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      Foreword

      Here’s a book about Cannon Hill saleyards that will bring back many happy memories for a lot of people; anyone who has ever been in any way associated with the place will relate to these stories.

      It’s a book that re-unites old friends; I know it has already done so for quite a few of us who have contributed to these pages. I feel it fills a gap in the history of the saleyards and it’s written in a style that is so very readable.

      When I asked the author why he wrote it he replied, “I put this one together so that what went on at Cannon Hill and all those who worked there will long be remembered.”

      It is understandable that not everyone can be covered in a book of this size but, it’s obvious to me that an attempt has been made to include all the different types – auctioneers, butchers, buyers, carriers, clerks, contractors, dealers, exporters, journalists, market reporters, skin buyers, stock inspectors, stockmen, the blokes on the railway, the ladies in the canteen, wholesalers … even a few dogs get a mention!

      When you put them all together – from Dexter Kruger who sold cattle there in 1933 to Les Clyne who reported on the last sale in 1991 – you come up with a true record of what Cannon Hill was all about – hard work, mateship and good fun, yet big business.

      You’ll find we all got on well together, we all helped one another, and you’ll notice that every story finishes with a comment as to how much we liked being there and working there.

      Now it’s all gone, but these stories will help us to remember. I’m sure you’ll enjoy them; I know I did!

      Leo Pugh
IMT Processing
Murarrie
18th August 2009
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      1.  Dexter Kruger

      (Vendor, 1933-55)

      The Krugers were among the first settlers on Sheep Station Creek near Kilcoy and were well established there when I came along in 1910.

      I traded in cattle from an early age and on 1st July 1933 I opened an account with Mactaggarts Primary Producers Cooperative Association and started sending consignments to Cannon Hill.

      Eric Mactaggart owned “Cowah” not too far from us and he was popular among the locals so it was logical that I should favour him with my business.

      The stock went down by train from Winya Siding, which was three miles from Kilcoy on the Brisbane side. That’s where the Queensland National Pastoral Company’s “Yabba Station” bullocks trucked, 300 at a time, en route to Moreheads at Cannon Hill.

      My father, Albert, had a car and sometimes we would drive down in his Willys Knight to see the cattle sold.

      There would be others from around Beaudesert and Boonah there too, quite a squad of us, and we’d all get together for a yarn and the agent would shout us a good hot meal at the canteen.

      It was all very relaxed; very much like a big country show and the more you went the more people you met. It was a good place to exchange information; a great day out, something to look forward to.

      It’s a long time ago, nearly 80 years, and I can’t remember all the names but Bill Garrick was the auctioneer for Mactaggarts who sold our cattle and Martin Snelling and Clarrie Phillips were other auctioneers.

      There were plenty of agents: AML&F, Sturmfels, Fenwicks, Australian Estates, Moreheads, Dalgetys, Winchcombe Carson, New Zealand Loan and others, and there were many buyers including Frank Brosnan, Don Cameron, Don Lavarack and Austin Biscoe.

      The Courier Mail reported every sale in detail, such as: Dexter Kruger “Union Park” Kilcoy, 6 bullocks at £5.2.6, 4 at £4.17.6 … and that sort of thing; there would be several columns of it after every sale.

      The Courier Mail was the result of a merger between the Brisbane Courier and the Daily Mail during the Depression. The Queensland Country Life came later.

      I sent Angus heifers to Cannon Hill in 1955; that was my last consignment and I was there the day they were sold. Kilcoy abattoir had opened up in 1953; after that there was no point in going past a meatworks right at your front door.

      But I did play a part in getting the liveweight scales installed.

      In 1951, as the secretary of the Kilcoy / Brisbane Valley Branch of the United Graziers Association, I moved the motion, “That the UGA use its best endeavours to have liveweight selling introduced at Cannon Hill.”

      Nothing much came of the idea until we were able to get Winter P. Hamon, a Brisbane businessman with grazing interests at Gladstone and Esk, elected to the Metropolitan Abattoir Board.

      He was a man who made things happen and in 1976, 25 years after the initial proposal, the scales were installed and the Cannon Hill saleyards introduced liveweight selling to Queensland.

      I remember Cannon Hill as the major selling centre in Queensland. Cattle came in from all over the State and from parts of the Northern Territory and New South Wales as well, and the market at Cannon Hill was the basis on which all private trading was done.

      2.  Dan Hassett

      (Contractor / Sheep Buyer, 1943-71)

      Dan Hassett followed his grandfather, Dan, and his father, Herb, as a contractor who specialised in drafting the sheep and lambs. These are his memories of Cannon Hill Saleyards:

      The war was on and men were scarce. I had finished primary school at the convent and was to go on to Nudgee College but my father needed me at the yards and that is where I received my real education.

      My first recollections are of learning to work a dog. Dad and my grandfather taught me that and the next thing you know I was shepherding sheep in the hills of Cannon Hill, at Murarrie and around what they called Seven Hills which is Carina today.

      The shepherding was done on horseback and it wasn’t an easy job. If sheep got boxed there’d be a helluva mess and you’d have to take them back to the yards and draft them apart again.

      After the sale, I’d be on horseback again taking sheep to the abattoir. Once again it was important that your mob didn’t get mixed up with any of the others; you had to know what you were doing, have good dogs and know how to work them.

      The abattoir had a stable where horses were kept and saddles locked away but every now and then there’d be a break-in and saddles and horses would be stolen. Young fellows would steal them and head west but the police always seemed to catch them and bring them back.

      As time went by, trucks came in. Byrne & Houston Carriers and Wally Morgan opened up and they would do most of the local carting from the saleyards to the abattoir so that part of the horseback work began to be phased out.

      Then as more land around Cannon Hill was taken up for housing, tailing of sheep prior to the sale was replaced by feeding in the yards. Wally Morgan and Byrne & Houston carted the hay and we fed them and that’s the way it went from that point on.

      But, in the very early days, they seemed to find plenty for a young fellow to do down on the train lines.

      It was all hustle and bustle down there, never stopped, some trains with two steam engines – one pushing and the other one pulling – and stock everywhere.

      Sheep trains would be banked up waiting to unload while cattle trains would be on the main line right beside them and I’d be sent down, by my father, to check the sheep.

      I’d be down there between the two trains and the next thing a bullock would slip on the floor of a wagon and spray all the stinking muck over my clothes and my face.

      That was the sort of thing you had to put up with.

      If a sheep got onto the line, I’d be sent down to get him.

      One day, a wether got out and finished up under the train. Dad told me to go down and get him and I was under there holding him by one leg when the train moved off.

      I rolled out from under and got out shaking and I said to my father, “I’m not going to do that any more.”

      And he said, “Alright; you don’t have to.”

      The Country Life featured Herb Hassett in the
Week’s Personality column in 1968.

      Trains would come in grossly overloaded and there would be dead sheep in every wagon and he’d say to me, “Pull ‘em out.”

      Pull ‘em out? They were rotten!

      Anyway, I’d crawl into the wagons and drag them out one by one; the sweat would be pouring off me, I’d be stinking to high heaven, but I had to get in and do it.

      After a while I said, “No more; I’m not doing that again.”

      And he said, “Alright; you don’t have to.”

      I should have said that in the first place.

      The older blokes, they didn’t mind what they did. They’d fall over in a sheep truck and it wouldn’t worry them.

      I remember Skitz Muirhead unloading pigs that were reluctant to come out of the wagon and Skitz was in there on his hands and knees trying to persuade them to do so and letting fly with some crude language at the top of his voice.

