I was fourteen.  

Unfortunately, I was not very inquisitive at that age, or more likely, didn’t know what to ask about 

family background. 

 

In describing the underground workings of mines you use the word ‘tunnels’.  Both Gwen and I have 

lived in mining towns with some contact and would use the word ‘drives’. 

 

My mother worked with a firm of “Mining Managers”, McColl, Rankin and Stanistreet whose offices 

were situated on View Point just along from the Royal Bank, where Dad was working – don’t know if 

this had any bearing on their eventual marriage. 

 

You mention how time erases memory of events such as dates of birth, etc.  My maternal grandmother, 

born mid nineteenth century (1855) and a firm adherent to the Church of England, recorded such events 

in a family Bible which I still have.  However, I do not suppose that there would have been too many 

Bibles in Irish tenements (had an Irish word for these on the tip of my tongue but it won’t utter). 

 

Reference to Dr Backhaus coming by ship from Adelaide to Melbourne reminds me that a trooper gold 

escort went from Bendigo to Adelaide via Glenorchy, near Stawell.  Later though, Dad would be 

escorting bars of gold from the old Royal Bank in Bendigo by train to Melbourne.  This was smelted by 

Joe Sheehan (who also cut our hair) in the basement of the Bank which is situated on View Point.  In 

those days, men’s trousers had metal buttons on the fly and Joe had to be careful that he didn’t stand 

too long in front of the furnace.  Where we lived in Bendigo, at 169 Don Street, there was a working 

mine, The Sea, behind the houses across the street and another around the corner to our left.  We were 

quite accustomed to blasting at change of shifts.  And another thing – these shafts were de-watered by 

buckets.  As a kid I recall them as being at least ten feet high.” 

 

I have also been given permission to use material from an email Vin sent to Brendan 

O’Halloran in 2004 in response to Brendan’s query about the address 44 Wright Street, 

Bendigo.  The email covers a lot of interesting ground, some references to Rody and 

others to Rody’s son Daniel, a Bendigo solicitor, struck off for improper practice in 

relation to his Trust Account in 1913.  Here is an extract of the relevant items: 

 

“I don’t really know where 44 came from – it doesn’t appear on any of the pieces of paper I have.  

Some years ago brother John and I spent an afternoon at the Bendigo Town Hall poring over old rate 
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books.  I’m unsure of our primary purpose but know that it included research on the United States of 

Australia hotel to see if “The Pater” got a mention, which he did.  We must have followed up on 

Wright Street as I am sure the owner was shown as Frank (O’Halloran).  Presumably the title would be 

in his name. 

 

Our branch of the family explains it thus (all conjecture, of course) – Dan got involved with the 

“Hunter Boys” in gambling sessions and tickled the trust account.  South Africa seems to get a mention 

here – did he abscond?  At this time I think “The Pater” was living at 76 Rowan Street, which Dad had 

pointed out to me.  As a seven or eight year old I remember it as quite an attractive home.  Perhaps this 

was sold to make good Dan’s deficiency and Frank (“Fuffer”) put a roof over his father’s head.  

Certainly, Wright Street was a big step down.  I suspect the south side of the street consisted of the 

back fences of the houses facing the next street.  I can’t remember how far 44 was from the street 

corner.  I would not know whether it was a two room or a four room cottage, but I remember an 

attached kitchen.  A stable at the rear housed “Peter” – he was kept under control by “The Pater’s” 

stick.  Again, I don’t know whether the property consisted of two blocks or not, but on vacant land 

alongside the house, lucerne was grown for “Peter”.  Next to this house was a place occupied by the 

Coopers who kept an eye on their neighbour.  I must be getting old when I can dredge up all this! 

 

Three or four years ago, I wrote to the Bendigo Historical Society to see if there were any photos or 

sketches of the Victory or United States of Australia Hotels.  No luck.  However, they sent quite a lot 

of information, including an extract from the “Annals of Bendigo”, Vol 5, 1921-1935.  This contained 

a photo of the late Mr Rody O’Halloran – head and shoulders plus some text.  This was based on his 

obituary which, had obviously been prepared by son Frank.  Have you seen this?  I intend to contact the 

Historical Society again to see if they can come up with a street number.  I wonder if the electoral rolls 

of that time would be so precise. 

 

The O’Halloran grave in White Hills Cemetery is a bit of a mess.  It was completely rebuilt (if that is 

the word) by “Fuffer” in the early 1930s.  Dad was invited to contribute but declined – he thought he 

might be a “mug” to become involved.  Anyhow, it is a double plot with two marble slabs.  The names 

consisted of lead letters above the surface fixed with dowels.  Unfortunately, at some time, a keen 

fisherman thought he had a good source of lead for sikners and few of the letters remain.  Also there is 

the headstone of your great-great grandfather who died in 1867 (Roger).  This is fairly small and must 

have been the original stone on the grave but was retained.  It was lying loose on the slabs. 

 

Mum and Dad are buried in the Bendigo Lawn Cemetery which is on the other side of the town. 

 

I don’t know if the village of Tarnagulla means anything to you, but your great great uncle Daniel is 

buried there as well as Larsens who are also family.  Gwen has family buried there as well.  When next 

in Bendigo we will have a look at Wright Street to see if anything clicks. 
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Have you seen a copy of Rex vs Dowsey – VLR Supreme Court, Vol. 29 Page 453, in which Dan 

successfully argued that, in this case, a chattel was, in fact, a fixture? 

 

Oh, and another thing, I had an idea that your uncle Frank had partly complete an O’Halloran history – 

if this is so, have you any idea what might have happened to it?  I have no contact with his family. 

 

Will send a copy of “The Pater’s” photo.  The only one I have seen is a small one taken at Tarnagulla 

with Maggie Larsen – I think it came from Trafalgar – Frank might have had more.  I also have a 

crucifix and a statue of Our Lady which came from Wright Street.” 

 

On 4th August, 1875, just two years after his accident, Roger married Johanna Hogan, 

the daughter of Patrick Hogan and Mary Neville. According to the marriage registration 

the couple was married by Father Thomas Maher at St Kilian’s in Sandhurst.  Johanna’s 

age is stated as twenty years.  She was living at Pall Mall, Sandhurst at the time and 

was employed as a servant.  Roger was living at Iron Bark and his occupation is correctly 

shown as ‘publican’.  The witnesses to the ceremony were John Gelfius, the groom’s 

brother-in-law, and Eliza Larsen, the groom’s sister.  

 

Johanna was born in 1853 at Feakle, County Clare, Ireland.  The following material 

compiled by Roger Hopkins gives an excellent insight into the Hogan family background: 

 

“Johanna’s parents, Patrick and Mary (nee 

Neville) had seven children.  Thomas, the 

eldest, migrated to Bendigo, Victoria on 1st 

September, 1869 together with his sister 

Johanna, arriving in Melbourne aboard the 

“Zenobia”.  Thomas married Honora, daughter 

of Martin McNamara of County Clare, at 

Sandhurst in 1874.  They had fourteen children 

of whom only five survived until adulthood.  

The youngest survivor was Thomas Leo who 

was born in 1891 and who married Ettie Davis 

in 1912.  Their youngest son, Leonard Hogan, 

was born in 1920.  Leonard kindly supplied this 

and the following information in a letter dated 

1995. 

  

‘Patrick Hogan’s children, Michael, 

Maria and Ann all emigrated to 

 
Feakle House, County Clare 
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California, while Brigid and John remained in Ireland.  Johanna and Thomas emigrated to 

Australia.  In 1977, I visited the Hogan family home, Feakle House, in County Clare.  I had 

envisaged some sort of sod cottage, but instead found a very substantial two-storey stone 

home with an attached farm.  At the time of our visit, Feakle House was occupied only by 

Anne, the last surviving Hogan on site at the age of eighty four.  Her brother John had died the 

year before aged ninety.’ 

 

A great grandson of Patrick Hogan’s, John Walsh, a grandson of John Hogan, married Bridget 

Moloney of Feakle House.  Leonard goes on to say that at the time of his visit in 1977, Bridget and 

John lived in a modern brick house on the adjacent farm and they and their six children made them 

very welcome.  Leonard also said that there was a substantial connection of the Hogan family in 

California from Patrick Hogan’s children who emigrated there.” 

 
Hogan Gravestones, County Clare 

 

Johanna died on 1st January, 1904 in Bendigo.  The following day, the “Bendigo 

Advertiser” published the following obituary notice: 

 

“The friends of Mrs O’Halloran, the wife of Mr R O’Halloran of the United States of Australia Hotel, 

Market Square, will regret to hear of her death which occurred yesterday.  For the past nine months the 

late Mrs O’Halloran has been in failing health.  She was, last Easter, stricken with pleurisy, and 

pneumonia superseded.  Aided by unremitting care and attention she rallied and about three months 

ago was able to get about again.  She appeared to be progressing towards complete recovery, when 

unfortunately, a relapse set in and latterly it was recognised that her end was near.  The close muggy 
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weather of the last few days had a weakening effect and during that time she was subjected to several 

severe turns.  Yesterday morning however, she began to sink and shortly after four o’clock had passed 

away peacefully in the presence of her loving husband and family.   

 

The late Mrs O’Halloran was widely known and esteemed and the news of her early demise, for she 

was only forty nine years of age, will be received with unfeigned regret.  She was a native of Feakle, 

County Clare, Ireland and in company with her brother Mr Thomas Hogan of the Baths Hotel, Bourke 

Street, Melbourne, she arrived in Victoria in 1869. 

 

She immediately came to Bendigo where she had remained for over thirty four years.  She was married 

in 1874 to Mr O’Halloran who built the Victory Hotel, Ironbark and resided there until about two years 

ago when he removed to Market Square. 

 

Mrs O’Halloran leaves a family of four sons and five daughters.  One of the sons, Mr FJ O’Halloran is 

associated with the Commercial Department of the Bendigo Advertiser, while another, Mr Dan 

O’Halloran, is practising as a barrister and solicitor in this city.  The late Mrs O’Halloran’s father is 

still alive and resides at Feakle, Ireland.  He is over ninety years of age. 

 

The funeral takes place at 3.30pm to the White Hills Cemetery.” 

 

Rody survived Johanna for a further twenty five years until 29th June, 1929, when he 

died of bronchial pneumonia.  According to his Death Certificate, he was living at Wright 

Street, Bendigo when he died.  He was buried the following day in the White Hills 

Cemetery, by the undertaker Michael Mulqueen.  Although the Bendigo Cemeteries Trust 

website contains no record of Rody’s burial, Vin O’Halloran has confirmed from his own 

records that Rody was interred in the family grave number 5108 along with his wife and 

four of their children on 30th June, 1929.  On 1st July, 1929, the “Bendigo Advertiser” 

published the following obituary for Rody: 

 

O'HALLORAN - After spending 68 years in Bendigo, Mr Rody O'Halloran died at his home in Wright 

Street on Saturday morning after a brief illness.  Deceased was 84 years of age and in his lifetime, 

spent mostly in the Bendigo district, he had been a hard worker and one of the most respected 

residents. The lure of the mining yield brought Mr O'Halloran to this city in 1861, and he was actively 

associated with that industry for many years until he lost a leg in an unfortunate accident. He was 

working a claim near the Sea Mine, and after having lit four holes at the bottom of the shaft, was 

returning to the surface when he fell to the level where the charges were laid. With great presence of 

mind he hurriedly pulled the fuses from three of the charges, but was unable to attend to the fourth 

charge. It exploded while he was huddled in a corner. Deceased had a miraculous escape from death, 

but one of his legs had to be amputated as a result of his injuries. Later the deceased entered the hotel 

business, and built and conducted the Victory hotel. Here he remained for 25 years, and reared a family 
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of 10 children. On arrival in this country from County Clare, Ireland, with his father and sisters, he 

came direct to Bendigo and was always an ardent advocate of the district, but his retiring disposition 

did not lead him into public life. He leaves a family of five. He was also the father of the late Mr. 

Daniel O'Halloran, the prominent Bendigo barrister, who died 14 years ago. The surviving members of 

the family are Mr F.J. O'Halloran, the proprietor of the well-known advertising agency in Melbourne; 

Mr P. O'Halloran of the English and Scottish and Australian Bank, Bendigo; Mrs Wickens, Murray 

Bridge; Mrs Best, South Yarra; and Mrs A. Hopkins, Melbourne. At the funeral the coffin-bearers were 

Messrs. J. White, J. Hannan, J. McGawley, and J. Flintoff.  The burial service was read by Rev. Father 

Ronan. Messrs. Fizelle and Mulqueen carried out the funeral arrangements. 

 

Alert readers may have noticed an anomaly in the listing of surviving family members in 

the above notice with the reference to ‘Mrs Best, South Yarra’.  Surprisingly, there is no 

mention of Rody’s daughter, Eliza, who was by then Mrs ‘Biddy’ Guyett and as there is 

no evidence in any of the available records that Biddy was ever Mrs Best, it has to be 

assumed that the reference to Mrs Best is nothing more than a printing error.   

 

Rody and Johanna had eleven children between 1875 and 1896.  Unfortunately, fate 

would dictate that six of them wouldn’t survive their father, five of them dying from 

tuberculosis, as did their mother.  Tuberculosis would also claim the life of Biddy in 

1936. 

 

Because of the tragic effect the disease had on this family, it is probably worth exploring 

a little bit about tuberculosis.  Tuberculosis, MTB, or TB (short for tubercle bacillus) is a 

common and in many cases lethal infectious disease caused by various strains of 

mycobacteria. Tuberculosis usually attacks the lungs but can also affect other parts of 

the body. It is spread through the air when people who have an active MTB infection 

cough, sneeze, or otherwise transmit their saliva through the air. Most infections in 

humans result in an asymptomatic, latent infection, and about one in ten latent 

infections eventually progresses to active disease, which, if left untreated, kills more 

than 50% of those infected.  It is thought that about one third of the world’s population 

is infected with tuberculosis. Tuberculosis has been present in humans since antiquity. 

The earliest unambiguous detection of Mycobacterium tuberculosis is in the remains of 

bison thought to have died some 17,000 years ago. However, whether tuberculosis 

originated in cattle and then transferred to humans, or diverged from a common 

ancestor, is currently unclear.  Skeletal remains show prehistoric humans (4000 BCE) 

had TB, and tubercular decay has been found in the spines of Egyptian mummies from 

3000-2400 BCE.  Phthisis is a Greek term for consumption; around 460 BCE, Hippocrates 

identified phthisis as the most widespread disease of the times involving coughing up 
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blood and fever, which was almost always fatal. Genetic studies suggest that TB was 

present in The Americas from about the year 100 AD. 

Before the Industrial Revolution, tuberculosis may sometimes have been regarded as 

vampirism. When one member of a family died from it, the other members that were 

infected would lose their health slowly. People believed that this was caused by the 

original victim draining the life from the other family members. Furthermore, people who 

had TB exhibited symptoms similar to what people considered to be vampire traits. 

People with TB often have symptoms such as red, swollen eyes (which also creates a 

sensitivity to bright light), pale skin and coughing blood, suggesting the idea that the 

only way for the afflicted to replenish this loss of blood was by sucking blood. 

Tuberculosis caused the most widespread public concern in the 19th and early 20th 

centuries as an endemic disease of the urban poor. In 1815, one in four deaths in 

England was of consumption; by 1918 one in six deaths in France were still caused by 

TB. After the establishment in the 1880s that the disease was contagious, TB was made 

a notifiable disease in Britain and Australia; there were campaigns to stop spitting in 

public places, (this was the reason for the “Do Not Spit” tiles in the subway at Flinders 

Street Station), and the infected poor were "encouraged" to enter sanatoria that 

resembled prisons; the sanatoria for the middle and upper classes offered excellent care 

and constant medical attention. Whatever the purported benefits of the fresh air and 

care in the sanatoria, even under the best conditions, 50% of those who entered were 

dead within five years. 

  ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  

I have shown specific birth dates for each of the children but need to explain the sources 

from which these dates were derived.  Ancestry.com hosts a family tree known as the 

Southey Family Tree which purports to have originated from the Southey family that 

Daniel O’Halloran became a part of when he married Clare Amanda Southey on 6th April, 

1904.  My own independent research of the Victorian Birth Indexes shows up some 

discrepancies with the Southey dates so I have included the Index dates along with the 

reference number in brackets, after the Southey date.  All the births were registered at 

Sandhurst except that of Dorrie which was registered at Long Gully. 

 

1. Francis Joseph or James (Frank), was also known as Pop to his immediate family 

but ‘Fuffer’ to the rest of his relatives.  I have tried to find out where such an unusual 

name as “Fuffer” came from but nobody in the family that I have spoken to can 

enlighten me. Frank was born at Sandhurst on 24th November, 1875 but his birth was 

not registered until March, 1876 #5166.  Given that Rody and Johanna married on 4th 

August, 1875, I was curious to learn whether Frank had been conceived out of wedlock 
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so I dug up the relevant Birth Certificate to verify the actual dates.  The Birth Certificate 

confirmed Frank’s quoted birth date but it was interesting to note that Rody, who 

registered the birth, conveniently mis-quoted his marriage date as 20th February, 1875, 

no doubt to allow for the nine months between marriage and birth!  Funny how nobody 

cares about such things these days. 

 

In his younger days, Frank was an 

accomplished road cyclist and competed 

successfully in many events.  Brendan 

O’Halloran gave me a copy of the 

photograph on the next page which 

celebrates the Bendigo Team’s (of which 

Frank was a member) victory in the 1898 

twenty five and fifty mile road race: 

 

Frank was an advertising agent who had 

married Mary Telfer Schilling in St 

Francis’ Church, Melbourne on 19th 

October, 1904.  Mary, born in 1883, was 

a nurse and the daughter of Elmore 

blacksmith Herman Schilling and his wife 

Elizabeth Agnew.  The Marriage 

Certificate gives Mary’s usual address as 

Collins Street, Melbourne and the address 

at the time of her wedding as 180 Bank 

Street, South Melbourne. 

 

Frank’s occupation is quoted as ‘Pressman’ and his home address Bourke Street, 

Melbourne.  It is interesting to note that at his birth Frank was registered as ‘Francis’ 

with no second name.  On his Marriage Certificate Frank has signed as Francis James 

O’Halloran while on his Death Certificate his son Frank has named his father as Francis 

Joseph O’Halloran. 

 

The witnesses to the marriage ceremony, performed by Father Alexander May, were 

William Thomas Gunn and Roberta Bidstrup.  Roberta’s mother was Minna Schilling, 

perhaps a relative of Mary’s. 

 

 
Frank O’Halloran almost 25 
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Frank O’Halloran, second from right.  Unfortunately, the image has a blemish over Frank’s face 

 

 

As an advertising agent, Frank would buy up space in 

newspapers, whether local, city or rural and then on-sell 

the space to businesses wishing to market their products.  

Frank’s income derived from either profit or commission, 

depending upon the arrangement he had with his business 

clients. 

 

Vin O’Halloran had this to say about Frank when I asked 

him: 

“Francis J, son of the ‘Pater’ and ‘Pop’ to his family but ‘Fuffer’ 

to the rest of us, was an advertising agent.  He had an office at the 

Flinders Street end of Elizabeth Street where the Commonwealth 

Bank used to be.  Only remember being there once so can’t 

pinpoint the building.  Evidently, he had a job from a Mr W G 

Hearne, a Geelong Chemist who had patented Hearne’s 

Bronchitis Cure, promoting the product. 

 

 

 
The Hearne’s Ad that appeared 
regularly on the front page of 

the Melbourne ‘Herald’ 
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Another sample of a Hearne’s ad 

 

 

He must have done this pretty effectively as Dad 

reckoned Frank’s main source of income was from 

Hearne’s commissions.  Hearne’s advertisements 

were a feature in newspapers a few decades ago in 

both rural and city publications.  The ads were quite 

large across at least two columns.  One that comes 

readily to mind features a character in armour 

brandishing a sword and shield and appearing to 

scare off small imp like figures at his feet. (see 

previous page) 

 

Uncle Frank was an extrovert.  He knew every 

policeman on point duty in the Melbourne as well as 

all the cable tram drivers or grip-men but that was 

before your time!!” 

 

Frank and Mary had five children: 

a. Mary Noreen was born at Albert Park 

in 1905.  When only a year old she contracted diphtheria and was admitted to the 

Fairfield Infectious Diseases Hospital where she died of heart failure eight days 

later on 5th September, 1906.  Mary was buried in the Boroondara Cemetery on 

8th September.  The family was living at 247 Danks Street, Albert Park at the time 

of Mary’s death. 

 

b. Francis Xavier was born in Melbourne in 1906 and in 1940 married Frances 

O’Connor, the daughter of James O’Connor and Mary Carroll of Kew.  Frances 

died at Warragul in 1983, aged seventy.  Francis, who was a solicitor, died on 1st 

 

Frank O’Halloran at 80.  Taken 24th 
November, 1955 
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June, 1987. The following obituary appeared in the July, 1987 edition of the Law 

Institute Journal:  

 

Mr Francis Xavier O’Halloran, life member of the Institute and long serving Council member, 

died on 1st June, aged eighty. 

 

In fifty four years of practice he was an enthusiastic supporter of the Institute and served 

several separate terms as President of the Gippsland Law Association. 

 

For years he and his wife, Frances, attended almost every country law convention, driving 

from Trafalgar to Mildura, Portland, Wangaratta, and other remote districts. 

 

He was also an idealist in practice, providing legal assistance in deserving cases regardless of 

the client’s ability to pay. 

 

Mr O’Halloran, who was educated at Xavier College, was admitted in 1933, having completed 

the articled clerks’ course in the office of Davis, Cook and Cussen.  He then worked in 

Wycheproof in the Mallee before setting up practice in Trafalgar in the firm which is now 

O’Halloran Davis. 

 

Having set up a second office in Moe, he undertook to look after the practice of Mr Charles 

Jacobs in Morwell when Mr Jacobs enlisted for war service.   After the war Mr Jacobs decided 

to go to the Bar, later becoming Senior Master of the Supreme Court, and Mr O’Halloran’s 

firm, with three offices, grew to a partnership of seven.  When Mr O’Halloran retired to 

become a consultant, Mr Frank Davis, who joined the firm in 1953, became the senior partner. 

 

When he married, Mr O’Halloran took his brother-in-law, Sir Colman O’Loghlen Bart, into 

partnership.  Sir Colman later became a Supreme Court Judge in New Guinea and is now 

retired. 

 

Mr O’Halloran was a great host who enjoyed the company of his colleagues.  During the 

Institute’s centenary celebrations in 1959, he entertained the visiting celebrities on their tour 

of the Yallourn open-cut coal mine. 

 

A keen sportsman, he played football for Trafalgar for several seasons.  The trophy for the 

Gippsland Law Association’s annual golf tournament is named after him. 

Mr O’Halloran’s wife died several years ago.  He leaves a son, three daughters and a brother, 

Roger, who is in practice in Geelong. 

 

The couple had five children:   
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1. Bernadette, born in 1942 who married D Joyner in 1967;   

2. Kerin, born in 1944;   

3. Gabrielle, born in 1946 and who married J Radcliffe.  The Radcliffes 

had ten children – Kim, Anthony, Simone, Kelleigh, Lindsay, Jamie, Sarah, 

Matthew, Claire and Francis Xavier;  

4. Francis Xavier, born in 1952 and died in 1954;  

5. Roger, born 1954 and who married C Corser, producing Xavier in 

1983, Kathryn in 1986 and Connor in 1998. 

 

I understand the Francis and Frances also had a stillborn baby some time 

between 1946 and 1954. 

 

c. Roger was born on 31st December, 1908 in Hawthorn.  He married Sheila 

Agnes Lowrey, born 20th April, 1920 at Geelong, the daughter of William James 

Lowrey and Catherine Cuddihy.  Sheila died on 19th December, 1998, while Roger 

passed away on 27th January, 2006.  The couple is buried at Highton cemetery, 

Geelong.  Roger was a well known Geelong Barrister and Solicitor who established 

his own legal practice, Roger O’Halloran and Co., there, later introducing his only 

son, Brendan, also a Solicitor, as a partner in the business, a role that Brendan 

has continued on in since his father’s death.  Brendan is also passionate about 

the family history and has been a valuable contributor on the research for this 

book.  

In 1994 the Late Vivian 

Hill interviewed Roger 

for the Geelong Lawyers’ 

Collection, maintained in 

the digital collection at 

Deakin University.  The 

transcript of the 

interview, conducted on 

12th September, 1994, 

appears below and I am 

grateful to Deakin 

University for granting permission to include it here. 

“I was born on 31st December, 1908.  My father was an advertising agent and we lived in the 

vicinity of Xavier College.  I attended Xavier College with my brothers.  I had an uncle who 

was a lawyer in Practice in Bendigo.  I originally had thoughts of doing medicine, but I 

 

Roger O’Halloran (centre) - 1981 
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believed I did not have the necessary skills in Chemistry or Physics.  As my brother Frank was 

already working for Davis, Cooke and Cussen, Solictors of Melbourne, I followed him. 

 

My intention was to do a four year Articled Clerks course by being Articled to Davis, Cooke 

and Cussen.  At that time, before you could start an Articled Clerks course, which meant that 

you worked and studied part time at university.  They were quite hard subjects, Law of 

Contracts and Law of Property.  You had to pass those subjects before commencing Articles 

which you signed a memorandum with your Principal. 

 

I managed to get a job at Davis, Cooke and Cussen.  At that time it was also the practice in 

some firms, particularly the leading firms, that if you were waiting to serve the twelve months 

Articles after you had a University Degree, you had to pay a premium to the Principal.  This 

was not the case in the four year Articles course. 

 

It took me a couple of years to get the two subjects of Contract and Law of Property.  Lectures 

were generally held at 8.45am or 5 o’clock in the afternoon. 

 

I found that the education I had received at secondary college did not really prepare me for the 

University type of study.  At that time there were no such subjects as Legal Studies to give 

you some inkling as to the Law course. 

 

The Articles took four years and in that time I had to pass another seven subjects. 

 

The only Professor on the staff at the Law School at Melbourne University was Professor Ken 

Bailey.  I remember well his form of lecturing which would give two sides of an argument to 

any legal problem and he would then say, in his view, the answer falls somewhere in the 

middle. 

 

I must admit in conducting my own legal Practice, I would not find this approach to a legal 

problem a suitable one.  It would not satisfy clients who look for a clear answer. 

 

George Paton came to the teaching staff of the Law School at the Melbourne University.  He 

took over a subject Source and History of English and Australian Law.  Later the subject was 

known as “Juris Prudence”. 

 

The other lecturers all came from the Victorian Bar.  Norman O’Bryan, later Sir Norman 

O’Bryan, the father of the current Mr Justice Norman O’Bryan, lectured in Private 

International Law.  He became a Supreme Court Judge.  Joseph A Richardson lectured on 

Wrongs (the subject was later known as Torts), Law of Procedure and Evidence.  Richardson 

later became a County Court Judge.  Edmund Herring, later Sir Edmund, lectured in Equity.  
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Herring subsequently became Chief Justice in the Supreme Court of Victoria.  Dr Gregory 

lectured in the Law of Property.  Charles Gavin Duffy, lectured in the Law of Contract.  He is 

the son of Sir Frank Gavin Duffy, a High Court Judge.  Charles Gavin Duffy later became a 

Supreme Court Judge.  I cannot recall the name of the lecturer in Administrative Law. 

 

While I was attending the Law School at Melbourne University there were about sixt or 

seventy law students in the whole course. 

 

As far as my Articles were concerned, I did not find the tuition of my employers very good.  

One of the partners did not let you look at his files to gain an insight as to how matters were 

conducted, but another one was quite helpful.  I was in an outside office and generally could 

not interview any clients except re debt collecting.  I was paid one pound per week. 

 

I was articled to AJH Davis of Davis, Cooke and Cussen.  Not long before I was admitted to 

practice as a Barrister and Solicitor, I saw a firm Cresco wanting a Solicitor.  Cresco was a 

firm distributing fertilizers for farmers throughout Australia.  I applied to that firm for 

employment and was engaged. 

 

I was admitted on 2nd October, 1933.  My admission was proposed by Eugene Gorman, QC, 

and Mr Hubert Frederico. Gorman was a very successful Barrister, particularly in jury cases, 

and Hubert Frederico had a substantial practice.  He became a County Court Judge.  His son is 

currently a Justice of the Family Law Courts. 

 

In my employment at Cresco I was receiving five pounds per week which, in 1933, was 

regarded as quite a good wage.  My duty was to collect debts owed to the Company.  As this 

involved interstate debtors, I had to have knowledge of the Service and Execution and Process 

Act as well as the ordinary principles of law.  I issued Summonses and other legal process 

which I had done at Davis, Cooke and Cussen. 

 

The job was terminated after abut fifteen months.  I had the opportunity of buying a practice 

of Sullivan, Hewison and O’Collins in Geelong.  I did not take up that opportunity, partly 

because I did not have enough money to buy the practice. 

 

I did however, speak to my employers, and said that if I started a Practice, would they be good 

enough to send some work to me.  They agreed to do so, and I opened my doors for clients in 

the premises at the Block Arcade, Little Malop Street.  Those premises are now part of the 

Market Square building.  Nearly all the other lawyers were in Yarra Street. 
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It was not possible to advertise very much at the time because of restrictions governing the 

rules of solicitors.  I used to do some Court appearances as required, although I did not think 

they were my strong point.   I did Conveyancing and Probate and debt collecting. 

 

Apart from my employees, my only connections at Geelong were the friends I had made while 

playing the sports of cricket and tennis, and a s a member of the Catholic Young Men’s 

Society. 

 

 

 

The Offices of Roger O’Halloran and Co. 

 

I started off with one girl working for me part time.  I built up the Practice a bit.  I was then 

able to employ a full time girl. 

 

At that time the other solicitors that I recall who were in the town were Harwood and Pincott, 

Charley Birdsey, a very good person, H I Crawcour, Wighton and McDonald, which was then 

being conducted by Alan McDonald and Ivan Lewis.  I also met his father E A McDonald.  

The Alan McDonald who was a partner in the Practice is the father of the present Justice 

McDonald. 

 

Other firms were Higgins and Speed, Roy Fidge, W and W Higgins, Neil Freeman, Ralph 

Phillips, Phillip Fraser, Ray Apted and JAC Firth, AO Hall and Doyle and Kerr.  Don Ingpen 

bought the Practice of Sullivan, Hewison and O’Collins.  In addition there was Whyte, Just 

and Moore, JP Hase and Vautin H Andrews.  Eighteen months later Frank Gargan commenced 

practice. 

 

The relationship between the various solicitors was very good.  I had had limited instructions 

in articles as I mentioned previously, but I recall that Alan McDonald offered to help me.  
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Times were tough and solicitors were generally jealous of clients.  I do recall that Phillip 

Fraser welcomed me by saying that there was room for all of us. 

 

I had  to build up the Practice.  When I first started I was just existing as far as money was 

concerned.  The Practice was getting better when the 1939 War broke out.  I had reservations 

about Australia taking part in the war in Europe.  I had seen the effect on Australians of 

participation in the First World War.  I could see merit in the argument that all wars are about 

trade and I could not see the point of wasting Australian lives in a War in Europe. 

 

When the Japanese commenced War against Australia, I thought I should go and help.  I 

joined the Army.  Originally, I was stationed at Geelong.  I was there for about six months.  

Frank Gargan looked after the Practice while I was in the Army.  He had suffered an injury to 

his wrist and was classed as ‘B’ grade physical fitness and was not able to serve in the Army 

at that time.  I remember meeting Alan McDonald when we were housed at the Caulfield 

Racecourse.  We slept in the stand.  He had joined the Army about the same time as I had. 

 

I was away from my Practice for about three and a half years.  Some of the time I spent in the 

Army Education service in various parts of Australia, but I ended up on the island of Morotai 

when the American and the Australian forces were engaged in battle with the Japanese in the 

Pacific Islands after the Japanese had been stopped at New Guinea and were being pushed 

back by forces under General McArthur. 

 

I had become a Staff Sergeant.  We were bombed on one occasion, and on another occasion, a 

working party member stood on a land mine and was destroyed. 

 

I was discharged just shortly after Victory in the Pacific Day, the 15th August, 1945.  I came 

back to my Practice.  Frank Gargan, an excellent bloke, gave me back all the files that were 

relevant to my Practice and paid me for any work that was due to me. 

 

I continued to work up the Practice after the War.  Business improved.  Trevor Bruhn joined 

me as a partner for some time and then after some years we amicably agreed to separate. 

 

I continued to practice on my own account until my son Brendan joined me as a partner in 

1983.  He became a proprietor of the business in 1986.  I was President of the Geelong Law 

Association and had the opportunity of serving two years as President.  This meant that not 

only did I preside over local meetings of the Geelong Law Association but I attended meetings 

at the Law Institute of Victoria in Melbourne.  Although I enjoyed the position very much, I 

served only one year believing opportunity should be given to other Solicitors to have the 

experience. 
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I was a Councillor for the South Barwon Shire for six years.  I was President of the Geelong 

Lawn Tennis Association for over twenty years.  I have not made a lot of money as a Solicitor, 

but it has assisted me in obtaining a good living.  I have, however, had the cockles of my heart 

gladdened when an appreciative client says “Thank you” at the conclusion of a job. 

 

I am concerned that there are defalcations of Trust Accounts by Solicitors and I think that the 

Law Institute should devise some means to prevent this happening. 

 

I may be the oldest Solicitor practising in Geelong but I am not sure, although John Doyle is 

still living at Point Lonsdale and would be senior to me.  At present I attend the office every 

day.  I take an interest in horse racing and occasionally take time off to attend country race 

meetings with my wife.  I look after clients’ affairs in conveyancing, business and probate 

matters.  I have always believed in keeping active, mentally and physically.” 

