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aƛǎǎƛƻƴ .ŜŀŎƘ IƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅΩǎ ƭƻƎƻ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ōȅ [ŜƻƴŀǊŘ !ƴŘȅΣ ŎƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ϭ Leonard Andy. The design depicts 

a Djiru shield with a cassowary which is the endangered, iconic flightless bird living in the north Queensland 

rainforests. 

The histories published by Mission Beach Historical Society are as accurate as we are able to make them. Few 

accounts of history are 100% correct and there are always going to be more errors when we recall events of many 

years ago. We welcome suggested edits and additions or deletions and where possible we will edit where we find 

we are in error. However, the oral histories we record are the words of the people we interview and we can only 

alter those with the authorisation of the people we interviewed. 

This is the complete version of the West Family story. An abridged version with the same title (AB13) is included 

on the Society web page. 
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M I L L A  M I L L A  T O  M I S S I O N  B E A C H 

Interviews with Bob and Julie West were conducted by Ken Gray at the West family home in Pioneer 

Street Bingil Bay, August 2021.  

This is a family history looking at our first carpenters to the Mission Beach District, George West and 

his son Robert, commonly called Bob. There was some building done here of course before the Wests 

arrived in 1955 yet most of that was by builders or carpenters from Tully or Innisfail and the Wests 

were perhaps our first career carpenters to live here. The story is told first by Bob West in several 

interviews with scribe Ken Gray, then Julie West tells her family story and helps jog Bobõs memory. 

Other family members contributed. 

Bob starts the story: We came from Millaa Millaa on the Atherton Tablelands. I was eight at the 

time, but I cannot recall much as I am developing Alzheimerõs and have difficulty remembering 

things, especially names. I will try hard and Julie can help fill in the gaps as she has an excellent 

memory. 

I was born on 15 June 1946. My father, George Ernest West was born around the early 1920s (Scribe: 

17 March 1917, St Patricks Day) and married Jane Spowart. It was 1955 when the family moved from 

Millaa Millaa to Mission Beach, mum, dad and their three children, Valerie, Carole and me. Valerie is 

three years younger than me and lives in Townsville while Carol died at age 65. 

My grandfather on dadõs side of the family was Arthur West who was in real estate. I do not know 

my grandmotherõs name; we all called her Nanna. My father had a brother also named, Arthur and 

commonly called Artie, a dairy farmer who married Joan and he had a sister named Lorna who 

married Sid, an ambulance driver. 

 
Uncle Sid, Stepmother Hope, Aunty Lorna and Aunt Joan (girl on right unnamed). 

Dad learned carpentry as an apprentice with local builders after the war. He was also the projectionist 

at the movie theatre at Milla Milla and did a bit of work as a butcher. When we came to Mission 

Beach he built and renovated houses and obtained his timber locally. There was a big timber mill in 

El Arish, known as Crispõs Timber. They made house framing and structural timber, while the other 

mill in the town owned by Charlie Myers was making plywood. There was another mill in Tully at the 
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time owned by John Day and that closed quite recently. Dad obtained most of his timber from Crispõs 

Mill and often did work for them on their buildings. While working at El Arish, he did not drive 

home during the week as the roads were so bad. He only came home on the weekends. 

Dad did not go to the war. I do not know why, but he became a little unpopular after the war with 

the people who enlisted. They may have resented him being safe at home with all the girls. He trained 

as a boxer and could handle himself and became the lightweight champion of north Queensland.  

After the death of his second wife, Hope in 1976, dad started wood turning in earnest and became 

very skilled at it even making radial drawers and he left many objects to the community (C4). He was 

clever with his hands and even made his own tools and miniature tools made from sewing needles. 

He won some awards such as a Festival of Forests Award in Ravenshoe for his wood turning. 

 
DŜƻǊƎŜ ²ŜǎǘΩǎ bv [ƛƎƘǘǿŜƛƎƘǘ /ƘŀƳǇƛƻƴ ¢ǊƻǇƘȅΦ 
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S T E P M U M  H O P E 

Mum and Dad separated and divorced after mum met Bluey Dean from the Johnstone Boy Camp, 

which was a bush camp on the foreshore at Boat Bay where several workers from South Johnstone 

Sugar Mill stayed in the off season. It was a short distance from where we lived and was always a great 

social gathering and mum loved to go fishing with them. Dad was traveling a lot at the time and was 

a hard man. I presume he was not very easy to live with, as he was quite stubborn and often cranky. 

Mum married Bluey later and dad met Sibella Austin a few houses from ours when he was renovating 

her old Queenslander. They hooked up soon after and we all moved in with Sibella so she became 

our stepmother. She was known by everyone as Hope rather than Sibella and I understood that. Not 

many would like to be named Sibella perhaps.  

I was at primary school when that all happened, so it was probably still in the 1950s. Sibella was good 

to me and was three years older than dad. She died of lung cancer at age 68 and went back to 

Melbourne when she became ill. Dad did not fly down with her and that upset many of their friends, 

but he said he was too busy to stop working. Sibella was a chain smoker and always coughed a lot. 

