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BEHIND THE SCENES  
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After the outstanding success of the BACK TO BEACONSFIELD in 1974 it was time to do something with the money we had raised. It was decided to use it to establish a museum in the town. See Richard Hooper’s account in the Historian No 7. This is my version of how we spent our time getting a result.

Nothing is ever easy and this was a prime example, it tied us up for years. We had a few irons in the fire trying to find a building or land in Beaconsfield. A plan was sketched and looked reasonable, the entrance and exit turnstiles sticks in my mind. One participant said they work for cattle and pigs so humans shouldn’t have any trouble getting in and out! The plan came to naught, a piece of land we were offered was an “orphan” with no deeds to be found. Back to square one until the Amax Mining Company arrived to dewater and reconstruct Hart Shaft. We were offered the next door buildings, the old Grubb Shaft Engine House and the Boiler House, both derelict.

The old mine had been the golden hope of Tasmania from 1877 until closing down in 1914. Fortunes were made by some people and as usual hard working miners made it happen. After the closure Beaconsfield was left with magnificent brick buildings but not for long. Everything that could be sold from the site was soon disposed of, other pieces were taken and the vandals did 
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their bit. Early photos show very few windows escaped being broken and what was left were shells of buildings with no roofs, windows, doors or floors.
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      An early photo of the mine buildings

The walls were covered in ivy, tenacious and very picturesque. Grubb and Hart shafts were both a jumbled mass of broken concrete, covering an unknown depth of murky water. The biggest and ugliest tadpoles I’ve ever seen lived in Grubb Shaft. I was told some boys used to swim there, brave OR foolish? The mess in the shaft was the result of the shaft collapsing earlier in 1919, with the back wall falling off sometime after September 1919. It must have been a big bang; the lumps of concrete and masonry are huge.
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So, under the noses of the locals, we started our long saga of restoration. They probably thought we were mad, I know some of us thought we were too.

Life certainly changed for us even before we tackled Grubb Shaft. We started taking walking groups up Cabbage Tree Hill to show people the old shafts and the native plants. Our enthusiasm was dampened a bit when we lost one lady. She was the guest speaker for the 1974 Back To School Day. She turned up safely in the care of another walker but some of us still shudder at the thought of what might have happened. We spent time too at the ruins, telling visitors the history of the place. For some years a hand painted sign was there stating the amount of gold recovered from the mine. 
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The number of ounces looked suspiciously like the council chambers phone number! The sign quietly disappeared and no one ever owned up to the mistake.

While the men were giving their undivided attention to various projects some of us were on a sub- committee deciding how to publish a book about Beaconsfield. An earlier book about the mining era had been written by Janet (Kerrison) Critchett, it was a best seller but Jan hadn’t been allowed to publish anything about the famous/notorious Beaconsfield Bank Robbery in 1884.Times change, our book was written by a committee member, Bev Coultman Smith, an established author, he had no trouble fitting in all the robbery and trial details. When he agreed to do the book he vowed he wouldn’t be writing a chatty one. As many good stories began to turn up he found breaking that vow unavoidable. I was elected to tape various people, because I knew most of the older families and I was also on a few of their family trees. It was an advantage; my father’s family arrived in the area in the1870’s. Other committee members waylaid other people to have a talk and Bev himself was told all sorts of tales. My tapes sound terrible after 30 years, but at least the tales I was told are still there. In later years Jane Stark was involved in taping many Senior Citizens in the district and a book was published. Lyn Reid, a Grubb Shaft Museum 
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Minder taped other people for the Museum and she was also our delegate for the Oral History Association of Tasmania. After Norma Hooper and I had fallen by the wayside. We were lucky to have willing volunteers. Dennis Dugon was kept busy copying all the tapes, like most of our projects this one needed more than person to do the job. It still happens, Andrew McK. typed this story for me after I “lost’ it in the computer. Twice.