 

d. Brendan, was born in 1910 at Balwyn and died in 1986.  In 1938 he married 

Roma Perouse Evans born in 1916 at Richmond, Victoria.  Roma was the 

daughter of George Ignatius Evans and Theresa Inez McInerny.  Brendan and 

Roma had two children, Louise and Inez.  Louise married Lee Chalmers and had 

two children, Melanie and Adam.  Inez married David Barrett and had at least one 

child, Thomas.  According to the 1980 Electoral Roll, Brendan and Roma were 

living at 12/40 Barkly Street, Box Hill. 

 

e. Margaret died on 25th April, 2010.  At that time she and her husband, 

Colman, were living at Southport on Queensland’s Gold Coast to where they had 

retired in 1986.  Margaret’s life was celebrated at her Requiem Mass held at St 

Mark’s Catholic Church, Inala, on 30th April 2010.  Margaret’s son Michael 

O’Loghlen delivered the Eulogy which details the couple’s life together and which 

is reprinted here with Michael’s permission. 

 

Mum was born on 20th October, 1916 in Grange Road, Kew.  She was the fifth and youngest 

child of Frank O’Halloran (1875-1959) who worked as an advertising agent latterly at 64 

Elizabeth Street, Melbourne, and Mary Telfer Schilling (1883-1954) who was formerly a 

nurse and latterly a wonderful grandmother.  Mum’s parents were both born in Victoria and 

married in Melbourne on 19th October, 1904.   

 

Mum was the sister of Noreen (born 1905 but died in infancy);  Frank (1906-1987) who 

became a solicitor in Moe and Trafalgar and helped me in my early years at the Victorian Bar;  

Roger (1908-2006) who became a solicitor in Gheringhap Street, Geelong, and used to take 

me to the MCG as a child;  and Brendan (1910-1986) who worked as an advertising manager 
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with an airline, TAA as it then was, and cheerfully organised our travels to New Guinea.  For 

much of her childhood, Mum’s family lived in Valentine Avenue, Kew, in the vicinity of 

Xavier College.  Later, sometime before 1943, Mum’s parents moved to 179 Doncaster Road, 

North Balwyn, Victoria, which Mum and Dad eventually purchased upon Pop’s death in 1959.  

That house has since been demolished to make way for units. 

Before 1916, Mum’s predecessors connected to Australia when her mother’s grandparents 

(Frederick Schilling and Charlotte Wassman) married at the Scots’ Church, Melbourne, on 5th 

March, 1850.  On the O’Halloran side, Mum’s paternal grandfather, Roger (Rody) O’Halloran 

had emigrated to Australia from County Clare, Ireland, and married Mum’s grandmother 

Johanna Hogan, (also from County Clare) at Sandhurst, Victoria, in 1875.  In passing, this 

seems a diverse genetic background and Mum chose her parents well.  On these and other 

matters, Mum’s cousin, Vin O’Halloran, has constructed an O’Halloran family tree which is 

extensive and well researched.  There is also a Schilling family tree for those interested in 

further details.  On the O’Loghlen side, we deepen the Australian connection through Dad’s 

grandmother, Ella, born in Preston, Victoria, in 1842 and married Bryan O’Loghlen in 

Melbourne in 1863.  This background includes us amongst the earliest Australian families. 

 

After 1916 Mum, as a child, grew up in Kew, Victoria and attended Genezzano Convent in 

Cotham Road, Kew.  Her mother, who had converted to Catholicism, was a devout Catholic 

and Mum, likewise.  She met her future husband (also born in 1916) through the Newman 

Society, a Catholic social society that organised hikes most Sundays.  They married in 

October, 1939.  Dad had graduated in Law from Melbourne University, but was not allowed 

to commence legal practice until he attained twenty one years.  While at Melbourne 

University, Dad joined the Melbourne University Rifles in 1934 and “rose” to the rank of 

Corporal, a factor of later significance, given that the Second World War against Germany 

was declared in 1939 and, later Japan. 

 

In 1940, their first child, Margaret was born.  In early 1941 the three journeyed to Wau, a very 

small town in the highlands of Papua New Guinea, where Dad was to manage the legal 

(mining) practice of JJ Cromie, solicitors.  But in late 1941, the order was given to evacuate 

women and children.  According to Dad’s account –  

My pregnant wife, Margaret, together with daughter Margaret, were among the first 

evacuated from Wau.  They went out from Wau by Dragon aircraft to Port Moresby, 

then by ship to Townsville, and then by train to Melbourne where she was able to 

stay with her parents.  The allowable baggage weight of thirty pounds (12 kg) was 

taken up with baby Margaret’s needs. 

Mum was then aged only twenty five.  Afterwards, she often complained that she lost all her 

possessions and household effects in the evacuation, taking with her only a large bundle of 

nappies and the like.  
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Their second child, Janet, was born in Melbourne on 21st February, 1942.  Meanwhile, Dad 

had stayed in Wau and saw active service.  He had joined the New Guinea Volunteer Rifles, 

and was taken on as a Sergeant in view of his former training with the Melbourne University 

Rifles.  Periods of leave aside, he remained in New Guinea for the duration of the Second 

War, joining Australian and New Guinea Administrative Unit in December, 1942. See (inter 

alia) Ian Downs’ book, The NGVR 1939-1943, ISBN 1 875150 03X.  Dad survived and was 

promoted to Lieutenant, then Captain. 

 

When World War II ended, Dad returned to Melbourne where Mum was staying with her 

parents at North Balwyn.  While living at North Balwyn, their third child, Mick (1945), and 

fourth child, Bryan (1946) were born.  Then they moved to Sturt Street, Ballarat, where they 

lived when their fifth child, Ross (1948) was born.  Then they moved to Princes Highway, 

Trafalgar, where Dad worked as a solicitor with Mum’s oldest brother, Frank, until 1952.  At 

home in Trafalgar, Mum used to sing along to the then popular tunes such as Buttons and 

Bows.  This was about the time of the Christmas visit to Joan and Keith Hadden’s family in 

Sydney where we kids contracted chicken pox from Peter and Christine Hadden, and 

scratched and fought during the road trip back to Trafalgar in a very small car, an Austin 8, I 

think. 

 

During 1951-52, Marg and Jay were at school in Ballarat and Mick was sent to Nana and Pop 

to attend primary school at St Bede’s, North Balwyn.  Nana fussed over me.  Pop introduced 

me to raspberry and lemonades at Scott’s Hotel in Collins Street.  From time to time forwards, 

none of Marg, Jay or Mick ever lived continuously at home, apart from school holidays. 

 

Their sixth child Hugh was born in 1952 and accompanied Mum and Dad by sea to attend 

Queen Elizabeth’s Coronation as well as a visit to Ireland.  The year 1952 was also about the 

time of a long and memorable camping “holiday” on the beachfront at Inverloch, Victoria.  In 

late 1952 they moved back to New Guinea where Dad initially worked as a TPNG 

Administration legal officer in Port Moresby.  At first, they lived temporarily in Government 

House and then at Three Mile.  Even in those days, Moresby was not the safest place to live. 

 

Shortly afterwards, they moved to Lae, TNG,  where they lived in Coronation Drive and Dad 

worked as a Stipendiary Magistrate.  Those were happy days.  While living in Lae, Mum’s 

seventh child, Colman (1955), and eighth child, Brendan (1959) were born.  Lae was “home” 

for many years and was famous for the “lost diamond” saga in 1956 when Prince Phillip 

visited Lae. 

 

It had been rumoured in the family over the years that Frank had fathered 

another son.  This matter re-surfaced sensationally in 2012 after this chapter was 

drafted and is dealt with in detail in Chapter 26. 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

712 

2. Daniel was born at Sandhurst on 13th July, 1877 (1877 #24886).  He studied law and 

became a successful barrister and solicitor who had read his articles in the company of 

the noted King’s Counsel, Eugene Gorman.  If success can be judged by the number of 

press notices he received, then Daniel must have been highly regarded in his profession 

as the Melbourne ‘Argus’ reports a significant number of cases in which he appeared 

during the years he practised.  The ‘Bendigo Advertiser’ seems to have covered most of 

his cases some of which were reported on as far afield as South Australia, where the 

‘South Australian Register’ also thought his work newsworthy. 

 

On 6th April, 1904, Daniel married Clare 

Amanda Southey, at the Southey family 

residence “Waverley” in Castlemaine.  Father 

Shanahan performed the nuptials.  Clare, the daughter of public servant George Edward 

Southey (1850-1909) and Elizabeth Allen (1864-1940) of Clunes,  was born at Clunes in 

1881.  Although she was christened ‘Clara’ she seems to have gone by the name Clare. 

She had two unusually named younger sisters, Ruby Persia, born 1885 in Essendon and 

Minnie Araluen born in 1887, also at Essendon. 

 

As we read in the previous chapter, Daniel successfully represented his family in 

contesting the application for Probate in his uncle Daniel’s estate, lodged by Father 

Thomas Wood in 1912.  However, it seems that around this time his legal career began 

to turn sour.  The first indication that things were not working out for Daniel appears in a 

report published in the Melbourne ‘Argus’ on Saturday 5th October, 1912, page 20: 

 

BENDIGO AND DISTRICT 

Detective Burvett has issued a 
criminal summons against Daniel 
O’Halloran, barrister and 
solicitor, to appear in the Bendigo 
City Court on October 14 on a 
charge of having made a false 
declaration in connection with the 
purchase of his office site in 
Williamson Street, under the 
Transfer of Lands Act. 
 

 

The case was followed up on 15th October, 1912, by the ‘South Australian Register’ that 

reported on the Committal Hearing held in the Bendigo City Court on 14th October: 

 

ALLEGED FALSE 
DECLARATION 
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BARRISTER COMMITTED FOR TRIAL 

MELBOURNE October 14.
Daniel O’Halloran, barrister and solicitor, 
was charged at the Bendigo City Court 
today with having made a false declaration 
for the transfer of land in Williamson Street 
in which a suite of offices formerly 
occupied by him are to be built.  The 
evidence was that the defendant borrowed 
£600 from Mrs Amy Laura Rogers 
Davidson of St Kilda, with the object of 
buying the land and offices, and that he 
gave her an unregistered mortgage. 
Subsequently, he borrowed £2000 from the 
Sandhurst Mutual Permanent Investment 
and Building Society, and gave a mortgage 
on the land and offices.  In making the 
declaration to secure the transfer of the title, 
O’Halloran omitted to mention in the 
schedule, the mortgage he had given to Mrs 
Davidson. 
In letters to the Titles Office, O’Halloran 
acknowledged having given Mrs Davidson a  

 
 
 
mortgage but pointed out that it was 
regarded between the parties, not so much 
in the light of a mortgage as an 
acknowledgement of receipt for the 
money, and that it was not to be registered 
on account of Mrs Davidson wishing to 
keep the matter of the loan private. 
On the other hand, Mrs Davidson said she 
regarded the document as security, and 
made no stipulation for privacy. 
Mr  Luke Murray, who appeared for the 
defendant, said Mrs Davidson knew she 
would not be defrauded, as there was a 
£1000 of Mr O’Halloran’s locked up for 
the time being in connection with the 
offices.  She knew that he wanted more 
than the £600 to purchase the offices and 
that she was lending him the £600 as a 
friend to finance the deal. 
The Bench said that a prima facie case had 
been made out, and committed O’Halloran 
for trial. 

 

The matter went to trial in the First Civil Court before Mr Justice Hood on 21st July, 1913.    

The course of the hearing was reported in the Melbourne ‘Argus’ on Tuesday 22nd July, 

1913, page 4: 

SOLICITOR’S TRANSACTIONS 
PROPERTY TWICE MORTGAGED 

A CLIENT LOSES 
Transactions of Daniel O'Halloran, at one   time of 
Bendigo, solicitor, in which he   borrowed money 
from two parties on the same property, led to 
litigation, on which Mr. Justice Hood gave judgment 
in the First Civil Court yesterday. 

Mr. Justice Hood said that in 1910, O'Halloran had 
amongst his clients Mrs. Amy Laura Rogers-
Davidson, a widow, who was a personal friend. Before 
February, 1910, O'Halloran expressed to Mrs. 
Davidson his desire to purchase the property in which 
his offices were, and said he would require financial 
assistance to the extent of £600 or £700, for which he 
would give a mortgage over the offices as security. 
Mrs. Davidson agreed to lend the amount, and gave 
her cheque for £600 to O'Halloran on February 17, 
1910. O'Halloran had a mortgage prepared, which he 
executed on March 9. He told Mrs. Davidson that it 
was not registered; that there would be fees to pay in 
connection with the registration, and it was not 
necessary to go to the expense. Mrs. Davidson 
received no other documents, and made no inquiries 
about the title deeds. In July, 1910, O'Halloran 
purchased the land and obtained a loan of £2,000 from 
the   Sandhurst and Northern District Building Society, 

He must have known, however, that in giving two first 
mortgages over the same land to different people he 
was defrauding one of them, his object being to obtain 
as much money as possible from the society by 
concealing the fact of the prior deed, and probably he 
was indifferent as to who would ultimately suffer. In 
that way O'Halloran was not acting bona-fide, and if 
that was the test the defence would fail. The 
legislation clearly intended to protect vigilant  
transferees for value; but no vigilance could protect a 
transferee from an improper motive acting on the mind 
of the transferror.  
 
If the conveyance was made in effecting a real transfer 
of the property, it was, in his opinion, made in good 
faith, whatever might be the feeling of the grantor to 
other persons. In his opinion, therefore, the first 
defence was sustained, as the mortgage by O'Halloran 
to the society was made and executed bona-fide to 
carry into effect a genuine dealing on land. O'Halloran 
did not make this deed with the intent of  defrauding 
Mrs. Davidson, but he knew he was doing a dishonest 
act.  
 
The society throughout had acted in good faith, and 
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one condition being that he should bring the land 
under the Transfer of Land Act. On September 26 a 
certificate of title was issued to O'Halloran, bearing as 
its one encumbrance the mortgage to the society, 
O'Halloran not having disclosed Mrs. Davidson's 
mortgage, and it not being registered.   The society 
was an encumbrancer for value, and had no knowledge 
or notice of the mortgage to Mrs. Davidson, and 
throughout acted bona-fide and with reasonable care.   

The action was now brought claiming the declaration 
that Mrs. Davidson was entitled to the benefit of her 
legal security in priority to the society, and to this 
claim three answers had been put forward. The first 
was based on the fact that the society's security was 
registered under the Real Property Act, and it was 
urged that it thus gained priority over Mrs. Davidson's 
earlier unregistered mortgage. Section 181 provided 
for registration of written instruments   affecting land, 
and enacted that the first registered instrument shall 
have priority over every other, "if made and executed 
bona-fide, and for valuable consideration."  The 
latter qualification was not under consideration, the 
matter for determination   being whether the mortgage 
to the society was made and executed bona-fide.  
O'Halloran did not make the deed to the society 
merely to cheat Mrs. Davidson, but to raise money. 

gave value. The second defence was that Mrs. 
Davidson had lost her priority by reason of her 
negligence in not obtaining or asking for the title 
deeds, and by not registering the mortgage, so 
enabling O'Halloran to hold himself out to the society 
as owner of the property. In his opinion her neglect 
was so gross that, as between two innocent   persons, it 
would be unjust to place the burden on the one who 
was vigilant, and allow the negligent party to go free. 

It was not sufficient answer that O'Halloran was her 
solicitor. When a solicitor borrowed money from a 
client on a mortgage and no inquiry was made about 
the title, but the client was satisfied to be told that it 
would cost money, and it was not necessary to 
register, then the client should be responsible for the 
consequences. Mrs. Davidson had been so grossly 
negligent that it would be unjust to allow her mortgage 
to prevail over the society's. The third defence was 
that as a certificate of title had been issued the 
plaintiff's claim was destroyed, but he thought there 
was no substance in that. 

There would be judgment for the defendant society 
with costs, except as to the defence which was not 
proved.     

 
 

While Daniel was exonerated of the charges brought against him, the nature of the 

evidence led at the trial does suggest a tendency on his part to knowingly carry out 

legally dishonest transactions, the like of which eventually led to his downfall in another 

matter.  The fact that Daniel escaped in this instance was more likely due to his client’s 

negligence than any innocence on his part. 

 

Although the above case was decided in July, 1913, it was an earlier, more serious 

matter, that led to Daniel being struck off from the rolls of barristers and solicitors.  

Again, we rely on the report that appeared in the ‘South Australian Register’ of Friday 1st 

November, 1912, for the details of a hearing before Mr Justice a’Beckett in the Practice 

Court on 31st October, 1912: 

CHARGES AGAINST A SOLICITOR 

MELBOURNE, October 31 
Allegations of breaches of trust by a solicitor acting as 
the executor and administrator of an estate were made 
in a case brought by William Joseph Gorman of 
Richmond against Daniel O’Halloran of Bendigo, 
solicitor, which came before Mr Justice a’Beckett on a 
motion for judgement in the Practice Court today. 
The parties to the action were the appointed executors 
and trustees under the will of Eliza Delaney, of 
Bendigo, spinster, who died on August 18th, 1908, and 
left property valued at £636/3/8 less liabilities £37/3/1, 
to Edmund Delaney. 



CHAPTER 22 – THE OTHER O’HALLORANS : Part II 
Rody’s Dynasty 

715 

In the statement of the claim it was set out by Gorman 
that on the representations of O’Halloran, he had 
allowed O’Halloran to carry on the entire business of 
the will and estate and had not been consulted. 
On September 15th, 1908, O’Halloran received from 
Maurice Morrin and Co. £24/7/7, and on September 
19th, 1908, from the Savings Bank £307/3/6.  Since 
then he had received rents of an amount unknown, and 
had committed breaches of trust in (a) mixing the 
monies of the estate with his own, or converting them 
to his own use; (b) failing to pay them into a separate 
banking account; and (c) failing to properly invest 
them. 
Mr Justice a’Beckett ordered that the sums of £307/3/6 
and £24/7/7 be paid into Court within fourteen days, 
and that certain accounts be furnished within fourteen 
days of notice being given, with costs to be taxed; and 
any future course to be reserved for further 
consideration. 

  

It seems that the ignominy of being charged with breaches of trust proved too much for 

poor Daniel as it is reported that he disappeared from the Bendigo district shortly after 

these allegations were brought against him.  As a very well known figure around the city 

he would have found it difficult to be seen in public and it appears that he and his family 

moved elsewhere.  Just where they relocated has long been a point of conjecture within 

the family with opinion divided on what happened to Daniel.  

 

On Tuesday 25th November, 1913, the ‘South Australian Register’ reported that Daniel 

had been struck off the barristers and solicitors rolls at the Practice Court hearing in 

Melbourne.  The report claimed that Daniel had disappeared from Bendigo some twelve 

months previously. 

 I asked Vin O’Halloran about Daniel’s 

fall from grace:  “I don’t now if there is a 

story behind Daniel’s troubles.  His 

downfall was attributed to his contact 

with the ‘Hunter Boys’ and their 

gambling habits.  Hunters had a brewery 

in McCrae Street, Bendigo.  I have vague 

recollections of Daniel and South Africa 

and some involvement of his brother 

Vincent trying to get him back to face 

the Court.  The newspaper report that he disappeared from Bendigo for twelve months 

could add credence to the speculation that he went to South Africa.  My other 

recollection is that Dad told me that Dan had become ill in South Africa and that Vincent 

had gone there to bring him home.” 

MISSING SOLICITOR 
STRUCK OFF THE ROLLS 

 
Melbourne, November 24 
In the Practice Court today, before Mr Justice a’Beckett, 
Daniel O’Halloran, formerly of Bendigo, was struck off 
the rolls of barristers and solicitors on the motion of Mr 
Wanliss, instructed by Mr Arthur Robinson (Secretary of 
the Law Institute of Victoria).  The grounds were that 
O’Halloran had been guilty of professional misconduct.  
It was explained that as executor of a will, he had not 
accounted for monies received and had disobeyed an 
order of the Court for payment of accounts dated 31st 
October, 1912.  O’Halloran disappeared from Bendigo 
about twelve months ago. 
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Vin contacted some relatives who might have been able to shed some light on what 

actually occurred.  Margery O’Connor was the only one with any positive recollection and 

she confirmed the theory about South Africa but thought Dan had died of influenza there 

and had been buried there by his brother Vincent, who she thought, also died there.  Of 

course, such is not the case as both brothers died and are buried in Victoria. 

 

Whatever happened in the intervening period we do know that Daniel died on 15th 

September, 1915, at the Greenvale Sanatorium.  Doctor AA Brown who attended him 

there certified that Daniel had contracted tuberculosis some twelve months before his 

death.  In those days many tuberculosis sufferers were institutionalised for the duration 

of their illness for quarantine purposes which could account for part of Daniel’s 

disappearance.  Daniel’s death registration gives his usual place of residence as a certain 

Terrace in St Kilda Road, Melbourne, the name of which is partially obliterated in the 

Register. 

 

It seems plausible that Daniel fled to South Africa to avoid the embarrassment of his 

actions, and that his brother may have been sent to convince him to return to face the 

music.  It would probably have cost more money than Daniel had to pay for his 

shipboard passage and one hopes that he didn’t utilise the ill-gotten gains for this 

purpose.  There is no evidence that the monies owed were ever repaid, although Vin 

O’Halloran has speculated that the family may have sold the property at 76 Rowan 

Street, Bendigo to balance the books.  As a matter of interest, Vin O’Halloran points out 

that this Rowan Street address is only about 150 metres from the Sea Mine, near which 

the Pater’s accident is recorded as happening. 

 

The Public Records Office of Victoria has a reference to Probate being granted on Daniel’s 

estate on 20th June, 1931, File number 241/855.  This file is not available on-line 

because Probate was granted outside of the 1841-1925 window for such records.  That it 

took sixteen years to settle Daniel’s estate suggests the process may have been 

complicated and may well have involved the settlement of his Trust Account deficiencies. 

 

Daniel’s wife Clare survived him until 23rd December, 1935, when she died of what her 

Doctor KJ MacLeod described as “Auricular fibrillation – years, and cardiac failure – 

months”.  Clare was living at 48 Alma Road, St Kilda when she died.  But there was 

something odd about the dates. According to her Death Certificate, she was buried at 

Boroondara Cemetery, Kew, on 23rd December, 1935, the same date on which she died.  
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The death was registered the following day but even in 1935 it was highly unlikely that 

someone would have been buried on the same day that they died.   

 

I checked the copies of the Melbourne ‘Argus’ 

for a death notice and found it in the edition 

published on Monday, 23rd December, 1935.  

The notice advised that Clare had died the previous day, the 22nd.  However, there was 

no funeral notice on the 23rd or on any following days so we probably have to accept that 

burial occurred on the 23rd as stated. 

 

The death notice provided some interesting information about Daniel and Clare’s 

children.  We know there were three, Daniel Southey, born 1905, Clare, born 1907 and 

Mary, born 1913.  The notice confirms that Daniel had moved to South Australia.  

Information sourced from Ancestry.com suggests that he was working there as an 

insurance agent and was married twice, the first to Irene Knox with whom he had three 

children and the second to Greta Marie Reilly with whom he had one daughter, Ann, later 

to become Ann Black.  Vin O’Halloran told me that Daniel had a third wife, Bertha 

Newton who bore him a son, Sydney.  Ancestry says Daniel died in South Australia on 

31st December, 1967.  Vin visited Dan in Adelaide in January, 1934 and was taken to 

Dan’s office in Rundle Street where he was in partnership with his Knox father-in-law in 

some sort of financial enterprise. 

 

Clare has become Mrs Olivey, and gone to live in Sydney.  Mary, also known as “Billie” 

married an Adams and was living in Elwood in 1935. According to Vin O’Halloran she had 

a son, John, who, some years ago, was a doctor at Waverley Private Hospital where 

Helen Forer, Carmel Guyett’s daughter, was a nurse. There is no record of Mary’s death 

in the Victorian Indexes up until 1985. 

 

It was thought that the shame that Daniel’s misdeeds imposed upon his immediate 

family caused them to change their name by dropping the ‘O’.  I noted that Daniel’s wife 

was still an O’Halloran at the time of her death in 1935 and so I asked Vin O’Halloran 

what he knew of the matter.  Vin told me, “According to Daniel’s daughter, Ann Black, 

her mother just arbitrarily dropped the ‘O’, but mail kept coming addressed as 

O’Halloran, which Ann’s mother attributed to the carelessness of the senders.”  

Eventually, the resistance to the use of O’Halloran subsided and normality returned. 

 

3. Thomas Patrick was born at Sandhurst on 4th April, 1879 (1879 #19113).  In 

November, 1879, the seven month old baby contracted pneumonia and died on 25th 

 
The ‘Argus’ Monday, 23rd December, 1935 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

718 

November after an illness lasting two weeks. He was buried in the White Hills cemetery 

the following day in grave number 5108 which was to become the family grave also 

shared by his siblings Roger, Mary, Annie and their mother Johanna. According to the 

Death Certificate, the family was living at Wattle Street, Sandhurst at the time. 

 

4. Roger was born at Sandhurst on 13th January, 1881 (1883 #12147).  Some time in 

1891, the boy came down with tuberculosis, the disease eventually taking his life on 23rd 

February, 1893.  He was just twelve years old.  The Informant who signed the Death 

Certificate was Roger’s brother Daniel, who would have only been fifteen at the time.  It 

would seem unusual for someone so young to verify an official document and one 

wonders why neither of his parents was available. Daniel actually wrote in the Register, 

his writing impeccable, probably indicating a good education. His script matches that 

which appears on legal documents he wrote upon some years later.  At the time of 

Roger’s death, the family was living at the Victory Hotel, Victoria Street, Bendigo.  Roger 

was buried in White Hills Cemetery on 25th February, 1893 in grave number 5108.  His 

mother would join him there in 1904. 

 

5. Eliza (Biddy) was born 9th November, 1882 (1883 #5113) at Iron Bark near 

Sandhurst.  However, her birth was not actually registered until 8th January, 1883, when 

her father, who signed the Register in what appears to be a strong hand, decided to do 

the right thing.  According to the Sandhurst Births Register page on which Eliza’s entry 

appears, there were four other births registered on the 8th or 9th January that actually 

took place in November or December so it is possible that the Registry was not always 

open on a full-time basis. This time round, Rody at least got the date of his marriage 

right but in supplying the details of Eliza’s siblings told the Registrar that both Daniel and 

Thomas had already died.  Thomas had indeed died in 1879 but Daniel would have been 

a bustling, energetic five years old when his sister was born.  The entry for Thomas does 

appear to have been inserted between Daniel and Rody, who was two at the time, so 

there may have been some confusion in the Registry office on that day. According to the 

birth registration, Dr Hugh Boyd delivered the baby girl, assisted by  Mrs Mertens and 

Mrs Larsen, the latter likely to have been one of Eliza’s aunts, Mary Ann or Eliza, both of 

whom were married to Larsens. 

 

On 24th May, 1920, Eliza was married to Port Fairy builder, William Bertram Guyett in the 

Church of the Sacred Heart, Carlton, by Father John McNamara.  William, better known 

as Bert, born in 1891, was the fourth of ten children born to builder Thomas George 

Guyett (1858-1928) and Lilian Blackwell (1860-1943) between 1886 and 1904.  The 

family seems to have been based in Maryborough where nine of the children were born, 
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the exception being the eldest, Thomas, who was born in Numurka.  Later the family 

shifted to Port Fairy and established themselves in a wide range of service industries 

such as builders, timber yards, carpets, furniture, plumbing, hardware as well as one of 

the town’s undertakers.  Vin O’Halloran recalls, “There was the occasion that I went to 

Port Fairy by train from Ballarat to visit the Guyetts.  Bert’s family was very big in the 

town, into everything.  When I was there I was intrigued to watch Uncle Bert make a 

coffin.” 

 

William, like his father was also a builder and was living at Port Fairy at the time of his 

marriage to Eliza.  The Marriage Certificate says that Port Fairy was Eliza’s usual place of 

residence in 1920 which poses the question why did the couple choose to marry in 

Carlton? 

 

The Marriage Certificate is in error regarding the groom’s mother’s maiden name which 

is stated as ‘Blackmore’ when, in fact, it should have read ‘Blackwell’.  And, there is 

another issue evident from the Marriage Certificate.  Eliza, shown as Elizabeth on the 

document, has listed her age as twenty nine years when, in fact, she would have been 

thirty seven, having been born on 9th November, 1882!  This error is perpetuated on 

Biddy’s Death Certificate which states she was forty five when she died on 21st April, 

1936, when, in actuality, she would have been fifty three.  One has to question why 

Biddy sliced eight years off her age.  In modern times, with all the available treatments 

to enhance appearance it would be relatively easy for a thirty eight year old woman to 

represent herself as twenty nine but unless Biddy was a particularly youthful looking girl, 

such a deception would not be easy to pull off in 1920, and even more difficult to 

continue to maintain for the next sixteen years.  Although the scan of the Marriage 

Certificate in my possession is faded and difficult to read in certain parts, it appears that 

the witnesses to the ceremony were the bride’s sister Ellen (Cherrie) Hopkins and 

brother Patrick.   

 

Even though the Guyetts lived in the clean sea air of Port Fairy, there was no escaping 

the family scourge of tuberculosis to which poor Biddy succumbed on 21st April, 1936.  

According to her Death certificate, she had been ill with the disease for some three 

years.  She was buried the following day in the Port Fairy cemetery after a service 

conducted by Father Daniel McGowan.  Her brother-in-law Ernest Guyett was the 

undertaker.  It was interesting to note from the Death Certificate that the Registrar for 

the District of Port Fairy at the time was another of her brothers-in-law, Norman Guyett. 
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Bert Guyett survived his wife until 2nd February, 1962 when he died suddenly after 

suffering a coronary thrombosis.  He had suffered from arteriosclerosis for a number of 

years.  According to his Death Certificate, Bert’s occupation was listed as company 

director, living at 13 Cox Street, Port Fairy, at the time of his death.  The Death 

Certificate also reveals that Bert remarried after Biddy died, his second wife being Emily 

Victoria Gwynn.  However there are no details as to when this occurred.  Bert was buried 

at Port Fairy Cemetery on 4th February, 1962, with the service conducted by Church of 

England Minister, L Langdon.  Son, Kevin was the informant for his father’s death and he 

was living at 26 Sackville Street, Port Fairy, at the time. 

 

Biddy and Bert had two children, Kevin Bertram, born in 1921 and Carmel Elizabeth, 

born on 8th August, 1922. 

 

In 1942, Kevin married Nancy Edwards, born 1923, and the couple had eight children: 

Ian, born 1943; Glenda, born 1944; Shirley, born 1946; Christine, born 1949; Maree, 

born 1955; Christopher, born 1957; Frances, born 1958; and Keryn, born 1962. 

 

Nancy died in 1970 and Kevin remarried Frances Valmai (surname unknown), born 

1930, in 1971.  Vin O’Halloran recalls that Kevin died some years ago, in Queensland, 

possibly Rockhampton, and that Frances now lives in Warrnambool.  I checked the 

Queensland indexes looking for a date for Kevin’s death but the records only cover 

deaths up to 1964 and Kevin does not appear. 

 

Carmel’s first husband, Harry McEwan died and Carmel married Tom Mullins.  Actual 

details of these events are a bit sketchy and require further contact with her family.  

What we do know is that Harry and Carmel had two daughters, Elizabeth (Libby) and 

Helen.  Libby married Frank Cavagna, the former Chief Executive Officer of South East 

Water.  The couple have three children, Anthony, born 1976, who married Amy; David, 

born 1978; and Julia, born 1981. 

 

Helen married Frank Forer, the couple having three children, Simon, born 1973, who 

married Kate and has children Jack Francis, born 2003, and Rachael, born 2004; 

Michael, born 1974; and Damien, born 1979, who married Melissa and has a daughter 

Arabella. 
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Carmel died on 4th January, 2010 at Monash 

Gardens Hostel after a long illness.  The death 

notice at left, appeared in the Melbourne 

Herald-Sun on 7th January. 

 

6. Mary was born 28th October, 1884 (1884 

#27717).  She was another unfortunate victim 

of the dreaded tuberculosis but in her case, 

death was swift, coming only three weeks after she contracted the disease.  The twenty 

one year old Mary died in the Bendigo Hospital on 11th March, 1906 and was buried in 

White Hills cemetery the following day.  At the time of her death she was living in Market 

Square and had been employed in domestic duties.  She was unmarried. 

 

7. Annie was born 18th January, 1886 (1887 #14720).  Annie was also denied the 

opportunity of a full life by tuberculosis.  It appears that she contracted the disease 

some time during 1910, according to her Death Certificate but endured the affliction for 

two years before it eventually claimed her life on 6th October, 1912.  Annie died at home 

at 72 Rowan Street, Bendigo.  Her brother Frank signed the Death Register as the 

Informant.  His home address at the time was 8 Russell Street, Camberwell.  Annie was  

buried in the family grave at White Hills Cemetery on 8th October, 1912. 

 

8. Patrick (Paddy) O’Halloran was born on 12th January, 1889.  There is enough 

material about Paddy and his descendants to warrant a separate chapter so the story of 

his dynasty is told in Chapter 23. 

 

9. Ellen (Cherrie) was born 18th November, 1890 (1890 #36387) at Sandhurst.  In 

2003, in his family history booklet, Roger Hopkins, Cherrie’s son, wrote a moving 

memorial tribute to his mother in the introduction to his work.  He is happy for me to re-

print it here: 

 

Ellen O’Halloran, more commonly known as Cherrie, was born in Bendigo, Victoria, in 1890.  She was 

my mother. 

 

Cherrie’s father, Roger, emigrated from Ireland to Australia around 1870.  He settled in Bendigo and 

tried his hand at gold mining, was involved in an accident and lost his leg.  Later he became a publican 

and appears to have been reasonably successful.  In 1874, he married Johanna Hogan, also an emigrant 

from Ireland and they had eleven children of whom Ellen was the third youngest.  Unfortunately, 

Ellen’s mother died when Ellen was only thirteen.  Despite this her childhood appears to have been 
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quite a happy one.  She had a devoted father about whom she always spoke in glowing terms to her 

children. 

