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Presidents Report:

Hello all, well another year has nearly passed, I am sure you will all agree that
they are only half as long as they were when we were young!!!!

Since my last report the major event was the open day on Sunday 1st of
October. It was estimated that in excess of two hundred and fifty visitors came
through the gate throughout the day. A common comment was that we had no
idea of the size of the complex and excellent presentation of the exhibits,
saying we’ll be back!!!

Additional activities during the day were the spinning and weaving ladies
displaying their skills, sheep shearing demonstration, the Ukulele band played
some great tunes as did Leon Fleming on his Bagpipes. There was a sausage
sizzle, raffles and afternoon tea.

Ken Vaughan unveiled a plaque recognising the significance of the English oak
tree commemorating the bicentennial anniversary of the planting of the original
oak tree.

Ken Fleming gave a wonderful presentation of the history of Taralga, which
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was followed by the official opening of the Fernbank School by Goulburn
Mayor Bob Kirk, (officially representing Veolia Mulwaree Trust) followed by the
cutting of ribbons by ex-students Sue Weeks (nee Lang), Russell Chalker, Jim
Lang, Gloria McAlister (nee Lang), Cecil Lang, Joan Morgan (nee Brown) and
Margaret Keg (nee Lang).

Also in attendance were councillors and ex councillors from Upper Lachlan
and Goulburn Mulwaree.

Memorabilia produced for the day and still available for sale (they would make
great Christmas presents) include a book on Fernbank School (by Maureen
Long), Mugs and Postcards (produced by Graham Lambert).

A very big thank you to all those members and non members for the
exceptional commitment and hard work in making the day such a huge
success.

The Memorial Plaque (medallion) was issued after the First World War to the
next-of-kin of all British and Empire service personnel who were killed as a
result of war. George Lang was killed in WW1. The Plaque is on permanent
loan from St Marks Anglican Church Golspie. The Medallion was originally
given to Reg Marmont, it is now in safe keeping in the Nissen Hut.
The Society will be having a Christmas on Sunday December 10th 2pm at
Councillor John Stafford’s property about 2km out of town on the Bannaby Rd.
(The blue historical sign will be on the road).

It will be afternoon tea, so a plate please.

In lieu of presents, a donation to a charity to be decided on the day.
The next meeting which will be the AGM is scheduled for Sunday 4th February
2018.

If I don’t see you at the Xmas party, have a happy, holy and healthy Christmas.

Michael Chalker
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President
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Our new publication
Fernbank School is available
cost of $15

Joan (Brown) Morgan

Russell Chalker

Sue (Lang) Weeks

Gloria (Lang) McAlister
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Cecil Lang

Margaret (Lang) Keg

STUDENTS AT OPENING OF
FERNBANK SCHOOL 1.10.2017

(THE ONLY ONES WHO COULDN’T ATTEND
WERE: Sheila (Cree) Kemp
and Valance Lang)

Jim Lang

Vale
Jacqualine Canty (Lang)

Jean Finlay-Gower

28.12.17 aged 55 years

8.9.17 aged 87 years

Daughter of

Daughter of

Albert & Nita Lang

Bob & Iris Craig
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Maureen Gordon (Chapman)
12.9.17 aged 78 years
Wife of Greg (dec)
Mother of Bev & Brian
Sister of Pat Blay (Chapman)

Robyn McAlister

Rodney Holt

25.9.17 aged 61 years

25.9.17 aged 72 years

Daughter of

Husband of

Dave (Digger)&Gloria McAlister

Narelle (nee Bowerman)

Betty McCarthy

Valda Druett

28.10.17 aged 85 years

20.11.17 aged 92 years

Wife of John (dec)

Wife of Ross (dec)

Stonequarry Cemetery& the Stonequarry Management Committee
Laurie Chalker (who is the Chairman of the Committee) and his workers have done an
incredible job in the Anglican section of the cemetery restoring the graves, and tracing
the unmarked graves. Of the 119 unmarked graves, 115 have been identified.
Headstones have been placed on 106 and still 9 to be done. Lettering on many of the
existing headstones has been restored.
6

The Anglican section is nearing completion, and works will be moving on to the
Presbyterian section.