A replica of a Miners Cottage was built on the park and that involved many volunteers as well as committee people. Two old cottages on the Hooper’s  “Springmere” farm were dismantled and the best bits used on a new framework. The woodwork class from the Beaconsfield Area School, their teacher Ben Dubbeld, other volunteers plus our local Rotarians made short work of the job. We heard a rumour that some drinkers at the nearest pub were startled when our local Doctor bustled in and pointed them parkwards. When the cottage was finished it was furnished in the style of the mining era, many people loaned or donated suitable items. It was a hit with our Senior Citzs. Don Wright added a final touch, a genuine ancient little dunny. There was a bit of scurrying around before the Cottage was officially opened to find one essential prop, a chamber pot.

Much to his surprise a volunteer found he’d been volunteered to play the part of the old miner “living” in the cottage. The 
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leader of the pack told him he had to run outside carrying a pot. We did have an 

antique pot but with “strings attached”. Merle Brown loaned us the late Granny Shuttleworth’s pot that came in via Swift’s Jetty in the early days. Merle threatened dire results if we broke it. To save all our nerves we looked around for a common substitute, a cracked pot that wouldn’t matter. The Council Clerk’s secretary asked around and delivered the goods. The big day arrived with a Member of Parliament invited to ceremoniously open the Cottage door. Just before hand the Rotary President looked at us and said  “ What are you lot up too?”  Fancy not trusting us! It was worth seeing his face when the door opened and the old miner burst out heading for the dunny. The little building was uprooted later and placed on a truck to take part in the Back To Parade. Don couldn’t resist adding a few extras, written on one side was THE HUMDINGER and the other side had VOTE 1 RUSS BOWEN. Don was enthroned inside.

Our next big project was restoring the old Flowery Gully Hall/ Church/ School/ Polling Booth/ Cow Shed, it had been used for all of those things over the years. It came to us with the cow dung bonded to the floor boards; and later on was extremely hard to remove. More working bees prepared the building for removal and with the help of the Beams family it was placed on a low loader to

travel into the park at Beaconsfield. Hydro men lifted wires all along the
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route to prevent accidents. Talk about a wreck, the building looked as though it 

needed to be scrapped. The windows were covered in old iron and on the same vehicle leaning drunkenly to one side covered with an Australian flag was a small two seater lavatory. It made it to the park, JUST!  I, for one, soon ran foul of the Council Clerk, he took one look at the heaps and roared “ MARGY, LOOK WHAT YOU’VE DONE TO MY PARK.”I replied that you needed imagination in this game and left. I could see his point, he would have to look out his office window every day and see the wrecks until we finished renovating. My troubles didn’t finish with the C.C. an old resident bitterly complained to me that he looked out his kitchen window every day, straight in the 2 seater’s doors. The only solution was to turn the little building around, it ended up facing the Council Chambers. I had one happy old resident, I’m not sure about the C.C. It took several years to fix up the buildings and the big one emerged as, “The Old Flowery Gully School”. It was painted in authentic State School colours, someone had found forgotten paint stashed away and we acquired it, “somehow”. We had a very successful Open Day and were swamped with ex – scholars all wanting to sit in the desks we’d been given. The Cottage and School kept us busy for years with broken windows, vandalism, graffiti, the tape recorders broke down regularly or had things stuffed in the slots. I think the Cottage tape was doomed from the start, the instructions were in Spanish. We also tried to be a bit original with the tapes to make them 
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interesting and not just facts and figures. One dud idea was to drag chains around, 

rhythmically, to simulate heavy machinery in action. It didn’t work, we opted to have short commentaries taped in Mary Joyce’s laundry.

After Grubb Shaft building was handed over to Council and our committee we set to on endless working bees. One of the first jobs was tearing all that ivy off the walls, it took some time and 20 years on it is still trying to get a toe hold in the building. At the same time we tackled the thousands of pieces of broken brick covering the whole lower ground floor area. To make things more difficult shrubs, roots and ivy covered every inch. We were told over a million and a quarter bricks had been used in the buildings and the mess on the floor was the result of work during the depression when men were paid 1/- (10cents) a hundred for whole bricks. They didn’t salvage many, as cement mortar had been used to bond the bricks, it was tough stuff and a large proportion of bricks broke or were chipped when struck. The lack of success probably broke the men's hearts and I thought the effort of cleaning up would do us in. Later we tried to salvage bricks from the Hart Shaft building when part of it had to be demolished. Our tally was 100 bricks after two hours work in the rain, all in vain, thieves pinched them plus others the Amax men had cleaned.