      Walking along the street beside the train line is this other bloke pushing a pram with his wife and kids in tow. When he hears the swearing he comes over and abuses Skitz for upsetting his missus, but Skitz responds with worse language even louder than before.

      There was a long poking-up stick handy. The family man grabbed it and he poked Skitz from one end of that wagon to the other and back again. You could hear him screaming all up the road but he cut out the bad language.

      The saleyards were extremely well laid out; you wouldn’t get a better design anywhere and the undulating nature of the land was ideal for drainage. The lanes were wide and allowed for the movement of big numbers of stock, all the gates were well hung, the builders did a marvellous job, in fact the whole place was a credit to Mr E R Greenup and the others who were responsible for the design.

      But Cannon Hill was a helluva place to work.

      In summer it got very hot and then there were the flies, but in the winter the westerly winds whipped up all this fine dust, which was really powdered manure, and you copped it in your face, in your eyes, in your ears, in your clothes and the smell of it stuck to you.

      You only had to cross the overhead bridge from the carpark to the office to pick up the first whiff of the aroma and, boy, were you stinking by the time you re-crossed that bridge to go home.

      My father, Herb, started at the yards when they opened in 1931 but before that he worked with his father at the old Newmarket yards from 1912. You will appreciate he had a wealth of experience.

      He retired in 1958 and I continued with his contracts. He set me up; he trained me and advised me all the way through. I owe him a huge debt of gratitude.

      But he still came out to the sales and took great delight in harassing Peter Dixon from Elders about his long service leave; in fact he was still pestering him about it four years later.

      I was contracted to draft the sheep and lambs for both Dalgetys and Elders and when Dalgetys got together with New Zealand Loan and Elders merged with Goldsbrough Mort, my business increased accordingly.

      There were five sheep drafting races, A to E. These were allocated by the Saleyard Superintendent to be used by the various agents based on numbers booked in for any particular sale.

      In the main, two men helped me do the drafting, Roy Gill and his son, Peter, but occasionally when numbers were really big more men would have to come on.

      The biggest day I ever had was the time Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd from Dalgetys yarded approximately 25,000 sheep.

      We started very early on the Wednesday morning and didn’t stop till we finished them at around 12.30pm the next day, just in time to pen them up to be sold, then I had to change hats and start buying to fill my orders.

      We worked around the clock and survived on sandwiches; I reckon I was on my feet for 48 hours straight. It was a very big week.

      At the end of it, I was done; came home, had a shower, felt okay, sat down in the lounge, then it hit me, and I went out like a light.

      Later on Dave and Dick left Dalgetys and went out on their own trading as Shepherdson & Boyd.

      Actually it was Dave Shepherdson who nicknamed me “Dapper Dan” and the name stuck. I always liked to dress well and keep as clean as possible under the circumstances. On account of that, a lot of people reckoned the tag suited me pretty well.

      The majority of the fellows at Cannon Hill were a breed apart, be they buyers, owners, agents, stockmen, whoever was there, they were all

      A sheep sale scene in 1969.
Dan Hassett with hat and buyers book in hand is in the pen about to be sold.

      Dan Hassett and his father, Herb, drafting sheep with their dog “Mac” in 1958.
When the dinner bell rang, Mac was the first one to the dining room every time.
good blokes, you could always get along well with any of them; never had an argument … except one which I’ll mention later.

      Rusty Taylor was with Dalgetys; he was a fine man. Other agents I had a lot of time for were Mark Pope from Elders and Bob Templeton from Australian Estates. I named our second son, Mark Ian Hassett, after them. Ian is Bob Templeton’s middle name.

      Jack Fitzsimmons was with Fenwicks which was acquired by Goldsbrough Mort. Jack stayed on for a while then branched out on his own and took most of the pig business with him. He had an enormous following.

      Other great blokes included Sid Perkins who was with Moreheads, and with Dalgetys you had the likes of Fred Cassidy, Dick Hudson, Doug Parker and Dick’s son Don Hudson who came later.

      Charlie Denford was the Livestock Manager for Australian Estates. He was replaced by Bob Templeton then along came Jim Scully who was also one of the very best.

      Doug Mactaggart was there, so too Terry Perkins with his father. Another one was Eric Bassingthwaighte who started off with Clarrie Phillips and Tom Flanagan at Primaries.

      New Zealand Loan had Sonny Robinson. Now he was a funny man, a good man too; he fought in the First World War.

      I’ll never forget one day, it was teeming rain when he arrived, we all got wet, but Sonny had this lovely trench coat which was spotlessly clean and he hung it up carefully in the office.

      We were over drafting the sheep in the wet when a couple of his clerks turned up. When Sonny saw them he yelled out to stop the sheep and he went back and tore strips off one of them.

      This young fellow had taken it upon himself to wear Sonny’s good coat and it was already spattered with muck and manure and those types of stains never come out.

      Well Sonny really did his block and who would blame him?

      When he came back from the War, Wally Frood was there with AML&F, Cyril Burcher was with Winchcombes, and another great fellow was Grahame Flynn who started out as a young lad with Winchcombes too.

      John Anderson was another agent who comes to mind. He was a good auctioneer but his career was cut short when he was killed in a car accident coming back from Dalby.

      The amazing thing about Cannon Hill was the number of brothers who worked there: Roy, Lenny and Ted Pugh; Bill, Joe and Jack Lawlor; Eddie and Charlie Turner; Percy, Eric and Les Scott; Dave, Bill and George Outhwaite; Fred, Ben and Skitz Muirhead; Neville, Harry and Ray Knight; Dinny, Malcolm and Bill Crimmins; and Wally Morgan had two brothers working for him, George and Fred Finlay; top men who would do anything for you.

      And the Wilsons: Merv Wilson and his sons Kenny and Keith; and the Unnasch family: Henry and his sons Brian and Jim.

      Kevin Ware was there too; he was a great fellow, worked very hard, did a lot of work for Winchcombe Carson.

      Then there were the Simpsons: Fred Simpson and his sons Bobby, Matt and Charlie. Very hard working men. Fred had the contract to remove the dead and crippled from the saleyards.

      When Fred gave up the contract, Alf Leman took it on with the help of his son Teddy. I’ve never seen a man work as hard as Alf and tough, as tough a man as I have ever met.

      Among the cattlemen, I remember Henry Daniels and Ken Pope who did the drafting for Dalgetys. Big man, Henry, massive! He’d fill a saddle twice. Good old bloke who never said much.

      Roy Pugh did the job for Queensland Primary Producers, and Ted and Len Pugh did all Elders drafting.

      Among the Saleyard Superintendents, the two that I really remember were Mr Jackson followed by Mr Carmody. After that there was Jack Fitzgerald who had an offsider and troubleshooter named Carson Fisher who was a good man and a hard worker.

      Prior to Carson there was Norm Skuthorpe, a member of that famous horse-riding family. Norm worked hard too, the same as the rest of them, and I think it may have killed him in the end.

      The yards were always well maintained, hosed down and cleaned regularly. The maintenance was done by a top carpenter, a big fellow by the name of Jack O’Donoghue. Before him, that role was filled by Fred Tucker who came across from the Newmarket yards.

      Among the buyers, Frank McMahon was a hard man.

      I had the order for Uhlmann Bros at Stones Corner. They only bought the best; it didn’t matter about the price, as long as they were the best there was no limit.