There is now a toilet at the cemetery after 156 years!! Grateful thanks for financial
assistance to Upper Lachlan Shire Council and Veolia Mulwaree Trust and the hard
work of many community members. Special thanks to Simon Neale for his donation of
the supply of the septic tank and fittings, toilet and hand basin and his expertise and
time in installation.

The cemetery is now looking the way it should look. All this started with Margaret Lang
many years ago when she led working bees to clean it up and Laurie Chalker who
restored the graves at St Matthews Church Bannaby.

Joy Bells

CRAIG - CUMMINS

Newspaper Jan 16, 1924

The marriage of Miss Grace Cummins of Laggan, with Mr Alick Craig of Yalbraith
was performed at the Presbyterian Church Crookwell, on Saturday December 15th,
the Rev C.H. Tippett officiating.

Both the bride and bridegroom are widely known and highly respected throughout
the district. The former is the third daughter of Mr and Mrs Joseph Cummins, of
“Ferndale” Laggan, and the latter the elder son of Mr and Mrs S. Craig of “Blink
Bonnie” Yalbraith.

The Church which was crowded by friends and well-wishers of the bride and
bridegroom, was beautifully decorated by girl friends of the bride.
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The bride, who entered the church on the arm of her father, by whom she was given
away, looked charmingly pretty in a handsome frock of ivory satin charmante and
radium lace trimmed with pearls and orange blossum buds. Her court train, which
fell from the shoulders, was lined with snell-pink georgette, and her beautifully
embossed tulle veil which was held in place by a wreath of orange blossom, was
loaned by a friend. Her bouquet of lilies of the valley, carnations and asparagus fern,
together with a xylonite toilet set, was a gift from the bridegroom.

As the bride entered the church Miss Elsie Rowe played “The Voice that Breathed
o’er Eden”.

Miss Muriel Craig, sister of the bridegroom, was in attendance as bridesmaid, and
wore a charming frock of pale mauve georgette with a black Lady Betty hat, and
carried a bouquet of pink sweet peas and fern.

Little Miss Leila Cummins (sister of the bride) acted as train-bearer, and was daintily
attired in a frock of pale pink crepe-de-chine with blue trimmings and mob cap. Her
bouquet of pink sweet peas and fern, and gold Nellie Stewart bangle were the gifts
of the bridegroom. The bridegroom’s present to the bridesmaid was a xylonite
manicure set, while the bride’s present to the bridegroom was a leather suit case.

Mr Dave Cummins, brother of the bride, was best man, and Mr Murdock Craig,
brother of the bridegroom, acted as groomsman.

After the signing of the register the happy couple left the church to the strains of the
Wedding March played by Miss Elsie Rowe.

Later, they left by motor-car for Sydney and Jenolan Caves, where the honeymoon
was spent. The bride travelled in a navy morocain frock, with hat en suite,

The presents were numerous and costly, including several cheques.
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Taralga, where time seems (almost) arrested
The Canberra Times, Sunday, February 28, 1982
Story: Ian Warden Drawings: Geoff Prior

It is a damn shame that T.S.Eliot has already used the metaphor of a patient lying
anaesthetised upon a table, because I would have liked to have used it to describe
the state and the appearance of Taralga on the scorching day that Geoff Prior and I
visited it last week.

I do not suppose that Taralga ever effervesces like Manhattan but on this day the
town seemed well-nigh closed, with almost anyone who might otherwise have
ventured out of doors declining to behave like one of Noel Coward’s mad dogs or
Englishmen. The human beings visible on Orchard St, the long, broad main
thoroughfare, were outnumbered by the town’s sane dogs, sprawled and gasping in
the oases of shade.

