
bathing boxes
the great ocean road

MacKenzie’s of Ghazeepore

TORQUAY MUSEUM WITHOUT WALLS Q U A R T E R L Y  M A G A Z I N E

2017  Vol 2  No 4
Issue 008

HISTORY
MATTERS

ISSN 2207-1350 



Page 3 | Page 2 | 

A
B

O
U

T
 U

S
..

..
.

Torquay Museum Without Walls is 
a proud volunteer-run organization. 
In publishing History Matters 
our volunteers do everything 
from research, writing, editing, 
photography, and page layouts. Each 
edition also includes contributions 
of stories and photography from 
supporters of our work.

We are very grateful for  the 
support of our  sponsors identified 
opposite and those  who contribute 
in any way to the magazine.

Volunteers play an important role in 
the operation of our history group, 
working in a variety of areas including 
research, filing, data entry, collections 
management, photography and 
working with community groups.

VOLUNTEER WITH US: We 
welcome new people and you don’t 
have to be an expert in history. A 
friendly attitude and willingness to 
join in are all you need.
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TORQUAY
BATHING

BOXES

LITTLE BOX,  
BIG DEAL 

Long before today’s beach scenes of bodies tucked 
into tiny suits, exposing as much skin as possible 
to the sun, beach-going was often a strictly medical 
undertaking. Eighteenth century British high society 
looked for therapeutic solutions to health problems; 
one of the remedies was cold sea water. In 1750 Dr 
Richard Russell published a ‘Dissertation on the Use of 
Sea Water in the Diseases of the Glands, particularly 
scurvy, jaundice, leprosy and consumption’. It wasn’t 
enough to dunk in the sea, it was recommended you 
drink it too! He is seen as one of the people who built 
up a passion, based on science, for beach culture. 

From this interest and participation, a service industry 
arose, creating aids for decent beach life etiquette. 
These tools of maintaining dignity were perhaps 
unsurprisingly mostly aimed at women. Among 
innovations of this time was the Bathing Machine, 
or the Bathing Van, which helped bathers change 
into their bathing attire right next to the water. They 

were horse- or human-drawn devices. There seemed 
to have been two reasons why people would use these 
bathing machines. Firstly, they protected the modesty of 
fashionable bathers, especially women. Secondly, they may 
well have enabled frail or sick visitors to the health-giving 
sun and sea water to make their way to the water’s edge. 

Beach huts/bathing boxes came next. They were small 
wooden buildings located on the foreshore and fixed to the 
ground, unlike the horse-drawn bathing machines. They 
were still responding to the bathers’ need for modesty and 

privacy, just as the bathing machines had done. 

In Torquay, James Follett may have been the first to erect a bathing box on the 
beach for his guests staying at the Spring Creek Ocean View House, located 
on what we now know as the Surf Coast Highway between Cowrie and Central 
Roads. He placed an advertisement in the December 1887 Geelong Advertiser 
‘a bathing house specially designed for the comfort of ladies.’ The bathing boxes 
were erected on Crown land, and owners had to pay the Lands Department for 
a license to erect their bathing box. Harry Rudd may have been the first to be 
granted a license in February 1888, eighteen months after he built his holiday 
home. A notice of his lease was published in the Victorian Gazette.

Bathing boxes were constructed from timber to create generally a single room, 
gabled roof, next to no windows and a locked door. On the beach side of some 
huts, there was a simple porch construction, allowing two adults to sit and 
watch the children play. There was one concrete double box built by the Palace 
Hotel located at Cosy Corner. Differentiating colours enabled families to easily 
identify which, of the dozens of otherwise identical huts all in a row, was theirs. 
Many bathing boxes also had a name often depicting the name of the owner’s 
house. There were never any facilities like running water and electricity inside 
the bathing boxes.

In 1893 the Torquay Improvement Association (TIA) applied to the local land 
officer for the reservation of a ‘ladies’ bathing box at the foot of the main public 
road. During the early 1900s sanitation of Torquay became an issue for the 
health department. In 1902 the TIA built a new toilet block on the Bathing Box 
Beach pleasing everyone except for E.J. West who objected and asked for it to 
be in a more ‘secluded spot’. 

With their dedication to the improvement of the beach front for visitors and 
locals, the TIA believed that they should be given the revenue collected by the 
Lands Department from the bathing box licenses – a benefit that other coastal 
towns received. They maintained their campaign for a further seventeen years 
before the Trustees of Public Reserves Torquay was established and revenue 
reinvested in the Torquay foreshores. This management provided greater 
diligence as it was not uncommon for bathing boxes to be erected without 
proper permission. During 1904, the Lands Department called in the Mt Moriac 

DURING THE 1930S, THE 
NUMBER OF BATHING 

BOXES PEAKED AT 155.

CHERYL BAULCH

Photos State Library Victoria

Photo: Marg Bath

Torquay Reserves Trustee’s Correspondence
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police to question the 35 owners of unlicensed bathing 
boxes – there were 45 boxes but only 10 were licensed 
– and encouraged them to comply with regulations. 
Consequently, there was a rush of applications for the 
issue of licenses and those bathing boxes not licensed 
were sold.

The growing popularity of beaches around the coast 
increased the number of drownings. Early in 1906 a 
woman drowned at a Geelong beach. Subsequently the 
Geelong council wrote to the Minster of Lands asking him 
to add conditions to the issue of future licenses. Their 
request was that life saving equipment, such as a buoy and 
a rope, should be provided by the owners of the boxes. 
The Minister decided to comply with the request, and also 
make the condition general for all bathing box licenses 
around the coast. The TIA pointed out to the Minister that 
at Torquay there was a large public bathing box, within 
a distance of 400 yards from about 40 private boxes. 
They suggested that this public box be equipped with life 
saving equipment at public expense and thus eliminate 
the necessity of the private boxes complying with the new 
legislation. The Minister turned down the request.

