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FOREWORD



IN RECENT YEARS the New South Wales National Parks and Wildlife Service (NPWS) has been engaged in a critically reflective process, examining and evolving a new approach to landscape conservation and management. The key principles espoused in this approach which res­onate with Hill End are the shift towards greater community involve­ment and our role in ‘telling the stories’ of NSW’s landscapes and culturally significant places.


This shift, rather than marking a complete departure, represents something of a return: a return to the values of a ‘living community’ and people’s stories. This book takes us on that journey, reading the land­scape that is Hill End through the lens of the present, questioning, reflecting and unravelling the ways in which history, cultural heritage, conservation management and a community become intertwined.


Exploring the spatial and social dimensions of history making and heritage at a place like Hill End lets all of us glimpse something of the values and philosophies that NPWS and the Hill End community have imbued an historic landscape with. Hill End: An Historic Australian Goldfields Landscape, represents the Service’s commitment to understanding our relationship with landscape, its imprint on the place itself and the people that inhabit it.


The vitality and future of Hill End turn largely on the collaborative partnership that the New South Wales NPWS and the local community can develop in ensuing years, and the realisation of their aspirations for its conservation.
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Bob Debus
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PREFACE



‘HILL END was always at the end of everything.’ So said 70-year-old Thomas (Vin) Suttor in 1980. He drew upon a lifetime’s personal experience, and the inherited memories of a family that had lived in the district since the 1820s. Vin’s comment, made in an interview for the Hill End Historic Site Oral History Project, can be readily understood in terms of geography. It takes a long road to reach Hill End. The township is located some 300 kilometres northwest of Sydney, and 70–80 kilometres from the nearest regional centres of Bathurst (to the south) and Mudgee (to the north). It is perched high up on the New South Wales Central Tablelands, on the edge of a deep river valley. As a former resident, Mark Hammond, reflected in the first few years of the twentieth century, the village stands just on the pitch of the high land towards the Turon River. Hence, the name Hill End’ (Hammond, Remembered With Pride, p. 140). But Vin’s characterisation of Hill End relates as much to the history and culture of the place as to its geography. The town is a small and isolated rural community. Although its history is long by the reckoning of European settler families in Australia such as the Suttors, it is tenuous. The community became self-sufficient in order to endure. Marginality—as Vin well knew—sums up the Hill End experience.


Much of the present-day town is located within a gazetted Historic Site of roughly 130 hectares. It is administered by the New South Wales National Parks and Wildlife Service (NPWS) in collaboration with the Evans Shire Council. Both authorities contend that Hill End has national heritage significance. The claim does not immediately gel with Vin Suttor’s characterisation of the place. Yet it is undoubtedly true. The Historic Site, which was proclaimed in 1967, is one of the first cultural heritage sites to have been identified in Australia. Maldon, in central Victoria, had been classified by the National Trust in 1966 as Australia’s ‘First Notable Town’. Hill End is a pioneering and important tangible example of the developing momentum of cultural heritage conservation and management in Australia. It is unique in Australia in that the Historic Site, although significantly smaller than the Historic Reserves that Parks Victoria administers around Castlemaine-Chewton or Maldon, actually overlaps with the present-day township.


Hill End’s broader claims to historical significance should be treated with more caution. Its history is inseparable from that of the gold rushes, and the NPWS has repeatedly emphasised that the landforms and historical features of the Historic Site ‘are all evocative of the frenzied activity and excitement of the rush period’ (NPWS, ‘Hill End Historic Site: Draft Plan of Management’, 1994, p. 8). There are two problems with the prevailing historical emphasis. First, there is a tendency in all the heritage assessments of Hill End to inflate its significance within the history of Australian gold mining. Certainly, Hill End was briefly the toast of gold seekers and speculators in New South Wales. Its fame was impressed upon Anthony Trollope when the English novelist visited the Australian colonies in 1871–72. But even then, at the height of its fame, Trollope chose not to visit Hill End when he toured New South Wales, but to go instead to the Gulgong goldfield, which was recommended to him as ‘the rush of the day’ (Trollope, Australia, p. 293). In terms both of population growth and gold production, Hill End was dwarfed by other places in Western Australia, Victoria and Queensland. Second, there is a tendency to emphasise gold mining at the expense of other important aspects of Hill End’s history, and to allow attention upon the peak of the gold boom in 1870–73 to overshadow the much longer history of gold production in the district. There is a strong case to be made for Hill End’s national historical significance, but it has not as yet been made.