 

As the enclosed photographs show, Cherrie was very attractive.  In 1915, she married Alexander 

Frederick Hopkins, born 15th November, 1890.  World War I had started and in 1916, Alec left for 

overseas service with a Light Horse Regiment.  Their first child, Margery was just three weeks old.  

Alec was hospitalised in England for some time and didn’t return to Australia until 1920. 

 

In 1922 they were allocated a farm of about 240 acres (97 hectares) under the Soldier Settlement 

Scheme.  It was close to both Alexandria and Molesworth in Victoria. They stayed on the farm until 

around 1928.  While there, Cherrie used to drive a horse and jinker into Molesworth for supplies.  One 

day the horse shied and Cherrie, heavily pregnant at the time with her second child, was thrown from 

the jinker.  She lost the child.  Her next child, John, was born in 1924. 

 

  

Alec Hopkins – 1915 Cherrie Hopkins - 1915 

 

Shortly after leaving the farm, they settled in the Melbourne area and in 1931, their final child, Roger, 

was born.  Cherrie by then was forty. 

 

In 1940, just short of his 50th birthday, Alec was again called upon to serve his country in World War II 

and was absent from Australia for eighteen months, mainly in the Middle East.  Following his return in 

1944, he was appointed Commanding Officer of an Army camp at Wallangarra on the Queensland-

New South Wales border and Cherrie joined him up there for a lengthy period.  Roger was put into 

boarding school but went up to Wallangarra for the Christmas school holidays. 
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In 1949, Alec was invalided out of the Army with the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel and the family 

returned to Victoria.  Alec died in the Heidelberg Repatriation Hospital in 1959 of complications 

arising from his wartime service.   

 

Details of his ancestry and siblings were circulated to family members n October, 2002, in a document 

entitled, “William Hopkins (born about 1775) of Birmingham, England, and some of his descendants”. 

 

Cherrie and Alec had been 

happily married and his death 

came as a considerable shock to 

Cherrie.  However, she recovered 

and lived a further seventeen 

years, eventually dying in 1976 

in the Yarram Hospital, next door 

to her daughter Margery’s home. 

 

Apart from the above thumb-nail 

sketch of my mother’s life, this 

document shows her known 

ancestry and gives some details 

of  her siblings and their  

 

children.  This detail is mainly based on research done on the O’Halloran line by a cousin, Vin 

O’Halloran.  Much of the detail about the early Irish ancestry was obtained by him during a visit in 

1984 to the Corofin Heritage Centre in County Clare, Ireland.  His contribution has been significant 

and I am indebted to him.  My sister Margery, fourteen years my senior, has also provided me with 

some of the earlier background information on our mother’s life. 

 

Reviewing this document before it was printed, I was suddenly struck by how impersonal it was.  It 

didn’t reveal anything about my mother’s character.  She was a warm and loving person whose moral 

values and good manners served as an example toher children.  She had a beautifully modulated 

speaking voice and an extensive repertoire of lengthy poems, many from Shakespeare, which she could 

still recite from memory even when she was in her eighties. 

 

After her death, Cherrie was buried in Kew Cemetery, Victoria, next to her husband.  I dedicate the 

above, and what follows, to her and the very pleasant memories which I and my siblings, John and 

Margery, retain of our late mother. 

 

Roger Hopkins 

August, 2003 

 

The Hopkins Family in 1941 
(L-R) John, Margery, Roger, Cherrie, Alec 
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Roger’s booklet contains the following additional 

information about his family: 

Alec Hopkins, born 15th November, 1891, was the 

son of James Brown Hopkins and Honora Maria 

Mary Doveton.  He and Cherrie married at St 

Mary’s Church, St Kilda, in 1915.  He died in 

October, 1959 at the Heidelberg Repatriation 

Hospital and is buried in Kew Cemetery.  

According to an inscription at the front of the 

Family Bible, Alec was born at 96 Lewisham Road, 

Prahran. 

 

Curious about what wartime complications had 

led to Alec’s death, I located his World War I 

service record from the National Archives. 

 

Alec enlisted in the AIF on 6th March, 

1915, in Melbourne.  At the time he 

was 5’ 7” tall and weighed 10 stone 

and 7 pounds.  On the basis of his 

professional calling as an engineer, 

he was accorded the rank of 

Signalling Sergeant and posted for 

service at Puckapunyal and later to 

Ballarat.  He was promoted to 

Second Lieutenant on 17th January, 1916 and transferred to Broadmeadows a month 

later. 

 

On 6th March 1916, after ten months in the AIF Alec applied for overseas duty.  During 

that ten months, Alec had completed the Signalling Training Course as well as Officers’ 

Training and had passed the competitive examination for appointment as Second 

Lieutenant which he received on 23rd December, 1915. 

 

Alec and hundreds of others embarked from Port Melbourne on 2nd May, 1916, aboard 

the “SS Uganda” as part of the 16th Reinforcements for the 8th Light Horse Brigade.  His 

first posting was in Egypt as a Signal Officer for the Double Squadron.  Later he served 

in France as Signals Officer to the 2nd Anzac Mounted Troops. 

 

Cherrie and son Roger at Roger’s 
graduation March 1952 

 

Alec Hopkins - 1952 
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In April, 1917, Alec contracted Trench Fever and was invalided back to England where he 

remained until July.  He did not return to duty until August, 1917 and even then it was 

only as a Supernumerary Officer.  In August, 1918, he was marked permanently unfit for 

general service and relinquished his permanent appointments.  He embarked for 

Australia aboard the “HT Ascanius” on 23rd September, 1919. 

 

I decided to discover something about the illness that so debilitated Alec and turned to 

Wikipedia which came up with the following: 

'Trench Fever' was first reported in the trenches of the Western Front in December 1914. 

Unlike the similar-sounding condition Trench Foot incidences of Trench Fever continued to grow 
throughout the war. 

Trench Fever attacked all armies and until the final year of the war baffled doctors and researchers.  
Chief symptoms of the disease were headaches, skin rashes, inflamed eyes and leg pains. 

Despite such wide-ranging symptoms (which resembled typhoid and influenza) the condition was not 
itself particularly serious, with patients recovering after some five or six days although prolonged 
hospitalisation amounting to several weeks was common. 

In military terms however it proved one of the most significant causes of sickness and military 
authorities were therefore keen to determine the root of the problem. 

In 1918 the cause was identified as excretions from lice, affecting all trenches: Rickettsia quintana.  
The disease was transmitted via the bites of body lice and was chiefly prevalent on the somewhat 
warmer Western and Italian Fronts. 

In 1917 a renewed incidence of the disease was recorded with effects much as before although the 
average duration of sickness was slightly longer.  In 1918 victims reported suffering frequent relapses 
after intervals of several days.   

 
Alec’s three children and two daughters-in-law – 1990 

L-R: June and John, Margery, Roger and Pat 
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Cherrie and Alec had three children: 

 

a. Margery Doveton, born 8th April, 1916 and was christened at St. Mary’s, St Kilda.  

On 5th December, 1942, Margery married Thomas Searle O’Connor, also at St Mary’s. 

Thomas was born on 2nd March, 1904 in Western Australia.  He died on 10th August, 

1987 at Yarram in Victoria and was buried in the Yarram Cemetery on the 14th of August.  

Margery died on 19th July, 2011 aged 95 years.  She was buried from St Mary’s St Kilda, 

the same church where she had been christened and married. 

 

Tom and Margery had six children: John, born October, 1943, married Sue and died on 

26th December, 2003; Cherrie-Anne, born March, 1945, married Roy Moulton; Clare, 

born July, 1946, married Michael Meaney; Trish, born February, 1950, married Rich 

Geiger; Fiona, born November, 1953; and Kate, born July, 1955, married Ian McCall. 
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Tom’s 80th was honoured in the Yarram Standard News – March 1984 

After Tom’s death in August, 1987, the Yarram Standard News published the following 

obituary: 
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Tom and Margery’s eldest child and only son, John, passed away on Friday, 26th  

December, 2003 after a short battle with cancer.  Two obituaries celebrated John’s life.  

A warm and loving item written by his sisters Clare and Fiona, which appeared in the 

Melbourne Herald-Sun on 13th February, 2004, and another heartfelt tribute written by 

the editor of the Yarram Standard News, who had been a lifelong friend.  These tributes 

appear on the following pages. 
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The O’Connors were certainly well regarded in the Yarram district and it was therefore no 

surprise that the Yarram Standard News honoured Margery with a tribute in its pages 

following her death on 19th July, 2011. 
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Returning now to Alec and Cherrie’s other children: 

b. John Brown was born on 9th August, 1924 and married June Mildred Welsby on 29th 

March, 1957 in St Andrews Presbyterian Church, Gardiner in Victoria. 

 

c. Roger Hopkins was born on 24th January, 1931 and married Patricia Noel Cooper on 

24th July, 1957 in Carlton, Victoria. 
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10. Vincent Leo was born 5th September, 1893 

(1893 #911) and like so many of his siblings fell 

victim to the dreaded tuberculosis, dying at the 

Heatherton Sanatorium, Cheltenham, on 5th 

November, 1916.  He was buried on 7th November 

in the Booroondara Cemetery.  At the time of his 

death, Vincent’s residential address was shown as 

“Crusoe”, Grange Road, East Kew. 

 

11. Johanna (Dorrie) was born 18th July, 1896 

(1896 #29179) at Long Gully.  Johanna married 

Murray Bridge general practitioner Dr Hugh 

Frederick Wickens.  Hugh was the son of Carlton 

physician Dr GF Wickens and was born on 26th 

October, 1886.  Johanna and Hugh had two 

children, John, who was born on 29th February, 

1920 and died at just nine years of age on 18th April, 1929; and Joan born 29th May, 

1924.  Joan married Alan Barker, born 22nd August, 1917, died 8th February, 1985. 

 

During World War I Hugh joined the Royal Army Medical Corps and saw service in France 

and Italy.  The Royal Army Medical Corps (RAMC) was established in 1898 and is a 

specialist corps in the British Army which provides medical services to all British Army 

personnel and their families in war and in peace. Together with the Royal Army 

Veterinary Corps, the Royal Army Dental Corps and Queen Alexandra's Royal Army 

Nursing Corps, the RAMC forms the British Army's essential Army Medical Services. 

The RAMC does not carry a Regimental Colour or Queen's Colour, although it has a 

Regimental Flag. Nor does it have battle honours, as elements of the corps have been 

present in almost every single war the army has fought. Because it is not a fighting arm, 

under the Geneva Conventions, members of the RAMC may only use their weapons for 

self-defence. For this reason, there are two traditions that the RAMC perform when on 

parade: 

 Officers do not draw their swords - instead they hold their scabbard with their left 

hand while saluting with their right. 

 Other Ranks do not fix bayonets. 

 
Vincent Leo 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

734 

Unlike medical officers in some other countries, medical officers in the RAMC (and the 

Royal Navy and Royal Air Force) do not use the "Dr" prefix, in parentheses or otherwise, 

but only their rank, although they may be addressed informally as "Doctor". 

While on service in France he was awarded the Military Cross which the Melbourne 

‘Argus’ reported in its edition of Monday 24th September, 1917: 

 

Hugh Wickens died on 14th January, 

1959, while Dorrie survived him until 

11th December, 1970. 

 

Little detail of the Wickens family has been made available to me.  However, the 

Wickens family seems to have had some standing in society and contemporary 

newspapers have been very useful in providing some background.  The Death Certificate 

of the Australian matriarch of the family Anna Maria Wickens also proved to be a hive of 

valuable information. 

 

In researching the Wickens family, the first piece of the puzzle was discovered in the 

pages of the Adelaide Advertiser of 17th June, 1916, where, on page 9, was an obituary 

for a Mrs Joan Wilton.  At first, this item didn’t seem to be relevant but the search 

engine had picked up on the name ‘Wickens’ that appeared several times in the body of 

the item.  Full perusal of the article confirmed that Joan Wilton was indeed a Wickens.  

Here is the text of that obituary as extracted from among the several notices that 

appeared on that day.  Unfortunately, the digital scan of the item is too faded to 

reproduce in a legibly: 

 

Obituary 
The death occurred in Heidelberg (Melbourne) 
on Friday, of Mrs Joan Wilton at the age of 90 
years. She was born in Kent, and her father was 
a hop grower.  At an early age she married Mr 
GF Wickens, an English barrister, and she came 
to Australia in the early fifties of last century, 
during the gold diggings excitement.  After her 
husband’s death, she married, in 1863 she 
married Mr John Wilton of the Teachers’ 
Training Department, Melbourne.  He died 
almost ten years ago.  Mrs Wilton had a large 
family by her first husband, but the only 
survivors are, Mrs Knee, widow of the Rev. EO 
Knee, a well known Victorian Methodist 
minister, Dr GF Wickens of Melbourne, and Mr 
WH Wickens of the South Australian Railways 
Department.  The surviving sons of her second 
marriage are Mr J Nowill Wilton of Melbourne 
and Mr R Wilton of Adelaide.  She left a 

AUSTRALIANS ON SERVICE 
Wickens, Capt. Hugh F., RAMC, son of  Dr GF Wickens, 
Lygon St. Carlton, awarded Military Cross in France 
where he has been on service for over two years. 
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number of grand-children and great-grand-
children.  Three of her grand-children are at the 
War.  Dr Hugh Wickens is attached to the First 
British Field Hospital in France, Regimental 
Sergeant-Major Wickens is in the 3rd (South 
Australian) regiment of the Light Horse, and 
Lieutenant RG Wickens went to Gallipoli from 
Adelaide with the 10th Infantry Battalion. 

 

 

There are a few observations we need to make about this notice. The first is that Mrs 

Wilton is referred to as Joan.  She may well have been known as Joan but this name is 

not recorded in any of the birth or death registrations of her children, nor at her 

marriage to John Wilton.  In addition, her Death Certificate records her name as Anna 

Maria, which is also what appears on the death registrations of all of her children, that I 

was able to view. 

 

Her Death Certificate identifies only one daughter from her marriage to John Wilton, 

Ellen Sarah, (1864-1913) but the obituary identifies two sons while ignoring the 

daughter, Ellen Sarah, most probably because she had died in 1913. 

 

The Wickens family in Australia is of some interest and we might explore their genesis 

here. What follows might not be entirely relevant in this book but the detail could prove 

useful for researchers in the future.  

 

It all starts in 1845, when George Wickens married Anna Maria Cole, probably in 

Middlesex, England, where Anna was born in 1826.  Anna’s father, William Cole was in 

the employ of the East India Company Service.  According to Anna’s Marriage Certificate 

to her second husband, John Wilton, Anna’s mother’s name was Sarah but her maiden 

name is hard to make out except that it starts with ‘W’ and ends in ‘ing’. 

 

If we rely on the figures in Anna’s Death Certificate, the Wickens family arrived in 

Australia, probably in 1853, by which time they already had four children.  We can 

derive this fact from the Victorian Death records of these four which state that their birth 

locations were London in each case.  Their first child born on these shores was Arthur, 

born in Melbourne in 1854. 

 

In total, George and Anna produced eight children between 1846 and 1860.  The details 

I have discovered about each of them are as follows: 
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1. Cary Annie, was born in London in 1846.  In 1871, she married Edwin Chancellor 

(1845-1911) but died tragically in giving birth to daughter Mary in 1872, at Hotham East 

in Victoria. 

 

2. George Frederick, born in 1848 in London and married Agnes Montgomery McLean 

in 1873.  George died at Carlton on 1st October, 1918 while Agnes predeceased him at 

Carlton in 1908.  In it edition of Friday, 4th October, 1918, the Melbourne ‘Argus’ ran the 

following obituary for George: 

 

OBITUARY 

Dr George Frederick Wickens, who died suddenly at his residence, Lygon 
Street, Carlton, on Tuesday was born in London in 1847, and arrived in 
Melbourne in 1852, thus being a colonist for 66 years.  He had been 
practising in Carlton for 22 years.  He was a well known member of the 
Carlton Bowling Club for many years.  He leaves a grown up family.  One 
of the sons is Captain Hugh F Wickens, MC, RAMC, now on active service 
at the Italian front.  The funeral took place on Wednesday afternoon at the 
Melbourne General Cemetery.  The Rev GF Dyson officiated at the grave. 
 

 

 

George and Agnes had ten children: 

 

a. Agnes Emily (1873-1946 in Cheltenham).  In 1913 she married Alfred Elias 

Helyar (1865-1954). 

 

b. Ada Winifred (1875-1939 in Brighton Beach).  Married Percy Grainge Biggs 

(1871-1928 Brighton) in 1910. 

 

c. Ethel Margaret (1876-1956 in Yallourn).  Married her brother-in-law Ralph 

Grainge Biggs (1874-1930 in Oakleigh) in 1908. 

 

d. George Henry was born in 1878 and married Jean Richardson (1886-1953 in 

Hawthorn) in 1911 in Melbourne. However, he then disappears off the radar as 

there is no further record of him in the Births, Deaths and Marriages Indexes. 

 

e. Beryl Marion (1881-1922 in Oakleigh) – did not marry. 

 

f. Cary Annie (1883-1939 in East Melbourne) – did not marry. 
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g. John Montgomery (1885-1945 in Auburn).  No Victorian record of a 

marriage. 

 

h. Hugh Frederick born 26th October, 1886.  Married Johanna (Dorrie) 

O’Halloran and the couple settled in Murray Bridge, South Australia.  Their story 

is related under Johanna (Dorrie) above. 

 

i. Sidney Herbert (1888-1950 in Box Hill).  No Victorian record of a marriage. 

 

j. Gladys (1890-1978 in Malvern).  Married Ernest Edward Horsfall (1884-1974 in 

Malvern) in 1914. 

 

 I have not gone as far as researching details of the offspring of any of the above. 

 

3. Ada was born in London in 1849.  In 1877 she married Ephraim Orlando Knee (1847 

in Wiltshire, England, -1915 in Clifton Hill).  Ada died in 1943 at Elsternwick. 

 

4. Emily Susan was born in London in 1851 and married William Dalton in 1876.  The 

couple had a daughter, Frances Emily who died at Beechworth in 1877, aged just four 

months.  Later that year Emily Susan also died in Beechworth. 

 

5. Arthur was born in Melbourne in 1854, shortly after his family arrived in Australia.  

There is no record that Arthur married.  He died at Kew in 1915. 

 

6. Agnes Mary was born in 1856 in Melbourne and died just two months later in 

Beechworth. 

 

7. Charles was born at Beechworth in 1857 and 

died at North Melbourne on 6th October, 1863. 

His Death Notice appeared in the Melbourne 

‘Argus’ of Thursday, 8th October, 1863: 

 

8. Walter Henry was born in 1860 in Beechworth.  He married Johanna Bruckworth in 

1886.  We know from press reports that Walter worked with the South Australian 

Railways but there is nothing further known about him and his family at this time. 

 

Deaths 
WICKENS – On the 6th inst., at North 
Melbourne, Charles, third son of the late Mr 
George Wickens, of Beechworth, aged six 
years. 
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George Wickens died on 10th October 1862 according to the Marriage Certificate issued 

in respect of Anna’s marriage to John Wilton on 3rd October, 1863.  The following Death 

Notice appeared in the Melbourne ‘Argus’ of Thursday 30th October, 1862:   

 

John Wilton was also a widower, his wife having 

passed away on 20th October, 1862.  Wilton 

was born in Doncaster, Yorkshire in 1824, the 

son of draper Matthew Wilton and Isabella 

Brown.  The couple was married in the Brunswick residence of Presbyterian Minister JNW 

Crisp.  It appears that the Minister’s wife, Jane was one of the witnesses. 

 

Anna Maria and John had a daughter, Ellen Sarah (1864-1913).  The obituary appearing 

in the Adelaide Advertiser of 17th June, 1916, credits Anna with also having two sons 

with John Wilton.  However, the two men mentioned, Reginald, and John Nowill, were, in 

fact, born to Wilton’s first wife Sarah (nee Nowill) when they lived at Beechworth. 

 

Anna lived on to be ninety years of age, dying in a private hospital in Cape Street, 

Heidelberg on 15th June, 1916.  Her son George Frederick signed her Death Certificate 

giving the cause of death as “senile debility and exhaustion”.  She was buried in the 

Melbourne General Cemetery the following day. 

 

Deaths 
WICKENS – On 10th inst., at Wagga Wagga, 
New South Wales, Mr George Wickens, 
formerly of the Borough, London, and late of 
Beechworth, aged 42 years. 
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Chapter 23 
 

Paddy O’Halloran’s Family 

 

It would be remiss of me not to acknowledge where a great deal of the information 

appearing in this chapter was sourced.  As usual, Vin O’Halloran has been a goldmine of 

detail and his reminiscences are a highlight in what follows.  I am also indebted to my 

Western Australian cousin, John O’Halloran who has encouraged me to freely use the 

family detail and photographs included on his Sealjohn website. 

 

I should point out that when I had written about forty pages of the previous chapter it 

occurred to me that there was such a wealth of pioneering history in the family that 

Paddy and Beatrice had engendered that it would be a great dis-service to tuck their 

stories away at the end of a chapter which is where Paddy’s place in his parent’s family 

tree would have required him to be.  Paddy and Beatrice had two sons and one might 

easily question how two offspring could lead to an entire chapter being dedicated to such 

a seemingly small family branch. 

 

What might have been easily overlooked was that Paddy’s two sons Vin and John 

married well and by so doing introduced us to pioneering families that played a 

significant part in the early days of this country.  If it were not for the material so well 

displayed on the Sealjohn website most of, if not all, of this historical material would 

have eluded me and not been recorded in this book. 
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There are some, thankfully not many, who, while reviewing parts of this book, have 

raised questioning eyebrows as to how I came to write about families that they perceive 

through their narrow vision, to be so loosely connected to the O’Halloran dynasty, as to 

not warrant a mention.  To my mind one cannot isolate history into such a narrow 

stream.  Family history depends upon strong interaction with other families.  Marriage is 

one of the most robust links that irretrievably joins families together and I believe that if 

there is a good story attached to such a link then it deserves to be told. 

 

It has been my great enjoyment during the creation of this work to read many engaging 

tales of how people, luckless in their homeland and perhaps doomed to a shorter life 

because of poverty, starvation and oppression if they remained, plucked up the courage 

to emigrate in the hope of carving out a better life for themselves and their families.  In 

almost every case, the families who made such courageous decisions were rewarded 

with significantly better lives and if those early pioneers were alive today they would be 

justifiably proud to see the vindication of judgements they made over 150 years ago by 

how successful the current generation of their offspring have turned out. 

 

So this chapter doesn’t just deal with Paddy and Johanna and their two sons.  It also 

deals as fully as it is possible to do with such families as the Duggans, the Dunstans, the 

Moorsheads, the McInerneys, the Wains and the Bryans.  Personally, I knew none of 

these people but in my view their stories are just as enthralling as those of the 

Shannons, the Fitzgeralds, the Dowlings, the Grabaus and the Duncans told in earlier 

chapters, of whom I also had no personal knowledge.  Together, the many and varied 

stories of these families sit comfortably alongside those of the O’Hallorans and form a 

uniquely interwoven tapestry of Australian pioneer life. 

 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

 

And now, to pick up where we left off in the previous chapter…. 

 

Patrick (Paddy), the eighth child of Rody and Johanna, was born 12th January, 1889 

(1899 #16226), probably at home in the Victory Hotel. In 1920 he married Bendigo 

nurse, Beatrice Duggan.  Beatrice was the youngest daughter of John Joseph Duggan 

(1855-1892) and Annie Dunstan (1855-1935).  She had a brother John Albert (1881-25th 

January, 1960) and two sisters, Mary Emmeline (1879-1900), and Annie who died in 

infancy at five months in 1888. 

 



CHAPTER 23 –PADDY O’HALLORAN’S  FAMILY 

741 

The family history of the Dunstans and the Duggans in Australia has been thoroughly 

mapped out by Vin O’Halloran and appears on the Sealjohn website so it seems 

appropriate that we should spend a little time on it here. 

 

The Duggans 

Starting with the Duggans, John Joseph Duggan, 

Beatrice’s father, was the son of Patrick Duggan and 

Catherine Hickey, and was born in County Galway in 

1855.  Catherine Hickey was the daughter of farmer 

Walter Hickey and Catherine Kilrow and was born in 

County Galway, Ireland in 1838.  We can derive this 

birth date from Catherine’s Death Certificate which 

states her age as fifty two years.  Her eldest son John 

was thirty five at the time of his mother’s death and 

the fact that she was married at sixteen is sufficient 

verification for an 1838 birth date.  On this basis, 

Catherine and her husband Patrick married in 1854, 

also in Galway.  According to some records, John was 

a cartage contractor and as such owned horses.  It seems appropriate therefore that he 

would also join up with the Light Horse Regiment and on the following page is a photo of 

John as a member of what is thought to be the Prince of Wales Regiment.  John is seen 

seventh from the right in the back row. 

 

According to their respective Death Certificates, Patrick had lived forty seven years in 

Victoria suggesting that he emigrated to Australia in 1850 while Catherine is said to have 

lived twenty nine years in Victoria, suggesting that she emigrated in 1861.  Given that 

the Death Certificates agree that their marriage occurred in 1854 in Galway, neither of 

these emigration dates appears feasible.  One can excuse the misinformation on Patrick’s 

Death Certificate as the informant was his daughter, Margaret Winter, who could 

probably only make a guess as to when her parents came here.  However, Patrick was 

the informant on his wife’s Death Certificate and one would think he would have a better 

grip on the facts.  The Sealjohn website throws some light on this conundrum by 

confirming that Patrick Duggan came to Australia first and that  Catherine, John and 

Mary followed on "Empress of the Sea" which sailed from Liverpool on 27th May, 1861, 

on a  voyage that lasted some 140 days.  At that time, Catherine was twenty three while 

John was six and Mary four.  Such a voyage without the moral and physical support of a 

husband would have been a daunting prospect. 

 

 
John Joseph Duggan (1855-1892) 
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Catherine and Patrick’s Death Certificates agree that the couple had a total of eleven 

children between 1855 and 1879: 

 

1. John Joseph was born in Galway in 1855 and arrived in Australia with his 

mother and sister Mary towards the end of 1861.  On 16th February, 1878, he 

married Annie Dunstan at St William’s Church, Sandhurst.  Annie was born on 4th 

December, 1853 in Lelant, Cornwall, to John Dunstan and Jane Moorshead.  We 

will examine the Dunstan family a little more closely later in this chapter.  Annie 

emigrated to Australia on the "Ninevah" which left Plymouth on 24 September 

1870.  Ship's log notes "Annie aged 15, servant".  Perusal of the relevant record 

in the Victorian Archives reveals that Annie was an “Unassisted Passenger” and 

appears to have travelled alone which would seem to be a rather precarious 

adventure for a girl of such tender years.  There were almost 450 passengers on 

the voyage but I did not recognise any names that might have been familiar to 

the family. 

 

The “Nineveh” was a 1,174 ton wooden hulled ship, built 

in 1864 by Walter Hood, Aberdeen for the Aberdeen 

White Star Line and plied the route to Australia many 

times between 1868 and 1878. This company was 

renowned for the smartness of their ships, with their 

green painted hulls, white masts and spars and gilt scroll 

work at their bows and sterns. The “Nineveh” was 

considered a lucky ship with her freights and passengers 

and made a great deal of money for her owners. She 

made a passage from the UK to Sydney of 79 days in 

1873, and was used in the wool trade on the homeward 

voyages which took about 105 days. Later purchased by 

Goodlet & Smith, Sydney, she was abandoned in the North Pacific in February 1896.  

 

Later, Annie lived next door to daughter Beatrice's family at 171 Don St. Bendigo, then 

joined them in Ballarat and again in Clunes where she eventually died on 5th November, 

1935.  She was laid to rest in White Hills Cemetery in grave number 10962 along with 

her husband and daughters Mary Emmeline and Annie who had all predeceased her. 

 

The couple had four children.  Mary Emmeline was born in 1879 in Sandhurst and died 

on 10th February, 1900.  Annie, born in April, 1888, also in Sandhurst, survived only five 

months before her death on 7th September the same year. 

 
A young Annie Dunstan 
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John Albert, born in 1881, married Grace Geraldine 

Nash (1880 in NSW-1927 in St Kilda) in 1910.  

Grace was the daughter of Denis Nash and Emily 

Spicer.  The couple had no children.  John was an 

accountant and was living at 169 Don Street, 

Bendigo with sister Beatrice when he passed away 

in Kurmala Hospital, Bendigo on 25th November, 

1960.  According to his Death Certificate he had 

suffered from chronic myocarditis and 

arteriosclerosis for several years prior to his death.  

He was buried at the Melbourne General Cemetery 

on 29th November, 1960, alongside his wife who 

had been buried there in 1927. 

 

 
The staff of the Meningitis Ward, Bendigo Base Hospital,  c1915 

Beatrice is sitting on the mat at the far left 
John and Annie’s fourth child, Beatrice, was born on 15th June, 1889 at Sandhurst. 

Beatrice was a probationer at Bendigo Base Hospital about 1914/15.  There was an army 

camp in the then showgrounds, across Barnard St from the hospital.   

 
John Albert Duggan 
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Meningitis was rife at the time and Beatrice 

worked in that ward and eventually contracted 

the disease which put an end to her nursing. She 

then did a course at Bendigo Business College 

and afterwards went to work at McColl, Rankin & 

Stanistreet, Mining Managers, on View Point. In 

1920 Beatrice married Patrick O’Halloran who 

worked at the Royal Bank a couple of doors away 

from where she worked.  Evidently romance 

bloomed. 

 

 
Beatrice with her mother Annie at home at 28 Havelock Street, Bendigo, c1897 

 

Patrick and Beatrice had two sons, Vincent Stanley and John Roderick but we will come 

to their stories a little later. 

 

 
Annie (Dunstan) on her way to Church 
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2. Mary was born in 1857 in Galway.  According to her father’s Death Certificate, she 

was still alive in 1897 after which we lose all trace of her as there is no record of any 

marriage or of her death in the Victorian records. 

 

3. James was born in 1863, probably in Sandhurst because the family does not seem to 

have been based anywhere else, but the birth has not been registered in Victoria.  Like 

Mary, James was also alive when his father died but an exhaustive research of the 

records failed to disclose any record of him.  It wasn’t until I examined to Bendigo 

Cemetery Trust records to see if there were any Duggans that were possible family 

candidates that I stumbled across a James Duggan who was buried at White Hills in 

1943 in grave number 14177 and hit pay dirt.  Cross-checking this against the Victorian 

Indexes I discovered that this particular James Duggan was indeed the son of Pat 

Duggan and Cath Hickey but what threw me off the scent was that his age had been 

recorded as ‘8’ instead of ‘80’ by the Index transcriber!  It is not the first time that this 

has happened.  I located James’s Death Certificate which confirmed that he was indeed 

the son of Patrick and Catherine Duggan.  James died in the Bendigo Base Hospital on 

22nd November, 1943 of bronchopneumonia which his doctor said he had contracted four 

days earlier.  James was eighty one at the time of his death and was living at Heathcote.  

His former occupation was shown as ‘labourer’.  Mulqueen and Sons arranged the funeral 

and Father M O’Reilly performed the service. 

 

4. William born in 1865 has also not had his birth registered.  He was said to have been 

twenty five years of age in 1897 but has then dropped through the cracks. 

 

5. Margaret Ellen was born at Sandhurst in 1867.  In 1896, she married Olaf Victor 

Youlden Winter who was born at Clunes in 1869 to Charles Olaf Winter and Caroline Jane 

Westaway.  Olaf died at Bendigo in 1917, aged forty six.  Margaret survived her husband 

until 1955, when she died in Coburg at the age of eighty eight.  The couple had four 

children, all born in Bendigo: 

 

a. Charles Olaf born 1897, died in 1976 at Sandringham, aged seventy eight. 

b. Dorothy born1901, died after surviving only a few days on 23rd November, 

1901.  She is buried at Eaglehawk Cemetery in grave number 11. 

c. Kath Inez born in 1899, married a fellow named White and died at Parkville 

in 1968 aged sixty seven. 

d. John born in 1904, died at Rosanna in 1956, aged fifty two. 
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6. Elizabeth born at Sandhurst in 1869.  Elizabeth did not marry and died at 

Sandhurst in 1900.  She is buried in grave number 11515 at White Hills 

Cemetery along with her mother and sister Catherine. 

7. Catherine M was born at Sandhurst in 1871, did not marry and died at the age 

of twenty in 1891.  She is the third occupant of grave number 11515 at White 

Hills. 

8. Walter  born in 1874 at Sandhurst, his life was also short-lived when it was 

snuffed out prematurely in 1885 when he was just eleven.  He is buried in grave 

number 10111 along with sister Annie. 

9. Patrick Joseph born at Sandhurst in 1876, did not marry and died at the 

Bendigo Base Hospital on 23rd January, 1915.  He was buried at White Hills 

Cemetery on 25th January in grave number 11515 along with his mother, and 

sisters Elizabeth and Catherine.  According to his Death Certificate, Patrick died 

of a combination of pneumonia and heart failure resulting from years of acute 

alcoholism.  Pat was living at Baxter Street, Bendigo at the time of his death 

and, according to his Death Certificate, spent a year in South Africa and three 

years in Western Australia.  His brother James was the informant for the Death 

Certificate.  At that time James was noted to be living in Knowsley 

10. Annie born in 1878 at Sandhurst was another of the children whose life was cut 

short with her death in 1887 when she was only nine. She was laid to rest with 

her brother Walter in grave number 10111 at White Hills. 

11. Francis (Frank according to his father’s DC)  The only thing we know about 

Francis is that he appears on both of his parents’ Death Certificates from which 

we can deduce that he was born in 1879.  His birth appears to have gone 

unregistered and there is no record of marriage or death that could be said to 

apply to Frank. 

