
I am a writer, a storyteller, a social history interpreter, small time actor- stage,
screen (large and small) an an innovator of new ways of connecting the past with
the present and observing and interpreting the similarities between the two.
To say we need Australian content is an understatement but what we need is to
understand that we are a people of vast backgrounds and experiences and cultures
right from the beginning of mass immigration for a purpose. We have all come
from somewhere else including the original owners if you trace back far enough
and the diverse stories that came with us or were hidden by us or from us need to
be told, warts and all.
to do that we have to go beyond the cringe worthy outputs we have been subject to
just to keep our industry going at times; which also limits our distribution scope
overseas. Our identity as a nation is Multicultural and our stories vastly more
diverse than just one country identity with hundreds of years behind it. We have
endless periods of time in our short history to choose from that don't need
scriptwriters to change so 'contemporary' audiences can relate because there is
enough content included for all the drama, irony, love, adventure, unsung heroes
and heroines, poignant situations, struggle and success and human emotion in the
pages of old newspapers, family histories (honest telling and wildly imaginatively
interpreted) than you will get in the 'official records' or government pages.
So many stories that won't be told because of the need for 'Commercial' returns and
the need for investments to have 'safe and sure' returns with 'known' heroes and anti
heroes and reinterpretations of the same stories instead of exploring the social
histories of the times. Just how many times and how many interpretations can you
do of Ned Kelly? and how many original pieces of social discrimination can you
change into soap operas after the first series that is a gathering from many painful
stories come from the heart and from experiences of the time? Such as Love Child. 
If you really want our industry to survive and thrive and keep our very talented sort
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Reflections and Change

A lot has changed since Where the Volcanos Roared video was made, including what was to be found when visiting Daylesford and its supporting settlements. But more now has been discovered about those who once made those settlements their homes. It is time to rediscover why so many families in the past found this district so intriguing and why, as the cycle of interest in our immigrant beginnings again comes in to focus, more people are seeking out the local history of the country towns they visit.  

There is so much more to discover in this once exciting thriving Pioneer town when you look to the social history of the immigrants who made the town and the district their home. The successes, and yes, the mistakes and the struggles of those who thrived, who managed just to survive, and or those who decided to move on are here in stories and in solid structures. Walking Discovery Town tours are available for those interested where our stories are told and our local Museum and Historical Society will give you insight to those who have come to seek out you ancestors.

Hopefully soon there will be more YouTube or even a Podcast or two recorded for even more stories. So when you visit the Hamlets that surround Daylesford, when you walk the many tracks available that connect the hamlets and the beauty of the district together, and or you explore the streets of Daylesford alone, after you partake in the walking tours available, you will get a sense of belonging, a connection with the past that is still so prevalent today.

Connecting and Relating

Even in the narrative of the Lost Children we have found out much more since 1989 and will be updating the available YouTube footage soon. History is always changing as more is found through stories handed down and through official records but much of history is interpretation and point of view. As one wise author said and I repeat ‘Australian history has been changing since the first person set foot on Australian soil’. And that includes those who came 40,000 years ago.
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The above Surveyor’s drawing in 1872 clearly shows the crater of Mt Lightwood and the proximity of the Lost Children’s tree. Sadly, this volcano of many sorrows is sliding away because there are no giant trees of times past to hold the beautiful soil together. The honeycomb of water caves, created by the violent explosion of enormous boulders from the depths of Mt Lightwood inner core, are slowly imploding as the boulders that make the roofs of the caves become first porous, and after time, crumble. 

At the time of the children’s disappearance Mt Lightwood had many of its caves still exposed, although hidden in the dense undergrowth of giant trees being harvested. And by the younger, but still impressive, trees and ferns that were part of the Wombat-Bullarook forest stretching from Ballarat to Mt Macedon and all country in-between. In 1867 Mt Lightwood’s crater was immense and its slopes steep and its south side littered with discarded timbers and remnant stumps of 200 year old plus trees where once a timber lease existed. Logging tracks carved through the undergrowth and joined to follow the one track to the nearest settlement and saw mill where the great logs were processed.

Once the timber lease was harvested of worthy logs and the lease ended, Crown land was offered up for farm leases and the task of those who took up the three year lease was to clear the mess left by the timber workers removing the tree stumps and other timber clutter, filling in the exposed caves and making the land worthy for farm produce. After three years if all provisions of the lease were adhered to the leasee was able to buy the property and have title to the plot.

