SAPPER JOHN ANDREW FAHEY
552 – 2nd Tunnelling Company
John (Jack) Andrew Fahey was born in Heywood, Victoria on 10 December, 1885 the son of John Andrew and Margaret Catherine (nee Black) Fahey.  In his twenties he developed a love of long-distance bicycle riding challenging himself to ride marathon milage through the vastness of the Australian outback between remote capital cities.  The first long ride recorded was in 1911 from Adelaide, South Australia to Perth, Western Australia and a return crossing from Perth to Melbourne, Victoria was reported in the:  
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The following year he and like-minded cyclist E.F. “Ryko” Reichenbach teamed up in an attempt to break the long-standing record set in 1898 between and Adelaide and Darwin, Northern Territory.  Their itinerary and milage was reported in the:
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Further news of the expedition was reported in the:
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The new record set by “Ryko” Reichenbach was published in the:
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On his return to Adelaide from Darwin on 2 August, 1915, Fahey endeavoured to achieve a new record in crossing the country from north to south and had been given the Turner bicycle ridden by “Ryko” Reichenbach in his record-breaking success terminating on June 11, 1915 for his overland attempt.
A brief account of his mechanical misfortune during the expedition was reported in the:

At the recruiting depot in Adelaide (4th Military District) on 21 September, 1915 the thirty-year-old labourer applied to enlist for active service abroad and passed the medical examination.  Attestation forms describe him as 177cms (5ft 9¾ins) tall, weighing 68.6kgs (151lbs) with a chest expansion of 90-96cms (35½-37½ins) with a fair complexion and hair turning grey and good vision in his blue eyes.  
Distinctive marks were four vaccination marks on his right arm.  Religion was Roman Catholic.  
He married on 2 October, 1915 at St Francis Xavier Church, Adelaide to Elizabeth Moriarty and she became his next-of-kin residing at Coglin Street, Adelaide, S.A. allotting two-fifths of his pay in support of her.  The Oath of Enlistment was taken the same day.

While at the recruiting depot he was interviewed on his ride of endurance back to Adelaide which was published in the:



Acknowledgement to the new volunteers was published in the:


Basic training commenced with F Coy, 2nd Depot Battalion on 11 October, 1915 for four days but was moved to C Coy until 31 October then allotted to the No. 2 Company of the Miners’ Corps on November, 1.  Final leave was granted from 26 November, 1915. From Adelaide was sent to join other recruits from all around the country at Casula camp, near Liverpool, New South Wales.  His rank was Sapper with the regimental number 552.
At a civic parade in the Domain, Sydney on Saturday February 19, 1916, a large crowd of relations and friends of the departing Miners lined the four sides of the parade ground.  Sixty police and 100 Garrison Military Police were on hand to keep the crowds within bounds.  The scene was an inspiriting one. On the extreme right flank, facing the saluting base, were companies of the Rifle Club School; next came a detachment of the 4th King’s Shropshire Light Infantry, then the bands of the Light Horse, Liverpool Depot, and the Miners’ on the left, rank upon rank, the Miners’ Battalion.  

The Corps boarded HMAT A38 Ulysses in Sydney, NSW on February 20 and sailed for the European theatre.  Arriving in Melbourne, Victoria on February 22 the Miners camped at Broadmeadows for a stay of 7 days while further cargo was loaded. 

Another parade was held at the Broadmeadows camp on March 1, the Miners’ Corps being inspected by the Governor-General, as Commander-in-Chief of the Commonwealth military forces. 

Leaving Melbourne on March 1, Ulysses arrived at Fremantle, Western Australia on March 7 where a further 53 members were taken on board.  

On Wednesday March 8, 1916 the whole force, with their band and equipment, paraded at Fremantle prior to leaving Victoria Quay at 9.30 o’clock.

The ship hit a reef when leaving Fremantle harbour, stripping the plates for 40 feet and, although there was a gap in the outside plate, the inner bilge plates were not punctured.  The men on board nicknamed her ‘Useless’.  The Miners were off-loaded and sent to the Blackboy Hill Camp where further training was conducted.

The Mining Corps comprised 1303 members at the time they embarked with a Headquarters of 40; No.1 Company – 390; No.2 Company – 380; No.3 Company – 392, and 101 members of the 1st Reinforcements.

Finally departing Fremantle on April 1, Ulysses voyaged via Suez, Port Said and Alexandria in Egypt.  The captain of the ship was reluctant to take Ulysses out of the Suez Canal because he felt the weight of the ship made it impossible to manoeuvre in the situation of a submarine attack.  The troops were transhipped to HM Transport B.1 Ansonia, then on to Valetta, Malta before disembarking at Marseilles, France on May 5, 1916.  As a unit they entrained at Marseilles on May 7 and detrained on May 11 at Hazebrouck.

A ‘Mining Corps’ did not fit in the British Expeditionary Force, and the Corps was disbanded and three Australian Tunnelling Companies were formed.  The Technical Staff of the Corps Headquarters, plus some technically qualified men from the individual companies, was formed into the entirely new Australian Electrical and Mechanical Mining and Boring Company (AEMMBC), better known as the ‘Alphabetical Company’.

The No. 2 Company was officially transferred to the 2nd Tunnelling Company on 29 December, 1916.
He went sick on 24 February, 1917 to the 47th Divisional Rest Station with mumps and transferred the next day to the 7th General Hospital at St Omer and was discharged from hospital on 17 March.
Blue Chevrons were issued to wear on his uniform for serving twelve months abroad.

He wrote a letter to Mr J. Hoskins who had farewelled him back to Adelaide in 1915 which was published in the:


He was mentioned in a letter home to Darwin by Paddy Skiffington as he heard Jack Fahey was taken prisoner of war.  The letter was published in the:


Service continued without illness or injury until 20 June, 1918 when taken to the 15th Aust Field Ambulance with myocarditis (inflammation of the muscular substance of the heart) and transferred to the 20th Casualty Clearing Station and discharged to duty seven days later re-joining his unit on June 30.
Leave was granted from 5 July and re-joined his unit on 21 July, 1918.

He was with his unit when Peace was declared and the Tunnelling Companies remained on the front as part of the Army of Occupation assisting with rehabilitation of their district by clearing roads and bridges of booby traps and delayed action mines left by the enemy.

On 23 February, 1919 he appeared before the Medical Board at Charleroi, France and found to have no disability with present condition ‘normal’ and his certificate should state A1 and fit for general service.  This was approved by the board at Marcinelle, France later that day.

Orders were received on 30 March, 1919 to return to the Aust General Base Depot where they marched out on 4 April, 1919 and transported to England arriving the following day and entering the No. 2 Group camp to await their voyage home.