 

***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

The Dunstans 

In June, 1989, while on a visit to the United Kingdom, Vin O’Halloran spent a couple of 

days at the Cornwall Records Office in Truro researching his grandmother’s Dunstan 

family.  After trawling through countless records Vin transcribed a great deal of 

information on a hand-drawn family tree across five A4 pages, dating back to the late 

1700s.  Vin has given me a copy of the tree that he drafted for whatever purpose I 

chose to use it for this book but I fear I may make a mess of attempting to translate his 

priceless work. Nevertheless, I will do the best I can.   
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As we saw earlier in this Chapter, Vin’s grandmother, Annie Dunstan married John 

Joseph Duggan at Sandhurst on 16th February, 1878.  Annie was the youngest daughter 

of  carpenter, John Dunstan who had married servant, Jane Moorshead on 28th 

November, 1840.  In turn, John was one of what appears to be seven children born to 

smelter, William Dunstan who had married his wife Elizabeth some time prior to 1810.  

William died on 1st June, 1862 aged seventy four which puts his date of birth at around 

1788.  Elizabeth died on 7th October, 1871, aged eighty which suggests her date of birth 

was around 1791. 

 

The Truro records suggest that William may have had four brothers, although Vin is 

quick to point out that the records do not validate the certainty of this.  Nevertheless, for 

the sake of future researchers we will record their details along with the foregoing 

caveat.  The potential brothers are James, a road surveyor who married Mary Ould on 

12th May, 1816.  Mary died on 26th September, 1872 at Canon’s Town Ludgvan, aged 

seventy eight which puts her date of birth at around 1794. 

 

Another brother, Edward married a Thomasin Blight on 15th August, 1813.  One of the 

witnesses to this union was a William Dunstan, possibly Edward’s brother.  There is a 

third brother John, of whom there are no other details, and finally, there is Thomas who 

is recorded as having died on 14th March, 1853, aged 57, suggesting a birth date of 

1796. 

 

Returning now to William and Elizabeth, who married prior to 1810, we need to record 

the details of their possible seven children: 

 

1. Mary born 4th February, 1810.  No other details. 

 

2. Nicholas Mason died 24th September, 1887 at Mount Pleasant.  Married Elizabeth 

Beard on 24th December, 1839.  Elizabeth was the daughter of James Tailor and died 1st 

August, 1891.  Nicholas and Elizabeth had five children: 

Mary Ann (Nanny) Beard, born 1841, married sawyer, William Trethewey, son 

of labourer, Thomas on 12th February, 1866.  Nanny was buried in grave A131 

with Nicholas and Eliza Dunstan in 1915, aged 74 years, which suggests a date of 

birth 1841. 

William James, born 2nd April, 1849.  No other details. 

Nicholas, born 10th December, 1850, a back packer who married Caroline 

Bennetts on 17th February, 1872.  Caroline, born in 1851 or  52, was the 
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daughter of blacksmith James Bennetts.  Witnesses to this marriage were Samuel 

Dunstan and James Hill-Hodges. 

Edward Samuel, born 30th January, 1852, a miner who married Ann Davey on 

25th September, 1872.  Ann was the daughter of miner, John Davey. 

Stephen Penberthy, born 2nd April, 1858.  No other details. 

 

At the time of his visit to Cornwall, Vin recorded a note that reads “A Mrs 

Penberthy of Lelant stated that a number of Dunstans still reside at Portaleven, 

Cornwall.” 

3. Martha date of birth unknown, married shoemaker, Francis Hawes, son of mariner, 

Francis Hawes, on 10th October, 1840. 

4. Emma, date of birth unknown, married maltster, Christopher Ingram, son of miner, 

Chris Ingram, on 8th May, 1845. 

5. Jane,  date of birth unknown.  Jane was a bonnet maker who married miner and 

widower Edward Penberthy, son of miner John Penberthy, on 17th May, 1845. 

6. Edward Samuel, born around 1830.  Edward was a mariner who married Eliza Jane 

Polglaze, born around 1831, on 29th November, 1852.  Eliza was the daughter of 

innkeeper Joseph Polglaze.  Edward died on 12th September, 1904, aged seventy four 

and is buried in grave E12.  Eliza died on 23rd May, 1904 aged seventy three.  Edward 

and Eliza had six children: 

 

Richard Rowe, born 9th October, 1853. 

Samuel, born 18th April, 1855. 

James, born 30th April, 1857. 

Eliza, born 24th October, 1858. 

Elizabeth Jane, born 20th November, 1860, and  

William, born 27th November, 1862. 

 

7. John, a carpenter, married servant, Jane Moorshead on 28th November, 1840.   Jane 

was the daughter of John Moorshead (born around 1793, died 3rd January, 1867 aged 74 

years) and Jennifer Anthony, who married on 11th June 1817.  Jane had a brother John 

who married Elizabeth Anthony on 10th January, 1852.  Elizabeth’s father was miner, 

John Anthony.  It seems that Jane’s father John Moorshead had at least three brothers: 

 

James, who married Elizabeth Champion (?) (1773-26th November 1860) on 14th 

February, 1795.  They had a daughter, Elizabeth, who married John Holman on 

19th June, 1861. 
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Arthur, smelter, (1777-1864), married Mary Richards on 8th March, 1803.  They 

had a daughter Jane who married Benjamin Richard, son of miner John Richard 

on 4th August, 1852. 

Philip, who married Jane White on 22nd March, 1822.  Jane was born around 

1790 and died on 26th April, 1855.  The couple had a daughter, Mary, a milliner, 

who married John James, son of miner Richard James, on 21st August, 1855. 

 

Details of the seven children attributed to John and Jane are as follows: 

Mary Jane (?), born 1841, died 28th January, 1859. 

Elizabeth, born 1843. 

John, born 1845, died 26th May, 1910. 

Sarah, born 29th October, 1846, died 16th June, 1868. 

Samuel, born 25th March, 1849. 

William, born 5th March, 1851. 

Anna (Annie), born 4th December, 1853, married John Joseph Duggan, whose 

story was told at the beginning of this Chapter. 

 

While researching at Truro, Vin recorded some details of other Dunstans who appeared 

to be unrelated to those mentioned above.  These details are shown here as they might 

prove useful to researchers in the future: 

Thomas died at Carniny, buried at Lelant on 14th March, 1853, age 57. 

Edward died at Sturt St Erth, buried at Lelant on 22nd April, 1856, age 65.  

Query whether this is the brother of William. 

Mary Jane died at Lelant and was buried there on 28th January, 1859, age 18 – 

this appears to be Anna’s sister. 

William died at Portaleven and was buried at Lelanton 3rd August, 1865, age 33. 

Margaret died at Lelant and was buried there on 20th August, 1908, age 63. 

Hugh, son of John, farmer, married Mary Ann Bennett Pearce Penberthy, 32 

years, daughter of James, farmer, on 21st June, 1870.  Query whether Hugh is a 

son of an unrecorded son of James Dunstan and Mary Ould. 

 

Vin also recorded the following Moorshead details: 

Alice died at Trenoweth and was buried at Lelant, 31st March, 1856, age 38. 

Rebecca died at Ros an Crows and was buried at Lelant, 4th April, 1865, age 74. 

Mary died at Ludgvan and was buried at Lelant, 31st August, 1858, age 60. 

Jane died at Union House, Penzance and was buried at Leylant, 10th June, 1891, age 74. 

***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 
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Paddy and Beatrice 

Now to return to Paddy and Beatrice. 

 

Paddy died on 23rd March, 

1964.  He had suffered from 

pulmonary emphysema for 

fifteen years and had 

developed chronic mycarditis in 

around 1960 which was 

eventually responsible for his 

death.  Paddy was living at 169 

Don Street, Bendigo when he 

died.  He was buried in the 

Bendigo Cemetery, Lawn 

Section E3, grave number 40431 on 25th March, 1964.  Father D O’Neill led the funeral 

rites and PJ Mulqueen was the undertaker. 

 

Beatrice survived Paddy for almost a further ten years.  She had been a long term 

sufferer of atherosclerosis and was a resident of the Bethlehem Home and Hospital for 

the Aged at Specimen Hill leading up to her death but it was a cerebral infarction and 

thrombosis incurred on 5th March, 1974 that led to her death three days later.  She was 

laid to rest alongside Paddy on 12th March, 1974.  Father O’Neill again performed the 

funeral service and PJ Mulqueen attended to the burial. 

 
Paddy and Beatrice in later years 

 

  
Paddy O’Halloran Beatrice Duggan 
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The couple had two sons: 

a. Vincent Stanley was born on 21st March, 1921, at Sister McKinnon’s Private 

Hospital, Bendigo.  The Sealjohn website has this to say about Vin: 

Vincent was educated at Mercy Convent Bendigo; Christian Brothers, Ballarat East and St. 

Patrick’s College, Ballarat. He started work at the State Savings Bank of Victoria, Stawell in 1937. 

He was promoted as Manager at the following branches – Mirboo North; Warracknabeal; Stawell; 

Hartwell; 447 Collins St., Melbourne; Bayswater and finally at Shepparton where he retired on 17 

July 1981. Vincent also spent some time in the army during the second world. His first wife Mary 

died in 1983.  Following a trip of the UK, Europe and Scandanavia in 1984 he married Gwen Ryan 

in 1985 and embarked upon an extensive travel itinerary including the UK in 1987; UK, Soviet 

Central Asia, Ireland and the Channel Islands in 1989; Canada and Alaska in 1992; UK, USA, 

Canada (Nova Scotia, Newfoundland) in 1994, the USA again in 1996 and 1998 (including the 

Solomon Islands) and New Zealand in 1999.  Vincent has no plans to stop travelling! 

 

Vin has undertaken to document his life story for this book and it appears in the 

following Chapter. 

 

b. John Roderick born in Bendigo on 23rd July, 1923, John was educated at the 

Higher Elementary School at Clunes (Vic.) and Stawell Technical School (Vic.), 

qualified as an electrician and after promotions with the State Electricity 

Commission (SEC) of Victoria in Shepparton, Morwell, Lakes Entrance and 

Murtoa, he retired from the SEC as District Manager in Sunbury in around 

1980.  He married bank clerk Patricia McInerney, on 13th May,1951 at St 

Augustine’s Catholic Church in Bourke Street, Melbourne.  Patricia, born on 

24th August, 1928, in Geelong was the daughter of Martin McInerney (1900-

1989) and Gladys Bryan (1895-1988).  

 

John and Patricia reared 

six children:   

 

Roger John, born in 

Shepparton on 5th 

March, 1952; Married 

Maria Teresa Perrone 

on 4 December 1994 

at Our Lady Help of 

Christians, East 

Brunswick.  The couple 

has one daughter, Rachael Patricia Esther, born 2nd December, 1997. 

 
John O’Halloran and Patricia (nee McInerney) 

13th May, 1951 



CHAPTER 23 –PADDY O’HALLORAN’S  FAMILY 

753 

 

Michael Gerard, born in Melbourne on 

8th July, 1954; Married Jolanta Toczynski 

in March 1983 in Geelong.  The couple 

has three children: 

Andrew Peter, born 31st August, 
1983; 

Catherine Louise, born 30th 
January, 1985; and 

Susan Gabrielle, born  28th 
September, 1986. 

Michael re-married Vicki Surkitt (nee Woolley) on 23rd September, 2000 in 

Melbourne. 

David Anthony, born in Melbourne on 14th April, 1956; Married Desley 

Veronica Morse on 15th March, 1980 at St. Monicas, Moonee Ponds.  The 

couple has four children: 

Travis John Morse, born 6th December, 1983, Melbourne. 

Scott David, born 13th January, 1986, Melbourne 

Patrick Kane, born 10th August, 1988, Melbourne, and 

Luke Gerard, born 10th December, 1990, Melbourne. 

John Patrick, born in Murtoa on 20th July, 1958; Married Cecilia Foley on 

20th March, 1998 at St Mary's Cathedral, Perth.  The couple has two 

daughters:  

Anna Louisa, born 3rd January, 1999 at St John of God Hospital, 

Subiaco, WA; and 

Sarah Kate, born 12th April, 2003 at St John of God Hospital, 

Subiaco, WA. 

  
Sarah Kate Anna Louisa 

 
Rachael Patricia Esther 
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Roger John and Maria (nee Peronne) Michael Gerard and Vicki (nee Woolley) 

  
David Anthony and Desley (nee Morse) John Patrick and Cecilia Foley 

  
Clare Maree Margaret (“Margie”) 

 

John and Patricia’s Family 
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Clare Maree, born in Murtoa on 27th June, 1960; Married Stephen Lambe 

on 5th March, 1981 in Sunbury.  The couple has five children: 

Christopher Phillip, born 28th November, 1981 

Matthew James, born 21st November, 1983 

Paul Anthony, born 6th December, 1985 

Kimberley Patricia, born 5th April, 1988, and 

Kate Louise, born 18th December, 1993. 

 

Margaret Majella, born in Rupanyup on 30th June, 1963.  Married Perry 

O'Farrell on 18 February 1984 in Our Lady of Mt. Carmel, Sunbury.  The 

couple has two children: 

Luke, born  24th June, 1985, in Sunbury 

Ashlee Patricia, born 28th March, 1988, in Perth. 

 

After the death of Patricia in 1970, John married Margaret Vidgen on 1st February, 

1975 and they lived in Sunbury until John's death in 2000. 

 

The following Eulogy was delivered at the requiem of John Roderick O'Halloran, 

by his Sister-in-Law Gwen O'Halloran, 12th May 2000: 

Nearly 50 years ago, whenever I went to pay our S.E.C. account in Shepparton, I would find three very 

good looking young men in the office. Handsome, dark curly hair, bright of eye and full of life. You 

could not tell them apart. I knew the names of two of them, Les Cranage and Mervyn Norris but it was 

not until 1985 when I married Vin that I discovered that the other one was John O'Halloran so I claim 

to have known John a goodly time.  

John Roderick O'Halloran was born in Bendigo on July 23rd,1923, 

the second son for Patrick and Beatrice. A younger brother to Vin. 

Because Pat was with the old ES&A bank the family moved to 

Ballarat, Clunes, Stawell and finally back to Bendigo. John attended 

the Higher Elementary School in Clunes but when the family 

transferred to Stawell, he took himself off and enrolled at the Stawell 

Technical School.  

After finishing school, he was apprenticed to a local electrician and 

later completed his time and worked for O.J.Neilson. O.J.Neilson 

had contracts across Victoria and in other states, including Tasmania.  

From listening to John's stories of this time, the best I could describe 

 

John and Patricia 
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him as, is a mischievous rogue. John met and married Patricia McInerney in Stawell and after working 

for Prestige in Ararat, he joined the S.E.C. as a labourer. Apparently, that was the only way to be 

employed by the S.E.C. at that time. It is indicative of John's determination that he did not stay long as 

a labourer and after promotions to Shepparton, Morwell, Lakes Entrance and Murtoa, John retired as 

manager of the S.E.C. office in Sunbury. The increase in installations in the Murtoa district while John 

was there was such that at night the town lit up like a Christmas tree and John used to tell the story that 

the astronauts were able to navigate via Murtoa.  

It is interesting that in the places where John lived and worked he is remembered fondly by the 

Sergeant of Police, the Station Master, the Post master, the Parish Priest and the publican. To name a 

few. Whenever John's name is mentioned the reaction from each and everyone is a smile and the 

inevitable ."Do you remember the time when...."  

John and Pat reared four sons, Roger, Michael, David and John Patrick and two daughters, Clare and 

Margaret, or Margie as he always called her. I'm not sure if she liked it or not but that is what he called 

her.  

Sadly Pat passed away when the older boys were in their teens. John was very proud of his children. 

Proud of their achievements and sympathetic with them in their disappointments. He delighted in 

letting us know about a new baby expected and would ring us with the news when it arrived and enjoy 

reciting the names of his fifteen grand children. I have no intention of trying to do so.  

John married Margaret Vidgen 25 years ago and they enjoyed many miles of car travel in his retirement 

visiting places where he had lived and worked. He loved to have a beer and a yarn with his mates at 

Clunes. His nose was out of joint for quite a while after one of his classmates, footballer, Bob Davis 

ignored him in the street.  

If life could be describes as a sponge, it could be said that, John grabbed it and squeezed out every drop 

then shook it just to make sure there was nothing left.  

John loved a challenge whether it was pulling some government department in to order over some 

infringement, finding the pub with the best beer and the best counter lunch or using the yellow pages to 

find the best car deal and the best insurance coverage.  

This stood John in good stead as over the last few years he surmounted challenges that would have 

defeated most of us. We once suggested an alternative to his situation and that met with a resounding 

No! When we asked why he would not consider it, he replied quite angrily that it was because he was a 

stubborn, pig - headed old bastard. He then chuckled when we agreed with him that he was a stubborn, 

pig-headed old bastard. The struggle to maintain his independence was incredible and Margaret's 

assistance in this struggle under difficult circumstances is to be commended. They were ably assisted 

by caring, compassionate neighbours, Jack and Mick. John's hope that he be able to remain in his own 

home until he died was granted last Sunday.  
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We are here this morning to pay our respects to a family member and a friend and colleague, to give 

thanks for the life that he lived to the full, to offer our sympathy to his family and to ask the Lord that 

John be granted eternal peace.  

  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

The McInerneys 

John’s first wife Patricia McInerney came from a family that had its Australian roots in 

the early days of the gold rushes.  Her great-grandfather, Andrew McInerney, son of 

farmer, Thomas McInerney and Mary Fahey, was born in Clare, Ireland, in 1826.  On 6th 

July, 1862, he married Ellen Kerins at Rutherglen and the couple proceeded to have ten 

children between 1863 and 1882. 

  
Andrew McInerney and his wife Ellen (Kiernan) 

 

Details of those children: 

Mary, born 1863 Chiltern – died 1923 Chiltern. 

Patrick, born 1865 Chiltern – died 22 October 1939 Rutherglen. 

Thomas, born 1866 Chiltern – died 19 October 1911 Wangaratta 

John, born 1868 Chiltern – died 1948 Rutherglen 

Ellen, born 1870 Indigo – died 1872 Indigo 

Margaret, born 1872 Indigo – died 1923 Chiltern 

Andrew, born 1874 Chiltern – died 28 May 1908 Chiltern 

Martin, born 1876 Chiltern – died 4 June 1882 Chiltern 

James, born 1879 Chiltern - died? Queensland 

Elizabeth, born1882 Chiltern – died 2 January 1953 Albury 
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Andrew McInerney died on 27th March, 1903 and the following obituary was published in 

'The Chiltern Federal Standard' on 3rd April, 1903: 

Another old Chilternite, in the person of Mr Andrew McInerney, passed over to the great majority, on 

Friday night last. He was a native of County Clare, Ireland, and landed in the colony while yet a young 

man, and soon after the discovery of gold in Victoria made his way to the Ballarat goldfields. Here luck 

favoured him, and, with what was regarded then as a fortune, he returned to his native country. To his 

people at home he was able to give a glowing account of the riot at the Eureka Stockade and what led 

up to it because he had been present and was an eye witness to the goings on on that memorable 

occasion. After an absence of some three or four years he again made the Sunny South his objective 

and he arrived in Australia about 1860. Things were not then what they were when he left them but the 

New Ballarat, better known now as the Chiltern rush, had broken out and thither he repaired. He 

became a shareholder and also worked in one of the first wet mines in the district - the Township claim 

- situated behind where the Council Club Hotel now stands. He was also a shareholder in the Allied 

Armies claim on the Skeleton lead and subsequently found lucrative employment in the Grand Junction 

claim, Christmastown.  After a time he gave up mining to engage as a road contractor and in that 

capacity success also attended him. A few years later he relinquished that calling and devoted his 

attention solely to agriculture. Of late years his health began to fail him and a fortnight ago he was 

compelled to take to his bed. Though the best of care and attention were bestowed upon him it was 

apparent to all that his end was near, and expectations were realised on Friday night. Deceased was 77 

years of age and had been forty years married. He leaves an invalided wife, four sons and three 

daughters, to mourn their loss. His remains were inhumed in the Chiltern New Cemetery on Sunday 

last, the very lengthy cortege, in which were friends and acquaintances from all parts of the district, 

testifying to the respect in which the deceased was generally held. The Rev. Father Griffin performed 

the last offices for the dead and Mr A. H. Smith conducted the mortuary arrangements at the Chiltern 

New Cemetery. Messrs Patrick, Thomas, John, Andrew and James McInerney and Mrs M. Shelley and 

Misses M. and E. McInerney are sons and daughters of the deceased. 

Andrew’s wife, Ellen Kerins was born in 1841 in Clare, Ireland, to butcher, Thomas 

Kerins and Bridget Liddy.  She died in Chiltern on 28th December, 1903, aged 62.  She 

and Andrew were married in the Rutherglen Catholic School by Father M Slack.  

Witnesses at the wedding were Daniel Torpey and Bridget Sexton.  While Andrew signed 

the Register in a neat legible hand, his bride and their witnesses could only make their 

mark.  In the Register, Andrew is described as a miner while Ellen is described as a 

servant. 

Mention of the Liddy and Torpey names reminds me that there were such family 

connections on my great-grandfather Michael O’Halloran’s side which I think emphasizes 

the point I was making at the start of this chapter about family histories opening up all 

sorts of possibilities about how we are related to each other. 
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Of the McInerney children, the only one of whom we have any other detail is Patrick.  

According to the Sealjohn website, Patrick married Elizabeth Wain on 9th February, 1898, 

at St Mary’s, West Melbourne.  Elizabeth was the daughter of Thomas Wain and Jane 

Kennealy and was born on 29th November, 1862, at Chiltern.  The Wain’s were obviously  

highly regarded early settlers in the Chiltern area and it is worth recording what we 

know of them. 

 

 

The McInerney Family circa 1899 

Standing (L-R): Thomas, John, James, Patrick holding Francis Basil, Margaret 
Seated: Mary (possibly pregnant with Joe Shelley), Andrew Jnr, Andrew Snr, Ellen (Kerins), Elizabeth 

 

The Wains 

Our story starts with Richard Wain and Lydia Sparks who married on 23rd October, 1831, 

in the United Kingdom.  Richard was born in 1808 in Lincoln, Lincolnshire, England, while 

Lydia was born in 1810 at Horton Kirby, Kent, England.  The couple had eleven children 

between 1831 and 1854 and emigrated to Australia some time after that, settling in 

Rutherglen, Victoria.  They returned to the United Kingdom after disease wiped out their 

vineyard in Rutherglen and bought a property in Penarth, Wales.  Lydia died on 20th 

July, 1888, in the United Kingdom, probably at Penarth while Richard died there on 28th 

March, 1892, aged 84. 
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Details of Richard and Lydia’s children are as follows: 

Thomas, born in Sutton Hone, Kent, England on 23rd December, 1831, died 14th 

November, 1911, in Chiltern, Victoria.  Thomas’s story is told in detail below. 

Rebecca, born 1835 in Kent, England.  No other details known. 

Sarah Ann, born 1838 in Sutton at Hone, Kent, England, died 1906, Sydney, 

NSW. 

Alexander, born 1840 in Kent, England, died 1862 in Forbes, NSW. 

George, born 1843 in Kent, England, died 1902 in Albury, NSW. 

Mary, born 1845 in Kent, England.  No other details known. 

Stephen, born 1847 in Kent, England.  No other details known. 

James, born 1849 in Kent, England, died 1889. 

Lydia Esther Julia, born 1854, died 1928 in Rutherglen. 

 

  
Richard Wain - 1808-1892 Lydia Wain – 1810-1888  

 

The Sealjohn website hosts the following extract from The Wain Tree by Bev Wain & 

Eunice McGlyn on Thomas Wain, and I am pleased to have permission to reprint it here: 

   

Thomas Wain came from very humble beginnings, the first born to Richard Wain and Lydia Sparks, he 

an Agricultural Labourer, she a Laundress. His birth took place on 23 December, 1831 in the small 

village of Sutton at Hone, situated amid the green rolling hills of the Darent Valley, Kent.  



CHAPTER 23 –PADDY O’HALLORAN’S  FAMILY 

761 

Their Church, St. John The Baptist, is built of the stone found in the area, the oldest section is said to 

have been built as early as 1077, but many repairs and extensions have taken place during the past 

centuries. It sits alone, overlooking the village and the treeless fields of the countryside. It was in this 

Church, that Thomas' parents were married and his Baptism took place, as did the Baptisms of his nine 

brothers and sisters who followed him.  

Although early last century it was 

not unusual in rural areas for the 

children to forgo their education 

to toil beside their parents in the 

fields (someone else's, of course). 

Richard and Lydia must have 

worked extremely hard as they 

managed to ensure the entire ten 

children had their schooling. It 

could not have been easy for 

them.  

On leaving school Thomas 

worked on surrounding farms as 

an agricultural labourer, then as a Groom on a large property nearby, when 18 years old. He continued 

to work in the District. until he left for what must have seemed like a grand adventure to a young man 

from this tiny Hamlet.  

It was in 1854, at the age of 22 years, that he with his father sailed for Australia to make a new life for 

themselves and the large family they had left so far away in Kent. To them it must have been a very 

disappointing first glimpse that they caught of their new land because, as the east coast of Australia 

came into sight, an apparently extremely disgruntled crew decided to scuttle the ship. We do not know 

the name of the Ship, despite much research. However, we do know that no lives were lost but 

probably their few precious possessions were.  

They made their home in Sydney and apparently managed to make a living because, in 1855 they were 

joined by the oldest girls, Rebecca and Sarah. Yet another year passed before Lydia arrived with six of 

the remaining children. The only one to remain in England was Richard who was about a year younger 

than Thomas.  

It is said that Thomas worked as a Salesman, between Sydney and Beechworth, but we are not sure of 

this. While living in Sydney he met a young Irish girl, namely Jane Kennealy, a native of County Cork. 

He fell in love and married her at St. Mary's Cathedral on 17 December, 1857.  

Soon after their marriage they moved to the township of Beechworth, no doubt expecting to make their 

fortune as Gold Fever was at its height. Thomas soon joined the gold seekers at the Diggings but Alas! 

the fortune eluded him. Meantime on 2 October, 1858 their first child was born and his name was 

 

Jane Wain with her daughters, from left - Annie, Elizabeth, 
Margaret, Clementina, Jane and Frances about 1885 
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Thomas. By the time he was three, the family had moved to Chiltern for the Gold Rush there and were 

among the first residents of New Ballarat, as it was then called. Thomas (Senior) started as a Carter but 

on the opening of the Railway became a Carrier of Goods from the station. This became a very 

lucrative business, which was just as well, because Jane gave birth to another eight children after 

Thomas. Annie, 11 March 1860, Emanuel, 16 March, 1861, Elizabeth, 29 November, 1862, Alexander, 

30 March, 1864, Margaret Jane, 27 September, 1865, Clementina, 24 February, 1868, Frances, 21 June, 

1870 and Henrietta, 29 September, 1874.  

Jane died on 30 July, 1889 after a long illness. She was only 58 years old. She was buried in the New 

Chiltern Cemetery with the two babies they lost. It was not long before Thomas remarried, this time to 

a Widow named Mrs. Fraser with a family of three. After his retirement he imported tulip bulbs from 

Holland which he grew on his large vacant block beside his home in Queen Street. It was on 4 

November, 1911 as he approached the age of. 80 years, that he too passed away and was buried with 

his wife, Jane.  

On reflection, Thomas Wain brings to mind the old saying: "From the Tiniest Acorn the Mighty Oak 

Tree grows" but in our case, it is the "Mighty Wain Tree".  

In November, 1911, The Chiltern Standard published the following obituary for Thomas 

Wain: 

OBITUARY OF MR. THOMAS WAIN.  

One of the pioneers of Chiltern, Mr. Thomas Wain died at his residence Queen Street, Chiltern on 

Tuesday morning after an illness extending over a couple of weeks, at the age of 79 years, death being 

due to general breakup. Mr. Wain was a native of Dartford Kent England arrived in Australia in 1854 

landing in Sydney, after being shipwrecked within sight of the coast, the cause of the wreck was never 

definitely ascertained, but it was supposed to have been brought about by a number of the sailors who 

appeared to be discontented with their environment and scuttled her. No lives were, however, lost. 

Amongst Mr. Wain’s shipmates was Mr. H. Pooley Snr, of the Koendidda Estate, Barnawatha. 

Deceased after spending a few years in New South Wales migrated to North Eastern Victoria and when 

the Chiltern rush broke out because one of the first residence of the New Ballarat. Here he followed the 

occupation of a carter of goods from the station. Sometime ago he gave up active life, he lead one of 

comparative retirement.  

Deceased was twice married, leaves a widow and a family by the first wife, who are well known 

throughout the district, the members of' which are Mr. Thomas Wain (implement maker), Mr. A. Wain 

(stationmaster) Middle Park, Mrs. Kelly and Mrs. Carmody (of Melbourne), Mrs. McInerney of Indigo, 

Miss Clementina Wain of Melbourne, and Miss Francis a sister in a Sydney Convent.  The funeral took 

place on Wednesday morning, the place of internment being the New Chiltern Cemetery where the 

obsequies were performed by the Rev Father Smith, P.P. Mr. A. Smith acting as director.  Thomas 

Wain was born at Sutton On Hone England on the 23.12.1831. He died at Chiltern Victoria on the 

14.11.1911.  
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Returning to Patrick McInerney, the following obituary in tribute to his life appeared in 

the “Chiltern Federal Standard” on Tuesday, 24th October, 1939:  

It is our sad duty to have to record the death of Mr. Patrick McInerney, which occurred at Rutherglen 

on Sunday, after a protracted illness.  Mr McInerney, was born at the Skeleton lead, Chiltern, at the 

time of a gold rush in that locality, in the year 1864 and would have celebrated his 75th birthday on the 

10th of next month. He was the son of the late Andrew McInerney, who later carried on successful 

farming pursuits on the Howlong road, Chiltern. The deceased for a time was interested in many 

mining ventures with cooperative parties but eventually settled on the land at his estate "Glengarry," 

Great Northern. A few years ago he sold his property and moved to Rutherglen where he had been 

living in retirement.  Mr McInerney was well known and popular, known throughout the Chiltern, 

Rutherglen, Brown's Plains and surrounding districts and was the soul of wit and humour and his 

company was always enjoyed by a large circle of acquaintances. While at "Glengarry" he took a 

prominent interest in the welfare of the place and was a leading light in everything promoted at 

Cornishtown. He was foremost in all appeals for the district hospitals and through his energy large 

sums of money were raised for these institutions and for his work in this direction he was also a life 

governor to these places. He also promoted other affairs for charity and patriotic purposes during the 

great war. The deceased married a former Chiltern girl (Miss Elizabeth Wain) a daughter of Mr. 

Thomas Wain, senior, a former pioneer resident of that place. Besides his widow, those left to mourn 

their loss are two children one boy and one girl (Mrs Melville). Messrs. John McInerney (Chiltern) and 

James McInerney (Queensland) are brothers and Mrs F. Gillman, a sister. The funeral took place on 

Monday afternoon, the cortege moving from the Rutherglen Roman Catholic Church for the Chiltern 

New Cemetery where the internment took place.  Patrick died on 22nd  October, 1939, at Rutherglen 

after a protracted illness, aged 74 years. 

 

  

Patrick McInerney Elizabeth McInerney (nee Wain) 
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Patrick and Elizabeth had four children: 

Francis Basil, born 1898 in Rutherglen and died there on 24th November, 1900. 

Jane Ursula, born in Rutherglen in 1902, died 28th August, 1997. 

Andrew Alphonsus, born 1904 in Rutherglen, and died there13th September, 

1907.  The following obituary notice for Andrew appeared in “The Federal 

Standard” on Friday, 20th September, 1907: 

The friends of Mr and Mrs P McInerney of Brown’s Plains will regret to hear of the death of 

their youngest son, Andrew, which occurred at Rutherglen, on Friday last. The deceased, who 

was not quite four years of age, had only been ill a fortnight, the cause of death being 

rheumatism of the heart. His remains were brought to Chiltern on Saturday and interred in the 

New Cemetery, the service at the grave being read by the Rev. Father Mulcreevey. 

 

Martin Benedict, born 14th 

July, 1900 in Rutherglen, 

died at Macleod on 25th 

May, 1989. He is buried in 

the Lawn cemetery at 

Fawkner. Martin was a 

schoolteacher and 

headmaster who married 

Gladys Bryan on 8th 

January, 1927, at St Peter 

and Paul’s Church in 

Geelong. Gladys died on 

22nd March, 1988 and is 

also buried at Fawkner. The couple had four children: 

Patricia Mary, born 24th August, 1928, in Geelong.  Died 19th November, 

1970, in Melbourne.  Married John R O’Halloran – see story earlier in this 

chapter. 

Maureen Marie, born 24th July, 1930 in Geelong.  Died 21st February, 

1990, in Bega.  Maureen married Kevin McCulloch on 23rd December, 

1967.  There are three children: Melissa Mary, born 25th September, 1968; 

Maree Anne, born 14th February, 1972 and David Kevin, born 5th May, 

1970. 

 
Martin McInerney and Gladys (nee Bryan)  

8th January 1927 
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Dian Clare, born 24th 

October, 1933 in 

Geelong.  Dian married 

Francis James O’Neill, 

the youngest brother of 

Vincent O’Halloran’s 

first wife Mary.  The 

couple have two 

children – Susan Mary, 

born 6th March, 1961, in 

Melbourne and Gregory 

Francis James, born 24th November, 1962 in Melbourne. 

Barry Anthony, born 17th January, 1938 in Katamatite.  Married Maureen 

O’Neil on 17th May, 1967.  The couple had three children, Andrew Barry, 

born 11th August, 1968, in Melbourne;  Gabrielle Jane, born 24th 

November, 1970 in Melbourne, and Phillip Neil, born 26th July, 1972 in 

Melbourne. 