      Bob Templeton was selling. When it came to the pen I wanted, I had to take Frank on and he just pushed me up and up till eventually Bob knocked the pen down to Frank. But I disputed the bid.

      Now that would have been the only time that anyone ever disputed a bid against Frank McMahon. Anyway, I got ‘em.

      Frank came to me later and said:

      “Dan, if you’d asked me I’d have given you those lambs.”

      “Yes, Frank, and you could’ve said ‘no’ too!”

      “I won’t forget this,” he muttered as he left.

      From that point on, whenever I was buying, Frank was there and he drove it into me at every opportunity.

      One of the skin buyers told me I’d have to do something to get him to leave me alone. I knew that, but I didn’t know what to do. He was destroying my buying power and I had to come up with a way of getting him off my back.

      I thought about it and I reckoned I’d have to try something.

      This day we came to Pen 180; Jim Scully, Bob Templeton’s offsider, was selling. There were 85 lambs in the pen and the rule was you had to take a minimum of 15 head.

      The bidding started, the pace was pretty brisk, I thought I had them, then Frank chimes in and drives them up till they were stinkin’ dear, but they were knocked to me and I took 15.

      Scully put up the balance and the bidding started again.

      Frank says, “Are you out?”

      “No, I’m still in.”

      “Well, you’re gonna pay for ‘em.”

      And with that he kicked ‘em up and kicked ‘em up and kicked ‘em right up, till eventually Scully calls:

      “It’s against you, Dan.”

      “Righto, take his bid.”

      And he knocked ‘em down to Frank – 70 of the dearest lambs ever sold!

      After that he left me alone and was always decent to me. He went to America once a year and he’d ask me what I wanted, a hat or whatever, and he’d bring it back for me.

      Yes, I got on well with Frank. He offered me a job; I knocked it back; said I couldn’t give up what I was doing.

      Other buyers included Ron Stanton and his brother Alan, both really good blokes. They became very successful in the wholesaling business and did very well. Then there was William Land & Son, Jack and Neil Deignan, and Peter Fleming who wore a tie and a red carnation in the lapel of his suit coat.

      Frank Kingston was another who dressed very well. He was always immaculately turned out in an expensive suit and polished boots. This particular day he stepped back into an open tin of cattle-marking paint that one of the workers had left in the buyers’ lane and splashed paint all over his boots and trousers.

      Well, he went right off. He was absolutely infuriated and when the bloke concerned showed up he let him have it with both barrels and called him for everything.

      The fellow copped it for a while but in the end he got pretty wound up too and he picked up the tin of paint and tipped what was left of it all over Frank and his beautiful suit.

      That little episode finished up in court and the chap ended up having to buy Mr Kingston a whole set of new clothes!

      I remember when Sid Teys first came to the yards with Kev O’Hanlon. They had a butcher shop at Wooloongabba. Later on the two boys Allan and Gary Teys turned up.

      I have the greatest respect for the whole Teys family. They started at the bottom and went right to the top and, with Geoff Teys at the helm, that’s where Teys Bros is today.

      I would like to mention the railway shunters who worked the trains at the saleyards. They were always on the ball, very efficient and did the job extremely well. There were four all together but I quite clearly recall Sid Wainwright and Bill Penberthy.

      One day an empty L wagon got away from Bill and it was picking up speed as is careered down the track with Bill in hot pursuit yelling “Stop it! Stop it!”

      He had no chance of catching it and there was no way of stopping it much to the amusement of half a dozen stockmen sitting on the fence cheering him on.

      Anyhow, the wagon slowed right down on the uphill grade before the next set of points and no harm was done, but poor old Bill was upset that it had got away from him in the first place.

      I should also mention the horses. There was a huge amount of work done on horseback especially drafting up big mobs of cattle.

      The drafting was done on soft ground out of the pens into the lanes but the yarding up was done on the acres of cement-coated bricks which could be very slippery.

      My uncles Charlie Hassett and Harold Hassett, Kevin Coonan, the three Pughs, Roy, Ted and Lenny, Jack Logue, they all had great horses that they would take up to a gallop at times to block a beast on the bricks and those horses never missed a beat.

      There was a fellow named Brian Frawley who worked for Elders in their Property Department. He was a practical joker who would be forever ringing people up and having them on.

      Mark Pope and I cooked up a scheme to get one back on him.

      I rang Frawley from Cannon Hill and had someone beside me who would come onto the line and say, “Three minutes; are you extending?” to make out it was a trunk line call.

      Anyway, Frawley answered the phone and I made out I was a Mr Whittaker from Glen Innes. The conversation went like this:

      “Brian Frawley at Elders. Can I help you?”

      “Whittaker speaking. I’m calling from Glen Innes. Can you give me the full details of that property at Taroom you advertised?”

      “Certainly sir. Just one moment.”

      You could hear Frawley pull out the draw of his filing cabinet and rifle through the files but he wasn’t going to find what he was looking for because Mark Pope had taken it out.

      Frawley came back on the line:

      “Bear with me, Mr Whittaker; won’t be much longer.”

      “Three minutes; are you extending?” says our man.

      “Yes, I’ll extend,” I reply as irritably as I can, and I hang on, trying not to laugh, while you can hear Frawley slamming draws and shifting paper and you can just tell this is really getting to him and he’s stomping round his office doing his block and getting nowhere.

      Eventually he comes back on the line and as soon as he opens his mouth he hears:

      “Six minutes; are you extending?”

      “I’ll extend,” I growl into the phone, then to Frawley, “This call is costing me a small fortune; what the hell are you doing?”

      “Hold on, Mr Whittaker; won’t be long now.”

      I had him running around that office tearing his hair out while at our end Popey and I and our makeshift trunk line operator were having much difficulty controlling our mirth.

      “I’m not extending again,” I told him.

      “Give me one more chance, Mr Whittaker” and you could hear him banging the filing cabinets back and forth in a desperate search for the missing particulars.

      In the end I just hung up. I don’t know whether he ever worked out who Mr Whittaker really was but we did notice his own practical jokes tapered right off and he never had a crack at anybody after that.

      I had a bit of an altercation with Merv Wilson one day; in the 28 years I spent at Cannon Hill it was the only blue I ever had and it was all to do with a misunderstanding. It should never have happened.

      Anyway, it all started when Dad stepped out of a sheep pen and accidently trod on Merv’s dog; the dog up and bit Dad and he kicked the dog up the ribs.

      It had nothing to do with me; I wasn’t there and didn’t even know it had happened, but a few of the wags around the place got onto Merv and told him that I was coming after him to square off for his dog biting my father.

      The next Thursday morning I’m going about my business as usual and people are walking by.

      Here’s Sonny Robinson and he says, “Good morning, Danny.”

      And I say, “Good morning, Major.” Sonny was an officer in the First World War.

      Next it was Mr Clem Fletcher. He says, “Good morning, Dan.”

      “Good morning, Mr Fletcher.”

      Then I see Merv Wilson coming towards me and I say to him, “Good morning, Merv. How are you?”

      “I’ll show you bloody good morning,” he says coming at me with a whip in his hand raised above his head.

      I didn’t know what to do. I stood back a bit, but it was either him or me, so I decided to let one go and punched him in the face and opened up his mouth.

      He grabbed me around the waist, dragged me across the lane, pushed me up against the pen, I went over the fence and banged my head against the post, it was a scene straight out of the movies, and I remember thinking to myself,  “This is going to get a lot worse before it gets any better.”