After demobilisation Sapper Fahey embarked for Australia from Liverpool, England on 20 May, 1919 on board H.T. Nestor.  He suffered no disability during the voyage.  Base Records advised his wife on 14 June, 1919 that he was on his way home.  The transport docked in Adelaide (4th M.D.) on 29 June, 1919 and the soldiers disembarked the next day.
News of their arrival was published in the:


He appeared before the Disembarkation Medical Board on June 30 at Keswick and his medical statement reads:



Feels well now.  (sgd.) J.A. Fahey



Checks on Heart, Lungs, Urine and Scars were done.



Dentally fit.



Approved: 30 June, 1919.



His intended address was to be 1 Coglin Street, Adelaide, S.A.

His name was among those listed returning in the:
He was present at the Welcome Home at Lockleys on 1 November which was reported in the:
Military Discharge was issued in Adelaide (4th M.D.) on 22 August, 1919 on termination of his period of enlistment.

The British War Medal (10050) and the Victory Medal (9986) were issued to wear for serving his country to Sapper 552 John Andrew Fahey, 2nd Tunnelling Company.

He returned to reside at Lockleys, S.A. where the following appeared in the:


He wrote a letter to the Editor which was published in the:


In 1937 his co-adventurer was interviewed about his cycling record which was published in the:
In from 1939 to 1941 he is listed residing at 31 Elston Street, Brooklyn Park, Lockleys, S.A. with his wife.

Further information on their cycling record and whereabouts was published in the:

In 1948 another long-distance rider arrived in Adelaide from Perth and his adventures were reported in the:

Mrs Elizabeth Fahey was buried in Centennial Park Cemetery, Pasadena, S.A. on 19 November, 1974.
The following year John (Jack) Fahey, late of Brooklyn Park, passed away on 26 June, 1975 in Adelaide aged almost 90 years.  Interment was in the same grave with his wife in the Catholic portion C/Path of Centennial Park Cemetery within row CB in grave no. 189.  
© Donna Baldey 2021
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Footnote:
His account of the cross-country ride from Perth was published in 1913 in the:






Daily Herald (Adelaide) Thursday October 31, 1912:


PERTH TO MELBOURNE BY CYCLE


Travel-stained and tanned a deep brown by the sun, J.A. Fahey cycled quietly into Adelaide, several days since having completed his 1975-mile trip from Perth in 26 days.  He left the western capital on October 1, but was delayed two days by torrential rains.  Fahey was absolutely “fresh” on arrival, and continued his journey to Melbourne yesterday morning.  His cycle, a Turner special, weighed 120lbs when loaded with its owner’s outfit.  The longest day’s journey was 120, and the longest waterless stage 360 miles.  Among other obstacles the traveller had to negotiate was Bright’s sandpatch.  Here there are 30 miles over which it is quite impossible to ride.


Fahey, who rides for the novelty of the thing—though where the “novelty” comes in is somewhat problematical—cycles over to the West from Adelaide a year ago.  His machine which was on view at Messrs Turner’s Cycle Depot, Rundle Street, created great interest.





Chronicle (Adelaide) Saturday November 2, 1912:


AN OVERLAND TRIP


J.A. Fahey reached Adelaide at noon on Monday, having ridden overland from Perth W.A., a distance of about 1,975 miles.  He left Perth on October 1, but owing to heavy rains was delayed a couple of days soon after commencing the journey.  The longest day’s run was 120 miles, and considering that no attempt was made in the way of record-breaking a creditable performance was put up.  He reports the country on the border to be in excellent condition, with an abundance of food and water.  The “Turner Special” bicycle used on the journey came through without a mishap.








Chronicle (Adelaide) Saturday May 30, 1914:


CYCLING NOTES


(By “Spokesman”)


The long-distance cyclists E.F. Reichenbach and J.A. Fahey, concerning whose movements a paragraph appears above, left Adelaide for Port Darwin at noon on May 14, in an attempt to reduce Arthur MacDonald’s long-standing record of 28 days 15 hours 30 minutes.  They were favored with fine weather, and had an enthusiastic send-off amongst those wishing them good luck being A. MacDonald, whose wonderful ride has stood for nearly 16 years.


The two riders, except for slight deviations along the transcontinental route, will follow practically the same track as MacDonald did in August 1898, their estimated milage being 2040 miles, as against the record-holder’s 2066 miles.  Both men are riding “Turner” cycles, fitted with three-speed variable gears, giving a range of 47in, 64in and 84in and shod with “thorn-proof” Dunlop tyres.


The approximate weight of each machine, loaded up with full equipment, was about 65lb which will be added to go later on by the addition of a gun and ammunition, to enable the overlanders to shoot fresh food in some of the long stages.  To lower the record Reichenbach and Fahey will have to arrive at Port Darwin before 3.30 a.m. on Saturday June 13, a big undertaking, considering they have no knowledge of the overland route and its difficulties.  According to the following schedule, the Victorian riders intend trying to reach Port Darwin on June 8, but they are hardly likely to succeed in that unless favored with southerly winds throughout.  			





The figures show that the daily ride and the total number of miles covered respectively: May 14 to Clare, 90; 15, Carrington 108—198; 16, Beltana, 156-354; 17, Hergott Springs, 87-441; 18, Williams’ Creek, 125-506; 19, Oodnadatta, 102-668; 20, Dalhousie, 80-748; 21, Charlotte Waters T.S. and Crown Point head station, 110-858; 22, Depot Well (sandhills), 40-898; 23, Deep Well, 58-956;						Cont’d





Continues:


Alice Springs T.S. (end of first stage, showing a gain of one day on Macdonald’s time), 57-1013; 23, camp, 80-1093; 26, Barrow’s Creek telegraph station and camp, 80-1175; 27 camp, 70-1243; 28, camp, 60-1303; 29, Tennant’s Creek telegraph station, 50-1353; 30 camp, 60-1413; 31 Powell’s Creek T.S. (gaining second day), 74-1487, June 1, Newcastle Waters,  60-1547; 2, Daly Waters T.S., 86-1633; 3, Duck Ponds, 66-1699; 4, Gums, 76—1775; 5, Katherine T.S. 50—1825; 6, Burrandie, 88—1913; 7, Adelaide River, 49—1962; 8, Darwin, 78—2040.