Although much has been written about the history and conservation management of Hill End, these studies collectively are deficient both in depth and scope. This book attempts to provide a more balanced and more fully textured historical appreciation of Hill End. The first part of the book establishes a framework for doing so. It consists of three chapters which introduce the elements that make up the landscape of Hill End, and explain how these have been incorporated into historical understanding of the place. The second part adds detail to this framework. Its four chapters trace the history of the Hill End plateau since the intrusion of European pastoralists into the Wiradjuri homelands during the 1820s. They describe a century of gold mining activity, and the awakening of tourist interest in the ‘ghost town’ and the scoured landscapes that remained after the mines had closed. One consequence of this awakening interest in the cultural heritage of Hill End was the town’s proclamation in 1967 as an historic site commemorating the ‘glory days’ of the gold rushes. Another consequence was the emergence of Hill End after 1947 as a crucible for artistic innovation. From Russell Drysdale in the 1940s to John Olsen in the 1990s, and the Artist in Residence Programme today, painters have sought to tease out the subtle poetry that Vin Suttor sensed in this place.


This book is the result of two pieces of good fortune. First came an invitation from the New South Wales NPWS in 2000 to write a synthesising contextual history of the Hill End Historic Site. I warmly acknowledge the support and encouragement that I received from the Service. Second came the decision by Melbourne University Press to publish this history. I thank the Press in general, and Teresa Pitt and Jane Farago in particular, for their support. Publication was assisted by grants from the University of Melbourne, and from the Research and Graduate Studies Committee, Faculty of Arts, the University of Melbourne. I am grateful to the Trustees of the Estate of the late Donald Friend, the National Library of Australia, the Mitchell Library, the New South Wales NPWS, and the National Gallery of Victoria for permission to reproduce the illustrations contained in this book.


Many people assisted in the completion of this project. Some were especially generous. I thank Denis Byrne, Sharon Veale, Martin Thomas, and Maria Nugent in the Cultural Heritage Division of the NPWS at Hurstville; Gavin Newton and Bill Allen at the NPWS regional office at Bathurst; Hanut Dodd, the NPWS Hill End Area Manager, and Helen Trumble, Lorraine Miller, and Alan Carter from the NPWS staff in Hill End. Nick Rigby, the NPWS Central West Regional Manager, provided information and advice which substantially increased my understanding of the recent history of the Hill End Historic Site. I thank the local community of Hill End for their hospitality and assistance, and especially acknowledge Alison Bennett, Betty and Russell Jeffree, Kerry Byrnes at the Great Western Store (and now at the General Store), Garson Trumble, Ken Miller and Malcolm Drinkwater. Graeme Powell, the Manuscripts Librarian at the National Library of Australia, and his colleague, Greg Wilson, were extremely helpful. I also thank the staff of the Mitchell Library, the State Records Authority of New South Wales, and the National Gallery of Victoria. Ivar Nelsen and Mike Pearson shared their memories of cultural heritage advocacy at Hill End during the 1970s and 1980s, and provided helpful feedback on earlier versions of this book. Mike was generous in sharing his own research on the Upper Macquarie River region. Alan Atkinson also read and commented upon my draft. I expected (and received) perceptive and rigorous scrutiny from this outstanding historian. I was surprised, however, when Alan described his own family’s roots in Hill End. Miles Lewis refined my knowledge of vernacular architecture and building materials. Pete Hay provided a geographer’s perspective. The intersections between history and archaeology were—as always—important; I thank Denis Gojak for his assistance, and Andrew Long for his collaboration. Judy King read and reread the book as it evolved, and made many corrections and useful comments. I especially thank her, and dedicate this book to her.
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Map 1 The Hill End-Tambaroora region





CONTEXTS






1


FIRST IMPRESSIONS


NEWCOMERS TO HILL END agree on the essentials of this elusively poetic place. Some 150 years of travellers’ accounts attest to their interesting conjunction of opinion. Five themes have received especial attention: history, distance, colour, sound and community.