      In the pen we really got into it. He was a big fellow, Merv, and I was thinking, “I’m not winning this,” but I managed to get him in a headlock and punch him in the head and I could sense he was running out of steam when all of a sudden he sagged and stopped fighting.

      Then Merv’s son Keith, who weighed 18 stone, came along and broke it up. I thought to myself, “What has happened here?”

      I asked Keith, “What’s going on?”

      “I don’t know; just leave him alone.”

      I came home with a black eye. Hazel was not impressed, I was fuming and all I could think about was getting back at Merv. I’d never been involved with anything like this before and it was very upsetting.

      Next day at the yards, Dad came to me. He had heard about the fight but didn’t know what caused it. His advice was,

      “Leave Merv alone, stay away from him; he wants to see you but you keep clear of him.”

      Then Merv showed up and I thought, “Hello, I’m ready for this one,” but he came up to me with hand outstretched and apologised.

      He said, “My wife won’t talk to me for what I did to you. I’m very sorry,” and we shook hands.

      It was days later that the full story came out. Merv thought I was out to get him for what his dog did to Dad whereas I didn’t have a clue why he was so hostile. It was all a terrible misunderstanding created by a couple of playful characters who shall remain nameless!

      In the main, I would say that at Cannon Hill everybody got on with everybody; I know I certainly did.

      The Railway Department had an office at the bottom of the overhead bridge leading to the saleyards. This office was manned by two men during the day and a third worked the late shift to pick up the waybills from the trains as they came in during the night.

      Roy Stanbridge and Colin Bell were two stockmen who were always about the place. Both were buckjump champions, ex-rodeo men, and they both liked a bit of fun, especially Col Bell who was known to ride his horse up and over the railway bridge and down into the saleyards. I’ve seen the hoofprints on the stairs myself.

      With a few grogs in him, Col Bell was known to ride his horse up and 
over the railway bridge and down into the saleyards.

      This night George Crabbe was on duty at the Railway office and while he was out collecting the paperwork, Col led his horse into George’s tiny sleeping quarters and shut the door.

      When George decided to have a nap, he opened the door, walked into the horse and nearly died of fright!

      Friday was the one day of the week that we could relax. The first stop was the agents’ offices in the city where we would pick up our pay, discuss the week gone by and talk about the offering for next week.

      Then we would all meet at a central location, most likely the Queens Hotel in Eagle Street, a whole group of us, maybe 15 or 20, and each bloke would hit the bar with a quid to start the ball rolling and we’d kick on from there.

      I remember the day Charlie Billington joined the group. He’d had a head start on us and was very much the worse for wear in no time. Dad was there and he volunteered to see him safely home so he called a taxi and accompanied Charlie back to his motel on Wickham Terrace then rejoined us at the Queens.

      “How did you get on with Charlie,” I asked.

      “He was no trouble, he’s home safe, he’s right.”

      “Oh yeah! Have a look down the other end of the bar.”

      Charlie was there as large as life with that silly grin on his face having the time of his life. He’d beaten Dad back to the pub!

      Cannon Hill gave me a wealth of experience particularly in relation to people. After I left the saleyards and ventured into selling real estate, the ability to get on with people from all walks of life was the secret of my success in my new occupation.

      I am so pleased to have had the opportunity to work at Cannon Hill from a young age and very thankful to all those I met and worked with at the yards over the years.

      They were my education for which I will be forever grateful.

      3.  Jack O’Hagan
(Cattle Buyer, 1944-82)

      My father, John O’Hagan, had a dairy farm at Carina and, as a boy, I would go with him to Cannon Hill saleyards.

      I left school in 1944 aged thirteen and started dealing myself, mainly in dairy heifers and a few old cull cows. I’d put a little line of them together, freshen them up, and sell them or trade them somehow. You could say I was a teenage cattle dealer working on a dairy farm.

      As I grew older, I expanded my operation, did more and more cattle dealing, and even broke in and handled horses.

      I would buy cattle, put lines of them together, then sell them dressed weight at the abattoir - some were butchers’ cattle but mostly they were boner cows and export type cattle. One of my customers was Peter Fleming who was an exporter in his own right.

      Anybody could kill at the abattoir if they had a butcher shop, but I didn’t want that. I applied for my own export quota but it was not available at that time, however, they put my name down on the list.

      So I continued dealing and, for quite a while, I sold cattle to some Canadians who traded as Intercontinental Packers.

      They offered me a job. I wasn’t looking for a job, I would have preferred to be my own man, but as I couldn’t get my own killing arrangements and it was a salaried position, I took it.

      They were mainly into bacon pigs but they did have a cattle kill at the abattoir in those days, and it was my job to supply the stock. I spent three and a half years with them as their cattle buyer.

      It’s the only time I ever worked for a boss!

      Then the abattoir notified me that killing space was available. I explained this to Intercontinental Packers, left them, and started killing in my own right with an export quota of 20 head a week.

      The first lot went to the United Kingdom; chilled hindquarters they were. After that, we’d get them boned out and packed and we’d send the product wherever we found a market.

      The business developed to the stage where I had a kill of 800 plus per week at the abattoir. It got out of hand really!

      As I said, we were going to wherever we could sell the meat to the best advantage, but we did have a very strong connection with people in the USA and I was buying good cows, bullocks and bulls to suit their requirements.

      The stock work was done by a very reliable young man named Ray Lawlor. I had various men over the years but Ray was there in the beginning. Later, Ray bought cattle for me and did an excellent job.

      Another man who was with me was Geoffrey Sharman. He knew what he was doing, was a good worker, called a spade a spade, and was a very likeable bloke. He did a good job for me too.

      There were a lot of good men around the saleyards – buyers, agents, stockmen – a lot of excellent people really.

      I found the auctioneers to be alright; I think I got on well with all of them. It was an auction sale. I was there to buy as best I could while their job was to get top dollar for the client. I understood that!

      There were many talented auctioneers at Cannon Hill and as time went by, they improved. I’m sure the time limit helped to make auctioneers. As for me, the faster they went, the better I liked it.

      I nearly built an abattoir. Thank the Lord I didn’t!

      I’d verbally bought the land near Ipswich but the vendor pulled out. God was very kind to me!

      I was never one to want to get into that side of it, but it seemed to be a necessity. At that time, strikes were crippling the industry.	 	And we had plans drawn up to build a boning room attached to the abattoir on a leased area where we were producing meat; there would have been a door between the boning room and the abattoir.

      But I couldn’t come to an agreement with the abattoir people and I decided not to go on with it. They did me a good turn really.

      Later on, Gilbertsons did build a boning room on that site.

      From then on, I more or less started to reduce and stopped trading altogether in 1982.

      I loved buying cattle; I had peace of mind when I was buying. It was something that I enjoyed, but after the problems we had with the unions, I never really wanted to be there any longer.

      The day I stopped was the best day’s work I did in my life!

      I remember Cannon Hill as the place to go.

      That’s where the cattle were; that’s where the numbers were. 
4.  Grahame Flynn
(Agent, Auctioneer, Cattle Buyer, 1943-49 & 1956-88)

      I’d been jackarooing for 12 months for George Ferrier at “Nellybri” Surat when my Dad died. My elder brother was a pilot in the Air Force and about to serve overseas, so I reluctantly decided I’d better come home and get a job in Brisbane.