Taralga is sought and found by steaming from Canberra to Goulburn and then, at
Goulburn taking a well-signposted turn off the highway and to the left (the north)
through about 40 kilometers of pleasing, verdant and bosky countryside.

Taralga’s origins are decidedly antique, with such worthies as Hannibal and James
Macarthur and Lachlan McAlister all owning substantial lumps of land in the district
by the 1820’s. The village itself probably had its origins in the 1840’s and it is known
that one of the first two homes was a rude, stone hovel with a shingle roof which
housed one Thomas Denning, the man who oversaw the Macarthur’s baaing
quadrupeds.

There were convicts assigned to the aforementioned squires and a little remains of
what they built, although official vandals bulldozed a convict-built schoolhouse at the
Public School a few years ago. The town is rich in colonial buildings, some
mouldering and encompassed about with thistles as tall as Goliath, and some
pristine and lived and worked in; and Taralga seems to have more than its share of
slab huts of an almost sickening picturesqueness.

Unfortunately, the dominant building in a town blessed with so many charming and
tasteful structures is the Catholic Church of Christ the King, a hulking, intimidating
structure in shiny red brick which was opened in 1934.

It replaces a more self-effacing and more pleasant colonial church just across the
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road (hard by a former convent of comparable age and grace),

Within, the Church of Christ the King is roomy and lofty and is blessed with an
opulent marble alter, a marble font and sundry startling windows of stained glass.
There is also a regiment of those gaudy statues which are so attractive to Catholics
but which perturb the austere Anglican eye.

Alas, while I do not doubt the qualities of the souls that these artefacts depict, as
artefacts alone they manage to be only slightly less atrocious than garden gnomes. I
don’t suppose that in life St. Therese ever wore the smug smile that she has in the
version of her that adorns Taralga’s Catholic church, or that St Francis Xavier ever
looked so piqued.

There does not appear to be an excess of sin among the Catholics of Taralga since
a notice at the confessional indicted that confessions are only heard between
5.30pm and 5.50pm on Saturdays and 7.30am and 7.50am on Sundays.

(Is now a beautiful home)
Leaving the church one notes that the police station is immediately opposite, an
elderly but sturdy, no-nonsense colonial building which somehow manages to be to
architecture what a policeman’s boot is to shoemaking. Like the best policemen it
radiates a kind of stolid strength and ineffable menace.

If there is an uglier building than the Catholic church in Taralga (and I am not saying
that there is), it is St Stephen’s Presbyterian church in Bannaby Street, a squat,
chubby building of more shiny red brick with a squat “tower” tacked to one side of it
as a kind of architectural afterthought. The irreverent Prior said that, being a
Presbyterian church, it would certainly be locked. He was right.
10

Bannaby Street’s salvation is a splendid old colonial dwelling, long and very low,
with a verandah roof so low that it provokes the thought that the colonial occupants
mist have been gnome-proportioned. The wind hissed and swished in the great
pines about the cottage and through an enormous and complex television aerial
which would not have looked out of place on a Russian trawler.

(Now a renovated home this slab building is a tourist attraction)

The most handsome church in Taralga (the wealth of churches, used and especially
unused, reflects the fact that Taralga had three times its present population in the
more God-fearing 1890s) is the former Methodist Church on Orchard Street. Built in
1868, it somehow manages to be both handsome and pretty and is now a fitting
home for the collections and exhibitions of the admirable Taralga Historical Society.
It has a proximity to the Argyle Hotel (just across the road) which must have vexed
the more orthodox Methodists.

We procured the key to St Luke’s Anglican Church from the cheerful, trusting
principal of the Taralga Public School who had charge of it in the temporary absence
of the clergyman.

The present St Luke’s was opened in 1906 on the site of its predecessor, which had
by the 1890s begun to threaten to fall on top of its congregations. It is a plain,
brawny, towerless structure of dark stone placed on a substantial knoll that gives it a
decent view of the spreadeagled town.