HISTORY



For the last half a century, Hill End has triggered visitors’ historical imagination. They look for signs of what cultural heritage publicity promises: the gold rush of the early 1870s. Tourists today buy vials of Hill End gold in the old timber-slabbed Great Western Store. They visit the Bald Hill Tourist Mine. Most probe the town’s history at the NPWS Museum and Visitor Centre. Some call in at the History Hill private museum. Others hire gold pans and shovels and try their luck at the public fossicking area. In 1947 the artist Donald Friend was among the first wave of visitors whose imagination was excited by Hill End:


It began when at [Russell] Drysdale’s I read a newspaper article on the deserted ghost-towns left empty after the gold-rush of the ’60s. Then I began to think there must be lovely old stone houses in that district—the hills behind Bathurst—and in no time I was mad to go there . . . After driving 160 miles we got to Sofala—a lovely crazy old village—perfect. We stayed that night at Hill End, 30 miles further on. A town character showed us round—an old ruined village living in the memory of its former 50,000 inhabitants & fabulous tales of gold-strikes. Now there are only a handful of rather sordid, jovial mad peasants who live by fossicking and rabbiting.1


History and heritage, however, are relatively recent elements in Hill End’s ambience. Other currents run throughout the years of European associations with the place.


DISTANCE



Distance is a key defining element. It is suggested in part by the majestic far horizons of upland forests and river valleys that fill the visitor’s gaze from viewing points at Bald Hill, Kissing Point and Beaufoy Merlin Lookout.


A sense of distance—and remoteness—is also the result of the travelling time necessarily expended in order to reach Hill End in the first place. Hill End is off the beaten track. The roads to it are unsealed. For most of its European history, travel to Hill End has been time-consuming and uncomfortable.


The English geologist Samuel Stutchbury, who in November 1851 provided one of the first descriptions of the Tambaroora diggings (of which Hill End was initially part), remarked:


The great drawback to this place is its almost unapproachableness. Nothing in the shape of a vehicle except a flying machine or air-balloon would be of service in a country which is one mass of mountain crags, and precipices intersected in every direction by chasms, traversable only to the eaglehawk; or dry creeks hemmed in by almost perpendicular walls of rock.2


Seemingly little had altered when, over twenty years later, Stutchbury’s gloomy assessment was tested by the New South Wales Governor Sir Hercules Robinson in March 1873. Alighting from his coach in Hill End after enduring a ten-hour journey along the rough track from Bathurst, he exclaimed, ‘I have received such a buffeting and tossing on my passage . . . that . . . I arrived here with my body black and blue, and my brain addled’.3


The journey to Hill End is likewise etched into the recorded memories of visitors throughout the twentieth century. Marita McKenzie visited Hill End in 1953. As she ventured beyond Bathurst, the bitumen road


gave way to gravel, potholed and bumpy, which wound its way into the hills, its condition forever deteriorating. Twenty-eight miles on, at Sofala, the road turned westward and, now only a single track, clung giddily to the sides of the hills which undulated harmoniously with the broadly twisting River Turon . . . We had only said, ‘Where the hell is this place!’, a dozen times when . . . [we saw] our first view of the little town, sprawling down before us on the hillside, framed by the Hotel on our left and the general store on our right.4


Little had changed when Jean Jackson started visiting Hill End twenty-three years later: ‘it is a very appealing place, but the access roads into and out of Hill End are a challenge to your body, your mind and your vehicle’.5


My own enduring first impression of Hill End, one summer’s day during the early 1970s, is less of the town itself than the interminable dusty road to it from Mudgee. The journey is long and rough even today. My children remember the drive in from Bathurst in 2001 not so much for the scenery along the way as for the dust and pangs of travel sickness. Township routines are still conditioned by distance: by the daily delivery of fresh bread and the mails from Bathurst and Mudgee, for example, and the weekly shopping trips to either centre. A district nurse comes to town every day, and a doctor once a month. Emergencies require an ambulance to be despatched from Mudgee or Bathurst, or a mercy flight by a helicopter, which lands on the town’s cricket pitch.


COLOUR



I stand on Hawkins Hill early one summer morning. The previous night’s lingering coolness still gives definition to the forms and hues of the dawn. The darker green of stringybarks blends with the bluer hues of brittle gum. Wild goats—black haired, brown and white—scramble over the fractured grey shards of mullock slides that patchwork the forest slopes. At the old Patriarch Mine site, greying weather-worn timbers are framed by the dense dark greens of the spreading blackberry clumps. In the background, across the escarpment, the russets and golds of grassland slopes merge with solid green bands of upland forest.