      I was a city kid but I loved the bush and I wanted to get into something rural. I’d heard the Ferriers talk about Rusty Taylor and drafting sheep at Cannon Hill and I worked out that must be the saleyards so I knocked on all the agents doors in Eagle Street and as luck would have it, Winchcombe Carson were looking for someone.

      John Cahill was leaving to join the Air Force and they hadn’t got round to filling the vacancy, so they put me on and John gave me a crash course on the duties of a stock clerk under the Livestock Manager and auctioneer, Cyril Burcher.

      Cyril was a very tough boss and I didn’t like him at all at the time, but in later life I appreciated what I had learned from him.

      In the couple of weeks we were together, John Cahill and I formed an enduring friendship that lasted till the day he died.

      He survived the war and went on to own the Rockhampton agency, R. F. Duncan & Co., in partnership with Cec McIlwraith, a Battle of Britain veteran. John was a brilliant auctioneer which of course contributed to the success of the business.

      We lived at Highgate Hill and I’d walk about a mile and a half down to Vulture Street where Mister Burcher would pick me up on his way to Cannon Hill at about 4.00am, and invariably he’d be late.

      In the 18 months I was with him, I was five minutes late only once; he was on time that day and he took off without me. That meant I had to walk back to South Brisbane to catch the train to Cannon Hill and when I eventually did arrive, he gave me a real going over.

      I was eager to learn how to judge the weight of stock and I approached some of the old buyers for advice but was rebuffed in no uncertain manner. I found the old hands were most unfriendly and intolerant of young people and I do believe succeeding generations are more understanding in that regard.

      But there were exceptions. One was Bill Simpson, Vesteys’ head buyer, and the other was Frank McMahon from Wilson Meats. They were always helpful.

      Charlie Hassett, the champion horseman and champion whip-cracker, did our stock work; he was brilliant.

      In 1945 I joined the Navy and I was away from Cannon Hill for a couple of years. By the time I returned, Cyril Burcher had moved up the Winchcombes ladder and Geoff Midson was the auctioneer.

      Geoff was a bachelor who had joined the Army when he was 38 and served in the Middle East and New Guinea. He was a great fellow and a delight to work under.

      The day I turned twenty-one in 1948, they had the licence ready for me to start selling and I vividly recall my first attempt. It was to be on the sheep and I was in a state of fear and trepidation as young auctioneers were rare in those days.

      But “Toughy” McMahon came to me just before the sale.

      “Settle down, son,” he said. “I’ll look after you.”

      And he did. He started every pen, pushed the bidding along and made sure the values were right.

      I never forgot it and I became very close to Frank in the ensuing years. As a matter of fact, when he became the manager of A. W. Andersons, he offered me the job of Livestock Manager.

      “I don’t know what they’re paying you at Tancreds,” he said, “but whatever it is I’ll double it.”

      That was an offer that was pretty hard to knock back but, as much as I got on well with Frank, I knew I could never work for him.

      Frank was a genuinely tough man and he had a bit of a cruel streak in him too. These stories will give you a bit of an idea of what I mean:

      When he was the boss at Wilson Meats one of his senior men came into his office to resign. No names! We’ll just call him Bill.

      “I’ve got some bad news for you, Frank; I’m going to finish up,” says Bill.

      “I’m going to work for another company but I won’t leave you in the lurch, I’ll stay on for a couple of months to give you time to get someone to replace me.”

      “No need for that,” says Toughy. “Just hand your keys to the girl on the front desk as you leave and I’ll get the accountant to work out what we owe you and he’ll send it on.”

      Bill was a bit taken aback but there wasn’t much more to say so he turns around and heads for the door, but Frank calls him back.

      “Hey Bill; what was that bad news you had for me?”

      Frank had 40 bullocks on agistment at Bowenville and took Ernie Markham, an old Tancred buyer, out to inspect them.

      “What do you want for them, Frank?” says Ernie.

      Toughy tells him some outrageous price.

      “What! How much weight have you got on ’em?”

      “I reckon they’d do 660lbs.”

      “You’re mad! I don’t think they’d do 600,” says Ernie.

      “You’re wrong,” says Frank, “but I want to sell them so make me an offer anyhow,”

      “No, I’ll see Jim Tancred when I get back.”

      After a short silence, Frank asks,

      “How long have you been with Tancreds, Ernie?

      “I was the first bloke to ever buy for them; put ’em on their feet, I did. If it wasn’t for me they wouldn’t be where they are today.”

      “Yes, that’s what I thought, and yet you’ve still got to go and ask Jim Tancred if you can buy 40 bullocks?”

      “I don’t have to ask anybody anything,” roars Ernie. “It’s just that you’ve got too much weight on ’em.”

      “I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll bet you a big Casket Ticket that I’m closer than you,” says Frank.

      “You’re on,” and with that he buys the cattle on 620 or 630 or something like that.

      The first paper shop they came to on the way back, Frank wheels into the kerb and goes to hop out, and Ernie says,

      “Where are you going?”

      “Going to buy you that Casket Ticket.”

      “But I haven’t won it yet.”

      “No, but you will!”

      I didn’t do much selling at Cannon Hill because it wasn’t long before I was transferred to Tara as the stock salesman.

      I liked the agency business in the bush, liked it even better than being an agent at Cannon Hill but, when you’re on £2.7.6 a week and paying £1.17.6 for board at the pub, it’s hard to make ends meet.

      For those who don’t understand the old currency, I was left with ten shillings a week, or just $1.00, after paying my board.

      Cut a long story short, I left to take a job buying sheep for QME on £10.0.0 a week then a bit later on I joined Tancreds.

      In 1956 I was appointed the Livestock Manager for Tancreds. I was now back at Cannon Hill in a totally different role and spent the next 32 years there, the last two years with AMH before I retired in 1988.

      Over that time, various operators came and went but the likes of Allan Teys and then Geoff Teys were always there. I got on reasonably well with them, as well as you can that is. You don’t have to be colluding but, by the same token, you don’t have to have a war.

      There were some fellas who were inclined to play the man and not the ball and you just had to adopt the attitude that we’re all here to get some, no one can buy the lot, but if a bloke puts you right out to the absolute limit, you’ll reciprocate and do the same for him next time, and so it goes on.

      Collusion?

      Yes, that sort of thing was tried from time to time, but never successfully; there was too much competition.

      Right up to the mid eighties there were six major meatworks operating in the south east corner. On top of that you had big exporters like Gilbertsons and Jack O’Hagan killing and boning at the Brisbane abattoir. Then there were a myriad of smaller exporters, wholesalers and butchers. Put them all together at one sale and that will give you a fair idea of the intensity of competition in those days.

      Jack O’Hagan was a very smart operator and being his own man made him more outstanding. I got on well with Jack; we were pretty good mates and we would walk every pen together before the sale. Of all the buyers, we were the only ones to do that.

      There was a delightful fellow with A. J. Bush & Sons by the name of Peter Donnelly; he came up from Sydney.

      There was long-standing enmity between Tancreds and Bush that went right back to the old Sydney days. Whenever you struck a Bush buyer it was war, and vice versa; but Peter was so different.

      He was a great big lovable Irishman and within a fortnight of arriving he knew all the buyers, all the butchers, their families and where their kids went to school. He took an interest in all the people.

      Peter loved a beer, loved a punt and loved to play cards at lunch time with Brian Davidson and that larrikin crew.

      He was a very popular fellow and his arrival at Cannon Hill heralded the end of hostilities between Tancred and Bush buyers.

