
AFTER the peach season at 
Bell’s Creek, Araluen via Braid‐
wood, NSW, we got married; 1st 
March 1975. It was a true hippie 
wedding (more later).  

The next day we packed our 
eclectic belongings into the back 
of the VW Kombi ute we had 
bought with the proceeds from 
selling our epic ancient Suzuki 
motorbike, and moved down as 
near to our land as possible. 

We’d been living at the histo‐
ric Halfway House—circa 
1860—for a couple of months 
and Roger was keen to start 
building a slab and bark hut on 
our land on the other side of the 
river.  

What was required first up 
was a suitable large tree to fell, 
from which to cut the slabs. The 
old codger, Kevin, who lived at 
another historic house, the old 
telegraph station, five kilo‐
meters along the road towards 
Moruya, and opposite our land, 
“Pademelon”, recommended a 
majestic woollybutt near his 
house.  

He was a timber‐getter from 
way back, back to the days of 
Australian red cedar, and really 
knew his trees. 

It was the May school holi‐
days, and I would shortly start 
officially teaching for the first 
time ever, at Moruya Public 

School. Until then, Roger would 
still drive up on weekends to do 
sub‐editing at The Canberra 
Times. And his sister and 
brother‐in‐law had thoughtfully 
sent their four children, Vicky, 
Anna, Julie and Geoffrey to us 
from Melbourne for a bush holi‐
day.  

To think that we would drive 
into town on that dusty, windy, 
dangerous road with four teen‐
agers in the back of a Kombi ute! 
Staggeringly irresponsible! 

So for the totally responsible 
bush experience we would all 
now stand around, a safe dis‐
tance from the tree of course; 
about eight adults, four kids and 
several dogs (Kevin owned 
three, and we had two) and 
watch the master timber‐getter 
at work.  

The Tree of Life



His Stihlchainsaw was razor 
sharp, and he started it as usual 
by letting it drop while holding 
on to the starter cord, then 
quickly catching it as the ma‐
chine roared into life. He had his 
wedges, axe, blockbuster, and 
even a two‐man crosscut saw 
handy, in case there were issues.  

He had already explained to 
us in limited detail, with his 
fairly unintelligible speech, as 
he lacked a bottom jaw (more 
about that later too) that he 
would cut out a large wedge on 
the downhill side, before mov‐
ing to the uphill side and cutting 
in until the magnificent spe‐
cimen—at least 140 ft tall and 
more that 6 ft girth—would fall 
gracefully away down the hill.  

If the chainsaw happened to 
get stuck, Roger would have to 
rush in with the wedges and 
blockbuster and start driving 
them into the cut to free it. Piece 
of cake. 

To be absolutely safe, we all 
stood on the uphill side as Kevin 
began the first slice of the 
wedge. The sound of a chainsaw 
is probably the most discordant 
sound one can hear in the bush. 
On a clear day, we could hear 
trees being felled ten kilometers 
away in Merricumbene, the next 
valley upstream towards Ara‐
luen.  

And quite often at dawn, we 
were woken by a recalcitrant 
lyrebird imitating the sound. 
Perfectly. But on thisday, every‐
one’s concentration was on 
Kevin and the felling of this 
mighty woollybutt. 

The girth of the behemoth 
was such that it took more than 
three minutes to complete the 
first cut of the wedge, and 
another three for the second. 
Putting it down, but leaving the 
chainsaw running, Kevin 
grabbed the axe and bashed 

away with the back of it on one 
corner before the huge wedge 
slid sideways. A few more 
bashes, and it fell to the ground. 
Kevin moved around to the 
other side of the tree, nodding 
to Roger as he did so. The nod, 
presumably, meant “be ready”. 

Less than two minutes into 
the cut, the sound of the chain‐
saw stopped abruptly as it got 
firmly pinched by the tree. 

Roger raced over to Kevin with 
the wedges and blockbuster and 
began driving in the first wedge. 
But it was too late. This tree was 
waiting for no one. It was com‐
ing down, and it was coming 
down now. UP hill!  

We all bolted: kids, dogs, 
adults. But not Kevin. We all ran 
the length of the 
tree—idiots—uphill, getting 
knocked down, but not injured 

by the top branches as the trunk 
hit the ground with an almighty 
explosion. No one’s brain had 
moved fast enough to say: “This 
tree is falling TOWARDS me—I’d 
better run SIDEWAYS. Except 
Kevin. He stepped sideways just 
a few feet while the tree jack‐
knifed about ten feet backwards. 

If it hadn’t, there may have 
been some serious injuries that 
day.  The kids were 
elated—pure adrenaline, big 
time. The adults breathed a col‐
lective sigh of relief. The dogs 
were nowhere to be seen. 

While we were counting 
heads and accounting for every‐
one, we heard the chainsaw 
start up once more. Kevin 
wasn’t going to let a little inci‐
dent like this (near death?) stop 
him. He was slicing into the tree 
for the first round of slabs. 

No one saw hide nor hair of 
the dogs for the next two days.