Within it is a subdued and soothing building of wood and brass with so little
ostentation that a great vase of fresh flowers (including some stupendous Turks’ cal
lillies) seemed more obtrusive. The old and aesthetic ambience is leavened a little
by the presence of one of those cute new Yamaha organs which, with the flick of a
switch, will supply the performer with a bossa nova or perhaps a flamenco rhythm to
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support and to add pep to the tunes of such hymns as ‘Rock of Ages’ or ‘There is a
Green Hill Far Away’.

The hymn board revealed that on the previous Sunday the congregation had
intoned the hymn ‘Lord thy Word Abiding’ which contains the sentiment.
Who can tell the pleasure
Who recount the treasure
By your word imparted
To the simple hearted?

Who, indeed?

The principal had suggested that we visit the Anglican rectory too; and we did,
discovering a noble and gracious structure (built in 1879) perched high above the
church in a position which will have enabled generations of clergymen to hand-glide
down to St Luke’s on the sabbath and for weekly funerals, marriages and baptisms.

The rectory is surrounded by a wild and bountiful garden which bears an appropriate
resemblance (sans serpent) to the Garden of Eden, blessed as it is with grape vines
and with fig and peach trees, enormous clumps of shasta daisies and of the
aforementioned lilies which had adorned the church.

It seemed incongruous that this building, the home of those who would eschew
worldliness and a place with an utterly colonial ambience, should be topped with an
enormous television aerial of the kind that soars above every home in Taralga so
that the town can be brought the blessings uttered by WIN 4 in rebarbative
Wollongong.

Repairing to the Taralga Hotel, an ancient building made distressingly contemporary
within, we found the serving wench totally transfixed by Mike Walsh and then by
‘Days of our Lives’, the drawling, unctuous strains of which, coming to us as we sat
outside, were obscenely incongruous sounds to rend the silence of an Australian
country town.
As we sat out on the verandah regarding deserted Orchard St the sentiment (uttered
from a Japanese television set by an American “actor” on an American program
relayed from the distant, urban Wollongong; “Like sands throo the ower glairz.
These are the days of ower laaves” seemed quite wrong.
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On the contrary, the impression that one had on this day in Taralga was of arrested
time rather than of time slipping inexorably away. By averting one’s eye from the
Church of Christ the King it was entirely possible to imagine that one was back in the
happy days before Canberra was even conceived.

This reverie was ruined when a table top truck, propelled by the dastardly and
newfangled internal combustion engine, chugged into view, two sickeningly
authentic country mastiffs on the table hanging on for dear life and leaning artfully
into the corners.

We drove home by an alternative route which takes one from Taralga to Laggan to
Crookwell to Gunning and back to Canberra through cute Gundaroo.

This is a route which, prosecuted on some nasty unsealed roads (the Mulwaree
Shire apologises for one of them with a large notice which blames the miserliness of
the Wran Government), rattles the bones and loosens the occasional tooth but
which provides an appropriately bucolic epilogue to any round trip to ancient
Taralga.

If we had anything to say to Mr Ian Warden - perhaps it would be:

LOOK AT US NOW
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The renovated Argyle Hotel being marketed as a Boutique Hotel
It now has 9 bedrooms with en-suites
Official opening is 9th December
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Photo taken April 1920 at Golspie School - names of children not known

GOLSPIE

Newspaper February 1928

DEPARTURES

Miss Bennet, teacher at the local school, has been removed to Auburn near
Sydney. She was given a hearty send off and presentation on Wednesday
evening at the Golspie Hall.

The members of the tennis club presented Miss Bennet with a travelling rug
and the parents and citizens presented an expanding wrist watch.
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During her stay Miss Bennet proved herself to be a capable teacher, was
idolised by the children and respected most highly by the residents generally;
her departure is deeply regretted.

At the gathering a welcome was extended to her successor, Mr. S.N. Elphick
and wife who were present.