By 1910 bathing box applications were becoming more 
popular; 63 lots at a yearly rental of 10/- each had been 
let. Seven years later, South Barwon Shire had become 
concerned that many of the bathing boxes and boathouses 
were being used as week-end residences. They passed a 
By-Law to regulate and restrain the erection of dwellings 
along the beachfront. Concern of Crown Lands officers 
during 1919 was that many bathing boxes had been 
divided into two sections, contrary to the conditions under 
which the licenses had been issued. They called for owners 
to pay the extra tax of 10/- per annum levied on them. Also, 
many bathing boxes were not up to standard, and owners 
were instructed to bring them into line with the Land Office 
conditions; otherwise the license would not be renewed. 

The demand was that roofs would have to be replaced with 
gables, and all had to be painted with a selected red so as 
to have them uniform. Each box had to be at least six feet 
from its neighbours.

Eventually, with lots of encouragement by the TIA, a Trustees 
of Public Reserves Torquay committee was established 
in 1920, taking over the role on behalf of the Lands 
Department, collecting the license fee and reinvesting 
the money into the foreshore. This committee was later 
replaced by the Great Ocean Road Coastal Committee 
(GORCC) in 2004, with a greater role in conservation and 
management across the coast.

The boom in Torquay bathing boxes came straight after 
WW1 as road access to Torquay improved and continued 
during the inter-war years. Subsequently other events 
quickly followed, such as a Life Saving Club forming in 1922 
with Mr. Cook as instructor. The original 1914 kiosk, was 
moved and a new, larger kiosk was built in 1923 by Tom 
and Clara McFarlane. They were granted a 21-year lease 
for the kiosk at a cost of £600 and a small rental over 
the 21 years, and then the building was to revert to the 
Trustees.  It was officially opened by Hon. A.A. Austin MLC 
in December 1923. The kiosk lease was later transferred to 
Harry Harrison from St. Albans (Sunshine) two years later.

Despite a fire destroying bathing boxes at the southern end 
of the beachfront in 1935, the number of bathing boxes 
peaked that year at 155. It was Christmas night when nine 
bathing boxes were burnt or destroyed to prevent the fire 
from spreading across the entire chain of bathing boxes 
along the beach. The fire was believed to have been started 

One of the many jobs of the Torquay Reserves Trust Committee

by a camper who attempted to smoke a snake out of a hole 
among the marram grass.

Damage occurred again four months later when in April, 
as a result of continued easterlies, the foreshore - eroded 
resulting in a double bathing-box owned by the foreshore 
committee being undermined and broken into matchwood. 
The new public boxes, and the life-saving club were also 
in danger. Consequently, by the end of 1936 an extensive 
sea wall stretching from Point Danger toward Yellow Bluff 
protecting 155 bathing boxes and beach improvements 
was completed. At the same time timber groynes were also 
erected to hold the sand along the beach front.

With a desire for more control and order in the inter-war 
period, the bathing boxes were strictly aligned along the 

beaches during 1922/1923 with the earlier, often informally 
sited bathing boxes also being brought into line. This action 
created 192 sites for bathing boxes, but this potential was 
never realized as the maximum number of bathing boxes 
only reached 155 in both 1931 and 1935. 

To compensate for the rationalisation of bathing boxes 
and to cater for greater visitor numbers, the trustees urged 
the construction of foreshore dressing pavilions and toilet 
blocks, thus removing the need for bathing boxes, but 
leaving boat sheds as a desired option.

Storms and restricted access to the Torquay beach during 
WW2 caused the bathing boxes to become neglected; 
consequently many deteriorated, and some perished. 
Soon afterwards, beach sand disappeared, and some 
bathing boxes were destroyed. Besides natural disasters 
new challenges arose. Victorian authorities responsible for 
the management of coastal areas extended their powers 

to remove foreshore structures owing to a perceived 
restriction of public access to Crown Land (Reserves) and 
undesirable environmental impacts. The impacts of the 
growing popularity of caravans sited close to the beach, 
more permanent residents, holiday homes, and modesty in 
a bathing costume all but disappearing, created a reduced 
need for bathing boxes. So, over the next 15 years, bathing 
boxes were slowly removed from the foreshore.

The last locals to own a bathing box were – Mrs. Carey, 
A. Ross, John Spittle, Mrs Larcombe, Bryan Hyland, L. A. 
Hancock. Their boxes were removed in 1958, leaving only 
visitors owning the remaining 14 boxes. During 1960 the 
Reserve Trustees wrote to the final seven owners stating 
that their leases would not be renewed for 1961 because 

of foreshore beautification projects.

Bathing Boxes, featured in many old Torquay photographs, 
were a significant part of Torquay beach culture last 
century. They were renowned not only for their function, 
but for their landmark qualities as a backdrop to many 
celebrations and casual beach visits.

We have a digitized copy of the Bathing Box register, contact 
us for more information.

Sources:

• The Age

• Geelong Advertiser

• Torquay Reserves Trustees Committee minutes

• Torquay Reserves Trustees Bathing Box Register 

Shani Evans      Photo: Andrew Jones

Photo: State Library Victoria
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SUMMER
MEMORIES

John 1870s

STORY BY 

SALLIE RAMSAY

Sallie Ramsay is the great-granddaughter of 
early Torquay settler Andrew White. Her par-
ents brought her home to the family home in 
Anderson Street, Torquay after she was born 
in Geelong in 1939. In this story she recalls her 
early childhood days at the beach in Torquay 
and summers spent at the family bathing box 
nestled in the sand and marram grass at the 
bottom of her street.

The front beach at Torquay was a magical place for me when I 
was a child. My family would walk down from our house to the 
end of Anderson Street, then we would scramble down a short 
steep path to our bathing box. The front beach was edged with 
the old bathing boxes, not posh painted ones like at Brighton 
Beach or on post cards, but an eclectic collection of shapes, 
some large, some small some with a deck. Most of the boxes had 
names that matched the owner’s house. Our bathing box was 
called Nula after our family home that was burnt to the ground 
in the fires of March 1940. Nula ceased to exist, but the bathing 
box still bore its name.

Our large bathing box was divided in two, with a room at the 
back for the boys, and one at the front for the ladies. It had an ‘L’ 
shaped veranda that ran along the front and side. The bathing 
box was always kept locked, but in spite of the fact that the keys 
were very large and attached to a big piece of wood, they always 
seemed to go missing and at the beginning of each summer a 
hunt was ordered to find them.