On 13th August, 1993,  Barry married Margaret Walters at Xavier College 

Chapel, Kew. 

The Bryans 

Gladys Bryan’s family also 

has an interesting 

heritage.  Her grandfather 

was Silas Bryan, born at 

5am on 21st February, 

1845, at Babcary, 

Somerset, England.  He 

was one of three sons and 

a daughter born to Samuel Brian (born 20th December, 1811, died 5th 

April, 1857) and Keziah Arthur (born 1812, died 31st March, 1853).  His 

siblings were: Julia/Julianna born 1843, William, born 1844 and Arthur, 

born 1850.  In the absence of any other information we might assume 

they were all born in Babcary. 

The family emigrated to Australia on the "Stebonheath" which arrived in 

Geelong on 18 January 1853.  Their religion was recorded as C of E and 

the family could read and write and emigrated on their own account. 

  

Maureen Maree Dian Clare 

 

Gabrielle, Phillip, Barry and Andrew 
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Silas Bryan Bridget Bryan (nee Croke) 

On 20th August, 1868, Silas married Bridget Croke in St Kilda, Victoria.  

Bridget was the daughter of Michael Croke and Mary Sheahan and had 

been born in 1839 in County Kilkenny, Ireland.  She died on 21st 

November, 1910, in Port Melbourne.  Silas survived his wife until 1st 

December, 1933, when he died in Prahran, Victoria. 

Silas and Bridget had five children: 

William Edward, born 4 July 1869 at 

Beemery Station, Bourke, NSW.  He 

died on 29th June, 1953, at 136 Hope 

Street, Geelong.  He married Margaret 

Jane Stewart on 27th December, 1894, 

in Geelong. 

Margaret was the daughter of John 

Stewart (1840- 23rd December,1896, 

Geelong) and Margaret McLaughlan 

(1839-14th April,1917, Geelong).  John 

emigrated to Australia with sister Mary 

on the “Atlanta” which departed 

Plymouth 24th March, 1858, and 

arrived in Melbourne on June 1858. John went on his own account to 

Geelong. Mary joined their sister Jane in Newtown, Geelong. 

William and Margaret had nine children: 

 

William and Margaret – 27.12.1894 
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Margaret Mary, born 24th October, 1895 in Geelong, died 8th August, 

1967 in Brunswick. 

Mabel Agnes, born 27th December, 1896 in Geelong, died 27th August, 

1898 in Bonnie Doon. 

Gladys Clare, born 11th December, 1899 in Geelong, died 22nd March, 

1988 in Macleod.  Her story is told above. 

Ethel Veronica, born 26th May, 1901 in Bonnie Doon, died on 11th 

February, 1990 at North Melbourne. 

John Silas, born 14th July, 1903 in Bonnie Doon, died 10th November, 

1982 in Wangaratta. 

Gwendoline Sarah, born December, 1905 in Bonnie Doon, died 11th 

January, 1982 in Geelong. 

Arthur James, born 13th June, 1908 in Euroa, died 24th September, 1980 

in Melbourne. 

Edna Mary, born 13th June 1908 in Euroa, Arthur’s twin, died 30th May, 

1992 in Geelong 

Doris Julia Mary, born 5th December, 1911 in Ancona, died 3rd 

September, 1995 in Geelong. 

 

The following article appeared in The Euroa Advertiser on Friday 19th June, 1908.  The 

Mrs Bryant referred to is Margaret Bryan (nee Stewart) who was expecting twins, Arthur 

James and Edna Mary, mentioned above.  This article appears on the Sealjohn website 

which acknowledges Greg O'Neil and Yvonne Foster (who is a descendant of Jane 

Stewart/Grecian) whose cousin unearthed the newspaper article.  
EXCITING EXPERIENCE  

RUNAWAYS ON THE HILLS 

For exciting incidents and miraculous escapes few local happenings have been of such strong 

sensational character as Cr. Armstrong's trip from Strathbogie to Euroa on Saturday morning. He drove 

down the hills with a mettlesome pair of horses, having in the trap Mrs. Armstrong and Mrs. Bryant 

and child. The latter lady, who is a resident of Dry Creek, was about to proceed to Geelong, where her 

mother resides, and was being driven to Euroa for the purpose of catching the morning train. When at 

the top of the extreme pinch above Mr. J. Charman's, which slopes sharply to a culvert at the bottom, 

and is probably the severest grade in the whole road, they over took Mr. F. Hobbs' timber wagon, and 

team, which was drawn up on the road, the driver being on the ground below the wagon, engaged in 

screwing up the brake preparatory to descending the hill. Mr. Armstrong drove to one side, and while 

passing the sound of the wagon brakes being moved startled the horses, which sheered off, bringing the 
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trap in contact with a sapling, and immediately afterwards a second, the latter impact throwing Mr. 

Armstrong out. As he fell the reins were either pulled or wound around the wheel, for the horses then 

cannoned onto the wagon horses, and then both teams careered at full gallop down the steep incline. 

The first notice that Mr. Hobbs got of anything unusual occurring was the dashing away of his horses, 

as he did not hear the sound of Mr. Armstrong's trap. He stuck to the brake for a time, and is of opinion 

that he got it on nearly tight enough to skid the wheels before losing touch of the wagon. In the 

meantime Mr. Armstrong's trap, with the two helpless women and child, was taken down the incline at 

a fearful rate by the affrighted horses. Mrs. Armstrong who was sitting at the back, retained sufficient 

presence of mind to reach over to try and find the reins, but they were trailing on the ground and there 

was therefore nothing for it but to await developments. At the foot of the hill the road turns, a culvert 

being over a twelve-feet-deep gully. The horses dashed straight on, over the edge of the depression, and 

the "smash" took place. The horses fell together in the bed of the gully (without much injury to 

themselves) in their fall snapping the buggy-pole. The impetus carried the vehicle, thus released from 

the horses, clear over the horses' heads on to the other side of the gully, where it bought up with the 

forepart in the air against the tree. The occupants of the buggy were hurled clear of the trap some 

twelve or fifteen yards away, Mrs. Bryant being thrown through a fork of a tree and Mrs. Armstrong 

and child falling clear. In the meantime the team of seven horses, with a heavy wagon load of sawn 

timber behind them, came thundering down the same track, and it appeared to be almost a certainty that 

they would pile themselves on top of the buggy wreckage. Fortunately, however, the shaft horses fell, 

and one of them got under the wheel, thus acting as a drag and steadying the wagon somewhat, and a 

log at the bottom, just before the embankment was reached, withstood the strain of the blow of the 

wagon and bought the team to a standstill just at the critical moment. The unfortunate horse under the 

wheel was dead, and the other severely injured, while the vehicle was considerably damaged. Mr. 

Armstrong was not much hurt by his fall, and the two drivers at once ran to the foot of the hill. They 

found both ladies unconscious, but after a short time Mrs. Armstrong recovered somewhat, but Mrs. 

Bryant remained in that condition while steps were taken to have the sufferers conveyed to Euroa, 

where medical aid was at once called in. Mrs. Bryant remained unconscious for a considerable period, 

her injuries having been apparently caused by striking a small branch when thrown through the tree 

fork. On the following morning she gave birth to twins-boy and girl-both alive and well, and the 

mother is now making good progress towards recovery. Much sympathy is expressed for the sufferers, 

and also for Mr. Hobbs in his heavy loss. 

Footnote:  

Cr. Armstrong: Robinson Armstrong Mrs. Armstrong: Mary Armstrong (nee Grecian), 

daughter of Jane Grecian (nee Stewart) Mrs. Bryant: Margaret Bryan (nee Stewart), cousin of 

Mary Armstrong Twin boy and girl: Arthur James Bryan & Edna Mary Bryan b.13/6/1908 in 

Euroa 

Returning to Silas and Bridget, their other four children were: 

Arthur, born 1871, died 23 September, 1952 in Meekathara, Western 

Australia. 
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Julia, born 1873 in Mansfield, died 16th July, 1964 in Melbourne. 

John, born 1875.  No other details are available. 

Mary, born 1877 in Bonnie Doon, Victoria, died 26th October, 1948, in 

Fitzroy, Victoria. 

 

Before we move on it is probably worth exploring a little bit about Chiltern given the 

close relationship that the McInerney family had with this town.  What follows appeared 

in a Herald Sun Weekend article referred to in the "Golden Age Journal" no. 114 June-

July 1999, and is reproduced here from the Sealjohn website: 

 

Black Dog Creek (Chiltern) 

On the banks of Black Dog Creek, the wooden Black Dog Inn was set up in 1844 as a horse-changing 

station for mail coaches between Melbourne and Sydney. A few years later, the more substantial brick 

Horse and Jockey Hotel was built, with a police camp alongside.  

In 1854, residents of Black Dog changed the name to Chiltern, after England's rolling Chiltern Hills.  

John Conness found gold at nearby Indigo in 1858 and the focus of regional settlement shifted to the 

Chiltern gold lead. The inevitable rush of 10,000 miners established rudimentary camps along the 

muddy diggings track towards the Beechworth and Indigo goldfields. At its height, Chiltern had a 

population of 20,000.  

In 1862 Chiltern was proclaimed a municipality, with the elected council represented by miners - 

believed to be a first in Victoria.  

The Victorian Gazette of 1965 lists the town as having a county and police court, court of mines, 

reading room, telegraph station, post and money-order office, a newspaper and banks.  

Two decades later Chiltern was described as an important township with 5 churches, 12 hotels, 2 

newspapers and a population of 1,243 engaged in mining, agriculture and grazing.  

Easily-won surface gold had long gone leaving mechanical methods and the more enduring deep quartz 

mining to persist for 60 years.  

The wealth generated during Chiltern's golden decades produced many buildings now classified or 

owned by the National Trust. There are Conness Street's heritage shops including Dow's Pharmacy 

built in 1859; the Star Hotel and billiards saloon; the 1877 Bank of Australasia; the Athenaeum, now 

Chiltern's museum; and the police lock up.  

Colonial brick residences can be seen in Lakeview at Lake Anderson. This is the childhood home of 

writer Henry Handel Richardson (real name Ethel Florence Richardson).  
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Chiltern Regional Park encircles the town, with walking tracks through box ironbark forests. It is home 

to 2 of Victoria's rare birds, the regent honeyeater and the turquoise parrot.  

A 25km drive takes in Donkey Hill lookout, the pioneer cemetery, the Magenta Mine which produced 

13,000oz of gold and the state battery site where mine ore was crushed.  

Chiltern is central to the Rutherglen and Barnawartha wineries, Mt. Pilot where Ned Kelly and his gang 

hid for months before being captured, and the Yeddonba Aboriginal art site. 

 

Conness Street, Chiltern, from an old postcard (circa 1880) 

 

The Foley Family 

Earlier on we noted that John Patrick O’Halloran married Cecilia Ann Foley on 20th March, 

1998 at St Mary’s Cathedral in Perth, Western Australia.  Cecilia, who was born on 1st 

February, 1963 at the Oakleigh District Hospital in Victoria also has an interesting family 

background.  Her great-grandfather was Daniel Foley born in 1840, possibly in County 

Kerry, if the location of his marriage to Julia Courtney in 1858 is any guide.  The couple 

was married in a place called Leamnaguilla and one of their children, John died there. 

 

Not much is known about Daniel except that his father was also John and that he had at 

least one sister, Mary.  We also know that he died in 1907. 

 

Julia Courtney was born at Droumdhig, Killarney, Ireland, but not much more is known 

about her.  The couple had eight children: 
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Mary, born 1858, died in Killarney, date unknown. 

Jeremiah, born 1859, died 1941 in Perth. 

John, born 1860, died 1929 in Leamnaguilla. See further details below. 

Kate, dates of birth and death unknown but thought to have passed away in 

Perth. 

Nora, born 31st July, 1865, date of death unknown but thought to have been in 

Ireland’ 

Julia, born 31st December, 1867, died in Perth, date unknown. 

Bridget, born 20th March, 1872, no further details known. 

Daniel, born 13th February, 1874, thought to have died in the USA. 

Our attention now turns to John, Cecilia’s grand-father.  John was a farmer, who married 

Julieanne Donovan on 9th March, 1885 at a place called Skahies, a small village, in 

Killarney.  This was Julieanne’s home town where she had been born on 10th December, 

1859 to Michael Donovan and Johanna/Julia Mulcahey.  Julianne had three brothers, 

Timothy, born 1861, Jeramiah, born 1869, and Michael, 25th November, 1874.  John 

Foley died at Leamnaguilla on 31st October, 1929, while Julianne died in 1912. 

John and Julianne had ten children: 

Daniel, born 6th September, 1886, died in the USA 
in 1964. 

Michael, born 1889, died in the UK in 1950. 

Jeremiah, born 1891, died 1944 in Killarney. 

Julianne, born 1892, thought to have died in the 
USA, date unknown. 

John, born 27th June, 1894, died 1972 in 
Leamnaguilla. 

Hanna, born 27th September, 1896, died 1924 in 
the UK. 

Timothy, born 31st October, 1897, died 1965 in 
Perth. 

Mary, born 22nd March, 1900, died 1976 in Perth. 

Patrick, born 1901, died 1981 in Perth. 

Katherine, born5th October, 1907, died 20th April, 1986 in the USA. 

Continuing to examine Cecilia’s ancestry, it is Katherine of the above listing who 

provides the next link in the chain.  On 8th August, 1924, while not yet seventeen, 

Katherine gave birth to a young son, Michael, at Leamnaguilla. Katherine worked as a 

nurse for a time in the UK but in 1926, moved to the United States, settling first in 

Dover, Massachusets then moving on to Medfield, Massachusetts, where she worked 

 

Julianne Donovan 
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as a nanny. On 30th June, 1931, she would marry John J (Jack) O’Leary (1892-1963) 

but Michael retained the Foley surname.   

Katherine and John produced a son, John O’Leary 

who was born on 26th August, 1936, in Medfield.  

Katherine died on 20th April, 1986, and is buried in 

Medfield, Massachusetts. 

Michael Foley lived in Killarney until 1952 then 

emigrated to Melbourne aboard the “SS Otranto” 

arriving on 21st August, 1952.  Michael worked as a 

butcher in Ireland and Melbourne but was better 

known as the bar steward at the Metropolitan Golf Club from 1952 to 1987.  He 

married Eileen Mary Smith at St Joseph’s Church, South Yarra, on 25th January, 

1958.  Eileen was born on 15th October, 1931, at the Werrimull Bush Nursing 

Hospital, near Mildura.  She had an older sister, Barbara Mary who was born on 13th 

January, 1930 but who died in infancy in Melbourne on 16th June that year. 

Eileen’s parents were Owen Bruce Smith and Mary Louise Dodd.  Eileen’s ancestry 

goes back even further and we should probably start with her grandparents Elijah 

Ridgard and Mary Hough.  Elijah was born on 1st May, 1831, at Kirk Langley, 

Derbyshire, UK, to parents Joseph and Elizabeth Ridgard.  He had three brothers and 

four sisters: Francis, born 23rd April, 1820, died 1887; Mary Anne, born 14th 

February, 1822, no other details; Charles, born 23rd November, 1823, no other 

details; Harriet, born 30th March, 1825, no other details; Elizabeth, born 3rd June, 

1827; Jane, born 18th August, 1833, no other details and Aaron, born 26th February, 

1835, died 27th November, 1908. 

Elijah, a carter, married Mary Hough at All Saints Church, Derby, Derbyshire, UK, on 

4th September, 1853. Mary, daughter of John and Sarah Hough, was born on 18th 

March, 1832 at Etwall in Derbyshire, UK.  Mary had a sister, Ann, born 18th March, 

1832. Elijah and Mary had four children: 

George, born December, 1853.  No other details. 

Henry Ridgard Smith, born 28th December, 1855, at 7 Ashbourne Road in St 

Peter, Derbyshire.  See below for further details. 

Alice, born September, 1858.  No other details. 

Charles, born September, 1860, died June 1893 in Derbyshire. 

 

Katherine Foley 
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Mary died in 1867, in Derby, aged only thirty five, while Elijah lived to be eighty one 

dying in 1912 in Derbyshire. 

Cecilia’s line of ancestry continues through Henry, onetime soldier, who served in 

India, and postman.  He married Isabella Amor in 1883 at Farnham, Hampshire, UK.  

Curiously, Henry changed his name to Henry Ridgard Bruce and the couple remarried 

in 1884 at South Stoneham, UK.  Their children went by the name Bruce-Smith.  

Mary Amor was born on 12th April, 1844 to Daniel Amor (1820-1878) and Mary Amier 

(1821-?).  Mary had two brothers, Daniel and Robert and a sister, Alice.   

It is not known when Henry died but Isabella died on 4th April, 1939 at 104 Eversham 

Road, Leicester.  The couple had five children: 

Sidney Clement Bruce Smith, born 1887 in Chanbuttia, India.  Other details 
unknown. 

Constance Ridgard Bruce Smith, born 15th October, 1889 in Lucknow, India.  
Other details unknown. 

Gertrude Mary Bruce Smith, born 1890 in London, died 31st July, 1963 in 
Dingley, Victoria. 

Ashton Bruce Smith, born 1900 in Leicester. Other details unknown. 

Owen Bruce Smith, born 4th May, 1904 in Leicester, died 4th November, 1973 in 
Frankston, Victoria. 

The next link in Cecilia’s chain is via Owen Bruce Smith. 

Owen married fur 

machinist, Mary Dodd on 

4th April, 1929 at Sacred 

Heart Church, Mildura.  

Mary was the daughter of 

Charles Dodd and Louisa 

Faulkner. Mary had two 

brothers, Charles (25th 

May, 1905 – September, 

1965, Regent, Victoria), 

and Francis (27th May, 

1907 – 11th December, 

1973, Cheltenham, 

Victoria). Their father, 

Charles was born on 22nd February, 1874, or possibly 1872, at Walthamstowe, now 

Shoreditch, UK.  He was a painter and decorator whose interests included piano and  

  

Owen Bruce Smith Owen and Mary (nee Dodd) 
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Thomas Dodd Mary Dodd (nee Cox) 

 

 

Charles and Louise Dodd (nee Faulkner) Hannah Turgoose as a young woman 

  

Harris Faulkner Hannah Faulkner (nee Turgoose) in later years 
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sports.  His parents were Thomas Dodd and Mary Cox.  Thomas was also a painter 

and decorator who was born at Southgate, Essex/Middlesex in 1842.  Thomas 

married Mary Cox at Stratford, Essex, on 3rd September, 1865.  Mary was the 

daughter of  Thomas Cox (born 1822 - ?) and Elizabeth Sullivan (1820 – 1902).  She 

had two brothers, John (1849, Whitechapel - ?) and Thomas (1856, Stratford - ?).  

Thomas died on 8th December, 1904, at Westham, London, while Mary died there on 

22nd April, 1907.  She is buried in St Patrick’s Cemetery, Leytonstone, Essex.  The 

couple had seven children: 

John, born 16th November, 1867, at Poplar, East London.  Other details 
unknown. 

Rosa, born 17th December, 1869 at Westham, died 1906 in England. 

Agnes, born 26th October, 1870 in Bethnal Green and died there the following 
year. 

Charles, born 22nd February, 1874 or perhaps 1872, in Walthamstowe, 
Shoreditch, died 18th December, 1949 in Melbourne, Australia. 

Elizabeth, born 2nd August, 1875 at Shoreditch and died in 1967 in England. 

Henry, born 22nd June, 1877, died in Canada. 

Albert, born 30th June 1880.  Other details unknown. 

 

Charles Dodd married Louisa Faulkner on 5th July, 1902, at Our Lady’s Church, Shernall 

Street, Walthamstowe.  Louisa’s parents were bootmaker Harris Faulkner, son of Robert 

Falkner (1809-1872) and Jane Rose (1812-1859), and Hannah Turgoose, the daughter 

of Joseph Turgoose (1787-1852) and Mary Birkett (1977-1865). 

Charles and Louisa had three children: 

Mary Louise, born 10th April, 1903, in Creaton, England, died 13th August, 1978 
in Jordanville, Victoria. 

Charles, born 25th May, 1905 in Walthamstowe, England, died September, 1968 
in Regent, Victoria. 

Frank, born 27th May, 1907 in Wathamstow, England, died 11th February, 1973 in 
Cheltenham, Victoria. 

Returning to Mary and Owen, the couple emigrated to Australia aboard the “SS Orvieto”, 

arriving in Melbourne on 1st February, 1927.  They had two children: 

Barbara Mary, born 13th January, 1930 in Melbourne, died 16th June, 1930 in 

Melbourne. 

Eileen Mary, born 15th October, 1931 whose story is related above. 
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At some stage, Owen and Mary separated and Owen entered into a de facto relationship 

with Winnie Stagg, who bore him two daughters, Barbara, born 1945, and Pamela, born 

1947.  Owen died of a heart attack at Frankston, Victoria, on 4th November, 1973.  Mary 

survived until 13th August, 1978, when she died suddenly after a heart attack at 

Jordanville, Victoria.  She is buried at Cheltenham Cemetery. 

 ***  ***  ***  ***  ***  *** 

Eileen Mary Foley had a passion for genealogy and it due to her dedicated research that 

so much of the family detail appears on the Sealjohn website.   Eileen died on 18th 

November, 2000 at 28 Elora Road, South Oakleigh and was buried at Springvale 

Cemetery on 22nd November, from St Peter’s Church, East Bentleigh.  Father Gordon 

Gebbie delivered the Eulogy in celebration of Eileen’s life: 

 Eulogy to Eileen by Fr Gordon Gebbie at St Peter's Church  
on 22 November 2000 

The chapters of Eileen's life reflect well the deep desires of Desiderata, the integrity of the valiant 
woman, and the priorities and balance of Luke's gospel we have just listened to. Of course there is the 
chapter we all bear - the places of our living and dying:  

Eileen was born on 15th October 1931 at South Karrawinna, near Mildura, where she lived for 4 years. 
Her mother and grandparents were a strong influence in her life,as her parents separated soon after she 
was born. She was to move to different boarding schools at Mildura, Vaucluse, Richmond and 
Kyneton. After her schooling, Eileen lived in South Yarra, and worked first at a jeweller's measuring 
gold, then at Dalgety's in a clerical position in their insurance arm.  

The next chapter and the main one was undoubtedly the meeting of Eileen and Michael. Any story of 
Eileen is a story of the partnership between Michael and Eileen - a strong and devoted love till the end 
and beyond.  

Eileen had wanted to marry someone from a large family (she being an only child), with a farm and 
definitely not Irish. You have heard of three strikes. She married, in Michael, an only child, with no 
farm and very definitely Irish. They met at dances at St George's Carlton on Sunday evenings, with a 
shared talk of a Tasmanian holiday, and a regular Pride of Erin. They married on 25th January 1958 at 
St Joseph's, South Yarra, and immediately built at 28 Elora Rd, Oakleigh South, which was to be their 
one and only home.  

What a contrast, however, for Eileen from South Yarra. It was a lonely experience at first, with only 
five other houses on the estate as well as Commonwealth Golf Club. Here they would raise their young 
family: Louise, Brendan and Cecilia. And there begins another chapter.  

Theirs was a choice of St Peter's or Sacred Heart, Oakleigh. They settled for St. Peter's East Bentleigh 
and made their way there on their pushbikes. They were known for running late just as Eileen had been 
seen running for the tram in Commercial Rd, Prahran on her way to work many years before. Like 
many others, they didn't have a lot of money, but the children don’t recall ever feeling that they had 
missed out. They had good Christmases and holidays, and there was a sense of not worrying - that all 
would be provided for - and it was.  

Holidays were a good memory for the family: often starting out at 4.30am, driving all day, stopping for 
breakfast, a counter lunch, even a stop at the races one trip, having got Mildura by lunch and Broken 
Hill by teatime. It would be a different caravan park each night, booking ahead as they went. Eileen 
was strict on Michael keeping to the speed limit, but after a couple of lunch beers Eileen would often 
have sleep in the car and Michael would make up for lost time, much to the delight of the children.  
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They saw a lot of Queensland, New South Wales, South Australia and Victoria. Another chapter 
contains some recollections of the children: Brendan's coming in at 12.30am looking for raisin toast 
and Eileen saying "I'll do it for you". Cecilia's coming in much later, to her mother's displeasure, to find 
her electric blanket turned off. Louise's memory of Eileen at school canteens even after the children 
had finished school.  

Eileen was a shy person, never dominating, devoted to her family and local community of school and 
parish, always there and supportive, encouraging the children in their own endeavours and adventures. 
Dermot and Annie were a great source of joy to her. She and Michael enjoyed walking, both keeping 
fit and healthy.  

Then of course there is the chapter of Eileen's brief sickness, so rapid was the spread of the cancer, just 
diagnosed in March of this year. Yet through all of this she didn't want to be a burden on anyone, she 
didn't want any fuss, and often would be thinking of and visiting others at Linacre Hospital when there 
for her treatment. I think she showed much grace and trust through her sickness and in facing her death. 
She wanted nothing more than to have her family around her, and she did. So much of her story 
expresses the value of integrity and balance and priorities that we have proclaimed today as gifts of 
God and way to life and fulfillment. Eileen’s story is a reason to be grateful and rejoicing in the midst 
of the sadness and shock of her quick death.  

I can imagine and hear her instructions to us as the children heard and recalled them:  

"Drive safely - Don't get sunburnt - Got your hanky."  

For all this we give thanks and know that God will keep this love and life alive in us all. 

 

Michael and Eileen had three children: 

Louise Mary, born 14th April, 1959 at Cabrini Hospital in Melbourne.  She 
married Barry Mate on 3rd November, 1979 at St Peter’s Church, East Bentleigh. 

Brendan Colum, born 28th September, 1961 at the Oakleigh District Hospital, 
Melbourne.  Brendan married Pieternella (Nelly) Pouwer, born 1963,  on 9th 
March, 1991 in Grindewald, Launceston, Tasmania.  The couple has one son, 
Dermot Michael, born on 6th January, 1994 at the Parkdale Community Hospital in 
Melbourne. 

Cecilia Ann, born 1st February, 1963. 

 

 

 

 

Louise Mate (nee Foley) Brendan and Nelly (nee Pouwer) Cecilia Foley 
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Chapter 24 

The Vin O’Halloran Story 

 

Vin’s contribution to this book has been monumental and his research into the O’Halloran 

family history over almost thirty years has been the vital cornerstone for those of us who 

have tried to emulate his passion for accurately defining our ancestry.  Vin has written 

his own story specially for this work and I am delighted to be able to include it here: 

 

Having been born on 7th March, 1921, I was christened Vincent Stanley.  Vincent after Dad’s deceased 

brother, Vin, and Stanley after Dad’s manager, Stanley Bolton, at the Royal Bank in Bendigo. We lived 

in one, of what is probably known as a villa pair, at 169/171 Don Street.  My grandmother lived next 

door at 171. 

 

As I grew up, I was accustomed to the calling in horse drawn vehicles, of a butcher, grocer, milkman 

and baker.  The butcher had a “cutting cart”- the back of the cart body dropped down to provide a 

cutting surface for the preparation of joints of meat, as ordered.  The call of the grocer would most 

probably be made by one of his staff on a bicycle-he would take an order ,which would be delivered 

later in a spring cart, with each order packed in a wooden kerosene case.  In those days kero came in 

four gallon metal drums, two of which filled a case.  The milkman had a similar vehicle to the butcher, 

except that two taps protruded through the back of the cart-these were connected to two large milk 

containers.  The “milko” had a smaller container which he filled from those taps.  Inside this container 

was a one pint ladle.  Most likely, on the front verandah, was a jug with a coin in the bottom. This 

would indicate the amount of milk required- the ladle would be used to deliver this.  There may have 

been a beaded cover to place over the jug.  The baker arrived in a more resplendent vehicle with the 
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name of the bakery inscribed thereon in flowing script.  He would make his way to the door with a 

wicker basket over his arm-the house wife would make her selection from it.   

 

No taxi cars in those days – horse drawn cabs still 

lined up near the Charing Cross Fountain.  Not too 

sure how one ordered a cab to one’s residence.  

Some time before 1930 ,I was given a ride in a 

motor vehicle. Mum’s friend “Emmy” Murdoch, 

who used to live in Mount Korong Road (think it is 

now Eaglehawk Road) next to the Band of Hope 

hall (probably long demolished) was the Baby 

Health Care sister; she was provided with a Baby 

Austin roadster to enable her to visit the various 

Centres. 

 

And so to school – the Mercy Convent was where 

we started.  Sorry to relate but the name of my 

teacher escapes my memory.  This was in the days 

of slates and slate pencils together with a piece of 

damp rag in an old tobacco tin, used to clean the 

slate.  And, Oh, what a pong!  Anyhow, Dad was to 

move to Ballarat in mid May,1930 as accountant at the ES & A Bank in Ballarat - the Royal had been 

taken over.  This occurred in the middle of a school term.  The good Sisters required a full term’s fees. 

Dad did not concur and we were sent to the Marist Brothers in McCrae St. Now occurred something 

which, unknowingly, could have affected my whole career.  For the move, we went by steam train to 

Castlemaine (Along the way we probably heard gangers, who were camped out in those days, calling 

“Paper, paper!”. Up went windows and out went daily papers that had been purchased on the Bendigo 

station.  At Castlemaine we transferred to a rail motor with wicker chairs for passengers. 

 

Having been to the Mercy Convent in Bendigo, Mum took us to the same convent in Ballarat East, to 

find that boys were not accepted. (My first wife, Mary, went there).  I went across the road to the 

Christian Brothers and John to the parish school run by the Mercies.  On arrival at the Brothers I was 

quizzed as to what stage I had arrived at educationally. As I had studied Mensuration, at the Marist 

Brothers, I was placed in grade 4 instead of grade three, which I had left at the Sisters.  What effect this 

could have had on my future life is open to conjecture. 

 

Of particular interest is the fact that, some years later, having taken part in an Army aptitude test, I was 

assessed to be possessed of "Latent mechanical ability".  In Ballarat we lived at 2a Hickman Street- 

from a kids' point of view it was an ideal spot. It was adjacent to an externally unfenced oval - White 

Flat. It was at the foot of the escarpment created by the end of the lava flow from an ancient volcano to 

 

Beatrice with sons Vincent and John at 
Rosalind Park, Bendigo, April 1925 



CHAPTER 24 – THE VIN O’HALLORAN STORY 

781 

the west of Ballarat - to the east of the oval was the Yarrowee Creek, which flowed at the base of 

Sovereign Hill. This is now the site of an elaborate tourist attraction but in those days provided plenty 

of room for us to roam.   

 

At this time, John and I, visited various aunts, uncles and cousins.In January, 1934 I commenced at St. 

Patrick's College at the other end of town. In the morning I was picked up at our front gate by a bus, 

housed in our street, and dropped off at the rear of SPC. Here, the sport I most enjoyed was athletics - 

quarter mile, in particular. 

 

When Dad was transferred to Clunes ,in October,1935, I became a boarder. Being familiar with the 

place and people, this was not too much of a shock. Much easier than leaving home and being dropped 

off at an unknown place and, probably, knowing no one.  I suppose Clunes had a population of 6-700 - 

water and gas but no sewerage or electricity except for the main storekeeper, who had his own 

generating plant. This would start up prior to dusk and chug away until about 11 p.m., when the town 

became quiet. 

 

At the end of the last term in 1935, Dad came to town to escort me home on the Mildura Express. 

There were no street lights in Clunes, and once the Express had departed and the stationmaster gone to 

bed , the place was pitch dark. So much so, that we stumbled over a cow camped astride the footpath. 

Having then turned a corner, away in the distance was a red light at the doctor's front gate. Finally, 

having passed the police station, where the mounted trooper kept his horse, and the post office and 

town hall. we turned into Fraser Street. the CBD, with its three banks. 

 

While in Ballarat, Mum's brother, John Albert (Jack) Duggan brought their mother to us.  I recollect 

her as being confined to her bedroom.  She came with us to Clunes, where she died and was buried in 

the family grave in the White Hills Cemetery, Bendigo.. 

 

After about eighteen months in Clunes, Dad was moved to Stawell. There we lived in three rented 

houses- 25 and 34 Skene Street and 13 Maude Street. It was from there, upon retirement, that they 

returned to Bendigo and 169 Don Street.  Again, from school, I came home to a strange town.  Stawell 

probably had a population of about 5000 except at Easter time when the place was invaded by 

contestants in the Stawell Easter Gift and their supporters, most of whom, in those days, came by train 

on Good Friday and left by a special train at the conclusion of the meeting on the Monday.  Motels did 

not then exist and armchairs in hotel lounges were let out.  It is said that chook houses were emptied - 

the birds slaughtered to help feed the influx. The sheds were then whitewashed and two or three 

stretchers installed. The income derived helped to pay the Town Rates due on 10th April.  These I 

helped collect in 1937. A vacancy occurred in the Borough of Stawell office and having been 

interviewed by Walter Gordon Sharpley, the then town clerk, I commenced duty in March of that year. 
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A large part of our duties was preparing the meter reader’s docket book for the electricity supply which 

was then run by the municipality. We then had to receive the amounts due. Weekly, we had to pay the 

Sustenance workers. According to their marital status, the unemployed were used on outdoor 

maintenance for a particular number of hours for which they were paid at a fixed rate. 

A single man received fourteen shillings 

(14/-) a week- the larger the number of 

children the greater the recompense.  St. 

Alipius’ Christian Brothers’ school 

performed, annually, an operetta at a 

“break up” concert. Mum used to prepare 

carbon copies of the libretto.  For this, a 

typewriter was delivered to home. I 

became familiar with machine, pecking 

away with two fingers. This stood me in 

good stead in Stawell as I did most of the 

typing - correspondence and Council 

minutes. It was at the breakup concert in 

1933, at the A.N.A. Hall in Camp St., 

Ballarat, that I performed “Banjo” 

Paterson’s “ How Gilbert Died”- many 

friends and relatives have since been 

subjected to a recital.  Anyhow, it must 

have been in September of 1937 that 

James Christie Paton, the other clerk and I 

were summoned across the road to the State Savings Bank of Victoria, to be interviewed for a vacancy.  