She smoked top-of-the-range imported cigarettes in flash little tins and the rubbish bin was littered 

with these tin cans. 

Sibella was an interesting person and came from a wealthy family in Victoria. They lived on a farm 

called Mt Noorat near Melbourne. She travelled often and liked to paint landscapes; we have a couple 

of them here and also have one done by Noel Wood who painted it for Hope. He did it in a few 

moments and was terrific at detail. 

Sibella came north from Victoria and loved the tropics. She initially lived on Bedarra Island for some 

time before buying an old Queenslander at the north end of Mission Beach. That was on the 

beachfront near Perrier Walk and the building remains there in a reduced state. 

 
Landscape, Hope (Sibella) West. 
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Painting by Noel Wood, donated to Hope West. 

Scribe: Constance Mackness admired Hopeõs artworks and said: ôMission Beach has a resident artist though she just 

paints for artõs sake ð Mrs. George West, whose landscapes in oils show rare truth and feeling. 

Life was very different living with Hope. She and Dad were married soon after the divorce and my 

mother had been a typical laid back Aussie mum who gave us considerable freedom; life was not at 

all formal. Hope was very formal. TV was banned and at mealtimes we had to do things properly and 

fit in with Hopeõs rather strict and, to us, alien rules. She insisted on having her chair at the table 

pulled out by George before she sat and the children could not be seated until this happened. 

Valerie West adds: Sibella was 10 years older than Dad I think. I must say, thinking back, that Hope 

(Sibella) was wonderful to me. She always had a pile of library books on hand in the school holidays 

for me as there wasnõt anyone to keep me company. Now I am an avid reader, mostly reading 

historical or biographical books. She also taught me to sew, knit, and crochet. She could be a bit 

intimidating, yet she was so interesting to talk to. I would have turned out to be a different person if 

it hadnõt been for her. 

Bob West continues: Hope owned considerable property and purchased a 30 acre forest lot on the 

hillside split by Boyett Road and going from the Council camping ground back to the bamboos.1 

When she died, she left the forest to the State to be made a National Park. The map (below) from 

Queensland Globe shows this fragment of National Park labelled 115NPW502 which extends from 

Clump Point back to behind the old primary school in Boyett Road. 

The State made the land donated by Sibella part of the Clump Mountain National Park and it provides 

an attractive forest backdrop for the area and preserves a small part of this rare basalt rainforest found 

on Clump Point. 

 
1 The bamboo referred to remains there in 2021 and was planted in the 1880s by Willoughby Smith who was working for the first landowner of 

the area, W Hyne who selected 1,280 acres at Clump Point in 1882. That was the lot that the Cutten brothers came to see in April 1882 hoping 
to select it but they were beaten to it by Hyne. 
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Hope divided off a two acre lot (the battle-axe lot at Perrier Walk on this map) for Dad who built a 

house on it with a concrete roof to make it cyclone proof. However, it may have been cyclone proof, 

but the concrete captured and trapped the heat in, so it was impossibly hot inside during summer. 

 
The land donated by Sibella (Hope) West to National Parks. Map from Queensland Globe. 

Hope had a son and a daughter in Victoria, Neil and Gina. Her husband had died young after a pimple 

infection turned quickly to septicaemia. There were no antibiotics freely available when that 

happened. His nick name was Fluff but I have no idea how he acquired that. 

Housework was not for Hope. She was interested in the environment and culture and left the 

housework and cleaning to a professional cleaner, Rosa Perry. Rosa was German and good at the job 

and did the laundry as well, so Hope was pleased with that arrangement. Rosa was married to Owen 

Perry and lived in Bingil Bay. 

The old Queenslander that we lived in was large and had long verandas. Only half the house still 

stands today. Valerie had a room out the back and I had one overlooking the verandah. Hope met 

held dinner parties and we often saw John and Alison Busst at these and Harold Holt with Dame 

Zara. I worked for them at times and they called me Robbie because Hope used that name for me. 

Dad extended that house while we were there onto the next lot, but it has been reduced since. 

The Holts and Bussts drank wine with Hope, but my father stuck to his beer. I knew them all well as 

I often did handy man work for them when I was an apprentice. 
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S C H O O L  D A Y S 

I went to primary school at Boyett Road with Valerie. There were 15 students in the school when I 

started school in 1955. Perhaps I attended school for a while before that in Milla Milla. I broke my 

arm when high jumping at one stage and that was a bit frightening, but I got through it and had to 

go to Tully to fix it. The bone was almost sticking out through the skin, so I was quite alarmed. 

I can recall some of the children who were at the Mission Beach school at the same time as we West 

kids were. The Rick family had four kids, Lachie, Frank, Charlie and Sheena. Frank and Sheena were 

there with me but the other boys were older and had moved on. There were five Wildsoet children: 

Dawn, Beryl, Betty, Kayleen and Robert. Dawn was older than the others who were at the school 

when I was. The Campbells were Doug, Ken, Don and Joan and the latter two were at school when 

I was. Maureen Harten was also there with us, as were Robert and Tom Donkin. 