Chronicle (Adelaide) Saturday 6 June, 1914:


ADELAIDE TO DARWIN BY BICYCLE


Despite the hardships which have been encountered by the Victorian cyclists, E.F. Reichenbach and J.A. Fahey, who left Adelaide on May 14 with the object of riding to Port Darwin with the hope of lowering the record of Adelaide cyclist, A. McDonald, who in 1898 covered the 2,000 miles in 28 days 15 hours 45 min. there is good prospect of at least one of the pair succeeding.  As was recently announced, Fahey was temporarily disabled between Oodnadatta and Charlotte Waters through falling down an embankment 12ft. high.  Reichenbach determined to push forward alone, and news has been received that he reached Barrow Creek on Saturday last, a distance of 1,173 miles from Adelaide, having now caught up to McDonald’s time.  In two days, he rode 200 miles.  A day was spent in crossing the Finke River and the flooded country on either side of it.  In swimming across the rushing torrent—for the river was in flood—he lost his bicycle and his kit was ruined, but he subsequently recovered his machine.  Altogether he had to walk 20 miles, but he telegraphed that he was still feeling well.





Register (Adelaide) Friday 12 June, 1914:


CYCLED ACROSS AUSTRALIA – REICHENBACH’S NEW RECORD


After having stood for 16 years Albert McDonald’s record of 28 days 15½ hours for the cycle ride between Adelaide and Darwin was on Thursday beaten by F.E. Reichenbach, a Victorian, who reached the terminus of his 2,040 miles ride at 12.5 p.m. to-day.  Reichenbach has decreased the previous holder’s figures by nearly 16 hours.  At noon on May 14, accompanied by another Victorian J.A. Fahey, he left the Adelaide G.P.O. on the record-attempting ride.  Both riders experienced considerable trouble in the first stages of their travelling.  The country through which they passed was dry and sandy, and when near Alice Springs Fahey was disabled through a fall into a creek, and was unable to continue, Reichenbach, although behind time, decided to push on.  At one point the indomitable rider was 39 hours behind, owning to his having followed wrong tracks, and on another occasion, he had to ride 80 miles on his low gear (47in.) through spinifex and scrub.  This was in the last stage, between Barrow Creek and Tennant’s Creek telegraph depots.  He arrived at the latter place level with McDonald’s time.  He pushed on steadily and gradually overhauled the record.  When he reached Powell’s Creek on June 3, he was 6 hours ahead of schedule. Reichenbach had then ridden 1,487 miles in 20¼ days, which left him eight days in which to complete the remaining 533 miles, an average of about 67 miles per day.  This he easily did, and he accomplished the whole journey in 28 days 5 mins.  Reichenbach had a hard ride throughout.  Many times, he was compelled to wheel his machine, ad at others he had to travel in high grass and virgin scrub.  The tracks were exceedingly loose.  The Victorian was mounted on a Turner bicycle, fitted with Dunlop tires, and carried luggage weighing about 65lb.





Their cross country attempt.





Southern Cross (Adelaide) Friday August 20, 1915:


GENERAL ITEMS


Jack Fahey, the overland cyclist, who started on August 2 from Darwin in an attempt to lower Reichenbach’s record of 28 days 7m between Adelaide and Darwin, abandoned the task at Tennant Creek, 680 miles from Darwin.  His right crank broke and he had to walk a considerable distance.





Jack Fahey (left) farewelled by Jack Hoskins in Darwin, N.T. on the start of his north to south overland record attempt on 2 August, 1915.


Photo sourced from Ancestry Public Member Tree Fahey and submitted by Aaron Richard 28/2/2015








Register (Adelaide) Wednesday September 22, 1915:


TWO THOUSAND MILES TO ENLIST


Many fine specimens of manhood presented themselves for examination as the recruiting depot in Currie-street on Tuesday, but none appeared to better advantage than Mr John A. Fahey.  Lithe of figure, sunburnt almost a mahogany shade, and with clear eyes and steady hands, had no difficulty in passing the medical officers.  Every movement he made indicated the possession of abundant energy and great latent strength.  When a reporter espied him he was lacing up his boors and quietly smiling.  He had just “passed the doctors,” and this had advanced another step toward Gallipoli upon which his mind is fixed.


An Overlander


In cycling circles the name of Mr Fahey is well known, as also are the triumphs of endurance and enterprise which he has won as an “overlander.”  On May 14 last year, in company with Mr E.F. Reichenbach, he left Adelaide with the idea of breaking the cycling record to Port Darwin.  	 


At Adminga Stones, however, through riding without a light, he slipped down an embankment, and injured an ankle.  He struggled on to Charlotte Waters, and rested the limb for a few days, after which he proceeded on his way.												


On arrival at Port Darwin he learnt with satisfaction that his companion, who had got in 10 days earlier, had broken the record by 15 hours.  Ever since the outbreak the war has been the one absorbing topic of conversation in the Territory, and when Mr Fahey heard that his best friend had been wounded at the Dardanelles he suddenly determined to enlist.  “That woke me up completely,” he explained, “and there was nothing for it but to enlist.





Cont’d








Continues:


Couldn’t Wait


“I might have waited for a boat, but they are so uncertain nowadays that I decided to bike down.  I left Darwin on August 2, on Reichenbach’s machine—the one he rode through in the Territory on last year—which was in fairly good order, and arrived in Adelaide on September 10.”  Many difficulties had to be overcome, and not the least of them was one due to the breaking of a crank through unexpected contact with a sandhill.  At the onset the accident involved a walk of close of 40 miles to Banka Banka Station, between Powell’s and Tennant’s Creeks, 550 miles from Darwin.  There, with the assistance of the station’s “handy man,” the crank was patched up, and the journey was continued, but the mishap and the consequent inability to put equal pressure on both sides of the machine took all the pleasure from the journey.  At Tennant’s Creek a telegram was dispatched to Adelaide for another pair of cranks, and those were awaiting Mr Fahey when he arrived at Oodnadatta.  From there to Adelaide the trip resolved itself into a nice little run devoid of worries and troubles.


A Mere Nothing


When Mr Fahey, who is young and married, set out from Darwin he carried in his few pounds weight of equipment a mosquito net, which was intended to serve as a bed and to afford protection from winged insects, but it came into contact with one of the two fires between which he was lying and was partly destroyed.  Thereafter he deemed it wise and expedient to be contact with a single fire.  The pressman warmly congratulated the intrepid cyclist upon his patriotism and successful long ride, but the reply was, “Oh, that’s nothing much, you know.  I’ve done quite a lot of bike riding in my time.  Apart from having cycles pretty well all over the Continent as a shearer I have made two trips between Melbourne and Perth and this of course, is the second time I have covered the distance between Adelaide and Port Darwin.  There is really not much in it, and certainly nothing at all to boast about.”  Of course metal surely heroes are made of. 





Advertiser (Adelaide) Wednesday September 22, 1915:


GONE INTO CAMP


The following men went into camp on Tuesday:


J.A. Fahey							Article abridged





Northern Territory Times and Gazette - Thursday 20 September 1917, p.8. 