The interviewer was Mr. Inspector Arthur O’Halloran- I do not know whether having the same 

surname had any effect, but I commenced duty there on 27th October,1937. To the disgust of the Town 

Clerk Jim Paton I started at the Union Bank shortly afterwards.    

 

Somewhere along the line I bought a .22 rifle- doubt if the local rabbits even got a fright, although 

once, and once only, I hit one on the run. I was paid 27/- per week at the Bank, so, purchasing a top 

grade Slazenger tennis racquet for 75/-, set me back nearly three weeks’ pay. 

 

There were three golf courses in Stawell at that time - the Wattle, the Grange and the Stawell Golf Club 

in ascending order of importance and social dignity. I purchased a bag and four hickory shafted clubs.  

The Wattle was an absolutely flat paddock, with nine granite sand scrapes - we played there, mainly 

after work on week days. I’m not too sure whether we actually joined the Club, or not.  Having 

acquired a second hand bike, I often pedaled out to Walsh’s at Concongella or the Monaghans’ 

“Granard Park”   

 

 

Vincent Stanley at 8 months – November 1921 



CHAPTER 24 – THE VIN O’HALLORAN STORY 

783 

WWII came and on 5th November, 1941 I entered camp at Balcombe.  After some comings and goings 

I finished up at Royal Park, moving across the road after the USA forces vacated Camp Pell on 

Flemington Road.  Stayed there until 28th March, 1946 when I was discharged, having served 1605 

days.  After some leave, I started work again at Stawell, using pen and ink to record peoples’ savings. I 

think that one of the most difficult decisions ever to have been made at Head Office was the authority 

to use “Biros”- this made it easier to “paint” figures, which was very difficult with a steel nib.  

 

 

St Alpius Champions 1933. 
Note Paddy front row centre and boundary umpire Vin, far left back row 

 

Acquired an ex-Army Norton 500cc side valve motor cycle, with which I saw quite a lot of Victoria. 

Left half my eyebrows on the Western Highway, near Beaufort, in December, 1948, when I pulled too 

hard on the front brake lever. Had a few days in the Beaufort Bush Nursing Hospital. At this time I was 

rebuilding an Austin “Beetle”  to approximate an MG. Brother John, who was working at Prestige at 

Ararat at the time, had a big hand in this. Friends of his in Ararat, Davis boys, who were plumbers, 

constructed the slab tank. I think the Prestige workshop contributed a few “foreigners”. 

 

Anyhow, in late 1949 I was transferred to Head Office in Melbourne to the Relieving Staff - this 

consisted of suburban and country "trips". Having, at this stage, become engaged to Mary, I was able to 
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organize any trips to Maryborough, where she was living at home, while teaching at the local High 

School.  Had now acquired a little "Renault", which simplified movements. This was sold to purchase 

land at 13 Henry St., Ringwood from Vin Jordan, of Ringwood East. The Jordan family were long time 

friends - both our grandfathers being established Bendigonians. As a matter of fact, John's fox terrier, 

"Tigger" was a gift from the Jordans - this while we were still living in Bendigo. 

 

6th September, 1952: (L-R) Paddy, Beatrice, Vin, Mary, Nora and Daniel O’Neill 

 

The asking price on the block was 500 pounds, but Vin sold it to us for 450. Upon it we built, with the 

help of the Bank, at a discounted rate of interest, a two bedroom weather board home, with detached 

toilet and woodshed. Later, another bedroom and provision for an indoor toilet, were added. I built a 

garage, clad with asbestos sheet and with asbestos roofing, as well as a "chook" house, similarly 

covered, without, apparently, any dire results. A few years ago a friend, who also lived in Henry St., 

Frances Kennedy, re-visited Henry St., to discover that No. 13 had been demolished. Being a 5 minute 

walk to the Ringwood station, I guess that it had been a desirable spot for an up to date dwelling. 

 

With Peter, Terry and Judy came a Standard "Mayflower" - and what a bad buy that was!   

 

When the opportunity came for a move to Mirboo North - by this stage I was off the Relieving Staff 

and had been posted as Teller to a few branches and latterly as Accountant at North Balwyn branch, we 

decided to make the move. Sold Henry St. and bought in Farmer St., Mirboo North on top of the 
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Strezlecki Ranges- the main street was called "Ridgway".  The town had a population of about 1000 

and a butter factory, with a tall smoke stack. If not a dairy farmer, one had to reside there for about 25 

years to be regarded as a "local". 

The mention of the Butter Factory chimney brings to mind a family anecdote. For some reason Mary 

took the kids to Melbourne by train - as they were coming through Richmond they saw the skyscrapers 

in the City and Peter opined "Gee, Mum, they are nearly as tall as the Mirboo Butter factory chimney!" 

 

The five years there were good ones - Mary had a job in the High School library, I was the founding 

Treasurer of Rotary, president of the Knights of the Southern Cross at Leongatha (why this came about 

still eludes me}, the boys were in Cubs and the drives available were "fantastic". Frank O'Halloran was 

a solicitor at Trafalgar, at the bottom of the range - one trip we made was with them to Wilsons Prom, 

which at that stage had been barely developed. The only snag was the O'H lungs, which Harry Coupe, 

our G.P., described as sounding like gravel being rattled on a sheet of corrugated iron. Terry was the 

bane of Harry's life.  He was forever fracturing something and then breaking the plaster. On one 

occasion we got home in the afternoon to find a note fastened to the table top by the carving knife - 

Terry announced that he was running away!  He was found at the swimming pool dressing shed 

hacking away ,with a hammer, at a plastered ankle.  In his kinder case was a can of beer.  It was 

decided that my lungs could do with a drier climate and, so, after five years in South Gippsland, we 

moved to Warracknabeal in the northern Wimmera. The branch was two storied - the furniture van was 

backed across the footpath and its contents moved to its roof and thence on to a small balcony and into 

the front bedroom. 

 

It was from Warrracknabeal that Peter went to Salesian College, Sunbury, where his cousins, brother 

John's sons, were in attendance. It was a combined academic and agricultural school and it was at 

weekends that boarders took advantage of the opportunity to relax with the "Aggies". Peter took 

advantage of this. In addition, he made and flew powered model planes. About once a month we would 

go the Sunbury for a visit. 

 

Judy and Terry went to the convent school which was staffed by Ballarat East Sisters of Mercy.  As 

Mary had boarded with them from Talbot, she knew or knew of, some of the staff. One of Terry's 

memories is having "Rain Lover", the ultimate winner, in a Melbourne Cup sweep at school. He joined 

Peter at Sunbury the following year.  

 

It was because of the fact that I expected to take promotion to different branches that it was thought 

advantageous for the boys to have uninterrupted schooling. However, after toying with the idea of Judy 

going to the "East", she stayed at home. 

 

The Wimmera was in the middle of a drought while we were there. A salesman at the local Ford 

agency was laid off. He was a swimming coach and during the Christmas holidays we had the boys 

coached by him. 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

786 

 

Shortly after arriving in Warracknabeal, Terry went to the Cubs in the Scout Hall in the street behind 

the bank.  The hall was mainly of corrugated iron and the contrast with the Mirboo North set up was 

such that he came home exclaiming "I quit". However, it was there that Judy, in the Guides, shook the 

hand of Lady Delacombe, during an official visit. 

 

Having been a Rotarian in Mirboo North it was natural to join locally. This had the advantage of 

becoming known to a group of local businessmen.  The Bank building was two storey on the street 

frontage and single storey at the rear. This contained the dining room, the scullery and the "maid's" 

room! There was a huge diagonal crack in the dining room wall that enabled one to shake hands with 

someone in the, unoccupied, maid's room.  When a piece of masonry fell from over the door to the 

residence it was decided to demolish and rebuild on site and construct a residence elsewhere in the 

town. Two doors further along Fraser Street was an abandoned single storey Mechanics' Library owned 

by the Shire. The Shire Secretary came up with idea of the Bank and Shire exchanging titles and the 

Bank demolishing, more easily, the old Library and building there. This idea appealed to me as the plan 

was for us to transfer everything across the street to a vacant shop and operating from there until 

completion of the new Branch building. Under Sid Fell's plan we would stay in situ until the new 

building had been completed upon the old Library site.  We would then vacate the old Bank - the front 

section of this would then be occupied by the Shire. Evebtually, it came to be used by the Historical 

Society. 

 

Before anything happened in Fraser Street a Manager's Residence was built on the banks of the 

Yarrambiack Creek, an offshoot of the Wimmera River.  When the Wimmera flooded so too did the 

Creek, whose waters appeared to spread out for miles. However, so level was the terrain that the water 

was only about three inches deep. Having the Creek only about 30 yards from our front gate, it was a 

source of activity, particularly after a raft was constructed.  But, before any activity in Fraser Street, we 

were on our way to Stawell. 

 

Do not have much on Dad's siblings. John and I visited Uncle Frank and Auntie Molly at Valentine 

Avenue, Kew.  Travelling by train, at that stage, one changed at Hawthorn to board the "Mickey 

Mouse" to Kew. Uncle Frank had whippets which he would take to the western suburbs of Melbourne 

to "course" rabbits.  Don't know if it was then illegal, but it certainly is now.  Through a gate at the rear 

of No. 13 one had access to Xavier College.  On one occasion Frank took us through this gate with two 

dogs.  He tied the leashes around John's tummy and instructed us to hold them tight, while he went 

down towards Barkers Road- there he whistled and John hit the ground about every ten yards. 

 

During the war I visited them in Doncaster Road as well as Auntie Cherrie and John and Roger at a 

unit in Florida Mansions on the south eastern corner of St. Kilda and Commercial  Roads.  Believe they 

are now demolished. During the war he and Molly were without a car.  Molly renewed her licence but 

"Fuffer" let his lapse, intending to get a new one as required.   Not too sure when a car appeared but I 
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know Margaret and Coley had a Morris Tourer.  Anyhow Frank turned up, probably at the Exhibition 

Buildings, for his licence.  Unfortunately, he failed the test.   Story is that he had to submit to being 

driven around by his wife!  Went to Port Fairy by train to see the Guyetts from Ballarat.  Bert's family 

were BIG in the town - furniture, carpets, hardware, timber yards, plumbing (I think) as well as 

undertakers.  Was intrigued to watch Uncle Bert make a coffin.  Kevin spent, just a year I think, at 

Saint Patrick’s College,. Ballarat.  He assisted in the bio box at the weekly film night. Carmel was a 

boarder at the convent in Warrnambool.   

 

The Bendigo Fire Brigade and building showing the horse-drawn appliances - 1861 

Went to Murray Bridge from Ballarat on the Adelaide Express, by myself, probably January,1934.  As 

mentioned elsewhere I also stayed with Dan in Adelaide.  Hugh Wickens served in the RAMC (British 

not Australian army) and was awarded the Military Cross. I guess he warranted an obituary in the local 

paper. 

 

But to diverge.  I suspect that there are a couple of four wheeled, horse drawn vehicles, that deserve 

attention.  Dad used to say that there was nothing so heart stopping as the sound of the iron shod 

hooves of the fire brigade draughts galloping along the blue stone paved roadways, particularly in the 

quiet of night.  I can remember asking what cast iron plates, about the size of car number plates, fixed 

high up on the front of a building implied. Turns out that in early days each fire insurance company had 

its own fire fighting vehicle, which would attend to a conflagration, only if that building were 

registered with them. I suspect, that by the time this was established, very little would be saved.   

 

However, by the time of my enquiry, things had moved on. In Bendigo the fire station was erected in 

an elevated position - it was two storey and surmounted by a look out tower. This was manned 

continually with the occupant watching for smoke or flame. Eastern Hill, in Melbourne, is another 
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example of this set up. Upon a sighting, the shift on duty slid down a pole from the first floor to the 

station itself, where the fire engine stood, with the harness suspended over the shafts, ready to be 

dropped into place as soon as the horses, taken from a stable, were maneuvered into place. As the 

firemen moved to harness the animals they grabbed their personal equipment which was hanging on 

hooks adjacent to the fire engine. In Stawell in an adjacent street there was a small weatherboard shed 

containing a hose reel, with a hydrant in a cradle.  

 

The buggy type wheels were about five feet in diameter; there was a centre shaft ending in a cross 

piece. allowing it to be pulled by two men. Hopefully, it allowed water to be applied, before the arrival 

of the Brigade. By this time the fire engine was motorised and it would arrive, driven by the Station 

Keeper, with the volunteer members, having been alerted by the ringing of the fire bell, arriving 

spasmodically. I suspect that the staff at the manual telephone exchange had been alerted as to the 

location of the fire and this information was available to firemen as they phoned in.  

 

One of the first things that springs to mind after arriving in Stawell, is going down to the railway 

station to collect the boys coming home from Sunbury for term holidays. As Peter came up the 

platform towards us he reached under his jumper and produced a ferret. As I recall, ferret cages had a 

chicken wire floor to accommodate the deposits and so the thought of possibilities was abhorrent. It  

weekend. Apparently there was no volunteer to look after the ferret at the College during the term 

break- hence it had to be brought home. Unfortunately, it decided to stay down a burrow, so that was 

the end of the rabbiting.  Peter was still specialising in fishing and shooting, although, at one stage. as a 

side line he kept a baby copper head snake in his locker. A photo, taken at "Rupertswood", of Peter 

processing as an altar boy, reminds me that I too was an altar boy at the Sacred Heart Cathedral, 

Bendigo, for a very limited period. I can vaguely recall Mum outfitting me in surplice, soutane and 

matching cape and appearing on the altar at Tenebrae, Easter, 1930.  As Dad moved to Ballarat in May 

of that year, my experience there was limited.   

 

Terry recalls receiving his driving licence at school. the following year. He and his instructor, a Brother 

from the College, were driving quietly around Sunbury with a policeman in the back seat. At some 

point, a vehicle overtook on Terry's left. The officer shouted "After him!"- I do not know whether 

Terry responded, but very quickly he was told to slow down as the P.C. had noted the other number 

plate.  I had been away from Stawell for over 20 years and while there were familiar faces at the 

Church, in the town and in the Rotary Club which I joined, as normal, folks' interests and circle of 

friends had changed. However, Brian and Mary Monaghan were still at "Granard Park" with their 

offspring. 

 

The Bank residence adjoined that of the SEC manager, who had a couple of boys of similar ages-the 

Lewis boys and ours clicked.  I have a photo of a tandem bicycle they constructed. Peter is working on 

a motorcycle engine in a frame without wheels. Terry recalls setting off, in great hopes, for the 

Grampians, towing a home made trailer.. The hopes were dashed when, crossing the railway lines 
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about half a mile down the track, a wheel was buckled. They pushed the contraption, uphill, to home. 

There they connected the trailer to one of their normal bikes and set off again, taking it in turns to pedal 

the towing bike. 

 

The closeness of the Grampians was a plus. A friend, John Edmonds, had given us a plywood dingy, 

which he had constructed. We took this on roof racks to Lake Bellfield, on many occasions, where the 

family rowed cheerfully, assisted at times by the Burkes from Ballarat. Judy remembers catching redfin 

there She also remembers while in Warracknabeal, of going yabbying with Mary cooking the catch, 

although abhorring the smell.  We resumed the caravanning which we had commenced at 

Warracknabeal.  From there we had gone to Adelaide to catch up with Mary's Hemmings cousins. On 

one memorable occasion we parked the van in the Mardan Caravan Park . This particular evening we 

were at the Hemmings for the evening meal, when on the evening TV news it was announced that a 

store shed of fireworks had blown up adjacent to our Park  We raced back to find exploded rockets, etc 

all over the caravan roof as well as the annexe.  Fortunately, an adjacent caravanner was home and had 

hosed down the smouldering remnants. It transpired that the stocks of fireworks were in steel garden 

shed sitting on the bare ground in the middle of a paddock . A grass fire had erupted and had entered 

under the shed's edges and up she went!!  

 

On one occasion, from Stawell, we went to Warrnambool, from where the boys would catch a train 

back to school . Although the weather was freezing, they both insisted on swimming in the ocean. I can 

recall two little black heads out in the distance.  However, we were not too worried for, as a result of 

the coaching they had received in Warracknabeal, they were strong swimmers. I have a photo of Judy, 

snuggled down in the marram grass on the sand dunes, with a pair of field glasses, watching the boys... 

I also have a snap of them emerging from the water looking, and probably so, frozen stiff.. Fortunately 

the adjacent dressing rooms had hot water available through a coin in the slot meter. Luckily, we must 

have had sufficient coins to thaw them out. 

 

One of the disadvantages of caravanning in those days was the weight of the canvas used in the annexe. 

With the boys helping it was not too bad, but, without them, it was a struggle.  Just as a side note - 

Gwen forbids me to buy a ticket in a caravan raffle as she is sure I will win it! 

 

After a couple of years in Stawell I applied for a move to the City on the basis that there would be more 

opportunities of employment for the family. Finished up at Hartwell, a residential branch, two storied, 

at the junction of Camberwell and Toorak Roads. Unfortunately, our gate was just at the junction and 

persuading other car drivers that we did not wish to go further east but turning hard left into our drive 

was hard work.  The purpose of our move to Melbourne commenced. Peter pursued his interest in 

draughtmanship and after some moves is now, in 2011, Engineering Services Manager for FFE 

Minerals Australia Pty Ltd., an offshoot of a Danish firm, The F.L. Smidth Group. His work involves 

visiting mining sites all over Australia, Papua New Guinea and, once, to Guyana. . 
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Terry initially worked for the State Savings Bank, but resigned to do a round Australia trip with mates. 

They got to Adelaide, where the plan finished. He worked for a while at General Motors in Elizabeth 

but came home, when he found his house mates cultivating marijuana. He spent 13 years with 

Sellotape, 17 years with Australian Automotive Air and is now with Siemens, all on the supply side. 

 

Judy joined the Commonwealth Public Service and became a Flight Service Officer with Department 

of Civil Aviation, keeping an eye on General Aviation, until Dick Smith abolished the section. One of 

her postings was to Leigh Creek in South Australia. She moved to breeding Siberian Huskies at 

Kapunda in SA where she raced them occasionally.  She is now Mail Contractor for the township of 

Kapunda, where her staff whizz around the town on motorcycles. 

 

One of the outstanding events, in retrospect, at Hartwell was the purchase of a pedigreed Shetland 

sheep dog as a birthday present for Judy.  Robbie became part of the family and was with us for 

thirteen years. The bank, being situated at the junction of two main roads, was in a noisy location. At 

first, particularly at night, we were well aware of this, but we gradually became accustomed to the 

clanging of trams and the noise of heavy transport.. 

 

Ultimately, I applied for promotion and was posted to 447 Collins St. This involved leaving Hartwell. 

We purchased a house in Nerissa Street, Ashburton, not all that far away. This involved a move to St. 

Anthony's Parish, Ashburton. Quite an active youth group was established there, which the kids joined. 

It was there that Peter met Denise O'Meara, now his wife. It was at this time that Terry achieved 

notoriety by being buried alive on Gunnamatta beach, which he was visiting with some members of the 

Youth Group. For some reason, or none, a hole had been dug in the sand-presumably Terry was 

deepening it, when it collapsed on him. Fortunately he had completed a scuba diving course during 

which they had been taught breathing techniques in an emergency. This was certainly one and helped 

him survive until dug out. He scored about a one inch paragraph in the then Sun News Pictorial .  

 

After a couple of years in the City, I moved to Bayswater branch. Mary and I had decided that we 

would prefer to retire in "the bush" and so, when Shepparton came up, I applied for it.  In the 

meantime, Mary had qualified as a Teacher of English as a second language and was teaching part-time 

at Camberwell High School. At that time, to have an ESL teacher on the staff, was highly desirable. 

This, the Principal at Wanganui Park High School in Shepparton was very anxious to achieve, and so, 

when Mary applied for a move to Shepparton, she was appointed. For some obscure reason, the 

Education Department required that she report for duty immediately upon arriving there- no time was 

allowed for settling into the bank residence in Gloucester Crescent. However, Mary had a "touch" of 

the flu and the first visit was to a doctor, from whom she received seven days sick leave. She ultimately 

commenced teaching ESL, but was confined to the lower grades, to Mary's disgust. She appreciated 

that migrant students, even if in Years 11 or 12, could benefit from her experience.  However, the 

Principal thought otherwise.  
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It was at this time that Mary had some contact with Gwen, who was principal of a district primary 

school.. She had some Mesopotamian children in her grades, while an elder girl, Sally, attended 

Wanganui Park. Sally's knowledge of English was superior to that of her siblings, so she was used to 

pass messages, concerning the younger children, to the parents.  Life proceeded reasonably 

uneventfully, with an occasional car trip, one of which resulted in a one day stay on the Gold Coast 

from Ballina. However, the calm was shattered when Mary was diagnosed with breast cancer.  This 

resulted in a mastectomy being performed by Professor Henderson at the Mercy Hospital in 

Melbourne.  Later, Gwen recalls meeting Mary in the street in Shepparton and being told that Mary had 

been reassured that there was a 99.9% rate of the operation's success. During Mary's stay at the Mercy 

the Bank responded with its usual compassion and posted a relieving manager to Shepparton, allowing 

me to spend the time in 

Melbourne, occasionally filling 

in at a branch.. I had decided to 

retire when my salary reached 

$20,000 per annum. I left the 

Bank's employment on 7th 

July, 1981. Some 12 months 

prior to this we had purchased 

7 Gale Court in Shepparton. 

We let this for about 10 

months and then had some 

renovations carried out, prior 

to occupying. 

 

Unfortunately the prediction 

did not prove correct and her spine was affected meaning she had to use a wheelchair. This did not pin 

us down completely and quite a few car trips were achieved, with the folding wheelchair and a folding 

chair, for use in showers, in the boot. One in particular took us to Charlotte Pass at the beginning of the 

track to Mount Kosciusko - I have a photo of this.  

 

Ultimately, she was confined to bed at home, where she remained until the day before her death. We 

were constantly supported by the Visiting Nurses- Sister Liam of St. Mel's Mercy Convent was also a 

regular visitor. During this latter period she was on a morphine mixture. The strength of this did cause 

some difficulty in obtaining. At one stage Judy, who was working at Tullamarine Airport obtained half 

a dozen bottles from St. Vincent's Hospital, which she then delivered to the pilot of the, then, regular 

flight to Shepparton. I was waiting for the plane to land.  Mary died on the early morning of 5th 

February, 1983 and was buried two days later at the Pine Lodge Lawn Cemetery, some 13 miles to the 

east of Shepparton.  Her death certificate lists the causes of death as Cardiac arrest -1 minute,  

disseminated carcinoma of the breast - 3 years.  While Mary was confined to bed I had to learn to cook. 

She wrote out her instructions on some old bank forms, orange in colour, a few of which still survive. 

 

Vin and Mary at Charlotte Pass 
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Fortunately, about this time the gas company issued a cook book, "Yes, You Can" which contained 

simplified recipes for one or two persons . 

 
In 1984, Frances Kennedy, a one time neighbour of Henry Street, Ringwood, was booked with a friend 

to take part in a Postal Institute Golf Tour to U.K. and Western Europe. Unfortunately the friend had to 

cancel and Frances arranged for me to fill the vacancy. Heeding the advice of pedants not to take 

“good” luggage ("It will be knocked about.") I purchased a case from Woolworths. It fell to pieces in 

Edinburgh, having been "knocked about". 

 

The Tour went well and at its conclusion Frances and I joined a two week tour of Scandinavia. Upon 

returning to London, we went by train to Edinburgh to witness the Tattoo. At the end she went back to 

Taunton to visit friends, while I hired a car for a seven day trip around Scotland - got as far north as 

Inverness. Having returned the car in Edinburgh, I flew to Dublin, where another car was waiting. I 

circled Eire for seven days and then flew back to London. We came home via Hong Kong, where we 

spent two days. 

 

A mutual friend of Gwen and myself was 

Mary's sister, Margaret (Sister Veronica 

O'Neill RSM of Wilcannia Forbes 

Mercies). Margaret, in the course of 

phone conversations, had asked whether 

each had seen much of the other. Upon 

receiving a similar response- "Yes, I see 

him/her at the other side of the Church on 

Sundays, but......"Margaret "broke the 

ice" by relaying this to each, with the 

result that Fr. John Raccanello married us 

in St. Mel's Church on 20th April, 1985. 

There were seventeen in the church, 

kneeling around the sanctuary, on 

bolsters borrowed from the Church of 

England. 

 

Gwen moved into Gale Court on the basis 

that there was an ensuite there. Her 

Lightfoot Street home was rented and, 

ultimately, sold. When we were not travelling (of which, more later) my main occupation was 

installing and maintaining a computerized watering system. Gwen was kept busy as Secretary of the 

Kialla Country Club, while I had one year as secretary of the Shepparton Rotary Club. 

 

 

Vin and Gwen – 20th April, 1985 
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Our first overseas together was in 1987 when, on 13th May, we departed for London, via Kuala 

Lumpur. We were booked in at the Royal National Hotel, a tourist establishment. We walked central 

London and went further afield by train and bus.  We got quite accustomed to the Underground system 

and to the sight of homeless persons sleeping in subways. We went to a play at the Criterion Theatre in 

Piccadilly Circus - "The Mousetrap" was booked out. We walked on Hampstead Heath, overlooking 

the City, the rhododendrons there were remarkable. 

 

We had hired a car for 30 days and drove down to 

Windsor Castle and stayed at Sundial House, a B & 

B in an adjacent village.   

 

That morning we took a wrong turn and found 

ourselves heading for Runnymede, the field of 

Magna Carta import. We got really well lost, but 

ultimately arrived at Stable Cottage at Little 

Faringdon, where Lady de Mawley informed us 

"My husband owns the village.". We explored a lot 

of villages in the Cotswolds, before moving on to 

Cress Cottage at Upper Slaughter. Our unit was 

what had been the coal hole in the basement of a 

two storey house. There was no sign or smell of 

coal! The accommodation was really 5 star. A 

Hunting Club existed in the area, to which our 

"landlady", Jill, was bitterly opposed.  Prior to a 

hunt, members would scour the fields blocking the 

entrance to hides. Jill would carefully unblock 

these.  There was no love lost between the parties. 

One sunny morning we went to Lower Slaughter and found a gentleman sitting in the sun, at the front 

of his Cotswold stone home, reading a paper. We greeted him and it transpired that, prior to the War, 

he had worked for the State Savings Bank. We were invited to "supper" the following day. The trouble 

was - what did "supper" imply? Anyhow, we settled for a 6 o'clock arrival - this was correct and Gwen 

was able to assist in the preparation of the meal. On the wall of the dining room there was a portrait of 

an 18th century lady. She had been married to the Governor of Bengal and, on his death, had returned 

to England. The cutlery we used that evening was hers - it had been handed down to Ronald Boone's 

late wife. 

 

We moved into Wiltshire at Sweet Apple Farm, the owner of which was a dairy farmer on a large 

scale-he supplied us with milk. There was quite a large police presence monitoring the movement of 

"Hippies" to Stonehenge for the Summer Solstice. Peter was driving us around in his Land Rover one 

evening when we were stopped by a policeman anxious to know what we were about. Peter's reply - 

 

Sundial House near Windsor Castle 
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"I'm the Farmer", in an English County voice, cleared the way. From the military presence it was quite 

obvious that we were on Salisbury Plain. While there we visited the Mountbatten home, "Broadlands". 

 

 

 

On Salisbury Plain 

 

As usual we visited the closer villages - at one, on Polling Day, we met a lady, whose husband was a 

civil servant at Whitehall - he had a "tame minister"! She took us into the basement of her house, in the 

wall of which was a fragment of Elizabethan construction. 

 

We now headed for the Sussex coast, staying at The White Swan Inn in Arundel, where we viewed the 

Castle as well as one of the shiniest pair of black boots ever. It was First Communion Day at the 

Cathedral and we spoke to the owner of the boots. It turned out that he had been a guardsman. After the 

usual peregrinations we headed for Hastings, where our friend, Eileen Blackford, lived at Silverhill. 

During WWII, Eileen's family had received Food for Britain parcels from a friend of Gwen's. 

 

Typical UK Road Signs 
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Headed back to London, where on one day, we found ourselves in Hyde Park at The Great St. John 

Party supported by American Express. Spoke to two members of the Order - one a huge Fijian and. the 

other, a Countess, from Norwich. 

 

Time was up to go home, which we did via Kuala Lumpur. Had a couple of days here, saw some of the 

city very close to the hotel, did an escorted tour and found ourselves at the airport with a hotel key, 

which was attached to a 10 inch length of quarter inch steel rod. 

 
When we left Melbourne, for London, on 31st May, 1989, we were not scheduled to return until 15th 

July.  Upon arrival in London we were still unable able to attend "The Mousetrap" at St. Martin's 

Theatre -the show was then in its 37th year.  As a matter of interest it was not until 2011 that we saw 

the show-a locally produced version. The various parks around the City were ablaze with daffodils, 

none more so than the Kew Gardens. We were due to fly out of Gatwick to Moscow on the 8th April 

and the next day or two were spent trying to find the Aeroflot office. It had been moved from an easily 

found City address to the Isle of Dogs, which seemed to be "terra incognita". Finally, a taxi driver got 

us there and we received our embarkation instructions.  Even then we had trouble finding our departure 

gate. Members of tours 26 and 27 were embarked - 48 in all.  The sight of the hostesses immediately 

quelled any thought of questioning arrangements.   

Arriving at one of Moscow's airports at 

midnight had a dampening effect- a minimum 

number of lights were switched on, leaving us 

surrounded by huge areas of darkness. In spite 

of this, Gwen and another brave lass plunged 

into tthe gloom to retrieve luggage trolleys, 

resisting demands of custodians for payment, 

with a "Nyet!"  Finally our guide, Rita, 

shepherded us through immigration and 

customs, to a bus which took us to our hotel the 

"Cosmos" The following morning we 

assembled in reception and introductions took 

place. Whereas we were simply tourists, some 

of the others had researched the cities we were 

to visit. Great consternation, when it transpired 

that one city had been deleted and we were off 

to Ashkabad, which did not appear on our Visa. 

The next couple of days were spent seeing the 

sights - the Kremlin, Red Square , the site of 

Lenin's tomb and so on.  The length of the queue of mourners waiting to approach this was outstanding. 

 

Gwen’s Visa – Tashkent is just decipherable 
above the dates 
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The "Cosmos" was across 

the intersection from an 

entrance to an underground 

station.  We made the trip 

once, went into the entrance, 

saw some ticket machines 

and went home! 

Next move was a flight to 

Ashkabad.  This city had 

been 80% destroyed by an 

earthquake and had been 

rebuilt with concrete blocks. 

I suppose the hotel could be 

described as three star, 

except for the bathrooms. Here, electrical cables were draped along walls, a piece of fencing wire 

helped to flush the toilet. The water from the hand basin found its way through a hole in the floor, 

while ,at some stage, a hole had been knocked in the side of panelling about the bath.  On the basis that 

the same trouble could recur, the hole was not repaired. 

As Ashkabad was a "fill in" it seemed that nothing specific had been arranged for our entertainment.  

However, Rita managed well. We were taken to Bakharden Cave, 110km away.. This had an 

underground pool, in which some of the more intrepid dipped. The drive gave us an idea of the 

countryside, past fields. some with women working on hands and knees, past fenced communes, one 

devoted to making concrete pipes A restaurant which had been closed because of insanitary conditions, 

was reopened especially for us. 

Having sampled the toilet facilities one can appreciate the authority's action. On the way there we 

detoured into a "dig" of a 2 BC fortress. Those keen to ride a camel got the opportunity when we went 

out into the country side to a collection of yurts, with camels in waiting. Those willing, were escorted 

into a yurt where regional garb was donned for the duration of the ride, Nearby was the Kora Kum 

Canal, which brought water 1500km from the Hindu Kush to the Caspian Sea. On a couple of 

occasions we were entertained by dance performances. One day a reporter and photographer from The 

Komsomol Youth Regional Monthly accompanied the party.  I don’t know if they got any worthwhile 

copy. On another memorable occasion Gwen and a mate were taken for a drive in a horse drawn 

drohsky. This occurred at evening peak hour and their driver was determined to assert her right of way. 

Gwen reports that it was not necessary to know the Russian language to be aware of the nature of the 

reciprocal retorts. 

We next flew to Tashkent, in spite of warnings in the outside world, that one should not, under any 

circumstances, fly Aeroflot.  On arrival at the hotel we were presented with a printed notice, warning 

about drinking tap water and, also, if subject to cardio vascular "disturbances" to avoid certain foods, It 
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was here that Gwen was laid low with gastric trouble.  Rita's instructions were that she must not allow 

herself, under any circumstances, to be admitted to hospital. With the help of a cleaning lady, who 

supplied pots of tea, she was fit for the next move. 

Before taking the remainder of the party to the Market, Rita warned about pickpockets Because of a 

dearth of toilet paper in public toilets, a couple of sheets were issued on arrival, one of our party carried 

a supply in his hip pocket. On his return to the hotel, his pocket was empty. However, this might have 

been considered a good haul.  Later, we recognized that we should have had a stock of chewing gum 

and biro pens.  Payment for small items purchased was sought in either.  As neither was available 

locally, payment in the local currency was a disappointment. 

We were next due to fly to Samarkand.  Our departure was delayed due to bad weather over our 

destination.  During our wait there was a discussion as to whether all pilots were, in fact, air force 

personnel.  Finally got away but had to circle over the city on account of cloud cover.  Eventually, our 

bloke must have seen a gap and WHOOSH, down we dived.  The only thing missing was gunfire!  We 

had no doubt that the pilot was, in real life, a fighter pilot. 