The father of the Wildsoet boys, Jack Wildsoet, had a couple of dairy cows to make a few bob on the 

side and I remember we used to take a billy can to him and he milked a cow straight into the can. 

Dick Verhay lived in Bingil Bay and had chooks in those days and delivered the eggs to the door. 

Abby Porter owned the original Porter farm at the time and is now on the Tablelands and has a good 

memory so will provide useful input to the district history. Bill Pittentree had one eye, a high pitched 

voice and lived next door. Tom Rungert lived nearby too and grew avocados and soursops. 

Ken Campbell had a farm at the end of Boyett Road and Doug Campbellõs farm was overlooking the 

Post Office. Don Campbell lives on the original Campbell lot these days. 

I went to Herberton State High School for two years. Carol went there for two years and Valerie for 

seven. We stayed at the Herberton Methodist Hostel. The boys section was old and run down, but 

the girls area was quite new. The boys and girls mixed at mealtimes. I was 15 years old when I left 

school and became a carpenterõs apprentice with dad. 

I played rugby league when I was at high school but wasnõt outstanding, Iõll put it that way. 

 
Class of 1956, Bob West top row right end. From Mission Beach State School 50th Anniversary 1953-2003. 
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Our one roomed Mission Beach State School. From Mission Beach State School 50th Anniversary 1953-2003. 

In Herberton, we used to go camping on the Walsh River at the army firing range. We found these 

unexploded 25 pound bombs and piled them in a heap underneath a tree then hid behind rocks and 

let the bombs go off and blow the tree up. If a spark had hit the bombs they would have gone and 

we had bombs piled up beside our tents, so it was madness really. 

I did not like the Herberton Hostel or the school; it was the grottiest part of the place we were kept 

in. I just wanted to come home. The old part must have been 50 years old; the boys section. When 

winter came in, it was really cold. We ate with the girls at mealtimes and were so cold in winter. 

Nothing was maintained in the boyõs accommodation, so itõs a wonder we didn't die from something. 

The girls had the better area which was only 10 to 15 years old. 

I was no good at schoolwork, but they must have doctored my Report Card ð it came out and was 

good, but I never learned anything except in the woodworking section. 

Greg Shaw from El Arish was my best mate. There were bullies in the hostel; a couple of really bad. 

One was from New Guinea, but he was white and was a mongrel. I was walking to school one day 

and he kept standing on the heels in my shoes, pulling them off. I confronted him and he challenged 

me to a fight. I didn't want to fight or back down, so the whole thing was on in the study at the hostel. 

Word got round; even the town boys found out. We had all the desks pulled back with no teachers 

around luckily. The kids from town were peeping in and everyone gathered inside watching and it 

was shirts off, bare knuckles and bang, I hit him really hard around the ears. He punished me 

ferociously and my ears were all bruised and black. He flogged into my head; it was headshots most 

of the time. And then we got into a corner and he swung a punch and hit the door. He had broken 

his wrist prior to the fight so it was all over. I laid into him; he couldn't do anything. The odd thing 

is I was the winner, you know, I ended up being a real hero. The girls heard about it and a female 

teacher came up to me and thanked me and said, òI hope you really gave it to him because he was 

such a mongrel of a kidó. He never came near me again and I became far more popular after that. 

Funny the things you remember as a kid. I got lucky that day. 
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T E E N  R O M A N C E 

I was keen on girls. It is a family trait I expect as my father was also fond of the girls and my son has 

followed in our footsteps it seems. The first girl I fancied was at high school in Herberton. That was 

Margaret Schaffert who was from the Robin Hood Station inland near Georgetown and Mt Surprise 

west of the Atherton Tablelands. That romance lasted less than two years and ended when Margaret 

returned home and we did not see each other again. 

 
Margaret Schaffert: school romance.   Robin Hood Station or Cobbold Gorge as it is in 2021; now a tourist venture. 

When I returned from Herberton, I remember falling overboard for the Tully Hospital Matronõs 

daughter, Barbara Vesaris. I was a bit of a loner, have been all of my life really and was more interested 

in girlfriends than having a lot of mates. We used to go to dances in Tully and that was a big highlight 

as a teenager. Only Brian Barnes had a car, so we used to hitch a ride with him and had a wonderful 

time with the girls. Brian never managed to find a girlfriend. 

As soon as I completed my apprenticeship, I headed south to Brisbane for the bright lights and pretty 

girls; so many girls! Then I went to Auckland on building sites and met many lovely girls there too 

and some followed me back to Australia. I then went to Melbourne on building sites as a carpenter. 

That was a happy time and in Melbourne in 1971 perhaps when I was 25 or 26 years old I met Julie 

Thomas. I asked her for a dance and that was it. It was the end of the gallivanting for me and we are 

now 49 years married. 

We met at a disco at the Waltzing Matilda Hotel. Soon after, we toured and worked together overseas 

visiting several countries such as USA, Papua New Guinea, Thailand then South Africa. That was 

where we tied the knot. And never looked back. 
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Glamour: Valerie West stars for the Villa Monaco brochure. 

 