Our Box always smelt of “summers past”. The smell of old 
seaweed and shells that had not been vacated by the ocean 
creatures when left forgotten in the corner, was mixed with the 
musty damp smell of swimmers, towels and bathing caps.

The only light came in through the door gaps, under the eaves or 
up through the slatted sandy floor, so it was always hard to see. 
There were large nails in the walls and from them hung rusty 
little buckets and spades, my surfboard and all manner of other 
beach stuff. I once found a pair of swimmers that had belonged 

to one of my aunts -  they had a singlet top and short 
legs and I thought they looked very strange. My own 
swimmers would probably seem a little odd today, one 
pair was made of bubbly elasticised cotton, which was 
easy to get on and off. Another pair was made of shiny 
towelling -  they were red, and I loved them, but they 
got very heavy in the water and lots of sand got stuck 
in them.

The front beach was always calm and protected by the 
long beaches that ran away to the north past the cliffs 
at Yellow Bluff and by Point Danger to the south. Only 
when there was a strong easterly wind blowing did 
the beach become menacing. I learned to respect the 
easterly winds at a very early age.

Our bathing box was just about the middle of the beach. 
At low tide Point Danger was a great place to play. Warm 
shallow pools left behind when the tide went out were 
perfect for swimming and it was a wonderful place for 
making massive sand forts built to defy the incoming 
tide. Playing on the exposed reef was always fascinating. 
The rocks were covered with grape seaweed which was 
squishy and soft to walk on. There were lots of little 
pools with brightly coloured seaweed, shells and tiny 
fish. I learned to pick up crabs without being nipped and 
how to tell the exact moment when the tide turned to 
come in.

I can remember not being able to swim and my dad and 
uncle Doug teaching 
me to float. I loved 
the feeling of lying 
on my back, my 
hands behind my 
head, eyes closed, 
and ankles crossed 
relaxed in the water. 
When I did learn 
to swim, my style 
was effective but 
not too stylish; a 
cross between a 
dog paddle and a 
windmill stroke. 
I would try and stand on my hands in the water and 
swim through my dad’s legs and dive off his hands. Best 
of all was when I surfed on his back, hanging onto his 
swimmers for dear life, eyes shut tight, water and sand 
and seaweed rushing past. We beached, I rolled off his 
back, ready to go again. 

I remember magic days in the blue–green water, the 
rows of gentle waves moving slowly to the beach, so 
lazy it seemed, that they almost couldn’t be bothered 
breaking. The sand in my swimmers and in my lunch, 
salt in my eyes and up my nose, were small prices to pay 
for the sheer joy of just being near the sea.

Sometimes at the end of a very hot day, we had tea on 
the beach. Those swims in the twilight were always very 
special, the water warm, dark and mysterious with the 
waves edged in lacy white. Tea was always sandwiches; 
tomato, warm and squishy and rat bait cheese and if I 
was lucky a homemade biscuit or two.

Mr and Mrs “Doc“ Hughes kept the store over the road 
from the beach. The store had all manner of things - tins 
of biscuits that were sold loose in those days; bins of 
flour, tea and other essentials. There was always a stock 
of ice cream, Bell’s lemonade, hot pies and lollies. 

When I was older, perhaps about 6 or 7, my cousins and 
I would set off for the beach for the day.  I would have 
a shilling for a pie, an ice-cream and a drink. A pie with 
sauce cost 6d. 

My cousin Douglas made surfboards for mum, dad and 
me at woodworking class at school. They were plywood 
boards with one end turned up and painted cream 
and they gave us hours of fun. My mum wasn’t really 
a beach person, but she loved that she could ride the 
waves without getting her face wet. We used that board 

for years whenever 
the surf wasn’t good 
for body surfing. 

Occasionally we 
would go over to 
Rocky Point for a 
picnic. It seemed 
a very long way. 
Rocky Point is at the 
far end of the back 
beach as you head 
towards Jan Juc. We 
would park the car 
behind where the 

surf club is now, ford the creek, climb up into the bluff 
and walk across to the steps that lead down to Rocky 
Beach. The steps seemed to go on forever. Rocky Beach 
was a lovely spot. Big tumbles of rocks to explore and 
pools just the right size to splash in. The beach stretched 
away towards Jan Juc and Point Addis, right to the edge 
of my world.  
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BEACH  
NAMES

Bells is a mecca of surfing not only for us but for surfers from all over the world, but once 
we pass around the Bells Headland, not only do places to surf become harder to find but 
the crowds thin out and in a few short steps you may find yourself the only person on the 
beach, walking in wonderful solitude.

You can walk around the point at Bells on low tide, although some rock hopping may be 
required. If the tide is high or you are feeling less adventurous, you can access Southside 
by a 150 metre path from the car park, winding down between some weather-worn old 
Moonah trees It is a steep drop and while going down is not too tough, the walk up on a hot 
day is a good workout. The stretch of beach called Southside, depending on the tide, has a 
broad sandy beach beneath soaring golden cliffs. When the Bell family had a bathing box 
here in the early days of the 1900s it was commonly called Addiscot beach, and some older 
locals still refer to it by that name. The beach at Southside and beyond form parts of the 
Point Addis Marine Park.

J CHRIS BARR I

The second of the Shire ‘Optional dress’ beaches starts 
at the bottom of the stairs and this is clearly signed 
from the track but less obvious if you come around the 
headland. It is a glorious walk along the sand under the 
cliffs but be careful, as there are occasional landslides. If 
walking on the sand is not for you, another option is to 
take the cliff top track, part of the Surf Coast walk, and 
enjoy spectacular views, coastal heathlands and ironbark 
and messmate forests. You may also see the ruins of the 
old Jarosite paint mine. The red ochre in the cliffs here 
was a source of paint for the Wathaurong people for 
their ceremonies and in the 1920s the ochre was mined 
to paint the red rattler trains. The great depression put 
an end to this activity and the mine was abandoned but 
remnants of the operation still remain. 