A Soldier's Letter


Mr. J. Hoskins has received a letter from J.A. Fahey, written from Belgium under date June 13.  Fahey first arrived in the Territory with “Ryko” some few years ago, when the two traversed the Continent of Australia from south to north on bikes.  He says, inter alia:


"The old saying that procrastination is the thief of time seems not to be a very true one, for I have been going to drop you a line ever since coming here, but kept putting it off until I ran across your photograph in a Queensland paper of March 17.  There were quite a number of faces in the different groups that I knew by sight.  Photos of the Territory have a peculiar interest for me now, for life there was so very different to an existence in this part of the world.  It almost seems like a dream of a former life on some other planet.  What is Ryko's profession now?  Botanist, Naturalist, student of natural history, or is he trading or is he trepanging?  I'm advising him to put on a loin cloth and become a wild white man, as I am certain the simple aboriginal is a much happier being than the civilised "cannon fodder" over here.  Chris Bell is on a trawler mine sweeping - a disagreeable and dangerous occupation, especially in the wild winter months.  I did not run across any chaps from the Territory until a few days ago, and then three I used to know came to our company as reinforcements.  They, are "Snowy" Beard (who used to be with Vestey's), Alf. O'Neill, and O'Keefe.  The last two I haven't met yet.  Poor "Snowy" had the bad luck to be gassed soon after arrival, and is seriously ill in hospital.  So far I have had good health and also good luck since coming here thirteen months ago, and good luck is better than all the judgment in the world around these parts.  I often think of the free and easy life one could lead in the north, and it seems to me the more civilised and crowded and "domesticated" a country gets, the more the jarring contrasts of life obtrude themselves.  The prophecy that "The whole world shall be lighted as Eden was of old," is being fulfilled in a different way to what the poet intended.  It is being lit with the lurid flashes of bursting shells and the ceaseless lightning from the discharge of huge cannon.  The weather now is fine and warm, and the country (away from the battle area) looks like a garden.  The winter was very severe, particularly the rainy, sleety, weather that prevailed towards the end to the season.  The landscape then always reminded me of a sick cat, rolled in the mud and left out in the rain.  So hopeless and dejected looking that it gave one the jim-jams looking at it.  I sincerely hope the war does not drag on into another winter; but that seems more than probable at present.  There has been a push in this salient, and Fritz got a very severe set-back, but I will not weary you with any attempted description of it.


Cont’d	





Continues:


I will merely say that the positions lost by the Germans deprived them of dominating points that were also excellent observation posts, and now their guns are "blind" except for a few captive balloons and aeroplanes.	


I did not take any active or heroic part in the advance myself.  I have just had a letter from Paddy Skiffington, from England.  He is in one of the infantry battalions, and will be in time to see plenty of the trials and tribulations of war.  


This life is not conducive to brightening the intellect, nor does it appeal to the higher instincts of mankind.  If a genuine Christian Missionary wants a field of operations after the war, he can find it right here in Europe, where the bleaching bones of men and the torn and battered country, give eloquent but mute testimony to the failure of the ideal "Peace on earth and good will towards men." Remember me to all the boys."


Abridged


Sourced from: www.territorystories.nt.gov.au


J.A. Fahey – 552 Sapper John Andrew FAHEY, 2ATC


Snowy Beard – 6099 Sapper Sidney Ernest BEARD 2ATC 


O’Keefe – 5594 Sapper Cyril Daniel O’KEEFE, 1ATC





Northern Territory Times and Gazette (Darwin) Thursday November 15, 1917:


LETTER FROM PADDY SKIFFINGTON – “SOMEWHERE ALONG THE LINE”


July 22nd, 1917


Dear Mr Bell—Having promised, before leaving Darwin, to pen you a few lines, I am now writing this.  I feel sure you have been thinking that I have forgotten you completely, but you will quite readily understand the restrictions we are under in regard to letter writing, except private matter.


I have met several Darwin men, Frank O’Keefe and A.H. O’Neill are in the tunnelling company, and Dave Whiteford and his brother are in the signalling company attached to my base.  I hear that Jack Fahey, the overland cyclist, was taken prisoner the other night.  I am trying to find out for certain.  He was with No. 1 tunnelling company, Sid and Arthur Lauder are in another division.  I have not heard from home lately.  Give my best wishes to all old friends.


As for myself I am A1 at Lloyds—Yours truly.





Daily Herald Tuesday July 1, 1919:


NESTOR’S TROOPS LANDED


After a pleasant voyage from Liverpool during which very little sickness was reported, the Blue Funnel liner Nestor arrived at the Semaphore anchorage on Sunday, and on being granted pratique was moved up to the berth at the Outer Harbor early yesterday morning, when the troops for this State, as well as eight Western Australians, were landed.  The men were disembarked at 7.30 a.m.  Despite the early hour of the landing there was a large number of relatives and friends on the wharf to greet the homecoming warriors.  There were four cot cases, two of which are South Australians.  On the wharf Captain Clare represent the Naval Department, Hon. F.W. Coneybeer (Speaker House of Assembly) was present on behalf of Parliament, and Mr Sammy Lunn welcomed the men as usual.  The Y.M.C.A. assisted by the V.A.D. provided fruit and smokes and the Semaphore Cheer-ups distributed souvenir buttons and cards of welcome to the men. The disembarkation officer was Lieutenant Mortimer, assisted by Lieutenant Mitchell and Sergeant Gardiner.  


After landing the South Australians soldiers the Nestor proceeded to the Eastern States.  Article abridged





Chronicle (Adelaide) Saturday July 5, 1919:


THE NESTOR


552. Spr. J.A. FAHEY, 2nd Tun. Co.							Article abridged





Chronicle (Adelaide) Saturday November 8, 1919:


HONORING SOLDIERS


An enthusiastic welcome was tendered in Lockleys Hall on November 1 to the nurses and soldiers form the district who had taken part in the great war.  A dinner was given, over which Mr C.P. Forward, president of the local patriotic society, and chairman of the welcome the soldiers and nurses.  Dr J.H. Leon responded, and Mr J.H. Campbell submitted the sentiment, “Those who have ‘gone west.’”  This was honored in solemn silence.  The hall was afterwards crowded by residents, eager to show their appreciation of the fine work done at the front.  Mr C.P. Forward occupied the chair.  A long programme was carried out by Misses Corbet and Black, and Messrs Batt, Seth-Smith, Prenery, A.E. George, Johnstone and W. Copley.  