      Micky Ure had a big old family butcher shop with a little boning room out the back and he specialised in buying from the Meat Hall on a Friday when there might have been a few bargains about.

      He’d been a pug and was a bit battered about the face, but a charming bloke and he had a delightful stutter.

      This is a story he told me one morning before the sale:

      I was supplying meat to Wirths Circus for their lions but they left town. I thought that’d be the end of the order and I felt quite sad.

      Then a bloke comes in and asks to pick up the meat for Wirths.

      “Didn’t they move out yesterday?”

      “Yeah, but they had to leave a couple of sick lions behind. We’ve got ‘em locked in horse boxes out at the Exhibition Grounds and I’m feeding them. They told me to get the meat here.”

      “Righto! I’ll send it out straight away.”

      “I’ll be back in a couple of days for more, but I’ll pay for this lot and Wirths will fix me up, but I’ll need a receipt.”

      “Okay; that suits me. Come back as often as you like.”

      “Oh, and I need a bit of cash too so I’ll give you a cheque for a hundred quid and you can take the price of the meat out of that.”

      Well I was pleased to be feeding lions again and I sent the truck out there and then, but the phone rings in about an hour and it’s my driver to say he can’t find the lions.

      I said to him, “Go and ask the superintendent at the Ekka.”

      “Yeah, I did. He tells me the only lions here are dandelions!”

      That’s when I woke. He’s touched me, the bastard’s touched me, so I go straight to the C.I.B. and as soon as I start telling my story all these detectives burst out laughing.

      “It’s nothing to laugh about,” I say.

      “Mick, you’re not the only one. That bloke’s been following the circus and pulling the same trick on butchers all the way down the coast from Townsville!”
Auctioneers? Yes, I ran into a few of them in my time. The first one that comes to mind is the loveable Stanley Wallace.

      Up in Queensland it’s considered a sin for an auctioneer to be landed with a pen on his own bid; in Victoria they get caught every second time. It’s quite stupid really.

      Well Stan was a bit like that and he’d get caught and knock ‘em down to Tancreds, and I’d say,

      “Ah, Stanley, better have another go.”

      “Flynny, I could have swore you bid!”

      “Put ‘em up again, Stan; put ‘em up again.”

      Sam Crump was a good auctioneer; so too Bob Templeton and Jack Hayes. Jack Fitzsimmons was the best man on pigs that I ever struck. Jim Scully was a good operator and Dave Shepherdson was a particularly good auctioneer. They were all good in their own way.

      An auctioneer mustn’t allow the buyers to get on top of him. The best auctioneers, regardless of their style and patter, were those who knew their values.

      Bob Templeton would stand for no nonsense whatsoever. On the rail he was so unlike the charming personality he was on the ground, as though he was two entirely different people.

      Of all the auctioneers, Wally Frood was the real gentleman. Another nice old man was Charlie Denford who sold for Australian Estates in the early days.

      I remember Cannon Hill as being exciting; big, bustling and exciting.

      And there were a great lot of people there – stockmen, agents, buyers, transport operators; Mick Mullins the Station Master, a delightful fellow; Dave Morrow, the Stock Inspector – everyone tried to help you. We were a pretty happy band.

      I liked all the agents, and I liked nearly all the buyers too. Friendships were born there and those friendships continue.

      But, from day one, it was the stockmen who gained my admiration and affection, a close knit group dedicated to the job and to each other.

      I’d hate to go back and look at it today; I just want to remember it in my mind the way it used to be - big and exciting and still a saleyard!

      5.  Stan Sperling
(Agent / Clerk, 1948-56)

      I joined Goldsbrough Mort in 1946 at the age of 18 and when they acquired Fenwicks I was seconded to work for that firm at Cannon Hill on Tuesdays, a “temporary” arrangement that lasted eight years.

      Fenwicks was a comparatively small organisation but their pig and calf business was supreme; no one else had anything like their numbers and they looked after their clients. It was a company that used its resources pretty well and their staff did all sorts of jobs.

      Charlie Robbins was the Brisbane manager and his son, Ted Robbins, managed their wool business and I think he also had a bit to do with skins. Bert Miles ran the produce section which looked after the skins and Harry Simpson was there too, but Harry was also an auctioneer and he sold the calves at Cannon Hill.

      Jack Fitzsimmons ran the Stock Department and with him at Cannon Hill he had Bill Webb, Tom Tomlinson, Brian Meagher and Harry Simpson. Nobody knew pigs better than Jack; he sold the pigs and Harry sold the calves and my job was to book up for Harry.

      The office was run by Miss Beatrice Lane - Trixie Lane to all who knew her. Apart from a multitude of other duties, she made sure all the cheques went out on time.

      They were always early starts. Bill Webb or Tom Tomlinson or somebody else would pick me up at 2.00am, stockmen would be unloading pigs and calves off the trains when we got there, and they’d bring them up the race for us to sort out.

      There would be a master sheet with each consignment and every calf would be identified by a coded tag hanging round its neck on a bit of wire. The code could be a letter, a number or a combination of both but any letters had nothing to do with the initials of the owner.

      Our appointed loading agents would have gone round to the various farmers the previous day, picked up all the calves for sale, put the tags around their necks and filled in the manifest with the owner’s name, the code and the number of stock.
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      That loading sheet formed the basis of our booking up which makes it all sound simple and straightforward, but bear in mind we would have up to 900 calves from 15 or 20 different agents, there would be stinking calf shit everywhere, it’s three o’clock in the morning, the lighting is pretty dim, and you can’t hear yourself think for the din of 2000 calves bellowing under an iron roof.

      On top of that we’d have 1000 squealing pigs; not that I had anything much to do with them except that I was asked to give a hand a couple of times when they were short-staffed.

      And now and again we’d have a few lambs mostly from dealers like Ron Smiles at Dalby who’d buy them up there and punt them back through us at Cannon Hill.

      The vast majority of our calves arrived by train but some local farmers brought in their own stock in little trucks, utilities, station wagons, and even trussed up in chaff bags in the boot of cars.

      It was my job to take delivery of these when they backed up to the ramp at the bottom of the calf shed. Invariably they’d turn up at the last minute just when you’re trying to balance your book, you haven’t had time for breakfast, it’s really hectic, your head is aching with the din, and local vendor Fred Harvey comes up and says,

      “What do you want me to do with these two?”

      I say, “Stick ‘em up your jumper!” - or something like that – and feel better for it, though Fred would be a bit taken aback.

      But I’d soon sort ‘em out, slip ‘em into a pen, get shat on again, add them to the tally in the book, and be ready to start on time.

      It was all part of the service.

      Some farmers couldn’t be convinced that selling by auction was the best way to go; they preferred cash in hand on the place.

      Fenwicks had a couple of dealers like Tom Way from Gatton and Herb Rudduck from Woodford. They would go around to the various properties and buy the pigs or calves and send them in.

      Most times they had a win; sometimes they didn’t, and that tended to make them a bit more careful the next time.

      Booking up and selling were jobs we agents could do but the drafting and penning up was done by experienced stockmen.

      Kev Ware used to do our calves sometimes, now and again Danny Hassett may have lent a hand, but our main man was a big rough bugger with a heart of gold named Colin Bell.

      Colin was a real character who drank a bit and who was known to ride his horse into pubs on occasions, but he was a great worker and a really good drafter and we were very pleased to have him.

      At Cannon Hill they taught me to swear.

      Unless you have worked in the calf shed you can’t imagine the racket; it’s deafening.