At the southern end of the Southside beach is Jarosite 
Reef, a rarely surfed wave. Southside is a popular 
swimming beach in the summer when beachgoers are 
looking to avoid the crowds in town, but care must be 
taken as it is unpatrolled and ocean conditions can change 
rapidly. On the low tide you can walk around Jarosite and 
the magnificent semi circle of Point Addis beach opens 
up to you. 

Point Addis was named after Edward Brown Addis, a 
British sailor who, in 1842, became Commissioner of 
Crown Lands for Port Phillip. Addis surveyed much of the 
land in the area and is said to have built a small cottage in 
the hills above Bells Beach, Addiscot, which later became 
the home of John Calvert Bell.

The beach at Point Addis is one of the jewels in the crown 
of Surf Coast beaches with its wide stretches of sand, 
protection from the winds, and with the Ironbark Basin 
as its backdrop and with spectacular cliffs, it is a glorious 

spot to spend a summer day.  It is well worth the drive or 
walk to see the sun rise over the ocean and hit the cliffs. 
The big sandy bay at Point Addis is a great place to learn 
to surf and can be accessed from the car park above.  In 
the corner below the point there are some wonderful 
rock pools and a number of small rock caves known as 
the Pixie Caves.

It is not possible to walk around Point Addis. There is no 
sand even at low tide and you must go up the path, over 
the road and down the back Addis track to get back onto 
the beach.

 The Back beach at Point Addis is much more dangerous. 
It is unpatrolled and heavily exposed to ocean swells and 
strong currents, especially when the surf is big. The waves 
here are rarely surfed as the swell, wind and banks don’t 
line up together very often. 

At the end of Back Addis stands Red Rock, named after 
the ochre in the clay. The waves here can be good, but it 
is now difficult to access as the road in has been blocked 
and it’s a long walk along the beach. If walking along the 
beach, Red Rock is another spot where you must ‘go up 
and over’ to continue as channels in the reef make it 
difficult and dangerous to attempt to go around. 

It is possible on certain days to walk all the way along our 
beaches from Point Impossible to Red Rock and indeed 
beyond to Anglesea. You will need a super low tide and 
a good sense of timing, but technology is available these 
days to help you pick the right time.

It is a wonderful experience to gather some friends, 
throw on your backpack and head off from the Torquay 
Surf Club and arrange a pick up in Anglesea. Give it a try 
sometime you won’t regret it.  

BELLS TO 
RED ROCK

Photo courtesey Geelong Advertiser
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FRESHWATER 
CREEK
MACKENZIE’S

John Lorne Stuart MacKenzie was born in Campbeltown, 
Argyllshire, Scotland on 1st June 1828 to John Stuart 
MacKenzie and Agnes MacKenzie (nee Ross). He was the 
fourth child of six offspring. Elizabeth the eldest child was 
born in 1821, Robert followed in 1822, and in 1826 Alexander 
Ross Mackenzie arrived. Two younger sisters completed the 
family when Margaret was born in 1831 and Agnes arrived 
in 1836.

Following in the footsteps of his brothers, John Mackenzie 
left Scotland, arriving in Australia as early as 1853 possibly. 
At some point before leaving Scotland John had married 
Margaret Sala  Brown. By 1855 John had purchased 
approximately 600 acres of land at Freshwater Creek, 
naming his property “Ghazeepore” in memory of the place 
his deceased brother Robert had established his merchant 
trading business in India. Before coming to Australia 
though, John MacKenzie apparently went to India, to settle 
his brother’s business affairs following Robert MacKenzie’s 
death by drowning in the shipwreck of the Monumental City 
which occurred near Gabo Island, Victoria on 15th May 1853.

The purchase of land at Freshwater Creek in September 

By Sharron Gawler 

1855, with money from his deceased brother’s estate, 
enabled John and his wife Margaret to begin the task of 
building a new life together in their adopted country. 
However, even this was begun under a cloud, as they had 
lost their three day old baby daughter Agnes on 8th August 
1855, only a few weeks before making their land purchase. 
There was much to be done though in spite of their terrible 
loss and John resolutely set about establishing himself as 
a grazier in the Freshwater Creek district. A rich collection 
of MacKenzie family photographs has revealed several 
portraits of John MacKenzie taken at intervals over a thirty 
five year period. They show a man of determination and 
someone with strength of purpose and resolve in every 
fibre of his being. By 1856 John and Margaret had been 
blessed with a son – Robert Ross MacKenzie, and in 1858 
a daughter Margaret Helen MacKenzie was born. In 1860, 
a second son Neil MacMichael MacKenzie was added to 
the family. Neil was named after a business associate 
and friend in India from MacKinnon MacKenzie and Co 

in Calcutta, the business co-founded by John’s deceased 
brother Robert.

Another daughter, Elizabeth Johnstone MacKenzie joined 
John and Margaret’s growing family in 1865 and the arrival 
of Mary Brown MacKenzie completed the family by 1867.

“Ghazeepore” was obviously a prosperous concern and old 
photographs coming to light recently have revealed images 
of the home John MacKenzie built for his family, complete 
with a tower no less! In addition to his grazing activities, 
John MacKenzie was also active on the local government 
front. He was a member of the Barrabool Road Board in 
1865 and with the establishment of the new Barrabool 

Shire in 1865 he served as a shire councillor from 1865 
to 1867 and then again from 1869 to 1874. References 
to John MacKenzie in the shire’s history book “Barrabool – 

Land of the Magpie” by Ian Wynd 
indicate that he was a man who 
was not afraid to speak his 
mind, even if it ran contrary to 
popular opinion. John also had 
a creative side to his nature for 
when the rabbit problem on his 
estate became so troublesome, 

he set his mind to inventing a rabbit suffocating machine. 
A full report of this venture can be found and read in the 
Melbourne “Leader” newspaper published 1st May 1880. 
John MacKenzie along with his grazier friend Mr David Hill 
Dow also invented a new sheep washing machine which 
they patented in 1874. An article about the “ingenious 
invention” was published in the Geelong Advertiser on 5th 
June 1874.