The returned nurses and soldiers present were: J. A. Fahey					Article abridged





Advertiser (Adelaide) Tuesday October 28, 1924:


REGISTRATIONS


Registrations of cars at the Motor Vehicles’ Taxation Office during the past week have been as follows:


26810. J.A. FAHEY, Lockleys 11.1 Saxon [blurred]					


Article abridged





Advertiser and Register (Adelaide) Thursday May 21, 1931:





POINTS FROM LETTERS – MORALITY OF USURY


From J.A. Fahey, Lockleys—Apart from the question of the morality of the Land plan, or the Theodore policy, is the morality of the law of interest itself.  Since a monetary system has been devised by man, no practice was so sternly condemned for many centuries, before and after the advent of Christianity, as the law of usury or interest.  Moses, in the Mosiac law, laid down—“Thou shall not lend upon usury to thy brother, usury of money, usury of victuals, but to the stranger, thou mayest lend upon usury.”  Christ was emphatic in word and action when He cast the money changers from the temple, saying “My house is a house of prayer, and you have made it a den of thieves.”  Throughout the Middle Ages usury was repugnant to ideas of social morality.  Eventually, with the evolution of capitalism, usury was carried on by various devices in evasion of the laws prohibiting it and apparently was recognised under pressure of expediency.





Advertiser (Adelaide) Friday January 22, 1937:





ADELAIDE-DARWIN CYCLING RECORD


Yesterday I met a real wanderer in Ted Reichenbach, whose travels have taken him all over Australia, including many months in Arnhem Land and other of the more inaccessible parts of Australia.  He holds—I confirmed this in “Millers Sporting Annual”—this cycling record from Adelaide to Darwin, 1969 miles, in 28 days 7 minutes and established it in 1914.  Murray Aunger then held the motor car record for the same journey and Ted beat the car time by 24 days! 





Ted said that the Dunlop Rubber Company offered £30 to anybody who could establish a record for the journey and he and Jack Fahey, now living in Lockleys, arranged to have an attempt at it.  “Jack Fahey was a good bushman and all went well until we were near Oodnadatta, he said “There Fahey had a fall which injured his foot and although he continued to Blood’s Creek he could go no farther.  I went on to Charlotte Waters and there my three-speed hub broke down and I found the spare parts had been left with Fahey.  I rang him up and he pushed his bicycle over the 30 miles of broken country with one foot, so that I could make repairs and go on.


After many similar difficulties Ted arrived at Darwin to establish the still standing record.  Jack Fahey refused to accept half the reward, but he is now building up another one, for he is still riding around Lockleys the bicycle on which the record was established.





Ted Reichenbach says that other Adelaide to Darwin records are 56 days for a camel and 13 months for a bullock team.  Now 44 years of age, he says he feels like making an attempt to lower his own record.															Article abridged





Advertiser (Adelaide) Friday May 17, 1940:





OVERLAND CYCLISTS


Burly Ralph Wells with the twinkling eyes, from Henley Beach bumped into me in the street and said he had been talking to Jack Fahey, noted overland cyclist, who now lives at 31 Elston Street, Lockleys.


Said Ralph, “I was guard of the Marree-Oodnadatta mixed train in 1914 when two dusty cyclists arrive at the former town.





“They told me that a brother of mine at Dimboola had asked them to look me up, and said they were undertaking a cycling record from Adelaide to Darwin.  They were Jack Fahey and Reichenbach. 


“I took them over to Syd Burn’s boarding house for dinner.  He is butchering at Penola now.  They ordered a couple of dozen eggs and bread and butter sandwiches to eat on the track.


“They broke the record.  Reichenbach opened a jewellers’ shop at Darwin.  Fahey cycled back and enlisted.”





News (Adelaide) Saturday May 22, 1948:


CYCLIST OLD TAKES WALK


Ernie Old, 73-year-old marathon cyclist, went for a two mile walk at 6 a.m. today to wear off stiffness caused through “riding a bike a lot lately.”


Old arrived in Adelaide yesterday from Perth—the trip took 38 days—and will leave for home in Smith-street, Fitzroy (Vic) on Tuesday.  He expects that to take five days.


Today, Old will ride about 30 miles, in which time he will call on Deane Toseland, S.A. crack racing cyclist, at Northfield and Jack Fahey at Lockleys.


Old and Fahey will “swop” reminiscences of individual long trips and in events together.	      	Article abridged





Mail (Adelaide) Saturday September 13, 1913:


A RIDE THROUGH THE BUSH – CYCLE TRIP FROM PERTH TO MELBOURNE


By John A. Fahey


A restless disposition, a love of change, and a desire to see the empty spaces that lie between Adelaide and Perth, led me to make a cycle trip between the two capitals in November, 1911.  I had but a hazy idea of the route, and carried no map or chart, but fortune favoured me, and after a hot, trying ride of nearly 2,000 miles I reached Perth safely.  Desiring to return to the eastern States, and being a victim of mal-de-mer on all previous sea journeys, I resolved to once again attempt the overland ride on a bicycle.  There is a subtle fascination, hard to explain, in the great boundless plains, the silence and the absence of everything that makes civilisation sometimes attractive, and often repellent.  The desert calls, and the call of cities, busy crowded cities.  I think some insidious poison creeps into the blood and develops the bad and the base in human nature.  They make one envious and evil, and selfish, and hard.  But the call of the wilds is different.  It is the call of the wilds is different.  It is the call to peace and solitude, a desire to be alone with Nature in all her moods.  To be away from the blast of the factory whistle and the rumble of trains and tram cars, to be free for a time, from the jarring monotonous round that seem inseparable from a life in civilisation.  My cycle was a strong roadster, fitted with three-speed gear, and shod with Dunlop bush tires, while equipment consisted of a light blanket and waterproof sheet, water bag and bottle, Winchester repeating rifle, combination billy, plate and frying pan, a zinc tank to carry a reserve supply of water, provision bags, spare chain links and spokes and odds and ends too numerous to mention. When fully loaded for the lonely stages of the journey the machine weighed nearly 1 cwt.


The clock was the antiquated town hall boomed 10 o’clock as I left Perth on a beautiful October morning and it was glorious to glide along through the fresh morning air and brilliant sunshine, and yet it was with a twinge of sadness that I looked back on the city from the Darling ranges.  Everything looked smiling and peaceful, the hills were putting on their spring coating of green far below the city seemed dwarfed to the size of a doll’s garden and the Swan River like a ribbon of silver lost itself I the distance.  I looked long at the picture, for many days of exhausting toil were before me, until I saw the pastures and verdant hills of South Australia.  Through hilly country and towering jarrah forests, where the ring of the axe and the different calls of the birds made music, was the first day’s ride to Northam, where I left the road and took to the railway track, alongside the line of piping on which the goldfields depend for their water supply.  For the first 100 miles good agricultural land and fine growing towns were passed through, but the landscape soon changed to one of dry monotony and general dreariness.  


