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Not many of the younger generation would have a clue as to what flax is, or why at one time it was extensively grown in the southern regions of Australia. Should any of this generation read this article, possibly they may be enlightened.


	


Flax is a very ancient plant and is of a very fibrous nature, stem-wise, with a large flower head which sets into seeds of a very oily nature thus making it a dual purpose plant.  Sown, grown and harvested in a similar manner to an oaten crop, which is used primarily for feed purposes, the end result with the harvested flax plant is quite different.


	


Firstly, after harvesting, the plant goes through a de-seeder where its high oil content seed is separated from the stalk.  This seed then goes on to be used in a variety of ways, amongst them paint lubricants.  The stalk then goes through a long process of conditioning, then it is placed or spread out in the paddocks for what is known as “rotting”, or “weathering”, a very labour-intensive job. After gathering it up again from the paddocks it is fractured and turned into a fibre and after bleaching it becomes a primary product for linen manufacture.


	


Other uses for this fibre include rope, webbing and canvas.


The advent of plastic sounded the death knell for the flax plant as the high labour usage in the production of the finished article soon ruled it out of the market.  Back in the 1940s and 1960s it was grown in the farming districts of Casterton, quite extensively in the Wando Vale area.  In my trucking days in these times I carted hundreds of tons of this flax to mills located at Colac, Strathkellar and Mount Gambier.


	


I understand it is still grown overseas in countries such as Russia but no longer is it a common sight on farms around Casterton.  I believe the Second World War may have been the trigger for it being sown in those times, its finished article finding uses such as camouflage nets, gun covers, tents and tarpaulins.
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NEXT MEETING DATE





To be held on a different day to the usual  3rd Wednesday:  


Thursday, May 19th : at the RSL, at 2pm.
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Pedestrian safety rail on the bridge
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The corner of Tyers and Murray streets
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The Tangled Past of Flax


by Jim Kent








   

















�Cuthbert Fetherstonhaugh in his book "After Many Days", written in 1917, reminisced about his time at Muntham from 1856 to1862.  Cuthbert, pictured below, was born in Ireland in 1837, and was only 19 when he commenced his six-year association with the Muntham property.  He left a wealth of descriptive anecdotes about life at Muntham with Tom Henty and the surrounding district.  He died at Coonamble, NSW in 1925.  His widow Flora died at Chatswood, NSW in 1931.  One of the new roads put through the area of the old Muntham  Station, near Carapook, for a Soldier Settlement scheme in the 1950s is named Fetherstonhaugh Road. 


My mother and sisters had been living at Portland since their arrival in Australia, and there they met Edward Henty and his nephew Tom, who was then manager of Muntham, and a slim, good-looking young man. Tom offered to take me at Muntham to get a knowledge of cattle and cattle work while helping him in a general way - in other words to take me on as "colonial experience", nowadays called jackeroo. It was too good an offer to be refused, as I was to live with Tom Henty and would be within thirty miles of Hamilton, where the "Old Governor" was police magistrate, and where my mother and sisters and eldest brother were 





soon to join him. � I parted with regret from my brumbies at Doogalook, and was very sorry indeed to say good-bye to my kind friends at Kerrisdale. It was ten years before I again met the latter.


While camped at Kerrisdale, I was one night at Broadford, and I foregathered there with a man to whom my heart went out at once. He was a fine big fellow, a doctor, and wore glasses, and his name was Wyman. We became friends there and then, and sat up till almost grey dawn talking, and no doubt we had a few tumblers of "toddy," called, in my country, punch. Imagine how pleased I was on arriving at Muntham to find Dr. Wyman installed at Casterton as "medico" for the district.


On my way to Muntham I spent a week at Portland with my dear ones. I found one sister engaged to a fellow passenger, Mons. Ponsard, already mentioned. and another sister, then only sixteen, engaged to a great friend of my boyhood in Kingstown, Albert Sitwell.  When over in New Zealand in 1894 I was introduced to a very nice young fellow - a Mr. Sitwell. I said to him, "My favourite sister Fanny is married to a Sitwell. Can she by chance be related to you? ' "Why," he said, "she is my favourite aunt”.
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Island Park lagoon 
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Casterton New Cemetery    Mapping Project





We have now completed all sections - Jan needs to finish up doing the bits   and pieces on the computer, then we will walk again to re-check.