Picks, shovels, bare hands, and believe it or not a small plough, were used to shift Grubb Shaft’s mess. We had help, 
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volunteers turned up again from the service clubs, C.Y.S.S groups, local school children, our friends and relatives. Now, they didn’t escape helping us for years. Passing tourists peered into the gloom and pitched in to help when they found out what was going on.

What did we do with the tons of debris? Simple. We threw it all out through the back set of arches and with the addition of 5 truck loads of good dirt we made the site for our native plants garden. When the dirt was more or less in place some of the women were handed rakes to make a good slope. The men thought it didn’t look right but had more important things to do when the rakes were offered back. Some of the first plants put in were manferns, from Tim and Julie Hooper’s creek area. Tim came in the door with one huge specimen, so Norma Hooper and I decided to plant it in the highest heap of rubble. We thought we were goners when the heap beneath our feet began to rapidly disappear like water down a plug hole, it left us a bit breathless! The ferns and other plants have thrived, probably thinking they are in a rainforest or it’s the care they’ve had from Jeanette Grant over the years.

Soon after the area was cleared our local Rotary Club laid a new floor. Progress at last and everything seemed to begin happening all at once. The mining company donated 4 roof trusses, some of us cleaned every bit of rust and scale off them and later painted them on a very hot and muggy election day. We also 
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had enough money banked to give the builder the go-ahead, we wisely stayed out of the way. Because of the earlier problems encountered with the old bricks, the committee opted to use a red/brown Colourbond cladding, which blended well with the original old red bricks. As Richard said in his story, Amax then donated pitch pine salvaged from Hart Shaft. Counting growth rings in one piece, it was found to have been growing in the early 1770’s.

Volunteers were needed again when the builders had finished. The local Rotoract Club made an iron stairway, to replace the rough wooden steps we’d used previously. Finished at last, they borrowed a big hose from the mine and were looking very pleased as they cleaned up. Meanwhile, an unknown passerby turned the outside tap on full bore, the hose writhed around like a huge snake, shooting water up the walls and on everything and everyone in sight. Some of us were wetter than others!

Some of the early machinery exhibits were slung in on the jib of a crane. The jib was maneuvered inside through the front door and each piece was set in place, on the arches (old engine mounts) or on the ground floor. Talk about precise placements, we retreated to the far corners while these operations were carried out. One of the items was an air-receiver from the old mine; it was retrieved from the Kerrison garden. Several small engines were also found, one had “lived” under an old bloke’s bed but the sleuths soon found 
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it. A much bigger piece was also acquired, a compressor engine and wheel. This monster was painted red, sat on an arch by itself and sounded like a giant mincer when in motion. The wheel tended to slip it’s belt and exasperated quite a few female minders but one managed to get it back in motion again, giving it a good poke with a long stick. Another treasure for the men to contemplate was the large drill donated by the Mines Department. It had been restored and had to be placed under cover.

Other big items included pump rods and mine setts. It didn’t pay to stand around idle either, I was handed a sledgehammer and told to whang (hit) the sheets of rust off the iron plates on one rod. The men were a bit picky when the rod was concreted in place, on the ground floor. They said I had missed one side, the side that had been flat on the ground! Eventually the sheets of rust fell off or were helped off. I wanted them left on, to show how the rust had accumulated while the rod was in the flooded Hart Shaft. The setts and rods were set up using the original measurements of the shaft, with John Miedecke directing operations.