Samarkand 

was a 

completely 

different city 

from the 

previous 

ones.  It had 

been 

established in 

the 5th 

Century BC 

and in the 

14th century 

was 

transformed 

into one of the world's greatest capitals.  The Uzbek city is still full of glorious monuments, their blue 

domes towering above the skyline.   

Its centre, Registad Square, was a spectacular sight.  It was filled with tiled Medrassas, centres of 

learning.. The intricate patterning and colour of the tiling on them was really impressive.  Next 

morning we were taken 20km to see a "working" mosque. 

Unfortunately it was Ramadan, so our viewing was limited.  Plane trees, reputed to be 300 years old, 

were pointed out coming and going, though, we were able to see, at one site, women on hands and 

knees at work in a field.  An open air butchers's shop alongside the road was an eye opener.  On this 
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trip we saw the 36 foot high remnants of the sextant erected by the great medieval astronomer, Ulug-

Beg, who calculated the length of a year to within 10 seconds.. 

Our next move was a 5 hour bus trip, through the Karakoram Desert, to Bukhara.  We had a mid trip 

break at an oasis, where, once water was available, apparently the desert could bloom.  Bukhara, once 

an ancient holy city, had 350 mosques and 100 religious colleges. The tallest building standing is "The 

Tower of Death" from which, on market days, victims were hurled.  An interesting site, was a Trading 

Dome, under which were a series of stalls, where merchants from various trading routes were able to 

exchange merchandise.  Bukhara was on the old Silk Road from China. 

We met with a group of English speaking children, who performed for us and then, at the conclusion, 

mixed with the group, asking questions of family. 

There was another performance by dancers, including a belly dancer, after which we were taken to a 

gold embroidery factory. The female Engineer in charge looked as though she would brook no 

interference. We were shown facilities available to the workers, including a pristine gymnasium.  We 

would liked to have been able to ask a worker when she last exercised there. 

We were due to fly at night to Leningrad.  We took off as scheduled but at some time during the night 

landed at an airport unknown to us.  We were ushered from our seats down into the cargo hold and 

then, by a short set of steps, to ground level.  We were then pointed in the direction of an unlit building.  

Some intrepid traveler (we were the only group on the plane) found a light switch and then a kitchen, 

where we had a kettle 

boiling, before an 

attendant appeared.  It 

transpired that we had 

landed at Sverdlovsk, 

which is near where 

the Russian Royal 

family was slaughtered 

in 1917. 

We were not yet nearly 

safely in our beds.  At 

midnight the bridges 

over Leningrad's Neva 

River are raised to 

allow shipping to 

proceed. Our designated hotel was on the northern side of the river, while the airport was to the south.  

As it was now after midnight we were stranded.  Anyhow, to the quite apparent disgust of the staff, we 

were booked into another hostelry, surrendering our passports. 

 

Front stalls in Bukhara 
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We seemed to have some spare time, 

which we spent wandering about.  A 

formal excursion was to the Winter 

Palace to view some of its renowned 

exhibits. Gwen was rebuked for 

resting on a window sill, Through 

that same window we could see 

preparations being made for May 

Day celebrations.  We later found 

that we were fortunate to have been 

in Bukhara earlier, as violence had 

broken out there on May Day. 

That evening, we went to a theatre to see, as we thought, a performance of "Madame Butterfly", but 

which was, in fact, "Tosca".  Next morning we assembled in the hotel foyer for the return of our 

passports.  All went well until the pile of passports was exhausted, leaving four travellers stranded, 

ourselves and two USA citizens.  Ultimately the missing documents appeared - don't know if KGB had 

them or not- and off we went to the airport and entered into the departure lounge through the 

Diplomatic portal!   

Embarked, took off 

and soon, made, what 

we thought to be, an 

unscheduled landing, 

arriving in Riga in 

Latvia, where the fuel 

tanks were topped up, 

thus enabling a return 

flight to the USSR, 

without the 

expenditure of foreign 

currency in England. 

Took off again and 

landed safely at 

Gatwick, where we 

moved into The Crest Hotel, pre-booked, for one night.  Next day we were to pick up a car and head 

for Bearsted Green and Mote Hall. 

Upon arriving at Mote Hall we were welcomed by the "Lady of the House", who apologised, in 

"County" accents, for the absence of her husband, a solicitor in the City, who was in Italy "rallying" his 

Jaguar. Our unit had been one of the few properties hit by a bomb during the War - it had been well 
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restored. Our choice of 

location proved to be 

first class, in a 

"stockbroker belt", 

with the Village Green 

being central to 

development. Being 

there at the right time 

we were able to 

witness cricket being 

played. On Rogation 

Sunday, we were able 

to join the procession 

of animals, from the 

next door church down 

to the Green, where 

the blessing of many 

varieties took place.  On our way to Folkestone, we passed through field after field of golden rape.  

Preparations were well under way for the commencement of drilling for the Euro Tunnel.  As was 

normal, we visited surrounding cities - Rochester, with its cathedral; Canterbury Cathedral and King's 

School.  We saw Hever Castle where Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn had resided.  During our 

wanderings we met a BBC person, Adam Browne, whose task it was to select suitable locations as 

backgrounds for their productions. 

Our next destination was Eire.  We flew into Cork, where we hired a car but on our way out of the 

airport we encountered a problem with the car park barrier.  It transpired that we were leaving a 

parking area, that required coins to be dropped into a meter before the barrier rose.  Only snag was that, 

having just entered the country, we had no local coins.  Explained our difficulty to the driver behind us 

in self defence and he kindly subsidised our departure!  We drove 35 miles to Millstreet and a further 

three  miles to The Thatched Cottage.  We had invited long standing friends, John and Carmen 

Florence as well as Joyce Keamy to join us, there being ample beds available.  As arranged, they flew 

into Cork, where we met them.   

We had an unscheduled trip to Dublin, my eyesight was playing up and we wanted John's name 

substituted as a driver. Although we had collected the car at Cork Airport, it was necessary to go to 

Dublin to effect the change.  Left Dublin and headed west, then coming down the west coast, visiting 

the usual tourist spots. 
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Back in Millstreet, we received a parcel from Dublin that had not been correctly addressed. It had been 

endorsed "Try the Australians at Thatched Cottage"- we were entities!  Millstreet had a population of 

about 1000 and one main street, so that the girls soon became known to the local shopkeepers.  At the 

butchers they were 

known as "The 

Country Practice 

Ladies".  We had 

been recommended 

by folk at the end 

of our road to visit 

Moll Carthy's Pub 

for a taste of Irish 

culture. The first 

evening was a dead 

loss as Moll and 

her husband were 

away at a wedding.  

However, the next 

two visits paid dividends. Singing of Irish songs and a poem recited by the local Curate, who was one 

of four card players. The card table had a lower shelf on which were placed their drinks which were 

replaced automatically by Moll, as necessary.  On the second evening Gwen noticed Moll looking 

somewhat apprehensive.  On asking if anything was wrong she was told that, being a holiday, the 

Garda could be about and that, while we were there, no one would go home. This we did! 

At the end of our stay, 

all flew to Heathrow. 

Joyce then went to 

Victoria Coach 

Station to catch up 

with relatives, while 

John and Carmen 

were to join a week's 

tour of the U.K. 

We were booked to 

fly to Guernsey in the 

Channel Islands.  On 

checking in our 

luggage we found that we might have been able to catch an earlier flight but this did not eventuate. We 

found out later that our cases left on that earlier flight. On arrival in Guernsey we waited in vain for our 
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luggage to appear.  After a lot of to-ing and fro-ing, it turned up, tucked away in a room, having been 

put there when it was unclaimed.  This took so long that evidently Customs and Immigration staff had 

gone home.  We did not realize the significance of this until later, when we were checking in to embark 

for a day trip across the Channel to Saint Malo.  On presenting her passport, Gwen was asked "How 

did you get here?"  She replied "We walked down".  From the official's expression it was obvious that 

this was not the answer he expected.  The story of our arrival emerged and he must have been satisfied 

- perhaps he had been on duty at the airport that day - because we were allowed to embark for France 

and, ultimately, re-enter Guernsey.  The island was well served by buses.  We tended to take one to its 

terminus and walk to connect with another.  On one occasion we spoke to a local who had been left 

behind when the Germans occupied it.  Food was in short supply as the Germans, on account of the 

Royal Navy, were unable to be re-supplied in full.  They confiscated a percentage of local production, 

which resulted in a game of hide and seek. The Germans excavated an underground hospital and 

ammunition storage. The hospital was abandoned, as owing to lack of natural light and sunshine, it was 

not conducive to the patients' recovery.  One day, instead of a bus, we took a launch to a jetty, from 

which we would connect with a bus.  On the front of the wheelhouse was a bronze plaque reading 

"Dunkirk 1940" - indicating that it had been used to help evacuate British troops. 

Other islands in the group were connected by ferries which we took to Sark and Jersey (the millionaires 

retreat).  Here we saw the filming of Bergerac, which starred the present Chief Detective Inspector 

Barnaby of "Midsomer Murders".. 

From the Channel Islands, we spent a week in Cornwall, whence my maternal grandmother came.  We 

had a unit in Porthleven. which was handy to Lelant, where she had lived.  We spent two days at the 

Truro office of the Cornwall Record Office going through registers of the Lelant Church of England.  

This was so fascinating that we regretted not being able to spend more time there.  I managed to extract 

copious details of the Dunstan 

family.  The name Penberthy 

appeared in these and while 

visiting the church we met a Mrs. 

Penberthy, but she was not 

interested in Colonial researchers! 

We drove back along the south 

coast to Hastings for a short stay 

with Eileen Blackford, who, as 

usual, took us to a fish and chip 

shop on the sea front for a meal of 

cod. 

We were upgraded to Business class for the flight to Hong Kong.  Unfortunately, because of the width 

of the seat, I managed to leave my camera behind-reported this, without result.  Fortunately, though, I 
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had loaded a new film, with only a couple of exposures.  We arrived safely in Melbourne in the 

Economy. 

In 1990, we did not venture overseas but went to Western Australia after picking up a bus at 

Shepparton, heading for Adelaide.  Unfortunately, as we were about the last to board and had to sit in 

the front seat, so 

that through the 

night, at every stop, 

we were disturbed. 

At that time, 

daughter Judy was 

living in Adelaide 

so we were able to 

catch up with one 

another. 

We also caught up 

with the Indian 

Pacific enroute 

from Sydney to 

Perth.  We had our own cabin which simplified things. At the evening meal we shared a table with a 

Japanese man from Tokyo and his 13 year old son.  They should have been accompanied by his wife 

and another son but the boy became ill and they stayed at home.  The father was a "train buff" and they 

were in Australia purely to ride on the Indian Pacific.  They had flown in to Sydney and after arriving 

in Perth, after two days, were to fly home.  I obtained his address and so, after the Ghan ran thru' to 

Darwin, was able to send him press cuttings.  Did not get a reply. 

Spent a couple of days in Perth. doing the usual sights, including a run down to Fremantle.  Hired a car 

and headed south through Bunbury, Wansborough with its lighthouse, and on through Yallingup to 

Augusta with its Karri forest.  Saw Cape Leeuwin and Pemberton with its Gloucester tree, fitted with 

steps around the trunk.  We did not bother to ascend. 

From here we also took a tramway ride through the forest to Warren River and return.  The next item of 

interest was a giant Tingle Tree with a girth of 24 metres.  The base of the tree has been hollowed out 

by fire, but the tree still lives.  The tree is near Walpole where Gwen demonstrated her skill at hand 

feeding animals - a camel in Soviet Central Asia and a sea gull here. 

 Our trip south finished at Albany, overlooking King George Sound, where troop convoys of both 

World Wars gathered prior to setting off for war zones.  We came across an interesting plaque 

commemorating the loss of United States submarines in WWII.  It transpired that the US Navy had a 

base in Fremantle and a sub-base in Albany at that time. 
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Returned to Perth and flew 

to Port Hedland, to meet up 

with a friend, Jean 

Shadforth, who was the 

Uniting Church minister 

there.  She had arranged to 

take a week off her Church 

duties to visit Mount Tom 

Price and the mining 

activities thereabouts.  On 

the way, we refilled the car 

at the Auski Roadhouse, 

paying 78.9c a litre, which, 

at the time, was expensive.   

About 20km down the road, we realized that no one had paid for the petrol.  As the car was branded 

with Uniting Church symbol, we decided to return and settle up.  Along the way we passed Wittenoom, 

where asbestos had been mined without any attention, or little, to the health of the miners.  It was now 

well signposted with warning boards. On arrival at Tom Price we were accommodated at Hillview 

Lodge which had been single men's quarters.  We ate in the men's mess.  It was a Sunday evening and 

so was seafood night.  While in Adelaide Luke and Joan van der Jeugd (Joan is Mary's cousin) had 

taken us to a hotel in North Terrace for a similar meal.  Tom Price won hands down.  The men had to 

be well fed to keep them on site.   

 

US Submarine Memorial in Perth 

 

  Hammersley Gorge 

The Python Pool  



CHAPTER 24 – THE VIN O’HALLORAN STORY 

805 

Turned off to Parabardoo, where we found a golf club which on account of the rough state of the 

fairway, mandated that the ball be teed up.  This was the situation in a couple of other golf clubs in the 

same region.  By this time it had started to rain and the cream car was now "Pilbara Pink".  The rain 

meant that some roads were closed and we were only able to visit Hamersley Gorge.  It was quite a 

slippery track down into the base but the varieties of coloured rock on the way made it worthwhile. 

To get back 

towards the 

coast, Jean 

obtained an 

authority from 

Hamersley Iron 

to use the 

railway access 

road.  This ran 

parallel to the 

line and was 

intended for 

the use of 

maintenance 

vehicles.. We 

stayed at 

Millstream in Chichester National Park.  This was a real oasis where water had come to the surface.  

Again, it had been a camp for construction workers on the line.  From here we headed for Roeburne via 

the Python Pool which was more easily accessible.   

Next stop was Port Samson and then to a "watering hole" at the Whim Creek hotel.  It was, now only a 

short run home.  Spent a few days there, looking at port facilities and the loading of bulk carriers.  Jean 

had arranged with the Master of the tug "Warang" to go with them escorting a bulk carrier out to sea. 

Unfortunately, the engines of the carrier broke down and another date could not be arranged. 

At this time friends of Jeans, driving around the Continent, had arrived. It was arranged that both cars 

head for Marble Bar for the day.  Upon the way we detoured on to a badly corrugated road making for 

an ideal picnic spot for lunch! Some miles along the other car stopped working.  It was decided that the 

corrugations had broken a connection in the electrics.  Only Jean had a tow rope which was in her boot.  

However, it was bad luck that she had only the "service" key, which would not open the boot.  It 

appeared we were really stuck, except for the fact that Jean's friend was an amateur radio operator and 

had a set with him.  He had used this on his trip to keep in touch.  There was a dismantled telephone 

line along the road and somehow or another I found a coil of wire at the base of a pole.  We now had a 

towrope but had to decide whether to carry on to Marble Bar which was closer, or head back home.  

Decided on the former and, after hooking up the disabled vehicle, off we went.  Marble Bar did have an 
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automotive electrician; unfortunately he was out of town on a job and was not expected to return till 

late.  It now looked like a tow all the way back to Port Hedland but first we had to see the marble bar 

across Coongan Creek.  The bar was jasper and throwing water over a section of it enhanced the 

colours.  So, off we went.   

At some stage we decided to see if the fault had corrected itself and the motor burst into life!  Managed 

to disconnect the tow wire which, under strain, had really tightened.  With Gwen driving Jean's car we 

followed the suspect vehicle safely home. 

  

Destination: Marble Bar The scene of our breakdown 

That was the end of our stay in Port Hedland and we boarded a plane for Perth, there transferring to an 

Ansett flight to Adelaide.  Judy met us and put us on the bus for Shepparton.  This time we were able to 

occupy a more suitable seat and had an uneventful trip home. 

In 1991, Gwen and I had arranged to join friends, Frances Kennedy (Ararat) and Linda Maskell 

(Shepparton) on a trip to Alaska and join a cruise ship (2000 passengers) on the Inside Passage voyage.  

However, my heart specialist, in Melbourne, George Leitl, decided it would not be wise for me to 

travel with my heart condition.  We cancelled and Frances and Linda went off on their own, with 

Frances hoping to be invited at dine at the Captain's table. 

Come 1992 and George gave me the clearance to travel, with a heart operation scheduled for later that 

year.  We made arrangements for the same destinations, but instead of a huge cruise liner we were 

booked on an 84 passenger yacht.  We were to fly with Canadian Airways to Vancouver.  This 

involved a transit stop at Honolulu.  We landed about midnight but the humidity was still 

overpowering.  We arrived safely at our destination mid Sunday morning.  Our room at the Hotel 

Georgia was not ready so we asked whether there was a Catholic Church in the vicinity.  The Cathedral 

was just around the corner, so, leaving our luggage, off we went..  Our first surprise was to find 

beggars on the steps of the Cathedral.  The second was to be asked to help take up the collection! 
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Totem poles at Stanby Park, Vancouver 

After a couple of days in Vancouver, viewing the usual tourist spots, including the collection of Totem 

Poles in Stanley Park, we flew to Calgary.  We had been dissuaded (mistakenly) from spending more 

than a night there, so the next morning we joined a David Thompson Tours coach to spend three nights 

on the way back to Vancouver.  The coach was not the usual type with a group of tourists.  We were 

probably the only ones under this classification with the other passengers hopping on and off as 

required.  Our first stop was at Kananaskis Guest Ranch, where one could hay ride, carriage ride, do 

rafting trips (on Bow River) as well as heli-hiking.  We merely stayed overnight.  The sojourn at Banff 

Springs Hotel was spectacular.  We took a gondola ride to the top of Sulphur Mount, which was behind 

the hotel, and afforded extensive views over the snow clad mountainous surrounds.  From there we 

went to the Athabasca Glacier en route giving "right of way" to a black bear and Rocky Mountain 

horned sheep.. We were taken on to the glacier itself by a Snowmobile - a coach fitted with special 

wheels. 

The whole area was beautiful and we 

marvelled at the snow, Bow River, Peyto 

Lake and Lake Louise. Chateau Lake Louise 

was on the banks of the lake and we were 

told that the best photo of the Lake could be 

taken from the banquet room on the 7th 

floor, provided it was unoccupied.  

Fortunately it was and provided excellent 

photo opportunities.  While waiting for the 

coach, Gwen met a teacher who had taken 
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her place at St. Georges Road school. 

The next day we had an interesting run through timbered areas to Lac le Jeune.  We passed the spot on 

the Trans Canadian railway line where the eastern and western sections met.  A special gold spike was 

the last to be inserted.  I guess it was quickly replaced.  Our bedroom at the Resort was huge - 180 

degree windows, with a full length view of the Lac.  The home run to Vancouver was largely along the 

Fraser River, with tugs towing barges log rafts and lifting and swinging bridges to accommodate boat 

traffic.  

Back at our Hotel we pottered around in the CBD, attended an Episcopalian Mass presided over by a 

female celebrant, went to the cinema and got into trouble in an underground food court.  Gwen asked, 

at a stall, "May I have a ham sandwich?", to be met with a blank stare.  A repetition of the request 

achieved nothing and it took a Chinese staff member to explain that the preparation of a sandwich had 

so many variables that, when ordering it was necessary to express these in the correct order.  While this 

was being explained we heard a lass standing alongside fire off her order like a machine gun. 

Next move was to fly to Seattle, whence we were to fly to Anchorage.  Apparently some American 

maritime law required this.  We were booked into the Sheraton Hotel..  Scores of float planes were in 

the water and on land. When moving to a parking spot, cars gave way to planes. 

We were taken by coach to Denali Park, where we were scheduled to be taken on a daylong tour, 

sighting various animals and birds.  The next morning we were issued with a lunch box and away we 

went.  On board was a group of bird watchers who were anxious to sight an Arctic Warbler.  The driver 

stopped at one point to enable them to disembark at a likely spot.  Those remaining in the coach spotted 

one, so the driver said, just outside the windows. The watchers had no such luck.  We saw a moose 

looking for its calf that had just been taken by a grizzly bear.  A Park Ranger explained that was an 

example of survival of the fittest  In the distance we also saw horned sheep rolling in the snow in an 

attempt to fend off mosquitoes.  The mossie is supposed to be Alaska's national animal. The views of 

snow clad Mount McKinley and other peaks were spectacular.  That evening we went to an Alaska 

Cabin Nite, an "evening of rip-roaring entertainment and a family style all-you-can-eat dinner of fresh 

Alaskan salmon-halibut-barbeque ribs etc. plus homemade strawberry cobbler" accompanied by foot-

stomping. music! 

During the coach outing we had been invited to sit in seats in front of a USA couple.   More of Fred 

and Dixie later. 

An Alaska Railroad train took us to Fairbanks, where we found the temp.to be 84 degrees Farenheit. 

We forewent a coach sightseeing trip and wandered around the CBD, narrowly missing being run down 

at a street crossing.  In a parking lot we noticed that in each parking spot was a short post. Closer 

inspection revealed a power point attached. Local vehicles have a heater in the sump and in winter plug 

this into the power outlet, thereby keeping the engine oil fluid.  We got this information from a 

maintenance crew who were using one of the power points. 
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The main attraction here was a cruise on the sternwheel riverboat "Discovery" on the Chena River 

during which "Alaska's Golden Past Comes Alive".  We stopped for an exhibition of dog sledding, 

while native Alaskan guides accompanied us on a tour of Old Chena Village.  Here we saw a 

smokehouse, a trapper's cabin, a cache mounted on poles and an Indian moose hide shelter. 

We flew the next 

morning to Juneau via 

Anchorage with Alaska 

Airlines.  On each seat 

was a card with a 

quotation from Psalm 

107:1 - "Give thanks to 

the Lord, for He is good; 

His love endures 

forever."  At Juneau we 

were met by staff of the 

"Spirit of Discovery" 

and shown to our cabin.  

Ours had a door opening 

out on to a narrow deck 

from which we saw whales in action, seals on ice floes, glaciers shedding icebergs, passing boats and 

whatever.  Whenever there was something interesting in the vicinity an announcement would be made 

over the cabin loudspeaker.  Shortly after sailing, a gathering of the 84 passengers was held in the 

lounge to explain procedures.  The 

atmosphere was "laid back" - no dressing 

for dinner!  The Mendenhall Glacier was 

viewed from quite close up- an advantage 

of being on the "Spirit of Discovery" was 

that its size allowed closer approaches to 

be made to points of interest than was 

possible with the cruise liners.  Our first 

port of call was Sitka with St. Michael's 

Orthodox Cathedral.  The original church 

was administered from Russia and a 

number of the ikons have survived.  

 

The Meldenhall Glacier 

 

Dining with the Captain 
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The present cathedral was built in 1966 

to replace one built in 1848, which was 

destroyed by fire. Our next stops were 

Petersburg and Ketchikan, followed by 

Victoria, on Vancouver Island, where 

we visited the Butchart Gardens. We 

disembarked at Seattle where we 

stayed at the Hilton Hotel, with a row 

of newspaper dispensers out front.  

While there we rode on an old 

Melbourne tram - forget the number.  

We had to return to Vancouver to join 

our Canadian Airways flight home. We 

did this by coach, which involved a 

border crossing.  Having been cleared, 

we exited the building to re-join our 

coach which was clearly visible.  I 

headed towards it and wondered what 

all the shouting was about.  I was about 

to step over a white line which would 

put me in the USA, where the coach still was.  It soon arrived in Canada and we embarked, to further 

enjoy the commentary of the driver.  

We finally arrived home safely.  Sometime later we received a letter from Fred and Dixie Dawe of 

Fremont, Michigan, inviting us to visit them and asking us to give them some of idea of what we would 

like to see.  This we did, only to be told that our ideas were too conservative.  Anyhow, this led to three 

visits to the USA, via Chicago in 1994; Denver, Colorado in 1996 and Houston, Texas in 1998.  They 

also visited us at home and, in 1999, we joined them in New Zealand on a tour from USA. . In 1994 we 

took a cottage in the Yorkshire Dales.  In 1998 we visited the Solomon Islands, where Gwen's brother, 

Father Maurice Keating O.P., was stationed.  In 2001 and 2002 we stayed home, visiting the Northern 

Territory, the Outback out to Birdsville and finally to King Island. 

With the cessation of overseas travel, and the need for investigations, came time for reflection. 

 

Gwen's daughter, Irene, and husband James had moved to Queensland's Sunshine Coast some time 

previously. When they purchased a house, with attached unit, at Rosemount it was suggested that we 

move north into the unit so that our health and welfare could be under supervision.  This we did in 

2007 and as the years went by the move proved to be justified. 

 

Irene, with her background of a trained nursing sister, was indispensable.  James, too, fulfilled his part 

by ferrying us to an increasing number of visits to health professionals. 

 

St Michael’s Orthodox Cathedral, Sitka 
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Gwen became established at St. Joseph's Church while, twice a week I have "The fun of Cork" at the 

Nambour and District Care "Sundowners' Unit". 

 

Vin and Gwen in 2011 
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Chapter 25 
 
The Milesian Pedigree – Every Irishman’s Link to Noah and 
the Kings of Ireland…….or is it? 
 
During the course of researching this book the most popular question asked by many of 

the people spoken to is, “Are the O’Halloran’s of today related to the Kings of Ireland?”  

The next most popular question, probably because it is asked immediately following the 

first is, “Can the Irish trace their ancestry all the way back to Noah?”  The answers to 

these questions depend on just what you might refer to in search of the truth. 

 

Let us examine the second question first because it is almost too silly to warrant 

spending too much time on it.  If we accept the Bible’s Old Testament at its face value, 

then we would accept that there was a flood in biblical times that destroyed all of 

humanity except for Noah and his kin on the Ark.  It follows that all of humankind since 

derives from Noah, whether they be Irish, Jewish, Islamic, Mongol or any other race of 

people populating the earth.  However, present day scholars argue that there is no 

archaeological evidence whatsoever to support the ‘great deluge’ theory, and apart from 

what is written in the Old Testament, we don’t really know that Noah ever existed as a 

single identity either.  Of course, the same applies to Adam and Eve and a host of other 

Old Testament figures, who, on the balance of probability, were mythical figures created 

by the authors of the Old Testament to fit into the framework of the ancient history they 

were trying to explain to their readers. 
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As to the second question, there is an O’Halloran in almost every listing of the Kings of 

Ireland but we need to be aware that there were two separate clans or septs of 

O’Hallorans, one that originated in Galway and the second, the one that the O’Hallorans 

in this book derive from, that originated in County Clare.  That we are from the Clare 

sept is backed up by the research done on behalf of both Michael O’Halloran’s family and 

his wife Margaret’s family, by the Clare Heritage Centre at Corofin.  Readers will recall 

from Chapter Two that the Clare Centre was independently engaged by both families at 

different times to provide background research.  Both of these studies concluded that 

our ancestral families were members of the Clare sept which also produced the most 

illustrious Joseph and Sylvester O’Halloran.  These two are key figures in our ancestral 

research because their lineage has been traced back many hundreds of years and it 

follows that if we can trace actual links to their families then we can also lay claim to 

their ancestry. 

 

Well, it is an indisputable fact of history that O’Halloran, or Ó h.Allmuhrain, to give the 

name  its correct Gaelic interpretation, was indeed one of the one hundred and fourteen 

High Kings of Ireland.  However, it should be pointed out that these ‘kings’ were not of 

the Henry VIII mould, all powerful and ruling the entire country.  In reality, they were 

the chiefs of the principle clans of the time who were charged with the responsibility  

 

The Milesian Pedigree – Fact or Legend? 

The Milesian Pedigree almost always finds its way into any discussion about Irish 

heritage or ancestry.  This is because everyone who has any Irish in their family 

background seems to have heard of the Milesian legends, even if not by name, probably 

from a grandmother or an old aunt to whom the stories were passed down by word of 

mouth from their own grandmother or aunt.  

 

To get to the bottom of this misinformation, we need to examine exactly what the 

Milesian Legends pretend to be.  In fact, they are old Irish tales that trace the descent of 

the Irish and Scots to a King Milesius of Spain, whose three sons invaded Ireland some 

1,500 years before Christ.  From Spain the tales go back to a sojourn in Egypt and an 

origin in Scythia.   These tales are recounted in numerous books on Irish history; even 

the venerable Franciscan monks known as the Four Masters saw fit to include them in 

their compendium of Irish annals in the 17th century.   

 

The Annals of the Kingdom of Ireland (Irish: Annála Ríoghachta Éireann) or the Annals of 

the Four Masters (Annála na gCeithre Máistrí) are a chronicle of medieval Irish history. 

The entries span from the Deluge, dated as 2,242 years after creation to AD 1616. 
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The annals are mainly a compilation of earlier annals, although there is some original 

work. They were compiled between 1632 and 1636 in the Franciscan friary in Donegal 

Town. The entries for the twelfth century and before are sourced from medieval annals 

of the community. The later entries come from the records of the Irish aristocracy (such 

as the Annals of Ulster), and the seventeenth-century entries are based on personal 

recollection and observation. 

The chief compiler of the 

annals was Mícheál Ó Cléirigh, 

who was assisted by, among 

others, Cú Choigcríche Ó 

Cléirigh, Fearfeasa Ó Maol 

Chonaire and Peregrine Ó 

Duibhgeannain. Although only 

one of the authors, Mícheál Ó 

Cléirigh, was a Franciscan 

friar, they became known as 

'The Four Friars' or in the 

original Irish, Na Ceithre 

Máistrí. The Anglicized version 

of this was "The Four 

Masters", the name that 

became associated with the 

annals themselves. The patron of the project was Fearghal Ó Gadhra, a lord in County 

Sligo.  The annals are written in Irish. The several manuscript copies are held at Trinity 

College Dublin, the Royal Irish Academy, University College Dublin and the National 

Library of Ireland, and English translations are available on-line via the Internet from 

these seats of learning by entering ‘The Annals of the Four Masters’ in Google. 

But there is no one Milesian legend; there are numerous versions, none of them 

agreeing completely with the others, some radically different.  In some versions it is King 

Milesius of Mil who led the Gaedil (Gael) to Spain.  In some versions we are told his real 

name was Golamh.  In other versions Gaedil glas or Gathelos led the Gaedil to Spain.  In 

yet another version the leader of the Gaedil on the trek to Ireland was Nel and his father 

Aeneas (they never stopped in Spain).  In some versions, Nel, the son of Feinius Farsaid, 

king of Scythia, went to Egypt and married Scota, the daughter of Pharaoh.  In others a 

later descendant also went to Egypt and married Scota, the daughter of pharaoh.  In 

some versions the Gaedil went from Scythia to Egypt, back to Scythia then on to Spain.   

 

The signatures of the ‘Four Masters’ in their ‘Annals’ 
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In others they went from Scythia to Egypt and back to Scythia; then from Scythia to 

Egypt yet again before sailing to Spain.  In at least one version they never went to Spain 

at all!  In some versions the sons of King Milesius were the last to invade Ireland; in 

others the last invasion was led by a Simon Breach. 

This is hardly the stuff of real history.  You just can't have this many conflicting versions 

of the same tale for any of them to be true.  The fact is the Milesian legends were an 

invention from the very start, written and re-written by generations of Irish scribes who 

embellished the texts they found and re-wrote the genealogies and the accompanying 

story lines as well.  The tales were designed to furnish Ireland with a suitable national 

history similar to those being circulated in Britain and Gaul.   And these were all based 

on variants of the Roman national history, deduced from Trojans fleeing the burning city 

of Troy.  In essence the Milesian legends began as a simple Trojan legend and are no 

more historical than the rest.  There wasn't any King Milesius of Spain any more than 

there was a Brutus, the alleged founder of the Britains or Welsh; or a Thor whom the 

Norse claimed ruled over the city of Troy in Turkland.  

The Milesian legends would probably by now be a mere footnote to Irish history had not 

the Irish bards also developed them into a complex genealogical scheme tracing the 

various tribes of Ireland to descendants of the three sons of King Milesius, Heremon, 

Heber and Ir; or to a cousin, Ith.   New generations of Irish history buffs discover them 

anew in the pages of John O'Hart's "Irish Pedigrees," Keating's "History of Ireland" or 

Seumas MacManus' "The Story of the Irish Race" and so the tales refuse to die.  No one 

today would think of accepting Nennius' 9th century tale of Brutus coming to Britain and 

founding a great nation as true history; but many cling to the Milesian legends which are 

nothing more than the same fabulous type of national history as some kind of genuine 

folk memory of the Gael. The difference is the Irish legends were re-written over time 

eventually disguising their true origin as Trojan legends.  

From an historical point of view it is unfortunate that the ‘Annals of the Four Masters’ 

and other documents that feature some variation of the Milesian legends, are branded as 

unreliable because of this disreputable content, as these accounts of Irish history do in 

fact, contain a great deal of otherwise reliable history.  It’s just a matter of sorting the 

wheat from the chaff! 

 

As a matter of interest, the following two pages depict a popular example of the Milesian 

Pedigree that includes an O’Halloran as one of the High Kings of Ireland, which is, in 

fact, true!  It’s a great legend but nothing more than blarney so it is little wonder that 

we Irish are so keen to embrace it. 
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While on the subject of how the O’Hallorans fit into Irish history, I have included here 

extracts from a number of documents where the surname is featured.  The first, on the 

following page, is taken from the “Biographical Index of South Australians: 1836-1885” 

edited by Jill Statton and published in 1986.  It is interesting to note just how many 

O’Hallorans arrived in South Australia, the fact giving some credence to the theory held 

by many of us who have researched our ancestors, that they too arrived via this means. 
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The Listing of O’Hallorans in the South Australian Biographical Index 

 



FROM PRATIES TO PADDYMELONS 

820 
 

The map below depicts where the two O’Halloran septs, or clans, lived: 

 
A map of Connacht showing where the two O’Halloran septs originated.  The topmost is the Clare sept 

while the lower represents the Galway sept. 
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Renowned Irish genealogist and historian Edward MacLysaght wrote a highly informative 

book entitled “Irish Families – Their Names, Arms and Origins”.  Naturally, the 

O’Hallorans get a mention, as can be seen below: 

 
The O’Halloran reference in John Mac Lysaght’s book 
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It is interesting to note that the most distinguished O’Hallorans, the Rev. Joseph, Sir 

Joseph and Sylvester O’Halloran are all of the Clare sept, a fact noted by the Clare 

Heritage Centre which confirmed, in the research done for our O’Halloran families, that 

we are also descended from this clan.  Earlier in this book, reference is made to Denis 

O’Halloran’s “The First Hundred Years” in which he not only asserts his own family’s 

connection to the Clare sept, but also traces his lineage to the brothers Sylvester and 

Joseph whose own verified lineage can be traced all the way back to Edward the 

Confessor.  Perhaps the day will come when, armed with improved on-line research 

facilities, we too can trace our ancestry back just two generations to link up with the 

illustrious brothers!   