Tambaroora Street. Figs and pears briefly defy thieving fingers. Red plums carpet the ground, and their wild yellow cousins—colloquially known as shit plums—strain branches that hang heavily over the picket fences.


Valentine Mine. Beautiful monarch butterflies dapple the forest’s afternoon light. Underfoot the drying leaves—draining from olive to yellow ochre—intermingle with the pinkish-brown of shed bark and the greys of dry twigs. The earth reveals itself in shades of orange and grey. Wildflowers offer miniature star-bursts in yellow and mauve, pink and white, orange, red and purple. The slender trunks of the brittle gums are festooned with strips of loose bark.


Rich colours permeate the landscape. The human interventions of introduced plants and mining incisions are highlighted in colour. The Sunday Times noted in 1924, ‘As one swings along the road, Hill End first catches the eye as a rich patch of colour in a colourless land. The rich hue is provided by the red scars that mark the old gold diggings, over which the grass has not yet grown.’6 But it is the native hues of grass lands, shading from golden-straw to rust, and the pale olives to darker greens of the eucalypt forests, that permeate the landscape. Seasonal variations of colour complete the spectrum. The autumn yellows and reds of the massed deciduous trees along Beyers Avenue are famous. Donald Friend’s cottage (he lived intermittently in Hill End between 1947 and 1957) was framed by them. He exclaimed in 1948, ‘The colours of the autumn trees are now absolutely spectacular’.7 The seasonal colour displays are capped by the winter golds of wattle. Friend noted after an excursion from Hill End to Sofala in September 1947, ‘The country looked lovely—the wattle is in full bloom’.8


SOUND



Hill End today is a silent place. Its enveloping quietude is enriched by a subtle undercurrent of harmonies: magpies warbling, currawongs cawing, cows lowing on the Hill End Common, flies buzzing, and the breeze stirring the leaves along Beyers Avenue. The tranquillity is potent. Friend confided to Donald Murray in 1949, while he was travelling in Italy, that he felt ‘so nostalgic of Hill End & the sort of peace one finds no where else’.9 Time seems suspended, as the tensions of the modern world are rolled back.


Other people are disturbed by the stillness of the natural world, and by the silence that surrounds the relics of past human activity. The qualities that attracted Friend had dismayed the Sunday Times when it described Hill End in 1924, at the end of the town’s last sustained period of significant mining activity. The newspaper argued that ‘as one approaches [Hill End] the quietness of death seems to pervade it all. The old mining towns have all the pathos but none of the dignity of death. They are dying, have died, most without gesture.’10


The silence of Hill End today contrasts with the noise that characterised the place during the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. One of the first things that visitors noticed then was the thumping sound of the stamper batteries that crushed the ore. The batteries were ‘the giant heart-beat of the mining industry’.11 Local-born historian Harry Hodge remembered that in the early twentieth century ‘The batteries were part of the life of the town and their off-beat clamour went on for the full twenty-four hours of each day during crushing. So used to this noise did the townspeople become that if the battery stopped for repairs or adjustment during the night, the whole town woke up at the unaccustomed silence.’12 Bruce Goodwin, born into a Hill End mining family, was particularly attuned to the sounds of the place:


In 1922, I was six years of age and living in Hill End. One of my earliest memories is the hypnotic rhythm of the twenty-head stamper battery located near the Robert Emmett shaft and situated 200 metres from our home in Reef Street . . . Another constant noise was the clanging of the water carrying cage, as it went up and down the Robert Emmett shaft, drawing water to feed the insatiable appetite of the large Cornish steam boilers and the battery boxes of the ore crushing plant.


After our evening meal, my father often took me for a visit to the Robert Emmett battery . . . Once inside the battery shed I entered an exciting world of hissing steam and the swishing sound of the giant, five-ton cast iron fly-wheels . . . The hissing sound of the escaping steam combined with the ear-splitting noise of the stamper battery gave a sensation of power that was breath-taking.13


COMMUNITY



Visitors to Hill End quickly develop a sense of peeping in upon the busy inside world of township activity. It is a small community today—no more than 150 people—but the apparent quietness of the place can be deceptive. The local cricket competition still mobilises the town, as it has since the gold rushes. The pub and the school remain active as social centres. Township dances continue to be held at the Royal Hall, with lamb-spit roasts that are locally famous. So, too, are the parties held at Dennington Cottage by the potter Lino Alvarez. For his last party, I am told, Lino had a lamb marinating in his bath. The festivities that are held during the Australia Day public holiday have become a treasured annual event.