Earlier, the open area behind the Boiler House was cleared and graveled but the original ash pit was retained, to come in handy for something else. A crane was used again, to sling in a boiler, mobile steam engine, plus other pieces. When the steam engine was craned up and over the wall it startled Eileen Brown (our 
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local librarian) who happened to look out the library window, only to see this “thing” sailing through the air, with no visible signs of support! “Chitty, Chitty, Bang, Bang“?! 

We have a photo.

August 6th 1987 

The Clayton Shuttleworth Steam Engine

( Chitty Chitty Bang Bang )

Photograph by Margaret McKenzie

Groups took up a lot of our time and we tried to give school groups a taste of the old days. Gold panning kept them busy at the Museum and over on the park they visited the School and Cottage. At the Cottage they experienced my “Hoover” washing machine, they were a bit startled when they realised it was a genuine old tin bath, with a washboard and soap to wash one of Keith Joyce’s 
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work shirts. Soap suds were everywhere but most of them got the idea, the shirt stood up to some harsh treatment. There was a bonus too, the kids had really clean hands at lunchtime!

The Museum was finally opened on April 15th 1984, the place was packed with visitors. Then it was down to work, to make a success of the place.

The Museum "office" in one corner was very basic and freezing in winter. We had some chairs, a filing cabinet, sink and desk. The desk was bought from Kelsall & Kemp’s mill in Launceston, when the place closed down in the 1980’s. We were finally enclosed when an old shop from the Main Street was offered to us. The men salvaged everything that was usable. The palings, window shutters and windows are now in what is the Old office and Parlour. The office was the first port of call for everyone on Saturdays, then regularly at 10am and 3pm, the men lined up for their cup of tea. One day 13 of them turned up to bother the two minders, who were attending to visitors at the time. We learned to be multi-skilled before the word was common.

When we were settled in some animated conversations were held about how many Minders should be on duty each 

day. The place was big then, it’s huge now, even so we felt one person wasn’t enough, particularly on wet and gloomy winter days. We became very wary of a few dodgy looking people and disappearing teenagers and were proved right when small items were stolen, 

                                                     Page 21

while we were busy with genuine visitors. A compromise was reached when Dennis put in surveillance cameras and a monitor. Some minders swore the place was haunted! It did have unexplained creaks etc., but most of us ignored them, I think?

Was it complicated running the Museum? I’ll say! We were a mixed group, young, old, housewives, farmers, ex this, ex that, with a variety of skills and opinions. To keep things on track, a vital link for everyone was the big “Daily Diary” on the office desk. A roster was devised, where people could nominate which day they preferred to do and how many hours they could contribute and when, A.M. or P.M., weekly or fortnightly. The group for each day sorted out arrangements between themselves as to who would do what and when, if someone wanted to 

change for what ever reason it was 

supposed to go in the Diary. We weren’t perfect and came a few croppers but someone always came to the rescue. In years to come all the diaries could be a researcher’s idea of heaven, if a history of the Museum is ever written.

The Diaries I am familiar with are packed with facts, figures and trivia. Every person who did time there in our day is listed, plus the names of other helpers too. Every group who had a conducted tour, every school group, VIP's names, visiting mining people, working bee times, who was required to do what and when. Messages between Minders, things broken, things fixed, 
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donations, Birthday wishes, who was in or out of hospital, who was and who wasn’t available to help at Museum functions. Births were recorded and sadly deaths too. Reminders for Christmas Dinners, plus the menus and who was going, names of people who dropped in to see Minders, requests for information about the town, mine, early Beaconsfield families and replies from people who knew the answers. Comments about difficult people, stroppy kids, vandalism, people from far-away places, dead rat alerts, grizzles and all the funny things that happened there too. We also had Visitors Books, they were soon filled with names from all over the place. One weekend someone was there from “North Pole” Alaska, the next weekend a Peruvian turned up! Another visitor was most unexpected, a fleet footed goat, it ran in 

through the Annexe door after dodging the Chairman, who was trying to tie it up 

after he found the damn thing chomping away on my memorial tree, a Norfolk Pine that’s planted behind the Annexe. The tree is still rather out of shape.