Mt Lightwood had been denuded of all its timber by the last decade of the 1800s except for a sorry few spindly trees at its highest point and one tall Messmate tree standing in a cleared paddock on the south side of the volcano where three small boys’ remains were found on 14th September 1867.
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So now we get to today and the connection between past and present- history is being created in every breath we take and every step we place on our journey of discovery. Progress doesn’t mean the cancellation of all things past and the Local identity has to be preserved. This is most difficult when you become a Fringe Town and no longer identified as Country. There is so much local history that needs to be preserved that doesn’t only relate to town borders. At the time of the children’s disappearance in that horror year of 1867 there were many nationalities and cultures and Classes that were not confined to the city limits but spread to the hamlets and settlements that surrounded the main hub of population. Where gold was gouged from rocks after the railway reached Creswick and Woodend, big machinery was brought up to large mining areas; so too came the families. Where large timber mills opened to produce building materials for those gold mines; for building more permanent structures in towns and settlements, from those giant trees that graced the many volcanos puncturing this landscape; so too came the families. When timber leases expired because suitable trees had been removed, the land lay scarred, the forests desecrated, discarded. It was then the Crown released smaller lots for farmers to clear the land of the mess left by the loggers; remove the giant stumps that held the volcano together and produce in the rich volcanic soil once exposed. So too came their families. Strong hardy families who toiled to own the land they cleared and have title to a small section of foreboding countryside they could claim as conquered.  Mt Lightwood’s hidden springs and the water caves and fertile crumbling rocks into soil assured good pasture and crops wherever on its slopes they were grown. 

More so though on its south side, where first the volcano exploded its inner core in the form of giant boulders, the crumbled volcanic rock into soil yields superior quality produce to that on its north face. Only climate variations and exposure to the southerly embattlements of weather at seasonal times of the year, its height and being wedged on top of the Dividing Range being a factor, has this former timber lease been restricted in some ways. The mellowness of its demure exterior today hides a temperament that only lays dormant, not deceased, waiting for this whole region to become angry once more.

This volcano did not flow or spill its lava from a break in its crater wall as it was with Mt Franklin. This volcano did not spit boiling lava towards the sky or bubble liquid sparks like cauldron pots spilling their contents from the overheated flames of a liquid fire. This volcano’s wrath came from deep below the bowels of the earth to build up such a force beneath its inner lava core it exploded boulders into the air that had held the hill together for eons. Thrown to the south these boulders embedded themselves into the landscape changing the flow of many streams winding through wooded course ways towards ancient ferns and prehistoric fern trees in the gully and the fast flowing creek at its base.

Once the core of this volcano was spat out like a child’s dummy, or more accurately like a cork popped from a shaken Champaign bottle, the boulders dispersed to the south, the build up of pressure still expelling solidified molten rock bombs and spewing rivers of smouldering lava treacle from its newly formed crater, slowly sealed the gaps between the boulders like a tradesperson with grout.

Exhausted after this display of uncontrolled anger and literally ‘blowing its top’ this volcano once more fell into a troubled slumber and then into a comatosed state in which it has been since that time. Those who were there at the time shook at its ferocity 



Today

Riddle’s Paddock was once a large timber lease before it was owned by a former Timber merchant. Once cleared the land was then used for farming. 

Now the fight is on to give back the Volcano of Many Sorrows its dignity and its identity before time and the elements, and ‘progress,’ finish the destruction once done through ignorance, and the need for survival, but now by those who have no affinity with the land or the spirits still waiting for redemption. The significance of this once mighty volcano and its connection with the past and the future of our local identity has been lost just as interest is once again on the rise regarding preserving that connection. 

When in 2007 the south side of Mt Lightwood (now known as Wheelers Hill) known as Riddle’s Paddock was subdivided so that each subdivision had water for irrigation and growing of crops, little did they know what problems were in store. Mt Lightwood lived up to its name of Volcano of Many Sorrows. The fate of the Lost Children’s monument, in memory of where the tree stood alone for 83 years after that grim discovery in 1867, now is unsure. With ‘progress’ getting in the way of the reconnection with the pioneer immigrants and their own stories who struggled to survive in an alien environment and for the first time came together as a unit to look for three small boys against a common enemy, the Australian bush, is it any wonder we of the ‘enlightened’ generation question Why?