The weather was hot and the shiny rails stretching away like bars of unwritten music, till they were lost to sight in the haze, were a weariness to the eyes.  Every 10 or 15 miles were sidings, and at longer distances pumping stations, and at longer distances pumping stations, where, favoured with an unlimited supply of water, fruit trees, vegetables, and lucerne thrived until the desert around bloomed like a garden.				Cont’d
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Three hundred and fifty miles from Perth I reached Coolgardie, a town that has receded from the position it once occupied in the early days of the goldfields, thought buildings still remain that indicate its former prosperity.  Heading south through Widgemooltha, and Higginsville, the country was dry and sandy, Lake Lefroy occasionally showing to the east dry and crusted with salt, losing itself in a dancing haze of heat.  One hundred and ten miles from Coolgardie lay Norseman, a drought-stricken, dusty collection of galvanised houses, where a bath could be obtained for any money.  It was the last town I would see for nearly 80 miles and I plodded on through country that was monotonous and over tracks heavy and dusty.  Sometimes big outcrops of rock showed through the scrub, and at these, water could sometimes be obtained.  These rocks often cover many acres and after rain water remains in the huge depressions of natural reservoirs, for months.  Unfortunately it is generally polluted by the carcases of dead birds and animals.  The contour of the country changed and the sandy conditions gave place to limestone plains, sterile and desolate.


No animal life was to be seen except a few lizards and melancholy looking crows, who hovered around with discordant cries, and an uncanny fluttering of the landscape on every side, the heat was terrific, and adverse winds retarded progress greatly.  My eyes began to smart, and I became half blind with blight, until, reaching a rock hole, I rested for half a day, bathing the inflamed eyelids with a solution of permanganate of potash, which improved them considerately.  Late in the afternoon I arrived at Balladonia telegraph station and was well treated.  A tribe of natives on a “walkabout” were at the station, each of the men sitting with his back against a post, being a standing for back against the post, being a standing (or rather sitting) protest against the strenuous life.


Two hundred and sixty miles of dreary plains stretched ahead to the next station, and with the bicycle loaded like a camel, I plodded on.  The days were hot and wearisome, but when the sun had sunk and the stars were twinkling in a sky of steel, there was a beauty unknown in civilisation, to lie and listen to the mysterious sounds that now and then broke the silence, to feel the night winds playing round one’s head, and to drift from contemplation into dreamland without being conscious of it.  There was a keen delight to wake in the early morning and breathe the freshness of the unborn day, to watch the eastern sky take on the saffron tint that heralds the appearance of the sun, and to listen to the joyous song of birds, who seemed to be the only pleasant-voiced dwellers in the wilderness.  And when the sun had risen and his rays in a thousand shafts of light glanced through the trees, the bush for a time was bright and attractive, to soon change in the fierce glare of a noonday sun to the same dry, uninviting waste as before.  An in this great silent land of grey scrub and monotony one sees something beautiful in the most ordinary things.  The sombre-coloured birds and small animals were graceful and friendly, and I looked on them as companions.  I saw sights unnoticed before in the rising and setting of the sun, and a weird loveliness when the moon, sailing in a fleecy sky, cast fleeting shadows over the landscape.  But the loneliness, plodding day after day without seeing a human face, was very depressing.  The solitude of the frowning desert awed me.  I was face to face with myself.  I should be hundreds of miles from assistance, and the thought was not a pleasant one.  This was vividly brought to mind when my ankle was severely wrenched through a fall caused by the pedal of the bicycle striking a stump.  The flies were in myriads and the heat rolled from the ground in undulating waves, as if a great monster were wreathing in one’s face.  I suffered considerably from thirst, as watering places were far apart, and I could carry but a limited supply of water.


Three days’ riding over those dreary plains with never a break in the monotony, brought me to the top of the cliffs that recede inland from the coast.  A fine view of the country below could be obtained from the heights, but it was level and uninteresting.  I had considerable difficulty in getting my heavily laden bicycle down the rough, boulder-strewn track, that does duty as a road down the cliffs.  It showed a marked inclination to bolt and commit suicide on the rocks below.  At the bottom at the ruins lay Modura, and abandoned station, and close by a tombstone, bearing in rude letters the inscription, “Found dead, unknown; but gone home,” spoke silently yet eloquently of a tragedy unwitnessed by anyone.  It makes one think to come suddenly upon a grave in such a wilderness.  One is tired and dispirited and strange thoughts come crowding on the mind.  How did the travelled die, and who was he?  Where was he going?  Perhaps in some faraway home of the wanderer who sleeps beneath the grass-covered mound—waiting for the sound of the voice that is forever silent, and for the footsteps that will tread this earth no more.


A dark closed seemed to dim the brightness of the day, and it was with saddened feelings with an earnest wish that the sleeper had found rest at last that I pedalled away from the spot.  Twenty miles further on I expected to get water, but a staggering head wind kept me back, and darkness overtook me when I had covered but two-thirds of the distance.  Travelling in the faint moonlight was impossible owing to the rough nature of the ground, and I should have very likely missed the rock hole altogether, so there was nothing else to do but to camp without water.  Tormented by the demon thirst, I passed an uneasy night, the loneliness of the situation intensified by the unearthly wails of the dingoes and the winds that seemed to whisper a dirge over that uncared for grave, with its realistically pathetic epitaph.  Early next morning I found the rock hole and later in the day the white roof of Mundrabella Station showed away in the dancing heat.  								


A lonely outpost, and for a period of two years at a time the lady of the station had not seen another white woman. 
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Four sturdy young Australians, who had never seen any white children but each other, were living examples of a free open-air life.


On the next day to Eucla, a repeating station on the overland telegraph line.  A dreary looking place, close to the seashore, separated from it by big white sandhills.  To the north and east rise cliffs on to the west stretch level plains.  For the next 125 miles across the Nullabor Plain, I followed telegraph pols that seemed to stretch into infinity.  I grew to hate the boundless plain, with its shadeless landscape and never-ending succession of telegraph poles.  Hour after hour I plugged against a fierce hot wind, and they still stretched away to the limitless horizon, until they were diminished to the size of pins. At night when I tried to remember incidents of the day, all that would float before the mind would be leagues upon leagues of grey scrub and scorched level plain, with a burning sun overhear, and a wind like the breath from a furnace howling in front.


On the afternoon of the second day from Eucla I arrive at Nullabor Station, having faced a fierce head wind the whole distance of 123 miles.  I was hospitably treated and rode on to White Well outstation, where I slept that night, with the comforting knowledge of having to face 30 miles of heavy sand on the morrow—the dreaded Bight and patch.  The sun rose in the morning like a ball of fire, and a hot wind began to blow early, whirling the sand in all directions and obscuring the landscape with clouds of dust.  I decided to leave the telegraph line, and make a detour around this devil’s pinch by which half the sand could be avoided.  The man in charge of White Well gave me directions unwillingly as there was no track for 20 miles and no water for over 70 miles of heavy country.  I set off is a north-easterly direction and in half an hour was out on a treeless, featureless plain.  The heat rolled in waves from the ground and the March flies were cruel.  A mirage like a lake of water with cool, shady trees on its banks danced lockingly in the distance.  For 20 miles I rode and walked, looking anxiously for a big vermin-proof fence which I was to strike in that distance and it was relief to me when it at last showed up shadowy and indistinct through the whirling sand and dust.  Rabbits scarcely able to move out of the way through the netting and the odour from decaying bodies was nauseating.  It was pitiable to see them shuffling along the fence or huddled up waiting patiently for death to end their sufferings.