Mark Hammond noticed similar qualities in township social life when he arrived at Hill End in the summer of 1868:


It was after dark when I sighted the Hotel lamps in Clarke Street . . . After I had had a wash and something to eat, I had a look around. There were only two hotels and two stores in the place. A few men were there and were standing in small groups. The street, for a Saturday night, looked dull enough, but in both hotels there was a dance on.


In Weir’s Hotel I could see from the public bar into the dance room, and from the well-dressed appearance of the ladies and gentlemen taking part, I thought it must be a private party. There were no stained moleskins or men in their shirt-sleeves. The ladies were not got up in the high style that I had noticed on other fields, but they were all well-dressed. The men all wore coats and mostly white shirts. I was afraid to go in for fear of being an intruder.


Mr. Weir, seeing that I was a stranger, said to me:


‘Won’t you go in and sit down?’ I thanked him, and did so. I soon found that the parties doing the fantastic were men, their wives and daughters, brothers and sisters, and their neighbours, and that these dance parties once a week had almost become an institution. The persons taking part seemed to enjoy themselves thoroughly. Their conduct was exceedingly respectful towards each other. I noticed that Mr. Weir, his wife and her sisters, added to the enjoyment by their friendly intercourse with the visitors. In a word, it had but little appearance of the ordinary hotel gatherings. In short, it was a happy family.14


An apparently happy family. A heritage town. A remote place. A sensory space. These are among the first impressions of sojourners in Hill End. But how closely do they correspond with local knowledge, and the fine-grained textures of the local landscape?





2



ACTUALITIES


HILL END IS a complex historical landscape. Its natural and cultural elements are densely and intimately interwoven. The forested slopes that ring the town, for example, and the gullies that run through it, have been massively altered by human interventions. Making historical sense of these elements is further complicated because the landscape into which they fit, and which we initially see as a totality, is made up of many layers. In a material sense, this can easily be demonstrated by an archaeologist excavating through the accumulations of an ancient Wiradjuri camp site, or through the under-floor deposits at the site of a miner’s cottage. In intangible ways as well, Hill End is a multi-layered cultural landscape, because of the accumulations of life experiences that have unfolded in this place through time.


People have always sought to understand their surroundings, and to forge collective identities for themselves, by distilling core elements from such diverse and sometimes irreconcilable experiences. They can thereby point to apparently widely shared or long-lasting ways of life, and say that these encapsulate the essence of the place and the people who live there. Historical understanding of Hill End has been fashioned in this way, but the coherence thus achieved may be illusory. In order to conclude that ‘this is what Hill End was really like in the past’, many of the elements and experiences that are actually imprinted upon the landscape of Hill End have been weeded out. In order fully to understand Hill End as an historic place one must strive to see with the eyes of the Wiradjuri first-peoples, for example, and the Chinese settlers, the mining families and the rabbiters as much as with the eyes of those whose viewpoints dominate the historical records and thus determine the narratives that historians tell. I think it is useful to draw a distinction between the historical reality of Hill End—the contending interpretations (mine among them) of the place—and the actual lives and happenings that unfolded there. The historical reality of Hill End is considered further in the next chapter. First of all, though, we need to try to make sense of its actualities.


Are there actualities in this historical landscape—tangible and enduring elements—that all constructed realities acknowledge?1 In an absolute sense, the answer is ‘no’. Even the terrain itself is explained differently by Aboriginal foundation legends and European geology. In a relative sense, however, it is possible to identify three categories of landscape elements that are generally recognised, at least in the present day, and from which it is possible to trace historical sequences about which all agree. These three categories are: spaces, places, and things.


SPACES



The physical landscape of Hill End today reflects both the vast span of geological time and the shorter scale of historical change. Donald Friend described the town well when he first visited the district in 1947: ‘Hill End is high on a plateau which just beyond the village drops thousands of feet steeply into the valley of the Turon, beyond which rise as steeply again grandiose heavily wooded mountains’.2


The town occupies the foot of a shallow upland valley on a spur of the Central Tablelands. The main plateau in which the valley nestles is 800–900 metres above sea level. It extends northwards relatively evenly to the town of Hargraves, some 25 kilometres distant, broken only by the Pyramul, Triamble and Louisa Creeks and their tributaries. To the immediate south of Hill End, however, the plateau descends steeply to the main Turon River valley. The local area is drained by Hill End Creek, which flows past the basalt-capped peak of Bald Hill (969 metres above sea level) before tumbling down Kitty’s Falls into the deep valley of the Turon River below Hawkins Hill, shortly before the Turon’s junction with the Macquarie River. A network of smaller gullies—Fighting Gully, Specimen Gully, Bear Gully, Brewery Gully, Insolvent Gully, Solvent Gully and Nuggetty Gully—also drain into the Turon.