The years between 1865 and 1878 were obviously 
productive ones for John MacKenzie. As previously 
mentioned he was active in local government and district 
affairs but eventually resigned from the council in 1874. By 
1878 though, he was dealing with the loss of his beloved 
wife Margaret, who died at only 47 years of age. John was 
only 50 years old and his two youngest children were just 
13 and 11 years old when Margaret died. Family loss was 
to strike again in 1882 when John’s son Neil MacMichael 
MacKenzie died at “Ghazeepore”. He was just 22 years 
old. Two surviving letters from Neil MacKenzie written to 
his younger sister Elizabeth Johnstone Mackenzie, tell of 
his adventures earlier that year in N.S.W where he was 
employed on a huge station called Mena Murtee which 
was almost 500,000 acres in size. It is entirely possible 
that Neil was being groomed to take over the reins at 
“Ghazeepore” one day, for his older brother Robert had 
made the choice to establish himself in India as a manager 
of a tea plantation in Upper Assam. This opportunity for 
Robert came no doubt through the family’s connection to 
MacKinnon MacKenzie and Co in Calcutta who owned tea 
plantations in Bengal.

 In September of the following 
year (1883), John’s mother 
Agnes MacKenzie also died at 
Ghazeepore having reached the 
advanced age of 89 years. In her 
lifetime Agnes had borne much 

GHAZEEPORE
John MacKenzie – Mid 1860’s

Ghazeepore homestead 1888

John 1870s
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sorrow and grief for not only was she widowed in her early 
forties, but she had also lost five of her six children by the 
year 1866. Agnes is buried in the Mt Duneed cemetery in 
the MacKenzie family plot with her only surviving son John, 
Margaret, Neil and baby Agnes.

Happier moments though were interspersed amongst this 
family’s journey too. Margaret Helen MacKenzie married 
William Parker from Geelong in 1882 and the following 
years saw all of John MacKenzie’s children marry and move 
on. In 1885 Robert Ross MacKenzie married the beautiful 
Emma Lavinia Parker, sister of the above mentioned 
William Parker and daughter of Richard Parker JP and 
former Geelong Mayor. However, the pathway to true love 
was not a smooth one for Robert for he was according 
to a family tale engaged at first to Alice Parker, sister of 
Emma Lavinia! Perhaps this is one of the reasons why the 
marriage to Emma took place in Calcutta apart from the 
fact that Robert was already involved in managing a tea 
plantation in Bengal. Robert and Emma remained in India 
for the greater part of their married life, but eventually 
relocated to England prior to the outbreak of WW1 where 
Robert was employed by Henry S. King and Co. in Pall 
Mall London, a banking firm with business connections in 
Calcutta and Bombay. 

In 1887 Mary Brown MacKenzie married Thomas Freeman 
at Ghazeepore the home of her father and they resided 
in Geelong. Thomas was a partner in the Freeman family 
plumbing business. Neil MacKenzie Freeman (DSO) who 
was the eldest son of Mary and Thomas would one day 

become a highly respected solicitor, barrister and citizen 
of Geelong.

Finally, on 12th March 1889 at the Wesleyan Methodist 
Church, Freshwater Creek, Elizabeth Johnstone MacKenzie 
married Albert Ernest Camp. He was the ninth of eleven 

children born to Josiah and Elizabeth Camp. Josiah owned 
a coach manufacturing business in Myers St Geelong. 
The MacKenzie family portrait was taken around the time 
of Elizabeth and Albert’s wedding. Robert and Emma 
MacKenzie had returned from India with their small son 
Gilbert for the special occasion. This photograph was to 
capture an important moment of family togetherness for 
the last time and is in fact the final photo taken of John 
MacKenzie to find its way into the family photographic 
collection.

John MacKenzie continued to live at Ghazeepore until the 
early 1900s, retiring at last to Belmont after he sold his 
grazing property, which now totalled 1100 acres, to the 
McIntyre brothers. John Mackenzie died on 21st of April 
1906 from the effects of a stroke and his estate was divided 
equally amongst his four surviving children.

A rich collection of photos, letters and documents 
pertaining to the MacKenzie family of Ghazeepore have 
thankfully been rediscovered and Ghazeepore the place 
that John Lorne Stuart MacKenzie once called home 
still survives today and continues to cast its spell over 
subsequent generations of  his descendents.  

Photos courtesy Ferne Millen

1889 John MacKenzie and children

GHAZEEPORE FARM 
TODAY

Claire and Andy Smith purchased the Ghazeepore 
property over forty years ago and continued the 
farming tradition. Andy is an environmentalist and 
has a reputation for having very effective conservation 
practices. His sons are following in his footsteps with 
one developing a biodynamic vegetable farm. 

Early farming practices encouraged stripping the 
natural vegetation from the land, and there was often 
overgrazing. Andy has spent much time, energy and 
dollars on rejuvenating the farm. Over 20,000 trees 
have been planted changing the biodiversity of the 
property, and together with Andy’s grazing practices, 
he has created a very efficient farm.

With the natural habitat returning, so do the birds. 
Watching them is an enjoyable pastime for Andy.

Listen to Andy speak about Dry Weather Farming  
http://agriculture.vic.gov.au/agriculture/farm-
management/drought/dedjtr-dry-weather-farming-
andy-smith       

http://agriculture.vic.gov.au/agriculture/farm-management/drought/dedjtr-dry-weather-farming-andy-smith 
http://agriculture.vic.gov.au/agriculture/farm-management/drought/dedjtr-dry-weather-farming-andy-smith 
http://agriculture.vic.gov.au/agriculture/farm-management/drought/dedjtr-dry-weather-farming-andy-smith 
http://agriculture.vic.gov.au/agriculture/farm-management/drought/dedjtr-dry-weather-farming-andy-smith


Story By  Peter Spring
Lorne Historical Society

Photos: Keith Cecil, Anglesea Historical Society

Peter Alsop, an engineer with the Country Roads Board, 
wrote a book titled A History of the Great Ocean Road in 
1985.  He also wrote a paper in 1965 titled An Account 
of the Genesis and History of the Memorial Archway at 
Eastern View on the Great Ocean Road of which the Lorne 
Historical Society has one of the 11 copies published.  
Alsop’s paper cites the Geelong Advertiser of November 
4, 1939; “With the unveiling of the memorial tablet on the 
archway erected over the Ocean Road at Eastern View 
the last public function of the Great Ocean Road Trust 
was held yesterday.  The archway has been erected as a 
memorial to the late Major W.T.B. McCormack, who was 
chairman of the Country Roads Board and honorary 
engineer for the construction of the Ocean Road.  The 
unveiling was performed by Sir Harry Chauvel in the 
presence of a number of associates of the late Major 
McCormack and residents of Eastern View.  The ceremony 
was also attended by Mrs. McCormack and her son, Mr. W 
McCormack.