      Now you’ve got all these calves with tags around their necks and Col Bell or Kev Ware is grabbing a calf to yell out the code so you can book it up for the right owner.

      The numbers are easy enough, provided you can hear what they’re saying, but when it comes to the letters it’s G for George and F for “you-know-what” and so on.

      After a couple of years I had the full vocabulary and knew when to use all the words … and they tell me I was pretty good at it!

      In winter I would wear long trousers but in summer I’d put on an old pair of shorts. Once the sun came up it got pretty hot under that roof and you’d be sweating and slipping around in the muck the calves were dropping, and then someone would come along and want a couple painted out, and next thing you’ve got yellow paint or green paint all over you, and you’d end up painted and shitty and stinking.

      After the sale I’d spend half an hour writing up and handing out delivery dockets to all the	 buyers then Harry and I would phone the prices through to Dell Walmsley in the office.

      Most days, breakfast didn’t happen at all and your first meal was brunch at around midday by which time you’d be fairly hungry and it didn’t really matter what was on the menu in the canteen - if there was gravy on it, you ate it!

      After that I’d spend ten minutes in the shower with a cake of Solvol scrubbing all the paint and stuff off my legs before getting into clean clothes to go back into town.

      In my time, some of the auctioneers included Norm Rallings and Ron McNab with Moreheads, Dick Hudson with Dalgetys, and Tom Flanagan and Clarrie Phillips with Primaries.

      And among the buyers there was Frank McMahon from Wilson Meats who bought a fair percentage of the calves, Barry Hart from John Dee was another big operator, and then there were literally dozens of small butchers.

      Another bloke I remember well was Alf Leman.

      Alf was an untidy looking man who had the contract to remove the dead and crippled stock.

      It wouldn’t be the sort of work that would appeal to many people but Alf went about the task with gusto, hoisting dead cattle onto the back of his truck, throwing dead sheep around like rags, and doing a thoroughly efficient job.

      Alf was one of the many great workers at Cannon Hill.

      There was a little railway office on the carpark side of the overhead bridge and that’s where all agents would pick up their paperwork.

      Because we had bigger numbers and therefore more work to do to get ready for a sale, we would arrive before the other agents and Jack Fitzsimmons would go through their waybills to check whether or not any of our clients had shifted camp.

      And in his own time on the weekend, he’d go around in his ute and call on his loading agents and tell them about the market and bring them up to date with the Cannon Hill scene, and that’s how he kept the business together.

      Another thing Fenwicks used to do was write a letter to every vendor after every sale. It was more or less a personal letter that gave the latest market report and it would itemise the prices of the stock sold and, if one head happened to bring an unusually low price, the reason it did so was always given.

      I think you’ll begin to understand why Fenwicks had such a good business.

      I’m glad I had the Cannon Hill experience.

      I was a city boy working for a big pastoral firm and my time at Cannon Hill taught me something about stock and the people associated with them.

      Viv Wiltshire was the Goldsbrough Mort manager and he even wanted me to become an auctioneer, but I wouldn’t pull that on.

      I must admit that having to go out there to do the same thing week after week became a bit of a chore after a few years. Sure, I learned a lot, but after a while I didn’t learn any more.

      But, as I said, I’m very pleased I had the opportunity to work at Cannon Hill and I can say for certain that the experience stood me in good stead throughout my career in the pastoral industry.

      Stan Sperling had 42 years in the business and retired in 1988
as the State Finance Manager for Elders in Queensland.
6.  Ron McNab
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1948-59)

      I started with Moreheads in 1946 when I was 16 and spent the first two years in various departments in the city office at 185 Mary Street before ending up in the Stock Department and out at Cannon Hill.

      Sid Perkins was the auctioneer and then there was Jim Byrne who had retired. In their heyday, with Sid selling the sheep and Jim the cattle, they were the top combination at Cannon Hill.

      My memories of those days centre on the individuals who made up the place, not necessarily the stars, the leading auctioneers or the people who sold the most cattle.

      To me it was a community embracing many diverse characters but the goodwill flowed to individual members.

      The first people that come to mind are the suppliers; without them consigning their stock there would be no market.

      Now I’m not going to try to name all the vendors that ever sold at Cannon Hill, but there were many outstanding lots that we admired whether we sold them or they were sold by another agent.

      How could you ever forget the “Cubbie” bullocks that came in from Dirranbandi or the “Tanbar” bullocks fattened out on the Cooper and railed in from Quilpie? In some seasons they were so broad you could lie on their backs.

      Then there were the great big bullocks from Ferling Bros up in the Brisbane Valley. Every time they sent them in they would be told that they were too heavy, no good for the trade, but they kept on sending them and they kept on making top money.

      As far as Moreheads was concerned, the Queensland National Pastoral Company was a major vendor.

      They produced big numbers of maiden speyed heifers, from Lake Nash (LNT) and Barkly Downs (MSO) and fattened them at Yabba Station, Kilcoy, or Taromeo Station, Benarkin.

      The manager at Yabba was known to me simply as “Mr Mac” while the Taromeo manager was Jim Marrington.

      These beautiful trade cattle would come in week after week, from January to June, at least four or five K-wagons at a time, and they were always in high demand.

      After the Pughs had drafted them into this line of beautiful red cattle with a few colours at the tail, it was a sight to behold.

      We’d announce them as maiden speyed heifers and that would cause controversy especially with old Jack Land who would say,

      “Sonny, don’t you understand the definition of a heifer? No more than two years and eight months showing no sign of lactation.”

      But they still kept buying them!

      Then there was Dick Perrett, a bachelor from Wandoan, who discovered he could get a free ride on the train as the train drover, so he used to bring the cattle down himself and then he would entertain us. He was a real character.

      He’d drawn this block and the conditions stipulated that so much of it had to be cleared. I asked him,

      “Dick, how much clearing do you do?”

      “Boy,” he said, “I start chopping in the morning as soon as I can see the trees and I stop at night when I can’t see what I’m doing.”

      He came into the office in town and noticed one of the Merchandise clerks, Dick Eaves, who would jump up and down and do nothing and the man from Taroom made the observation:

      “Have a look at him; he’s like a bull ant on a red hot shovel!”

      I don’t know how he met her, but Dick got himself engaged to Rosemary, a very very quiet university girl.

      He’d travel down with the cattle and he’d come into the office and on the back of his cheque book he’d have a list of things to do:

      1. Go to the Lands Office. Well he nearly drove them mad up there because he was so far ahead of his programme but he was terrified they would take the block off him if he didn’t do enough.

      2. See Mr Millard. Harold Millard was the Finance man.

      3. See Rosemary.

      Talking to him about the engagement he told me,

      “I’ve got to put up a house; she wants a house.”

      So he built the house and then he said,

      “It cost a bit more than I expected; I didn’t know she’d want a kitchen too!”

      A bit later on he was back in town by which time Rosemary must have dropped out of the picture because when the subject was raised he came out with,

      “Oooh, I’ve got the cage, boy, but the bird has flown.”

      Dick was a great bloke and he had lovely cattle.

      Jack Martyr was a crusty old chap from Taroom who sent cattle down to us on a regular basis. He was in the habit of marking two or three out for various members of the family.

      I never met Jack but he had two daughters in Brisbane, lovely girls, and they would come out to the saleyards to see the cattle sold and help us pick out the odds and sods, such as the bangtail, the ringtail, or the half bangtail, for the individual family owners.