[image: Image]


Map 2 The Hill End-Tambaroora district


The geological history of this landscape can be traced back to the Ordovician, Silurian and Devonian Periods (some 400–500 million years ago), when a large undersea trough was formed and slowly filled with sediment. During the Carboniferous Period these sediments were subjected to intense earth-pressure movements, metamorphosed, intruded by gases and molten rock, and uplifted to form a high mountain range. The intrusions cooled and solidified into a narrow belt of gold-bearing quartz that runs from Tambaroora south to Hawkins Hill. Massive erosion and further uplifting during the Tertiary Period (50 million years ago) refashioned the mountains into tablelands, deeply gouged by rivers and streams. Some of the riverbeds were richly sedimented with alluvial gold as the ancient quartz beds weathered. The weathering also exposed the district’s characteristic rocky outcrops of slate and tuff, and created its beds of sand and gravel. Red earth soils characterise the hill crests, and infertile yellow soils predominate along the lower slopes.


The magnitude and severity of spatial change over the millennia are echoed in the extremes of climate at Hill End that have been recorded since Europeans settled here. Summers are hot, with temperatures occasionally reaching 43°C. February is a time of ‘scorching hot days . . . [and often] wild thunderstorms’. Donald Friend noted in his diary during February 1949, ‘God, but it’s hot!—a hot wind, & pitiless sun: the cracked earth tears the roots of the plants, clouds of red dust flow from behind every passing vehicle’. He fretted during the summer of 1955 that ‘the whole garden was reduced to a tangle of dead & dying plants & withered flowers, & even the native ornamental shrubs had started to shrivel & die’.3 The whole countryside around Hill End was parched, and in the following summer a major bushfire scoured the district. Winters at Hill End have a severity of a different kind. Winter temperatures can plummet to –10°C, and are accompanied by strong winds, mist and occasional snow. Friend wrote in April 1948, ‘The wind’s still high & bitter cold, skies grey, leaves falling to form a yellow blanket’. Over the following months he recorded snow clouds racing across the sky, storms and the bitter cold.4 The winters of 1872, 1910 and 1949 are especially remembered for their harshness and heavy snows.


Hill End’s median annual rainfall is 771 mm, and is fairly evenly distributed throughout the year, with the winter rains tending to be more reliable. This pattern is periodically interrupted by drought. That of 1880 was especially severe, and in 1888 a public meeting was called to discuss the town’s drought-affected water supply. Australia endured a protracted sequence of droughts from the mid 1890s, which did not break at Hill End until 1903. George Browning, born at Hill End in 1897, remembered that by 1902 the drought had exhausted the town’s water supply.5 Other cycles of drought occurred during the 1940s and 1990s.


Native forests, broken up by grazing land, surround the town. The forests are of the open-woodland dry sclerophyll variety, in which brittle gum and red stringybark are the dominant species. There is an understorey of native shrubs and grasses. Red gum dominates on the hard rocky ridges, and white box and long-leaved box grow on the steep hill slopes that run south of the town down towards the Turon River. There is a small patch of savannah-type woodland on Bald Hill, where long-leaved box and red box grow.


Notwithstanding the sense of natural equilibrium and timeless continuities that the forests convey, they are in fact largely regrowth forests. The mallee-type growth form adopted by many of the eucalypts, with clumps of multiple trunks, is the result of continual cutting back of the trees during the gold rushes. The district was heavily timbered before the discovery of gold, but by 1872 the forests around Hill End had been cleared for building (timber slabs for walls, wattle and mud for filling, and stringybark for roofing), to line mine shafts and tunnels, and to fuel the Cornish boilers that powered the stamper batteries. Deforestation became so severe by the early twentieth century that even miners—with an eye to long-term supply—voiced alarm at the wholesale ‘destruction of timber’ on the tablelands and along the Macquarie and Turon Rivers. The Hill End council recommended tighter controls, warning that all the remaining stands of timber near the town were being destroyed.6
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