 

In the illustration below, on the left is John MacLysaght’s depiction of the O’Halloran coat 

of arms.  The illustration in colour on the right is a more modern version where blue 

stars have replaced the three birds.  There is also another version in which a lizard is 

shown beneath the horse. 

  
 

According to Denis O’Halloran, Sir Joseph O’Halloran, in 1837, amended the Ancient Coat 

of Arms and granted the use of it to his descendants in perpetuity.  A photo of the 

original painting of the amended Coat of Arms appears on the following page.  The 

official description of the Arms that accompanies it reads: 

 

Ancient Arms  

A shield or (gold) on a chief (top portion), Argent (silver) containing three mullets (stars 

pierced) azure blue.  Lower portion Gules (red) containing a horse passant (moving).  

Caparrisoned proper (harnessed, natural colour underneath, on a riband the motto: Lotim I 
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Manbaim (I wound and kill) in Latin Guando Vulnero Occido.  On top of the shield, a crest 

containing a lizard passant (moving) proper natural colour. 

 

The O’Halloran Coat of Arms as amended by Sir Joseph in 1837 

 

As to how a lizard came to be placed on the crest, Denis O’Halloran tells us that an 

O’Halloran chieftain was fleeing his enemies and stopping to rest, fell asleep.  A lizard 

running over his face awakened him just in time to escape and was rewarded by its 

depiction on the family crest.  It seems that the O’Flaherty family who, along with the 

O’Hallorans, were forced to emigrate to the west country in the thirteenth century after 

also being dispossessed of their Clan Fergail inheritance, also  honours the same legend. 

 

John O’Hart (1824 -1902) is probably the best-known writer on Irish genealogy. His 

most widely-available work is “Irish Pedigrees (or the Origin and Stem of the Irish 

Nation)”, first published in 1878, with at least eight subsequent expanded editions.  On 

the following page is an extract from his work, relating to O’Halloran, that also gives us 

our reference to the famous St Finbar of Cork, who via Clan Fergail, we appear to share 

with the O’Flaherties.  Note that the Arms is essentially the same as that described 

above, except for the motto. 
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The above article refers to the Roscam Round Tower.  This is an old monastic site 

overlooking Galway Bay said to have been associated with St Patrick who is thought to 

have founded a monastery there.  St Odran, son of Beoad and brother of St Ciaran of 

Clonmacnoise is also associated with the early monastery. The site was devastated by 
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Norsemen in 807 but little else is known about its history. Today, there are the remains 

of a Round Tower, some three stories or ten metres high, along with a basement.  It 

seems that the building may have never been finished. It has a square-headed doorway, 

and holes used for scaffolding on it were never blocked up. The semicircular wall 

surrounding the buildings obviously incorporates the old monastic cashel or surrounding 

wall. East of the church, about 100 yards from the sea, there is a passage inside the wall 

which has an unusual pointed roof. 

 

 

Roscam: Monastery, graveyard and tower The tower 

 

 
The remains of the ancient graveyard overlooking Galway Bay 
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An aerial view of the Roscam site showing (top to bottom) tower, monastery and graveyard 

 

As a matter of interest, below are the only known portraits of brothers Sir Joseph and 

Sylvester O’Halloran: 
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Chapter 26 

The Man Who Came Into the Fold - The Peter Roberts Story 

 

In Chapter 22 we told the story of Francis James O’Halloran and his family.  At around 

the time this chapter was completed I was contacted by the My Heritage website and 

was invited to submit a copy of the O’Halloran family tree to the site.  I had been a 

committed user of the Ancestry site for all of the time I had been researching the 

O’Hallorans and I suspected that the My Heritage invitation was a means of poaching 

Ancestry users.  Knowing nothing about My Heritage I hastily dug out a GEDCOM file and 

uploaded it to My Heritage.  After a little while I started receiving emails from a variety 

of other users who wanted to match their own trees with mine.  At first this appeared to 

be a useful tool as the process turned up a couple of people with family connections, 

especially on my mother’s side. 

In March, 2012, I received the following surprising message from another My Heritage 

user who identified himself as Peter Roberts: 

I see that your Family Tree shows Mary Noreen, Brendan, and Roger as children of Francis 
Joseph O'Halloran. I think that you may have omitted another son, Francis Xavier O'Halloran, 
known as "FX" to the family. 

There is also a bit of O'Halloran family scandal not spoken about very much.   Francis Joseph 
O'Halloran, known as "Pop" O'Halloran also had a fourth son, Peter John Roberts (me) in 
1940.  
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As a young lad, I had many outings with Pop. He often took me to the football at the MCG.  I 
visited Pop at his office after school (Parade College) regularly, and even met my cousins, 
Margaret and Janet, and Michael O'Loghlen at Pop's Elizabeth St Office many times. 

Pop had a 10 year relationship with my mother, but she always referred to Pop as being my 
"Godfather".  I suspected nothing until my Mother told me of my origins when I turned 
eighteen. 

I then visited Pop at his Nth. Balwyn home several times, seeking to build a relationship with 
him as my father but he coldly rejected me. He could have, and should have, been kinder to 
me.  I was devastated.  Pop passed away shortly afterwards at Trafalgar where he had gone to 
stay with Brendan. 

Pop gave me life, an Irish heritage that I value so much, and an excellent intellect, but nothing 
else.  I put that intellect to work, and I have done extremely well in all aspects of my life. 

Go well, Peter John O'Halloran. 

Regards, Peter John Roberts. Brighton, VIC. 

Naturally, I was somewhat taken aback by this message.  I had been working with the 

O’Halloran family for more than three years collecting stories and details of the various 

members but no one had so much as hinted that Frank had such a secret in the closet.  

In the course of writing this book my researches have uncovered several occurrences 

that have been kept quiet by immediate family members but once they were ‘out in the 

open’ they seemed to be given a certain legitimacy and were usually followed by 

widespread acceptance. 

Even though Peter’s claim had a certain ring of truth about it, I felt obliged to follow it up 

with Frank O’Halloran’s (let’s call him ‘Pop’ so as not to confuse him with ‘Pop’s son ‘FX’) 

closest surviving relatives who happened to be his grandsons Roger and Brendan.  I 

immediately emailed them forwarding Peter’s message.  In the meantime, I replied to 

Peter in reasonably strong terms, expressing my doubt regarding his claim and asking 

him to furnish further details about his mother’s alleged relationship with ‘Pop’ 

O’Halloran. 

A short while later, on 14th March, I received the following response from Peter 

I am sorry to read that you are upset with my situation vis-a-vis the O'Halloran Family. I 
apologise if I have caused any trouble among your and my family.  

That was not my intention. Rather, having seen mention of an O'Halloran who was 
investigating his family tree, I made touch only to exchange information. All have in the way 
of memorabilia of my Father is a  photo taken of him at my home in about 1945, at 10 Oswin 
St, East Kew. 
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Your rejection of me is reminiscent of Pop's rejection of me in late 1958, when I truly tried to 
establish a Father/Son relationship shortly before he passed away down in Gippsland with 
Brendan. 

Your strongly expressed insistence that I have no relationship with your family is sadly 
misplaced, and if you are inclined to check my stated facts, you will indeed find that I am the 
fourth son of Pop O'Halloran. 

Peter, you ask for "real proof". Try these facts:- 

Above the fireplace at Pop's home in Doncaster Rd, was an enormous timber carving with the 
family coat of arms, and the inscription "ERIN GO BRAGH" or similar wording. 

The telephone number of Pop's Nth Balwyn home was WL 2483.  

Pop bought a new car, a grey, two-door Fiat in about 1950 or 1951.  It had a rego number SF 
392.  He frequently drove my Mother and I from the city back to our, then, home at Bluff St, 
Hawthorn East, and then on to his North Balwyn home. 

On one such occasion, Pop was driving the Fiat along Wellington St and ran a red light at 
Hoddle St.  The Fiat struck another car but little damage was done other than a dint in the rear 
nearside mudguard of the Fiat. 

During WW2 Pop owned a Hupmobile vehicle.  As I recall it had a gas-producer fitted, but I 
am less than certain about that matter.  

Pop loved Greyhound coursing.  He had 
at least one dog, named Major Giggle. 
The only photo of my Father shows Pop 
with Major Giggle taken at Oswin St. 

He spoke often to me and my Mother, 
about the health of his Wife, Mary.  I 
gained the impression that she may have 
suffered long from ill health. 

Pop gave me a cricket bat that had been 
owned by another son (can't recall 
whether it was Roger, but I think so.) 
who was a fair sort of cricketer, and who 
had played for Kew Cricket Club. 

Pop also told me about how he nearly 
purchased Young & Jackson's Hotel in 
Melbourne. 

I was accustomed to travelling to Pop's 
office on the 7th Floor of the Ezywalkin 
Building in 57 Elizabeth St, Melbourne  
after school.  (Get out of the lift, turn Pop with Major Giggle at Oswin st Kew 
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right, and it is the first office on the left.)  Pop paid me a few shillings to answer his phone 
and assist clients who would place adverts in the Victorian country papers, Bendigo, Ballarat, 
Castlemaine. 

Pop always had a bottle of Scotch handy in the office.  

Pop had an advertising agency and published a fine trade magazine, "The Watchmakers' and 
Jewellers' Gazette.  Pop often took me to "Hosies Hotel" in the city for lunch.  He was very 
strict about table manners. 

Pop had a partner in the business for a 
short time, Joe Garbellini, but that failed. 

Pop's office is where I met sisters 
Margaret & Janet, and Michael 
O'Loghlen. 

Michael went to Xavier (as had FX, 
Roger, and Brendan, I believe), and the 
girls wore a blue College Uniform. 

By the way, two of my grandchildren 
attend Kostka Hall, near my home.) 

Pop wanted me to go to Burke Hall, but 
my Mother demurred.  That was a cause 
of a major argument. 

Pop took me very often to the football 
MCG using a Ladies Ticket for me.  On at 
least one occasion Michael was present 
also. 

Michael had a "party trick" whereby he 
could recite all the Melbourne Cup 
winners from Archer onwards.  I heard 
him do this at the MCG once.  Just ask 
Michael, he will confirm this.  

Michael's Father, Colie, inherited an Irish Baronetcy, giving him the right to be called Sir.  It 
is/was an inherited title, so Michael may use it today? 

The brother of Colie was beheaded by the Japanese in WW2.  

Pop nearly always wore a three piece suit, and carried a pen knife with him at all times.  
When he often met my Mother and I after Mass at St. Anne's, East Kew at a park about 100 
metres from the church, he would always pare back my cuticles as a matter of course. 

Peter, how could I have ever known all these O'Halloran family matters if I am not who I say 
that I am.  

 

Peter John Roberts at Mornington 1944 
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However, if I might be a little light hearted, my last bid is this. 

Pop had large protruding ears, and a very red nose.  He also blew his nose at an astonishing 
volume.  I have inherited that trait also.  If you saw me today, you would see Francis Joseph 
O'Halloran. 

Peter, you say that the O'Hallorans are a close family, but Roger knew the truth, and probably 
others also, but it is/was a matter not to be discussed in polite society, I assume. 

As for my Mother who carried and bore a son for Pop O'Halloran, she had an extremely 
difficult life during my young days.  An unmarried Mother was poorly treated by society then, 
and she worked hard to bring me up.  As to whether Pop should have been of greater financial 
assistance to the Mother of a biologically true Son, I leave that question lie. 

As I said, Roger certainly knew of me.  Following the death of Pop, Roger searched high and 
low to locate my Mother and me. He said that Pop had asked him to contact me to ask that I 
remain a good Catholic.  I received a brief letter from Roger wishing me well.  I still have 
Roger's letter. 

Peter’s (front row far left) First Holy Communion Day at St Patrick’s, Geelong West 

Many years later, I called Roger by telephone at his Geelong office.  Roger was only 
spending a day or so at the office.  He was ageing.  We had a pleasant and respectful chat.  He 
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told me that "FX" had passed away, and that Brendan had recently passed away also.  (Peter, 
if I am not a son of Pop, how would I know that the family called him "FX"?) 

I have unknown O'Halloran cousins out there whom I would like to learn a bit about, on your 
Family Tree. 

Peter, with nothing but abundant goodwill, I leave your next step, if any, in the hands of your 
conscience. 

Kind regards, 

Peter Roberts. 

I should point out that the ‘Roger’ referred to by Peter, above, is ‘Pop’s late son Roger 

who is Brendan’s father, and not the other ‘Roger’ referred to so far, who is, of course, 

‘FX’s’ son. 

By the time I had received this email, I had also had responses from Roger and Brendan 

who both expressed the sentiment that Peter’s claim seemed genuine.  Both expressed 

the desire to contact Peter and I made the necessary arrangements. 

Next, I wrote back to Peter, indicating that while I was privately sympathetic to his plight 

of being formally rejected by his biological father, I felt obligated to the family to test his 

claims in the light of the additional details he had provided, and that was why I had 

taken such an apparent hard line to his original message. 

I informed him of the views expressed by both Brendan and Roger that there had been 

secret whispers in the family about ‘Pop’s relationship with a young woman and that a 

son had resulted from the liaison.  I added that all three of us agreed Peter had every 

right to be included in the O’Halloran family and that this is how it would be from now 

on.  I had discovered a  recent photo of Peter on his My Heritage site and had copied it 

to Brendan and Roger, both of whom agreed that Peter bore a striking resemblance to 

‘Pop’, at the same age. 

Almost immediately, Peter messaged me with the following: 

Dear Peter, 
 
You have literally brought tears to my eyes. 
 
To have been effectively excluded from my Father's family for whatever reason, for my 72 
years, has been a sad, background burden that I have carried silently, but painfully. 
 
I am a useful member of society.  I have gained the remarkable O'Halloran Intellect, like 99th 
percentile! Using that, I have done remarkably well in my life, considering such a slow start.  
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Let me take all this in over the next few days.  My life is about to change, silently, calmly, but 
I will relish it, with your help. 
 
I ask almost nothing from the O'Hallorans.  I need nothing but a bit of respect in that I, like 
other O'Hallorans, am the proud Grandson of  Rody who blew his leg off in his Goldmine, the 
great Grandson of Roger who came to Bendigo with his Dad, Francis, whose children were 
baptised at St. Serans, Kilkishen.  I went there a few years ago, and had a Guinness at the pub 
where my Great Grandfather may have once sat. 
 
This may be a strange thing to say, but I am proud to be an O'Halloran, this day, especially! 
 
That is enough for now, Peter, you have done a wonderful and long overdue thing this day. 
 
 
Kind Regards, 
 
Peter Roberts, 
 

In my reply to Peter, I told him that I would 

like to include his story in this book but in order 

to do so I would appreciate his responses to a 

few questions that came to mind, such as: 

 How did your mother meet ‘Pop’? 

 Did they work together, either in his 

office or at one of his business contacts? 

 How long had the romance progressed 

when you came along? 

 Peter replied: 

I can’t answer these questions, I just don’t know.  

However, here is some background information:- 

My mother Doris Gwen Stephens (see attached photo) 
had a sister ([Irene] Joyce, and [John] Jack. Their 
mother Gwen (Roberts) died in childbirth having her 
fourth child. The three existing children were only, 2, 
4, & 6, at the time.  Their father [Tobias] Wesley 
Stephens re-married some years later, but there was 
much antipathy towards the step-mother by Joyce, 

Doris, & Jack.  The favour was returned.  These three Stephens children left home as soon as 
practicable, and went their separate ways, though with great love between them. 

 

Doris Gwen Stephens – Peter’s Mother 
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Doris Gwen Stephens came to Melbourne, I am guessing, in her late teens.  She was always 
wise, but perhaps a little unworldly, having grown up in a tiny town, Lalbert, near Swan Hill. 

I was born in May, 1940, exactly 9 months after the Declaration of War. Maybe there is some 
sort of clue there? My Mother was twenty seven, and Pop was sixty two.  An unlikely 
combination, but there you have it.  

My personal impressions of  Pop, were through the eyes of a boy.  If I re-imaged Pop today, I 
would describe him as enormously self-confident, well spoken, great “presence”, keen-witted, 
with a ready reply to any situation, and with enough “Blarney” to talk his way into or out of 
any position.  In fact a lot like someone else I know. 

I asked Peter whether his presence impacted on Pop's relationship with his mother?  

I just don’t know, because I was/am totally ignorant of matters running up to my birth.  I have 
no recollections about my life until I was about two, and none about Pop until I was about 
three.  I would see Pop at 10 Oswin St. East Kew from time to time, and I was told that he 
was my Godfather.  When I asked about my actual Father, I was told that he had been killed 
in the war.  Naively, I fully accepted that as the truth, until my eighteenth birthday in 1958.  

I wished to get my Driving Licence and my Birth Certificate had to be revealed.  My Mother 
came to me one morning and tearfully confessed the truth, that she had  lied all the time to 
me, and that my real Father was Pop O’Halloran, the stern man I had known for years 

She begged my forgiveness. Forgiveness for what, I didn’t understand. We both were a mess 
of loving, hugging tears. She explained that she was not Doris Roberts, but actually Doris 
Stephens. Nor was I truly Peter Roberts.  

To lessen the unforgiving, terrible scorn that was thrown at un-married Mothers in those days, 
and to protect me from social disgrace, she took on the maiden family name of her Mother, 
Gwen “Roberts” and posed as a widow. 

I became Peter Roberts, rather than my true, birth name, Peter Stephens.   I changed my 
family name by Deed Poll, to Roberts, the name by which I was known. 

How was your presence on the scene explained to Mary and the other children.   

I think that I was quite unknown to Pop’s family, at least at that time.  I heard about the legal 
skills of one of the boys wherein he convinced a Magistrate that some stolen object was a 
fixture to lessen the likely penalty against his client, then convinced the same Magistrate that 
the object was NOT a fixture for a further advantage for the client.  Pop relished telling that 
story.  Don’t ask me how.  I was all so long ago.  Other than that sort of stuff, I was unaware 
of the existence of any of Pop’s family at all.  

Pop also told the story of returning to his car to find a Parking Officer about to write out a 
ticket. The Officer asked Pop, “What is your name?”  Pop told him, and the Officer 
commenced writing.  
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Pop said to the Officer, “You have the advantage of me. You know my name, but I don’t 
know yours”. The Officer said, “My name is Murphy”. Pop ventured, “Does dog eat dog?” 
The Officer paused, putdown his pen and said, “I don’t suppose so”, and walked away. 

I knew was that my stern “Godfather” used to appear from time to time and show interest in 
me.  I would often hear Pop tell my Mother about the poor health of “Mary”.  I had no idea 
who Mary was. 

Did you live close to Pop's place with your mother? 

I lived with my Mother in a location totally unknown to me, until I was four, when I was sent 
to a boarding school, Padua, in Mornington, Vic.  Pop and my Mother took me down there for 
the interview process.  I had no idea what was happening.  I was sent there for only one year.  
For a little child, it was horrific.  I felt totally abandoned. It was a year of tears and terror for a 
lonely little fellow. 

When I returned to live with my Mother, I lived for a few months at 10 Oswin St. East Kew.  
Then I was sent to live with new strangers, my Uncle  & Auntie in Geelong.  I lived there 
relatively happy, for three years.  In the three years, Pop visited me only a few times but only 
in the first year.  He would take me for lunch at The Carlton Hotel, and then we would make a 
visit to St. Mary’s Catholic Cathedral.  Strangely, Pop would light candles and ask me to pray 
that my Mother would become a Catholic.  I had no idea why this seemed important to Pop. 

Upon my return, in 1949, I again lived at 10 Oswin St. East Kew. Then my Mother and I went 
to live at 6 Bluff St, Tooronga, but only for about one year.  It was about this time that Pop 
purchased the Fiat, perhaps because my Mother’s new home was not a convenient stop off on 
the tramline between the city and Nth. Balwyn. 

The relationship between my Godfather and my Mother seemed to change. Pop’s visits 
seemed to be fewer and fewer. 

I would also like to show your mother in a good light so whatever you can tell me about 

her would be useful. 

She came from a strict Wesleyan/Methodist family, and I suspect that the ties between she 
and her Father and estranged Stepmother were stretched beyond breaking point when she fell 
pregnant to a married man.  My Mother could have had an abortion, but chose to have me. 
The Baillieu “establishment” family became aware of my Mother’s plight, and offered to 
adopt me, but my Mother declined. 

My Mother was effectively cut off from her family, with the exception of her sister and her 
brother.  The frozen relationship between my Mother, and her Father and Step-Mother was 
only cautiously mended when I was about nine and my Mother and I went to Maryborough, 
Victoria, to visit my Grandfather and his Wife.  Until that time, I had no Father, and no 
Grandparents at all. My Grandfather was very kind to me. 
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My Mother was an heroic figure, struggling against all life’s odds to provide for me 
financially, an enormous task being on just one woman’s wage (less than a man’s wage) with 
no extra income, except for a part-time waitressing job. We ate simple food, and life was a 
struggle for her. There was never enough money to go around, yet she never, ever complained 
to me about her, at times, desperate straits.  

She guided me as to what was morally right and what was wrong. She had strong sense of 
social justice, and consideration of other people. Doris Roberts was a heroine in her lifetime!  

It was 17th March, St Patrick’s Day, when this exchange took place.  Reminded of this 

Peter offered the following: 

I went to Parade College, the Christian Brothers school in Victoria Parade, East Melbourne 
and we always marched in St. Paddy’s Day March.  When I left Parade, I joined the Irish 
National Pipe Band in Melbourne, and played variously, the side drum or the tenor drum for 
ten years.  I was remarkably skilled and won several national awards for drumming.  
Naturally, we played and marched in the parade yearly.  

When I was seventeen, I put my drumming 
skills to good use, and with a few friends 
from Parade and some others, we formed a 
Rock ‘n Roll band (The Tridents) in 1957.  
We were extremely successful and played at 
“Town Hall” dances for about the next 
fifteen years.  We committed to memory 
about 2,500 songs and didn’t need notes for 
music or lyrics.  We played three or four 
times every week, before audiences of up to 
two thousand.  That experience went a long 
way to allow me to become a proficient, 
confident public speaker and performer. I 
also made a lot of money and purchased for 
cash, a new Holden, and a block of land in 
East Doncaster where I was to live some 
years later.  

We knew many other R ‘n R performers, but 
they were mostly quite poor types. The boys 
in The Tridents, all had parallel, successful 
careers.  We were offered the job as the 
warm-up band to start each performance of 
The Beatles Australian tour, but declined.  
We would have  

Peter in the Irish National Pipe Band 1955 
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At this point, I emailed to Peter the two chapters of this book that seemed to be of most 

relevance for him and his unusual situation of prolonged O’Halloran family estrangement 

in the hope of filling some of the missing pieces of his family jigsaw.  Peter replied, 

Many thanks for the chapters from your book. I read through both.  Although I had names in 
my Family Tree, these people "came to life" as I read.  It is a remarkable document that you 
are producing.  Some stories of success, failure, intrigue, scandals, love, and family bonds 
emerged, as in all families, I guess.  

I have not yet heard from Roger or Brendan, 
but that is OK. They may very well be taken 
aback by recent events, and I will quite 
understand if they do not get in touch. Several 
years ago, I spoke twice by phone to Michael 
O’Loghlen at his chambers, but he was less 
than friendly. He knew who I was. 

The least that I desired of my O'Halloran 
blood-relatives was that my existence be 
understood and acknowledged. It would be a 
bonus if what I have done with my life is 
viewed as worthy by my estranged O'Halloran 
family. Even 50% of this would be a pass, and 
far, far better than has been achieved in the 
past.  

I suggested to Peter that he might share with 

our readers some biographical details of his 

journey in life.  Here is what Peter had to say:  

I went to RMIT to study Electronics in Building. 9.  I was a Technician and then Service 
Manager.  I introduced new service systems that brought in so much profit, that the MD 
became alarmed that we were ripping customers off.  We were not.  I just had a commercial 
flair. 

My career took me to commerce, and even though I had the natural distaste for sales people 
which Engineering types always have, I found myself loving business.  I went from 
Technical. Sales Representative to Sales Manager, to General Manager of large organisations.  
One you might know is ARLEC, manufacturers of domestic electrical products. 

My reputation as a good manager spread, and I was twice recruited by “Head Hunters” to turn 
around moribund companies.  On each occasion I succeeded, beyond their expectations. 

I had by then made millions for shareholders, but nowhere as much for myself.  In 1986, I 
was earning $150,000 pa, a new BMW, and all sorts of goodies.  A good package then, but I 
was sure that I could do better somehow. 

The Tridents Drummer 1960 
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Opportunity came in the form of a very 
small company, Clearwater, that made 
Chlorination Equipment for home 
Swimming Pools.  It had a fundamentally 
good product, but was badly designed, 
and promoted.  Even worse, it’s annual 
sales were only $200,000.  I bought that 
business for a song, and left the corporate 
world. 

To my Wife’s shock, I set myself a salary 
of $25,000 pa, and leased a five year old 
Saab.  I was certain that I would succeed, 
but if I was proved to be wrong, I had 
enough well- placed business contacts to 
get back into the Australian corporate 
world if necessary. 

Starting with a tiny factory/office in Fitzroy and a staff of five, over the next fifteen years; I 
established Clearwater offices in every Australian capital city; established a South African 
subsidiary with offices in Johannesburg, Cape Town, and Durban; established a USA Office 
in Phoenix, USA, and established Dealer networks in Europe, Asia, and South America. 

From 1986 until I sold my three companies to the ZODIAC GROUPE (a French 
Conglomerate) in 2001, I had lifted Clearwater to be the world leader in its product class, 
with consolidated sales of $25,000,000 pa.  I sold out, for more millions of dollars than I 
could ever spend.  

When I retired, I missed terribly, the excitement 
of commercial tussles, the “slaying of dragons’. 
My work was my hobby, and my hobby was my 
work! 

These days, to keep me occupied, I do a lot of 
voluntary work for the St. Vincent de Paul 
Society.  Home visits to sad cases, etc.  
Remembering my own poor childhood home ( 
The hovel where my Mother and I lived in the 
1950’s, didn’t even have running water in the 
kitchen.  We had to get water from the outside 
laundry. Amazing, eh?), I try even harder when 
faced with a single mother and several children, 
and there are plenty of them.  I dig deep from 
SVDP funds, and even deeper from my own 
pocket, though that is against all of the SVDP 

Patricia and Peter on their Wedding Day 

The new Clearwater Manager 
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“rules”. 

I had a very tough start, but using my O’Halloran brain, and a lot of Cornish/Welsh 
determination and toughness, I did OK. I got “out of the bog”.  I have been a very fortunate 
man, and have the quiet compulsion to “give something back” to society.  

Today, I live in a very large and most luxurious apartment in beautiful, bayside Brighton, 
only 50 metres from Brighton beach.  I am married to Patricia, my Wife of 47 years.  Our 
children, Michael, Anthony, and Kate, made literally millions in their own IT company, 
which they set up and operated in London and San Francisco.  I loaned them $1,000,000 (No 
contract or loan docs.  Not even a handshake) for the start-up and they repaid me within the 
year.  They must have learned something from my dinner-table business homilies. 

I have the blood of Francis & Bridget; Roger & Margaret; Rody & Johanna in my veins, as 
did my Father. Come to think of it, I am one generation closer to our feted forebears than 
even Roger and Brendan. I am more “O’Halloran” than they are.  A touch of whimsy there 
perhaps. 

 
1986 At Consolidated Electronics with Prime Minister Bob Hawke 

The Roberts’ Family branch of the O’Hallorans is a fine group of highly intelligent, witty, 
high-achieving people, coming from “nothing” in wealth terms, but turning out to be a 
remarkable family in every manner.  I am the contemporary Roberts’ patriarch, and I suspect 
that despite any of Pop’s shortcomings, today he would be proud of me, his son, and what I 
have achieved by dint determination and self-belief. 
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Though I was totally unaware of my Irish forebears until my 18th year, strangely I wandered 
into the Irish/Australian culture at about 15 years when my good friend and school mate, Paul 
Power (The Powers of Waterford) invited me to join the Irish National Pipe Band here in 
Melbourne.  I did so. 

Over the next 10 years or so, I mixed with so many Irish people and enjoyed their company 
and social lives.  I learned all of the Irish Set Dances (Siege of Ennis; Haymakers Jig, etc.) 
and attended Irish social functions weekly.  I learned much of Irish/British politics and 
developed strong views about what happened over the centuries.  I even met a few “lads” who 
had to leave six Counties in a hurry. 

Our family Christian Names are:- Peter John Michael Patrick (I took two Confirmation 
names); Patricia Veronica. Michael Bryan; Anthony Peter; & Kate Emily.  

You will quickly see that we are definitely not Presbyterians! 

 
Patricia and her two handsome sons 

It is a bit spooky that almost intuitively, I was drawn to things Irish, with no knowledge of my 
Irish origins.  I am reminded of the old saying, “Apples don’t fall far from the tree”. 

When I went to Kilkishen a few years ago and knelt beside the St. Aidan’s Baptismal Font 
where a whole family of my O’Hallorans was Baptised, it was a most satisfying experience.  

(I felt that I had “come home”, even despite the fact that 50 years previously, in 1958, my 
Father rejected my two attempts to establish a Father/Son relationship. Telephone calls to 
Michael O’Loghlen some years back (to try to get a photo of my Father) were met curtly and 
coolly. He knew exactly who I was, yet I got no photo.) 
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With a touch of whimsy, I am perhaps more “Irish” than some others in my extended family, 
and enormously proud of my Celtic Heritage, 50% Irish; 25% Welsh; & 25% Cornish. I even 
lunch with ten or so Old Paradians at The Celtic Club each month. 

Since this was written Peter was delighted to tell me that he has received a warm, 
welcoming letter from his nephew Brendan O’Halloran, including some family 
photographs.  Hopefully, the events of the past few weeks along with the inclusion of 
this chapter in the O’Halloran story will go part of the way to restoring Peter’s faith in the 
O’Halloran family.  Nothing can atone for all the years of heartless rejection suffered by 
Peter and his immediate family.  It is only natural justice that every living person 
deserves to have their birth right acknowledged by the family to which they belong.  
Perhaps now Peter can rest in the knowledge that he has finally been accepted as an 
O’Halloran and that the rest of us, who have enjoyed that privilege all of our lives 
without even thinking about, it are proud to have him, and his family, as part of our 
clan. 

 
A well-earned retirement! 
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Epilogue 

The Never-ending Story 

 

When I started this project in 2008 I mapped out an outline that included some twelve 

chapters comprising about two hundred pages at most.  Almost four years later there 

are now twenty six chapters spanning more than eight hundred pages.  The fact is that 

writing a family history is not like writing any other book where the story has a start and 

an end and a few twists and turns in between.  The essential difference between a 

standard story and a family history is that the family history commences at a certain 

point, usually where the author’s research dictates.  However, there is no end to a family 

history. 

It has been my experience that a family history grows with research, the deeper one 

digs the more one unearths.  For this reason I cannot state that this work is now 

finished.  It will never be finished because families continue to grow and as they do they 

too will have their own unique tales to tell. 

Recently, I began updating my family tree in Family Tree Maker, my preferred software 

application for this purpose.  During my research I would jot down details of families I 
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encountered in a notebook and I would write the various chapters from these notes.  

Every now and again I would transfer the details into the software database on my 

computer.  The software is linked to the Ancestry.com website which invariably would 

alert me to other family trees that included not only the same people I had discovered 

but others who I had missed.  In this way I have been able to compile more accurate 

family records.   

The Internet is a powerful tool for genealogists and family historians and is constantly 

updating itself.  All manner of records are now available on-line that were not available 

just a couple of years ago.  Shipping and immigration records, cemetery records, census 

details and a host of other records from the past are being added almost daily to the 

Web.  This makes the work of the family historian so much easier but it also means that 

the family biographer can never push the keyboard aside and announce, “I am finished!” 

However, if an author is ever going to publish he has to draw a line in the sand and 

decide, “This is enough for now.”  And that is what I have determined.  This is not to say 

there will be no more research and no more words written.  The family research bug can 

never be killed off but we do need to let our families know what we have put down on 

paper.  On that basis, this work is therefore a first edition.  I will keep looking under 

rocks and record what I find.  The chapters will undergo continuing revision and 

eventually there will be another version. 

In bringing this edition to a close, I have to say that although the project had many 

frustrations and dead ends along the way it was made all the more enjoyable by 

confronting and overcoming such challenges.  I have encountered some wonderful 

people who have shared their stories and their enthusiasm has driven me to see the job 

through.  I am glad to have reached the point where I can confidently publish the results 

of my research but I am also a little sad that this phase of the operation is ending. 

While I will continue to research the O’Halloran family history, I am now about to return 

to researching my Mother’s side of the family which I put aside when the O’Halloran 

family project appeared more appealing.  Since then many things have changed and I 

now have a clear view of the next project which should culminate in the publication of a 

history entitled “They Weren’t All Irish”, hopefully in less time than this one took. 
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