MRS A.M.FITZGIBBON

Newspaper September 1922

The death occurred at St John of God Hospital on Saturday afternoon 9th inst.,
of Mrs Ann Mary Fitzgibbon, wife of Mr. W.M Fitzgibbon, stock and station
agent, Taralga, from pneumonia, after a short illness.

The deceased became suddenly ill on the 1st inst and was subsequently
admitted to the institution mentioned where she died as stated.

The late Mrs Fitzgibbon was born at Leewood, near Golspie, 48 years ago and
has resided in the district ever since. She possessed a kindly disposition and
was ever ready to give a helping hand, both in sickness and distress.

She is survived by a husband and a young family of six.

As a tribute of respect to the family, members of the local branch of
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M.U.I.O.O.F., of which Bro. W.M.Fitzgibbon is financial secretary, proceeded
the cortege through the main street to St Luke’s Church of England and thence
to Stone Quarry cemetery. At St Luke’s the Rev. P.Bramble conducted a short
and impressive service, choir and congregation singing “Nearer My God to
Thee’, and “Rock of Ages”. Mrs Charteris presided at the organ.

The funeral was a large and representative one. The burial service was read
by the Rev. Bramble, who expressed on behalf of those gathered at the
graveside their sincere and deepest sympathy to Mr Fitzgibbon and his young
family.

SHOCKING ACCIDENT

Newspaper September 1924

DEATH OF MRS WALTER CROKER

A shocking accident occurred this morning at Kempton, resulting in the death
of Mrs Walter Croker, a respected resident of the district.

It appears that Mr Walter Croker was driving a Ford motor lorry, accompanied
by his wife and two other passengers. The late Mrs Croker was seated on a
box when the vehicle struck a bad portion of the road jolting the unfortunate
victim onto the roadway. In the fall she struck her head causing a severe
fracture of the skull, with subsequent cerebral haemorrhage.

The accident happened about 10.30 this morning and Mrs Croker died at 11am,
half an hour afterwards.

Dr Kerr was summoned, but on arrival found life extinct.

The deceased lady was on a visit to her daughter, Mrs Welch of McAlister, who
is an inmate of Nurse Tulloch’s Hospital, Crookwell.

The deepest sympathy with the bereaved husband and family is expressed.
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Program
December 10
Christmas Party at John Staffords Zoo Complex Bannaby Road Afternoon Tea will be served at 2pm
A Plate Please

Museum Duty
Dec

3

Max & Glennis Wright, Jim Dean, Jason Voorwinden

Dec

10

MUSEUM CLOSED - CHRISTMAS PARTY

Dec

17

Maureen Long, Joan Scott, Bob Blay, Nerida Croker

Dec

24

MUSEUM CLOSED - CHRISTMAS EVE

Dec

31

NEW YEAR’S EVE - Any Volunteers - please contact Mick

Jan

7

Margaret & Peter McAlister, Peter Davies, Brian Corby

Jan 14

Graham & Sue Lambert, Matt & Vicki Chalker

Jan 21

Maureen Long, Joan Scott, Ernie Stephenson, Geoff Sieler

Jan 28

Max & Glennis Wright, Brian Moloney, Brian Kelly

Feb

AGM 2PM - Tim Dowsley, Alan Robertson, Robert Rabjohns

4
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Feb 11

Jeff & Judy Chalker, Bob Blay, Laurie Halpin

Feb 18

Maureen Long, Joan Scott, Pat Murray,

Feb 25

Graham & Sue Lambert, Jason Voorwinden, Jim Dean

Mar

4

Margaret & Peter McAlister, Mick & Annette Chalker

Mar

11

Mary Chalker, Andrew Moore, Marcus Hartstein, Nicola Young

Folks, if your name hasn’t been appearing on the roster, or if you
would like to contribute in other ways on other days (e.g. gardening,
building maintenance, research, familiarisation etc) you are always
welcome.
For changes and/or suggestions please call Mick on 4843 5975

Editor: Maureen Long
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