I followed the fence for 30 miles, until a clearly defined trach turned away to the south-east.  Heavy sand made the next 14 miles slow and toilsome.  The dense mallee scrub seemed to stifle one and I longed for one satisfying drink of cool water, but the supply was scanty and I had to content myself with a mouthful now and then, while all the whole the water in the bag flopped and gurgled tormentingly.  The sun began to decline in the west sinking in blood-red and the fiery glory, and I desperately drove the bicycle to reach Nanwoora out-station and water before dark.  On, on, with exhausted limbs and parched tongue, and as night came crossing over the earth like shroud and I was beginning to despair of reaching the station I saw a glimmer of light, and a white stone building showed through the dusk.  I was quite exhausted with lips cracked and bleeding and feet blistered from the burning sand.  A trying day it was and an error in direction or mishap of any kind in that dread sand patch would have been disastrous.  Dense scrub with heavy sandy country continued for the next 70 miles but the weather turned cool and cloudy with an occasional rumble of thunder and soon the farm houses around Fowler’s Bay appeared.  But a drought was over the land and bare, dusty ground took the place of waving wheatfields, while swarms of grasshoppers and locusts were flying to complete the ruin caused by the absence of rain. The break-up of the drought, however, was close at hand and the morning I left Murat Bay was dark and gloomy looking. Heavy clouds were banked up over the sea, distant thunder rolled and the murmur of an approaching storm could be distinctly heard.  The wind signed over the plain with a melancholy swish that was so depressing.  Everything looked dismal and a dreary stage of 140 miles lay ahead.  Suddenly the breeze dropped and a deathlike stillness followed—the calm before the storm.


It was a grand and slightly fearsome night, the oncoming of the deluge.  The sun was suspended in the heavens like gigantic arc lamps and his rays struggling feebly through the clouds and dust, cast a yellow sickly glare over everything while the low moan of the tempest could be heard afar, swelling in volume until with a vivid flash of lightening and a salvo of artillery from the heavens the storm burst.  The wind rose again and howled and shrieked like a legion of demons let loose, the rain descended in torrents, flooding the parched earth, and converting the surface into sticky mud, through which it soon became impossible to even wheel the bicycle.  I was drenched and everything on the machine was the same.  I tried to proceed by carrying he lot, but it was too heavy, and I soon desisted.   An attempt to light a fire with wet wood and damp matches ended in failure.       


The evening wore on and still the rain continued.  Dejected and miserable, cold and hungry, I crouched behind a breakwind, and prepared to pass the long dreary night listening to the mournful hols of the dingoes and rising now and then to the stamp of some warmth into my chilled limbs.  The pale moon rose above the scudding clouds and her sickly light shining on the patches of scrub on the plain conjured up weird shapes and fantastic shadows.  It was a wild night.  The wind howled in fitful gusts, chasing the clouds across the sky, threatening to uproot the bushes, and driving the rain before it with stinging force.  


About midnight, completely tired out, I sank into an uneasy doze, and dreamed of warm fires, comfortable beds, and gorgeous banquets, to wake with a violet start just as the sun was rising on a dreary a scene as can be imagined.  												Cont’d
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The bush has its moods.  On a sunny day it is cheerful with the songs of birds and bright with a thousand sun flashes, from leave and tree trucks. But on a wintry day it is gloomy and awe-inspiring wintry day.  The birds are silent and the trees stand out ghostly and grey, against a background of sombre hue.  Its silence, and its weird power of suggestion, cast a gloom over the spirits and one is glad to quit its depressing environment.  And in the immensity and grandeur of it all one realises what a insignificant atom he is.  However, it was no use letting the mind dwell too long on gloomy subjects and the rain having ceased I succeeded after great difficulty, in lighting a fire and making a mixture of damp sour water and sugar—boiled the lot.  It was not by any means a palatable breakfast but under the circumstances very acceptable.  The ground was very sticky after the rain but being without provisions I had to keep going.  Wheeling the bicycle was slow work and stoppages were frequent to clear away the mud that clogged the wheel until they refused to turn.  This state of affairs continued all day and 15 miles were traversed.  I was weak and desperately hungry, till late in the evening I was lucky enough to shoot a wild turkey which I cooked on the coals like a black-fellow.  That night was spent wrapped in a damp rug beside a fire. A misty rain fell at intervals, the dingoes howled mournfully and it was a relief when the dawn whitened the east and the sun rose slowly upwards through the mist.  Mud bespattered and with sodden clothes and shoes, I slithered my way along until the Walhalla rocks appeared.  The country onward was of a sandy nature and firm from the rain, making progress much easier than through the mud.  Soon sandhills rose ahead, and I was toiling over country that resembled ocean billows in a state of rigidity.  From the ton of the largest of these sand dunes I saw, far away, the blue line of the Gawler Ranges, and the sight of them was as welcome as that of land to a shipwrecked mariner.  By nightfall the sandhills were left behind and the ranges rose high and clear in the foreground.  Knocked up and hungry, I plugged desperately on the moonlight, and crawled into Hilterby Station famished and wilk looking covered with mud, unwashed and unshaven.  The station people were very kind and with hinger satisfied and a warm, comfortable bed to rest on, the discomforts of the preceding days were soon forgotten in refreshing sleep.  The swish of the rain woke me early, the ranges were shrouded in mist, and all the outside world looked dreary.  In an hour or two the weather cleared, and I started to ride through the ranges.  The tack was hard, but the recent rains had washed deep gutters across it and falls were numerous.  The mist settled again, and an eerie wind whistled through the gorges.  The heights were wrapped in fog and the drizzling rain penetrated to the skin.  I pushed on till the telegraph line could be seen, and followed it to Yardea Station, which nestles in a hollow in the mountains.  On again, through more ranges and more rain, until the roof of Thurlga outstation showed in the dusk.  The sun rose next morning bright and clear, with no trace of yesterday’s unpleasantness, the hills were left behind and with a road like a racing track the miles whirled by.