While the Minders were running the office and sorting out the visitors the men were making and installing all sorts of things, designed to catch the eye and imagination of our visitors. (See Richard’s story for the list). Very useful 

donations were the iron walkways, which when put in place meant people could walk safely above the garden and the Grubb Shaft itself. The garden was improved with a little creek and waterfall and the  Horseworks went in 
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front of the Museum. The front of the ashpit becoming home for the old mine truck and a cage recovered from Hart Shaft by the miners. A Minder spent some time “talking” a newer ore truck out of a West Coast mine, persistence paid off. It is filled with quartz boulders and can be wound back and forth on a small railway line behind the Boiler House.

The inside of both buildings evolved over a number of years, with people turning up when required. The mining companies were extremely generous, loaning men and machinery when help was needed.
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           "not another piece of old iron"

Assistant Secretary Margaret Mc Kenzie 

                  August 6th 1987

          Photograph by John McKenzie

There was always something to do, we were loaned or donated many items. All had to be listed. The old photos were invaluable, we could see how the town looked in those bygone days. Each 

The Historian March 2003

month we had a Committee meeting and during the building of the Museum a sub-committee doubled or tripled their meetings. The last two big additions to the Museum in our time were the large Annexe on two levels and the full scale Battery & Water Wheel. Before building started on the Annexe the men were preparing to ceremoniously turn the first sod but three female Minders did a “Captain de Groot, cutting the Sydney Harbour Bridge ribbon”, quietly doing the deed the day before! The Annexe is home for Tom Diprose’s large collection of old machinery. I wasn’t listening and thought we were going to acquire a couple of small pieces! The men loved all the smoke and chugging on special days, when the machines were taken outside. The Annexe also houses other exhibits, including an apple display, turned timber, household items, theatre foyer (complete with a laughing Kookaburra recording), paintings by the local Art Society, Service medals, photos etc. and a hospital corner. The main item in this exhibit is an old operating table, it has a copper clad top, with wonder of wonders, a metal hot water container underneath. The top was a “pill” to clean, it showed every finger print. There was some speculation about who might have been born on the table, they said “YOU?” I said I couldn’t remember .
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The full-scale battery and water wheel were controversial additions. The wheel came with only the metal hub and gears intact, celery top pine was used in it's reconstruction. With a bit of electrical wizardry the wheel and battery spring into life, it’s a bit noisy when the stampers on the battery start but the visitors are fascinated. They soon learn to get out of the way, when the water from the wheel sprays them. The original ashpit became the wheel's home.

As the years passed, the Committee worried about “falling off their perches” and the future of the Museum. In 1999 the solution was for the West Tamar Council to take over. Was it worth being involved and “consumed” by the Museum for years? Most of us would say the achievement of creating something unique out of two old ruins outweighed the worries we had. On one hand we had guidelines to follow, deadlines to meet, lack of money at times, and the odd pessimists. On the other hand there were all sorts of people who gave us their full support. Our grateful thanks to them.

Some of us thought it was fun and we miss the social side of being involved with so many people.

Margaret McKenzie.  Feb. 2003
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                                                          "SMOKO"

Standing: John McKenzie, Edwin Darke, Andrew Walker 

Sitting:    Dennis Dugon, Phillip Batchler, Max Graham, Keith Joyce, Richard Hooper

Above are a small group of the many volunteers who have given freely their time, energy, sweat and no doubt a few tears for something in which they believed. In doing so they have created a museum for our town and surrounding community of such excellence that it can be surpassed by none. Being the nucleus for the history of our district it has encouraged tourists from all corners of the globe, been a source of education for young and old, it is the center piece for the annual Gold Festival and a mecca for family history research. An outstanding achievement and we thank you.

Those in our community who have not yet visited (You don’t know what you are missing!)
Those who have (go again and see the new exhibits)
Helen Phillips


CORRECTIONS


In our last edition we inadvertently missed four names from the Grubb Shaft Museum credit list. We apologise most sincerely.


They are Lyn Reid, Geoff Willson, Doreen DeMott, and Ernie Annear.