We will then photograph all the headstones.
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Some months later on, one sister was married in Portland, and she and her husband and my sister Fanny sailed for England. I rode down from Muntham to see the last of them, and I am not ashamed to say that I blubbered like a child when it came to good-bye.


Portland was then a very jolly little town, lots of nice people and pretty girls, and Tom Henty and I thought nothing of riding down the seventy miles to a dance.    We had scores of good horses.


I was greatly delighted with my new home and new home at Muntham. We had a big house to live in, very comfortable. As Edward Henty and Mrs. Henty came up now and then, the house had to be kept up, and we two young fellows had a couple in the kitchen and a housemaid to look after us. Then there was a five-acre garden full of beautiful fruit trees of every kind, with two gardeners in charge. 


The garden was catered by never-failing springs. Of two of these springs right beside each, one was quite salt, the other fresh. We had several stud horses, in fact four or five, and several grooms, so we felt ourselves to be quite important.


The Muntham house must have been built in the early forties, and was very oddly placed on the side of a hill. To get to it from any direction but one, you had to climb a big steep hill, and then descend to the house, and from the other direction you had to come down a long hill, so steep that most people when being driven preferred to get out and walk.


I have been overland from Melbourne to the Gulf of Carpentaria, and over most of Victoria, New South Wales, and Queensland, during a term of over half a century, and in all my travels I have not come across a property of similar area to compare with the rolling downs of the Old Muntham Estate.


This magnificent property, with Casterton on the west, Sandford on the south, and Coleraine on the east, is situated at the junction of the Glenelg and Wannon Rivers, in the Far West of Victoria, some fifty miles from the border of South Australia.     I write, of course, of the original run which, when I went there in 1856 to gain Colonial experience, comprised an area of 77,000 acres, and while still practically unimproved, depastured no less than 55,000 sheep, 8000 head of cattle, and 500 horses. That is to say, this piece of country in its natural unimproved state, carried equal to over a sheep and a half to the acre! The cattle and horses ran loose, but the sheep were shepherded.


The country is of volcanic formation, rich black and chocolate soil going down to fabulous depths as disclosed by the "cutaways" which gradually formed after the country was stocked. The climate is almost perfect, and droughts are practically unknown.  Ideal country!  Well may Rolf Boldrewood write: "And is not the Wannon the pick of creation - Colac, perhaps, excepted ? "


Muntham was taken up in the latter part of 1837 by Edward Henty and his brother Frank, of Merino Downs (a beautiful property on the opposite side of the Wannon to Muntham), were the pioneers of the Far West of Victoria. The Henty brothers brought sheep out to Tasmania from England in 1830 having first tried West Australia, and they were followed shortly afterwards by their father, Thomas Henty (a noted breeder of sheep, cattle, and horses In Sussex).


To be continued… Interesting note: Fetherstonhaugh – the pronunciation in England is Fanshaw.
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We’re on the Web - visit us at:





� HYPERLINK "http://www.ballaratgenealogy.org/casterton/historical" �www.ballaratgenealogy.org/casterton/historical�
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To contribute to this newsletter, please contact Jan Lier 


at the Visitor Information Centre on 5581 2070  or  


e-mail


 � HYPERLINK "mailto:janlier@bigpond.net.au" ��jlier3@�bigpond.com


or Ros  � HYPERLINK "mailto:roscov48@" �roscov48@�bigpond.com 


tel 5581 2875














Our Address


PO Box 48, Casterton, 


3311


Phone:  5581 2070 





Casterton Visitor Information Centre         





e-mail:


� HYPERLINK "mailto:jlier3@bigpond.com" �jlier3@bigpond.com�


� HYPERLINK "mailto:roscov48@" �roscov48@�bigpond.com �




