The memorial to the returned servicemen who worked 
on the construction of the Great Ocean Road is, in fact, 
the Road itself - in particular, the most iconic, most 
difficult to construct section between Eastern View and 
Apollo Bay.  This section of the road was built by returned 
servicemen.  Other sections of what is called the Great 
Ocean Road such as Torquay to Eastern View and Apollo 
Bay to Allansford were constructed by the Country Roads 

Board.  The intent was that the section built by returned 
servicemen would be named “The ANZACS’ Highway”.

In their book, “The Roads to Lorne including the ANZACS’ 
Highway”, Keith Cecil and Roger Carr wrote: “The fact that 
the construction of the section between Eastern View 
and Apollo Bay was mainly done by returned servicemen 
from the First World War, and the alternative name given 
to that section by the promoters, THE ANZACS’ HIGHWAY, 
has tended to be forgotten with the passage of time.  We 
hope that these details will be more prominently featured 
in the years ahead.”

Their book also quotes from a letter written in 1918, by 
John Hennessy of Timboon, one of the many, people who 
contributed money to the Great Ocean Road Trust to 
fund construction of the Great Ocean Road.  Hennessy 

GREAT OCEAN ROAD
     MEMORIAL ARCH

A memorial to what?

Right at the moment, the Great Ocean Road Coast 
Committee (GORCC) is requesting feedback on 
options to address several significant issues 
associated with the current use of the Memorial Arch 

precinct at Eastern View.  In November 2015, GORCC released 
an Issues and Opportunities paper as part of the Great Ocean 
Road Memorial Arch Master Plan.  That paper contains the 
following statement; “There needs to be an understanding 
of how the arch is generally recognised.  Anecdotal evidence 
suggests that many visitors perceive the arch to be a marker 
that signifies the ‘entrance’ or gateway to the Great Ocean 
Road.  While the arch is not the official entry point to the Great 
Ocean Road, it is located on the first stretch of ocean front 
road vantage, and therefore gains this perception.”

In fact, the Memorial Arch does not signify the start of the 
Great Ocean Road, nor is it a memorial to the returned 
servicemen who built the road.  The current Memorial Arch 
is the fourth one on this site, previous ones being vandalised, 
damaged by fire or made unstable by weather and time.  The 
original arch was erected in 1939 as a memorial to Major 
W.T.B. McCormack, honorary engineer to the Great Ocean 
Road Trust and chairman of the Country Roads Board (CRB).



wrote; “I think too much stress is laid on the benefits the 
road is going to confer on the people en route, and not 
sufficient on what the road really is – a lasting memorial 
to the brave men who have fallen in this great struggle for 
freedom.  What I give I am giving for the perpetuation of 
their memories, and not for any benefit that I may derive 
from it, and I think this fact should not be lost sight of.”

Recognition of the magnitude of the task to construct 
the Road from Eastern View to Apollo Bay has diminished 
over time.  Were it not for the interpretive display at the 
Lorne Visitor Information Centre, very few people would 
be aware of the fact that this world-famous drive between 
Eastern View and Apollo Bay is in fact the world’s largest 
war memorial.  The stories of its construction and the 
men who had the vision and the men who dug the road 
are in danger of being lost in time.

By all means, retain the Memorial Arch and preserve the 
environment which surrounds it, but let’s not lose sight of 
the true memorial, the Road itself.  

Peter Spring

Lorne Historical Society
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APP
We at Museum Without Walls are constantly 
striving to get our stories and history out to 
our community in new and different ways. We 
have been working for many months on our 
latest idea.
We call it “History in your Pocket”.It is an app 
all about Torquay history- stories, people, 
events, buildings.
The app will be available in early 2018 for your 
smartphone or tablet.
It promises to be a fun, hands on way to 
experience our History and will include videos, 
photos and lots of information.
It will mean that as you walk or ride or drive 
around, the information will be at your 
fingertips.
Each entry is categorized by

• Shipwrecks
• Surfing
• Landmarks
• Churches
• Monuments
• Cemeteries

Thanks to the generous support of the Geelong 
Community Foundation, Surf Coast Shire and 
Torquay Community Enterprise grants, we will 
be able to deliver history at the tap of a screen 
through the App Store or Google Play at no 
cost.
The new app will include some information 
available on the website and has some added 
features. The app knows where you are and 
can show you the historical sites that are close 
by. There will be video and audio clips of senior 
residents as they chat about early Torquay.

To be launched early 2018.



towel, and the crowds often lingered on 
well into the night.

For the kids, there were also the 
sideshows. Who can remember the 
trampolines, the mini golf or the go-
carts? Sometimes the circus came to 
town. Many Boomers will remember 
as kids taking part in the sandcastle 
competitions held every summer in the 
1950s. There were also the Treasure 
Hunts with what seemed at the time to 
be wonderful prizes. The CMMS would 
also entertain the youngsters and at 
the same time deliver their message of 
Christianity,

Then there was the era of the bathing 
beauty beach parades, which attracted 
large crowds. Beauty contests have 
been a part of Australian culture since 
1908 when the first Miss Australia 
contest was held as a one-off event 
sponsored through the Lone Hand 
magazine, with entrants from New 
South Wales, Victoria and Queensland. 
The winner was Alice Buckridge from 
Victoria. By the 1950s, beauty quests or 
pageants had infiltrated most avenues 
of public entertainment and thousands 
were staged around Australia and the 
world. Beach girl contests were popular 
on many of the popular tourist beaches 
every summer around the country.

The Sun newspaper and the Life 
Saving Club would set up broadcasting 
equipment each weekend. The girls 
entered on the day and paraded in their 
bathers on the catwalk. They would 
answer a few questions about their 
hobbies or career and a winner would 
be chosen to later appear in one of the 
semi-finals.