The fact that history doesn’t tell you that this unity between the many segregated peoples of the time didn’t last much more than the sixteen days of the search for the children or that it took the first couple of days that the boys were missing to form the organised groups.

History also doesn’t tell you about the intervening nine weeks between when the search was called off and the discovery of the children’s remains in that hollowed Messmate tree that marked the edge of Riddle’s Paddock and the Crown released farming lots surveyed by the same surveyor who drew up the map with the distinctive crater marked on it. The Volcano of Many Sorrows -Mt Lightwood.

The connection remains between the past and the present as long as the Monument at Musk is maintained and the local stories are told that can relate the people, the times and the similarities of how we face and overcome the traumas that Life and evolution and yes ‘Progress’ throw in our way.

Generational Locals are feeling now what our Indigenous peoples must have felt when the first wave of immigrants came to the area and started walking on sacred land and interfering with a way of life that had not changed for centuries. 
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after behind scenes crews, our imaginative, yet connecting writers and technology
interpreters and our creative photographers and directors, and our front of camera
talent you have to take chances on all those experiences and life stories that have
made up our nation and our country and our identity- warts and all.
And as for Ned Kelly for an example of how stories intertwine and connect and
interconnect with the past to the present- He is quoted as saying 'Such is Life' at his
hanging. That is the title of a book at the time written by Tom Collins which is a
pseudonym of a Joseph Furphy of his part autobiography that took 20 years to write
who was living near Daylesford at the time three boys went missing. The town and
district was made up of many nationalities immigrants who for two weeks searched
for the boys under duress and for a reward offered. Once the search was called off
and the reward removed the town was turned into chaos and anarchy ruled because
there was no closure. After the bodies were found nine weeks later there was a big
cover up regarding the mystery that affected the people for generations to come.
And still does. Back then it was the Australian bush that was the unknown enemy
to the immigrants who arrived here with great expectations for their children and
their future and in present time the unknown enemy is Covid-19 and it is still the
government and the officials that keep the fear and the loss of employment and
uncertain future in the forefront. 
Also with our livelihoods now being dictated by change and the way we view
productions (the life performances sorely affected) we must consider new deals
with Netflix and Stan and definitely have to have more Australian produced content
with Australian stories but for them to be noted for their content and depth of
stories and variety of talent and heritage and variety of accent and cultural clashes
and well and integration. 
as a suggestion we could also start a new trend of film and story where the watcher
is actually embedded into the film itself as one of the participants. It can be done
with a virtual experience or as part of the story. For example: the reenactment of
the 11 weeks in 1867 the three boys of Daylesford were missing. the camera would
replace the viewer and the viewer would become one of the searchers involved.
there would be interaction between the other searchers, the viewer would take part
in the meetings held every night and be up before dawn to join the groups of
searchers going out. The viewer would also experience what happened to the town
and the people when the search was called off and when the children's bodies were
found. the viewer would be one of the participants in the fiasco of the inquest and
would take part in the grand funeral through the streets the following day. all this
from the home theatre or big screen viewing and produced with something like 3D
imaging or a 360 degree camera on a floating camera with the photographer being a
stand-in for the viewer. Scripted and on location with actors mostly unknown
unless the known actor becomes the character and not 'Chris So-N-So playing
Joseph Furphy' for example. The embedded viewer (via the cameraman) could just
be and onlooker or could take part as one of the many unnamed miners or timber
workers or townsfolk at the time.
but this submission was to speak specifically on what you want happen in regards



to the future of the Australian Entertainment industry and I hope I have given you a
few ideas to think and act upon. As for the politics of the industry I'm not into
politics of any kind except that promises are given to get people into controlling
positions and then broken for the greater part because too many diverse demands
all want things done their way. 
Most definitely there should be more attention and support for the Australian
Entertainment industry but not for us to keep on using the 'safe' stories and
rehashing of the same content. It is time to have more in depth stories with a real
feel for what Australia is really made up of and how the cycle of mass immigration
and conflict between those who came here somehow ended up with us pulling
together when it became necessary to do so. But for how long this time?
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