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Ivy Good of Saxon Street Euroa owned a property in the hills above the Lima East valley back in the 

‘50s.  She made her income by cutting timber.  The information for this article was obtained first 

from a booklet lent to me my Bev Renkin, then by visiting the homestead site with Gordon Renkin and 

finally by talking to Ivy on the telephone. 

 

Tales from the Tall Timber 

 

Zel Collier of Euroa is a member of The Euroa Reminiscence Writing Group and included the 

following interview information in a compilation by the group entitled ‘A Tale to Tell - 1999’  ‘Tales 

from the Tall Timber’ is the title of her article which includes the following extract: 

 

I remember hauling these ten foot logs to the mill out of the bush with Darkey the Brumby from 

Queensland.  It only needed the one horse for this job.  After taking him down to the mill with a log a 

couple of times Darkey knew what he had to do, so I used to hook a log on and send him down to the 

mill via the same track.  One of the boys would unhook the log and then send him back for more - 

not bad for a brumby! 

 

I helped with the tree felling with axe and cross cut saw, also hauling and loading logs onto trucks 

with horses, a tandem team of five, 2 x 2 x 1.  It was tough work but healthy in the bush.  One day I 

had to go to Euroa in the ute to bring Bill Harding, your father Zel and Bingy Constable out to shoe 

our horses.  I remember when taking them home we had to make a detour to the Strathbogie Pub.  I 

guess that was Charlie Leerson’s idea., to give the boys a drink for a job well done.  Sometimes Mr 

Price from Strathbogie would come out and shoe the horses.  I remember the first time I went to 

Toorour.  I was telling Mr Harry Rolfe, an old identity of Strathbogie, that I was going out there.  He 

said in a very concerned way, “You be very careful out there as there are places that you could fall 

over a cliff and not be seen again”.  I guess he meant out at Rocky Ned, as it is fairly rugged out 

there. 

 

I had the misfortune to have my right arm broken while tree felling.  I had just finished barking the 

tree that had just been felled and topped when a hanger, a branch, came down on my arm.  It sent the 

axe out of my hands and landed some distance away.  I hadn’t looked for any hanging branches as we 

usually did.  It was the last tree for the day and it was getting dark and raining.  Allan was away with 

the car so I had to wait until the next day to get down to Euroa to Dr Dunn.  He couldn’t put my arm 

in plaster until the next day as it was too swollen, so that was my worst experience in Toorour. 
 

The following did tree felling on my property:  Norm Watkins, Bill Ballard, Frank Adams, Roy Kiel, 

Allan and Doug Leerson, Ron and Jim Jones, Mick Brown, Dave Glossop, Bill O’Connell, Bob 

Wally and Roy Leerson.  Henry, Clarrie and Jack Leerson brothers owned the property known as 

‘Garsides’ joining west of mine.  We had to have a road put through for the trucks to get the logs.  

Farrell’s did this - my share of the payment was £120. 
 

A Visit to the Homestead Site 
 

Gordon Renkin and I took a trip up to the site in his 4wd ute one sunny April afternoon.  To get to the 

site you travel up Police Track, past our place and into the forest.  It is only a few kilometres up 

there.  After you hit the pines on your right you enter the eucalypts on your left and the site is not far 

from the road.  It is so overgrown though that you need a good guide (eg Gordon) or a good map to 

find it. 
 

The site is on a dry rise above a permanent creek, the fern-filled headwaters of Boggy Creek which 

flows down through our property.  Behind the site is an arc of tea tree swamp, frequented these days 

by wild pigs and deer.  An old messmate on the north side has the bark scarred by deer antlers. 



It is a very unique site for a house - a patch of dry ground surrounded by good permanent water on 

three sides with the ground dropping away into gullies to the north. 
 

The first indication of a home site we came across was the horse yard.  This is about six metres 

square and constructed of stringy bark logs, knotched in the corners for a firm fit.  It still stands but a 

roof over one end has been removed.  It covered a feed trough which ran the length of one side.  This 

feed trough was constructed of three large slabs, three half round faces of a log, which had been 

wired back together to form a substantial feed bin.  The horses must have loved going home to that 

shelter and a good feed after a hard days work hauling. 
 

Not far away is the house site and all that now remains is the brick chimney and a corrugated iron 

wood bin.  Only some post holes and a single post near the wood box give a hint to the original 

structure.  Some fuel drums have been left on the site and an old wash bath is rusting under the wattle 

saplings. 

 

The mill was across the creek from the house site and nothing now remains.  Gordon and I drove 

back past the west side of Rocky Ned and went down to  Sugarloaf Creek on the newly gravelled E6 

road; a very pleasant spot to boil a billy.  We then reluctantly headed for home. 

The old firefireplace with its woodbox is all that now remains of the small two bedroom house where 

Ivy Good lived in the Strathbogies at the head of Boggy Creek. 



Talking to Ivy 

 
Reading Zel Collier’s article and then taking the trip up to the site left me with many questions 

unanswered.  I rang Ivy that evening, as good fortune would have it, the day before she was 

travelling to Queensland.  She plans to move up there permanently in May.  Here are her answers to 

some of my questions: 

 

When did you come to the Toorour area and start milling? 

 

I was in the Land Army up until 1945, helping out on farms in many places in Victoria, from 

Corryong to Swan Hill.  I came to the Strathbogie region in 1945 as my sister, and her husband 

Charlie Leerson, were there.  They had a saw mill and so I helped with that and learnt the trade. 

 

In about 1950, when I was about 32 years old, I bought 320 acres of timbered land off John Renkin 

and built the mill and house there.  I used to walk down  and around Mt Albert to the Renkin property 

at the top of the Lima valley with my payments for the block. 
 

You weren’t far from the aircrash site. 
 

Yes, the aircrash site which is now on the other side of Police Track from the house site, was just a 

couple of chains from one corner of the property.  It was an odd shaped block.  Another corner was 

quite close to Rocky Ned. 
 

How was the house built? 
 

It was built of milled timber and roofed with corrugated iron.  Roy Leerson, Charlie’s nephew, did 

the building.  It consisted of one large room with the fireplace and two small bedrooms off it.  A 

verandah sheltered the front door which was opposite the fire place.  I sold the property in 1959 to a 

relative, moved to Euroa and worked in the Seven Creeks Hotel.  They dismantled most of the house, 

saving the timber and roofing iron. 
 

.....and the mill? 
 

It was a ‘case mill’, cutting timber for packing cases from the softer wood and peppermint.  There 

was much sizeable timber - messmate, bluegum, stringybark and peppermint - and, as the article 

says, the logs were hauled with five horses.  The mill was powered by a petrol motor.  Large logs to 

be sold to mills in Euroa were loaded onto trucks from loading ramps using just one horse. 
 

How did you come to meet Bev and Gordon? 
 

I was out for a drive in the Strathbogies one Saturday with my niece, Yvonne Casey (nee Leerson), 

and we decided to go home via Lima.  We were parked enjoying a picnic lunch when a young man 

kindly stopped to let us know that a tree had fallen across the road further along.  We got to talking 

and the name ‘Renkin’ came up in regard to the old property.  He then informed me that he was a 

Renkin - Robert - Bev and Gordon’s son - and that I should come and meet his parents who would be 

very keen to meet me.  We did and afterwards Robert kindly took me back to the old home site in his 

4wd truck.  We had not been able to visit it as the track was too rough for our car.  I now stay in 

touch with Beverley and she posts me a copy of Snippets each month. 
 

All the best Ivy for your move to Queensland and if you are ever back in the district I would gladly 

take you on one more trip back to the site of this story. 