1954 ARGUS 
SUMMER GIRL 
OF THE DAY

1956 Miss torquayBATHING BEAUTIES

Australians are surrounded by beaches. For 
us as inhabitants of this island continent 
it is more than a geographical fact; for 

generations, Australians have had a lifelong love 
affair with the beach. It has become an integral 
part of our culture. 

On a stinking hot summer’s day in Melbourne, 
long before we all had air conditioners or the 
advent of the suburban swimming pool, there 
was just one place to escape from the heat and 
cool off – the beach.

Some would get down to the coast as soon as 
school was out, others would have Christmas 
lunch at home. Boxing Day would often see the 
Geelong Road at a standstill, as the Melbournites 
headed down to the Surf Coast. 

The most exciting part of the trip occurred as 
you reached the crest of Mount Duneed and 
could see on the horizon another hill to climb 
before there was that slither of the ocean at 
the end of the long road. The blue water slowly 
materializing as you moved down the Torquay 
Road. Pre-surf shops, Torquay was about the 
beach and water. On a hot weekend, you would 
be struggling to find a space to spread out the 

Photo: Peter Stone

Margaret Hellingham at Torquay

Special thanks to Peter Stone for the 
donation of Super 8 movies.

 Watch the contest in action 
https://torquayhistory.com/beach-movie-clips/ 

or click on the  icon

J CHERYL BAULCH I

https://torquayhistory.com/beach-movie-clips/
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From 1950 to the summer of 1962-63, the Sun Girl events 
during the Christmas-New Year holidays were a fixture on 
our local beaches. As a fund-raiser for surf lifesaving, the 
quest paid clubs for the use of “their beaches’’ and some 
Sun Girl events were scheduled to boost club events.

The Sun News Pictorial donated fifty pounds ($100) to 
host clubs. The surf clubs would rope off the parade area 
and stage a small demonstration of marching, rescue and 
resuscitation.

The Beach Girl contest always drew large crowds and 
was enjoyed by the spectators, especially the totally 
‘male’ lifesavers. The contest was run across many of our 
beaches with the aim of selecting a representative to go 
on to contest for Miss Victorian Beach Girl.

Spectators gathered on the beach around the stage in 
anticipation of the girls parading in front of them. As the 
girls were introduced one by one, the ‘fellas’ would shout 
and whistle. The judges were special ‘identities’ chosen 
for their special skills in spotting talent! 

The winner’s photo would be published in the Monday 
morning paper. For the runners up it was a new pair of 
bathers and try again next year. However, as the contest 
moved from beach to beach, some girls would travel 
to each of the beaches to compete until their winning 
luck came, entitling them to attend the state titles. The 
winners from each state all went on to represent their 
State in the bigger league at the Miss Beach Girl Australia 
contest.

Sun Girl success could lead to greater recognition. 
Bernice Kopple was born in Glasgow, Scotland in 1930 
and migrated to Melbourne onboard the ship New 
Australia in 1950. She was nineteen years old and 
travelled alone, her mother and three siblings following 
later. Bernice was crowned Miss New Australia during 
the voyage, and went on to be Miss Torquay at the Sun 
Beach girl contest in 1951. Throughout the 1950s and 
1960s Bernice worked as a model, entertainer, showgirl, 
snake dancer and animal handler on entertainment 
circuits around Australia and New Zealand. She pursued 
her passion for animals as a keeper at the Melbourne 
Zoo, lecturing on wildlife in schools and on television 
and developing her snake act in theatres, clubs, tent 
shows and drive-in cinemas. 

In the 1970s, Bernice moved from Melbourne to Adelaide 
and worked as a mature model for daywear, 
bikinis and lingerie. She toured Australia with 
her dog and caravan, cultivating her reputation 
as a modern, independent woman, mustering, 
cooking and jillarooing in the Northern 
Territory and becoming manager at the Cairns 
Oceanarium. During the 1980s and 1990s, 
Bernice continued with modelling work and 
animal care in Adelaide until 2002, and she 
died in 2011. Bernice was well known for her 
energy, beauty, and wit and also remained 
proud of her Scottish heritage.  

Beach Babes, Noela Crawford (left) with Jean Prosser featured in the newspaper. 
Noela was pictured with a circle around her and as a result won a prize of £10.

Photo: Gary O’Donnell

Joan Bilceaux (left) with the line up of competitors at the Torquay Miss Beach Girl 
Contest in 1949.                                                                                    Photo: Shirley Galbraith

Torquay’s 1952 Sungirl was Joan Bilceaux (centre). Runner-up was Shirley Baker (left) 19, who 
was also second in 1951 at Torquay.                                                                       Photo: Shirley Galbraith

Torquay’s 1951 Sungirl Bernice Kopple (right) 
with Runner-up Shirley Baker (left)                                                                       

Photo: Shirley Galbraith

                                                                     
Photo: Museums Victoria Collections 
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1891

MOUNT 
DUNEED

RIFLE CLUB

Contributed by Gwen Threlfall

Mt. Duneed History Group

A subgroup of the Mount Duneed Progress Association

History meetings are at 7:30 pm on the first Thursday of February, 
April, June, August, October and December.

http://mdpa.weebly.com/blog

Those interested in forming a rifle club at Mount Duneed 
were asked to attend a meeting in the local state school 
on 30 March 1900 by Dougald McIntyre. This meeting 
was well attended and the decision was made to 
proceed with the club. The defence authorities were to 
be contacted to send an officer to the district to inspect 
the proposed site for rifle butts, but three months later 
this had not been done. It was explained at the next 
meeting in September that the Lands Department had 
been tardy in replying to a letter but had finally given 
approval for the construction of the range.

About three to four hundred district residents and 
visitors were present at the official opening of the rifle 
range on 5 January 1901. Mr JF Levien MLA took the first 
shot and scored a “bull’s eye”. The range was situated on 
the Mount Duneed Recreation Reserve. The target was 
described in the Geelong Advertiser as the “Wimbledon” 
canvas pattern, which worked upon an ingenious 
principle that facilitates rapid firing. There are really two 
targets, though only one is visible to the marksman, fixed 
to a bar that revolves upon a pivot. After each shot the 
target disappears, and is replaced by that at the other 
end of the bar. So as not to leave the ladies out the 
sister of the captain, Mr D  McIntyre was asked to follow 
with the next shot. Members of visiting clubs also fired 
shots. The day came to an end with the visitors being 
entertained in a large marquee.