In the evening I stopped for an hour at a shearing shed, and rode on in the moonlight.  The track was still good, but was crossed in places by marshy, boggy creeks, through which I floundered, ankle deep in mud.  I slept soundly under a tree, and was away at sunrise, through heard, stony country, with the Flinders Range rising in front.  The long stages were over, as Port Augusta lay at the foot of that range.  Soon the town showed up clearly, and I passed heavily-laden camel and bullock wagons, travelling towards Tarcoola.  At 3 o’clock I was in civilisation, and on metalled roads again Gangs of men were at work on the first section of the transcontinental railway, and Port Augusta looked busy.  Quaint-looking donkey carts assembled about, and flaring advertisements for picture shows “adorned” the streets.  The next 20 miles was through steadily rising country, ending in an aching limb through the Flinders Range by way of Horrocks Pass—a narrow, twisting road, three miles in length—blasted and excavated through the mountains.  Frowning battered cliffs towered overhead, the grade was step and the hear was intense.  Gasping and perpetrating, I at last reached the top of the past, and free-wheeled for the next five miles through green hills and waving cornfields, ending with a rush into the pretty town of Wilmington.  Spring had clothed the land in green, and the contrast was delightful, when one looked back on the leagues of grey scrub dreary plains and general monotony that had just been traversed.


The run to Adelaide will linger long in my memory.  A steady pull up a grade, a find run along level roads, and an exhilarating rush downhill was the order all the afternoon.  A long steady ride in the moonlight with the air cool and fragrant, brought me to within 20 miles of Clare, and spreading the rung under a tree, I slept soundly until the cheerful but unusual song of the Australian skylark woke me in the fresh dewy morning.   


Through the beautiful wooded hills around Clare, with a downhill run for miles, and on through Tarlee and Templara, until the light of Gawler appeared in the moonlight, was the next day’s ride of 75 miles.  At 10 o’clock on the following day I was pedalling along the broad, clean streets of Adelaide.  To be in a city again seemed strange and I felt out of place as, rugged and weather-beaten, I made my way along street thronged with well-dressed men and beautiful women.


A rest of a day and a half and then on again through the hills.  The first eight miles was a stiff climb, the road winding through slopes timber-clad or covered with regular rows of fruit trees.  Creeper covered cottages and more imposing mansions peeped out of well-kept, fairy-like gardens, or perched in picturesque spots on the hills.  


Further up one looked back on the city nestling in its park lands, and the blue expense of Spencer’s Gulf farther out.  The sweet scent of the wildflowers was wafted on the breeze.  
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On the left the road overlooked Waterfall Gully, with its trickling streams, gardens, and kiosks and down to the right was another fairyland, a deep valley, clothed in dark-green verdure intersected by winding pathways.  Right ahead now Mount Lofty.  The climb ended, and I swooped through Crafers and Aldgate at racing speed.  A fine, long freewheel run led into undulating country to Strathalbyn, resembling an English village, with its hedges, steepled church and fine roads.  Good level going, but uninteresting country, extended to Wellington, where the Murray River, broad and noble sweeps by to Lake Alexandrina a few miles distant. Crossing the river in a boar just at sunset.  I pushed on to Meningie, a quiet, peaceful town.  The mallee scrub and low sandhills of the Coorong desert met the eye a few miles from the town, but the road was good for the first 15 miles, and then changed to a track sandy and rough.  Thousands of ducks and aquatic birds sported on the lagoons or rose with harsh cries and whistling wings at my approach.  Sleepy lizards crawled slowly out of the way, and a swampy odour rose from the marshy soil.  As the evening wore on and the sun sank low, the light and shade effects on the lagoons were most beautiful, but a staggering head wind and a sandy track retarded progress greatly.


Night was falling and deep shadows were creeping over the land, when in the distance I saw a deserted hut.  It stood lonely and desolate looking, with its bare windows gaping, level swampy country expended all around except for big, white sandhills between it and the sea.  The loan moan of the breakers came muffled to the ear.  I entered the hut, and my footsteps echoed hollowly on the floorboards, but I was tired and hungry and gathering some wood made a fire, which lent a much more cheerful aspect to the place.  Fuel was scarce, however, and by the time supper was over I again became conscious of the weirdness of the place and its surroundings.  The wind whistled eerily, the white sandhills looked ghostly in the distance, and the sea murmured a dirge.  I piled all the wood on the fire, and wrapping myself on the rug, was soon asleep.  About midnight I work with a start.  The fire had burned low, except for an occasional flare that leaped up and threw fantastic shadows on the wall.  I listened, and a mysterious sound, half sign, half moan, broke the stillness.  I felt my hair rising and grasping the Winchester rifle, which was handy, I enquired “Who’s there?” but the sound of my voice echoed hollowly, seeming but to emphasise the stillness that followed.  I “felt white,” and sat nursing the Winchester, and in a few minutes a long-shuddering moan broke the silence, continuing at Intervals for about 10 minutes, when quiet reigned, the noise did not occur again.


I was up when the first streaks of dawn showed in the east, and carefully examined every part of the hut, but nowhere could be found anything that would account for the mysterious sounds that had disturbed me.  I am not nervous or superstitious, but I got a scare, and avoided deserted hut afterwards.  The track to Kingston was fair, being picturesque in place with high bushes, which, meting overhead, formed picturesque avenues.  Leaving Kingston at 10 o’clock, and favoured with the fine roads and a back wind, I reached the pretty town of Mount Gambier by nightfall, and early next morning crossed the Victorian border.  Heavy sand made progress slow for 20 miles, but the road improved near Casterton, and its green hills and fine pastures never looked so beautiful to me as on that sunny Sunday afternoon.  Through Hamilton, Penhurst, and Terang the roads were fine, and the weather lovely.  Then it reached soaking sleety drizzle, I was soaked through and through, and covered with slush.  Near Geelong the mud was so bad that I had to walk through a village.  All the geese in the place escorted me through, hissing and flapping their wings, and generally showing flight.  Early next morning the smoke and haze that hung over Melbourne came in sight, and soon the lofty towers of the General Post Office and when I look back on the days of thirst, hunger and fatigue, with bad tracks and head winds, I was not altogether sorry.  My faithful bicycle came through without a mishap, and though nearly four years old, was still as good as ever.  As regards pastoral possibilities of the vast unoccupied track of country on the western Australian side, given anything like a fair rainfall, the country would be excellent for horse and cattle rearing, but the absence of surface water of any kind renders occupation hazardous.  Bore have been put down but when tapped a great depth the water was so charged with mineral matter as to be unfit for stock.  Of course, this is only the opinion (gathered from information and observation) of one who at best took a flying trip through the country, and who does not pose as an authority on such matters.  No doubt when the transcontinental railway line is completed the prospects of settlement in this vast country will be considerably improved.					
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Transcontinental Touring Bike from 1914


Source: https://www.ridemedia.com.au





John Fahey and Ted Reichenbach in 1914 - Source: https://www.ridemedia.com.au