Regular annual meetings were usually followed by a 
social event such as a dinner or a smoke social.

Strong cross winds and inclement weather were often 
mentioned in newspaper reports, causing low scores 
or the cancellation of competitions. Working bees were 
held by members and a shelter shed was one of the first 
requirements. Competitions sometimes extended over 
three days with 200, 300, 400 and 500 ranges with 7 
shots each.

In July 1902 a detachment of the rifle club was formed at 
Freshwater Creek. Mr W Simmons permitted the use of 
a very nice site for a range. Permission was to be asked 
of George Williams to use a very steep hill just inside his 
property which would make  excellent stop-butts.

Members included many well-known names in Mount 
Duneed history — AG White, EG Williams, F Feehan, D 
McIntyre, J Rainford, H Clegg, G Jarvis, J Smith, S Lugg, 
T Jarvis, C Kurzman, C Klemke, Campbell, Thompson, J 
Williams, Newland, W Preston, R Preston, C Moodie, D 
White, T Ellis, W Ellis, H Stewart,  J Trigg, F Stacey and P 
Feehan.

The club was not mentioned in the newspapers after 
1919. Perhaps interest in shooting waned at the end of 
World War I.  

Shooting towards the hill from the west this is the approximate location of the rifle 

range.

James Rainford, a member of the Mount Duneed Rifle Club, won the Geelong 
Rifle shot championship 2 years in succession. Born in 1868, he died on 23 Octo-
ber 1960 aged 93 years. His parents, Joseph and Elizabeth, lived in a bluestone 
home “Oakgrove” in Whites Road.
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BREAM CREEK RESERVE.

Proposals by the South Barwon Shire Council 
for the future management of the Bream 
Creak Recreation Reserve will be submitted 
to a meeting of ratepayers at the Connewarre 
State School on Tuesday. March 21, at 8 p.m. 
The creek is gaining in popularity each year 
with camping parties, and the reserve will in 
the near future become the gathering ground 
of many picnickers.    18/3/1911

MT. DUNEED

The judgment given at Nhill last week in the case in 
which Dugald Graham and S. S. Landy, both of Jan 
Juc, were concerned, will interest sheep owners all 
over the State. Plaintiff claimed £212 depreciation in 
respect to sheep sold as full mouthed, when in reality 
they were broken mouthed. Considerable evidence 
was given as to what were full mouthed sheep, and 
as to the possibility of the sheep full mouthed when 
delivered becoming broken-mouthed between that 
time and the time when the complaint was made. 
The judge held that a full-mouthed sheep was one 
which retained all its teeth. He found for the plaintiff 
and awarded him £175, with costs.    1/4/1919

Postal Neglect .....Allen v Martin. 

Defendant has the Belmont, Germantown, and Connewarre 
Postal contracts, and till recently engaged with plaintiff as 
sub contractor. On a late occasion however, Allen forgot 
to bring the Geelong mail from Connewarre, and the 
postmaster at that place sent it in by a special messenger, 
for which the defendant had to pay 10s. Plaintiff now 
alleged that his forgetfulness was only temporary, that he 
returned to Connewarre upon discovering his mistake, and 
found the mail had been sent on. He stated that had this 
not been so he could have arrived with it in Geelong within 
the prescribed time. Order for 10s, the amount sued for, 
and 2s 6d costs.    3/6/1862

TERRIFIC HAIL STORM.

One of the severest hail storms in the history of 
Torquay broke over the seaside village shortly 
after 4 p.m. yesterday. The storm burst with such 
suddenness that hundreds who were enjoying 
a dip were caught and compelled to cover their 
heads with their arms in order to shield them 
from the downpour. The hail is described as 
having been as large as pigeons’ eggs. Many of 
the bathers sustained severe bruises, one young 
lady being carried out of the water insensible as 
a result of the buffeting she received. The storm 
continued for some 15 minutes, and when it 
passed over the sea for some time took on quite a 
polar aspect, being covered for miles with masses 
of floating hailstones. On shore, The Esplanade 
was covered with hailstones, and the water tore 
a passage through the cliff and sent loads of red 
soil into the sea. Roofs were pierced in many 
houses, and, downpipes becoming choked, the 
premises were flooded. A solitary fisher boat, 
beating through the storm towards Oueenscliff, 
was an object of much solicitude to the watchers 
on shore. It was a long time before the signs of the 
hail finally disappeared from the land.  11/1/1921CONNEWARRE

While motoring over the Ocean Road during the holidays, Mr. 
F. Rau. jun., and Mr. Evans had an experience they are not 
likely to forget. Everything went well till they got near Lorne, 
when  they met an approaching car. Mr. Rau steered well 
on his proper side to allow the other to pass, with the result 
that the wheels skidded in the soft earth and the car went 12 
feet over the embankment. Both passengers escaped with a 
severe shaking. After the repairs were effected the car was 
able to proceed to Geelong under its own power. 15/1/1926

EVERY PICTURE
TELLS A STORY

CHRISTMAS IS HERE!

Joe Sweeny was involved in the Torquay Fire Brigade for  many years,  and every Christmas he took on the role of Santa  
for the annual Torquay traders Christmas day in Gilbert Street.

On Christmas eve about 11 o’clock the brigade’s trusty pumper RF73 would turn into Gilbert Street from the Esplanade 
and Santa would throw out lollies to the kids gathered on the kerbs.

Joe’s beloved Boxer dog would join him on the truck and was well known to all the locals. 

In this photo taken in the late 1970s, Santa is driving along Pride Street  - note the narrow street without kerbs. 

Do you have a favourite image you would like to share with our readers?  We would love to hear from you.
Email a high quality scan and the history behind the picture to tmuseumwithoutwalls@gmail.com and we 
will publish it here.   If you don’t have a scanner, let us know and we will visit with a scanner to help you.
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