      This particular sale we were having trouble sorting them out and the girls said,

      “We can’t work out what the old man has done; give him that one there and let it go at that.”

      I thought we’d done a pretty good job till I rang up with the prices and Jack says,

      “You’re a fine lot of bastards. In the end I decided not to send that one but you tell me you’ve found the bugger and sold him!”

      With the sheep, most of the fat sheep came from the Darling Downs.

      Before my time at Cannon Hill, one of our major suppliers was Jondaryan Station owned by Kent & Wienholt. William Kent was the manager and also a company director of Moreheads.

      This day, we were walking past a pen of sheep that had this green diamond paint mark.

      Sid Perkins said to Herbie Hassett,

      “Bring back memories?”

      They both laughed, and then Sid explained,

      “That’s the Jondaryan Station brand. At one stage they had a least one truck, meaning one N-wagon, of these beautiful crop-fattened wethers in the sale every week.

      “They didn’t try to pick the market, they would simply fatten them up and send them in every week, every week of the year.

      The only time I ever saw R. S. “Scamp” White was at the yards.

      There was this grey-haired bloke looking completely out of place, wearing a brown hat and a midnight blue suit, standing up on the rail as though he was lost.

      When we got back to the office, Sid Perkins said to me:

      “Do you know who that was?”

      “What, that old bloke? He looked like a Sunday School superintendent on a day out.”

      “That’s the famous Scamp White.”

      It was said of Scamp that he lamented the fact that he copped the blame for everything a “White” did wrong anywhere in Australia, but our Company Manager, W. S. (Sid) Baynes, reckoned that Scamp would be responsible at least 95% of the time. For example:

      We were still in the steam train era. There were no such things as double decker transports or road trains and most of the stock coming to Cannon Hill came in by rail. Also, it was before you had to pay a deposit when you booked wagons.

      One time, Scamp booked all the railway trucks then cancelled most of them at the last minute and had the only cattle in the market.

      That was just one of his tricks!

      All sorts of people performed all types of jobs and they all worked in together to have the place operating like a well-oiled machine, not only agents and buyers but also truck drivers, railway shunters, train drovers, stockmen as well as the ladies in the canteen.

      Wally Morgan had the trucks that serviced the local area. He was a great bloke who always contributed a bottle of rum to our Christmas party. That tended to liven things up a bit.

      Bill Petersen was one of the train drovers; Fred Muirhead was another. Fred was a small man with a limpy leg and quite a character.

      He came in to the office to collect his pay one Friday. Mark Pope was there and Mark was always one to strike up a conversation.

      “Where have you been Fred?” says Mark.

      “I went to see that hypnotist fella, the famous Franquin.”

      “Is he any good?”

      “Oh yeah! He had this fella on the stage and he told him that he was a monkey and the bloke takes off and scales up the curtains.”

      “Oh, go on; he couldn’t have done that.”

      “But yes he did,” and with that Freddy demonstrates by shinning up the pole in the middle of the office.

      Fred had a couple of rellies, Ned and Skitz Muirhead, who also worked the trains. They were short little blokes, ideally built for train droving, and they could scamper through wagons faster than sheep.

      On one occasion, Skitz was in the wagons and Ned was working the gates and he slammed one too soon.

      “You’d kill your brother Skitz, would ya Ned?” Skitz cried, his neck jammed in the door.

      Percy Chappel, a fine old English gentleman, was out there for the Queensland Country Life. Sid Perkins had been in the Army and when he passed on any information to Percy the response was always,

      “Thank you, Major; thank you, Major!”

      Other Country Life reporters included Phil Halliday, Malcolm McCosker and Allan Goodall. They would come down to the sales of a Thursday and the first two agents on the day, together with the buyers, would put the market report together.

      The Country Life didn’t supply their men with cars so we used to give them a lift back into town.

      Drafting and presentation of the cattle required great skill and that work was in the hands of contractors such as the Pugh family.

      Three generations of Pughs worked at Cannon Hill saleyards throughout their existence, 1931-1991. They originally came across from the old Newmarket saleyards.

      I saw the grandfather, Ted Pugh, in action only the once. In my time his sons – Roy, Ted and Len – had taken up the reins.

      Ted “Fella” Pugh and his brother, Lenny, were our contractors and Ted had a mate, Kev Coonan, who helped out with the drafting.

      Ted was the organiser of the operation. He had the book; he decided how the cattle would be split, which lot would be on the corner, which ones would be on the top side of the buyers’ walkway, which ones on the bottom.

      There was no one better than Fella at mapping out the pens for best presentation. He was a master at it.

      We always sold from the worst to the best; in that way we could establish a market early and keep it rising from there.

      There were other notable contractors beside the Pughs. For instance, Henry Daniels did all Dalgetys cattle work and Herb Hassett and his son, Dan, did all our sheep.

      Herb always drafted for the average not for “the diamonds” as he called the tops. Some agents would draft to achieve the highest price possible for the best pen whereas Herbie was more concerned with achieving the maximum average price for the mob.

      By following Sid Perkins around for a couple of years, I learned what Cannon Hill was all about. Auctioneers were on time limits, you weren’t there to muck around, it was serious business, and Sid would say, “You’re the guardian of the wallet.”

      By that he meant you were there to represent the vendor and look after his interest. Normally, clients didn’t come down to see their stock sold, they left it to the agent to do the best on their behalf.

      I had a few goes at selling the bulls but my first real day as an auctioneer was selling the calves. A short time after that, Sid was gone. He gave notice and left and I was landed with the job.

      I was twenty-three and in need of a lot of guidance.

      The Pughs were wonderful to me. After each sale, Ted and Lenny would line me up and ask me what I thought I’d done wrong and they’d go through and tell me how I could improve.

      So too Frank McMahon, the head of Wilson Meats and the most dominant figure in the yards at that stage. He often gave out useful tips that helped me develop my technique.

      And Jack Fitzsimmons would pass on advice through Lenny.

      “Get him to massage his throat with a wet pack,” was one; “If he gets a cold tell him to rub his throat with Sloans Liniment,” was another; and “Always have a packet of Hudson’s Eumenthol Jujubes handy and suck them if you think you are losing your voice.”

      These were the hints handed out by people who cared and you tried to respond.

      But not everybody loved you. Older men like Jack Land and Eric Sparkes resented like hell having a young bloke sell to them.

      One day I had this beautiful pen of bullocks and I asked thirty six pound for them.

      “Sonny, sonny, sonny,” says Eric Sparkes. “That’s totally ridiculous. Why don’t you go away and come back when you’ve acquired a bit more knowledge. The correct price is thirty-one pound.”

      Anyway, Jimmy Elliott and a few of the boys got into him and they ended up making thirty six pound ten! And they’re all cooeeing,

      “How’s the kid goin’ now, Sparkesy; how’s he goin’ now?”

      I must mention other auctioneers:

      Dan McLeod from Fenwick & Co was a famous auctioneer; he trained Jack Fitzsimmons. Jim Byrne, noted for the trademark line “My word is my bond”, did Moreheads cattle for many years.	The fellow I admired the most and who I modelled myself on in the early part was Dick Hudson from Dalgetys. To see him in full flight was a sight to behold. He always treated me well.

      I remember following him into the selling box at the Brisbane Exhibition and he introduced me saying,

      “Now, this next young man, this is the first time he has sold, and may the Lord have mercy on his soul.”

      Dick was a great bloke.

      Bernie Schulte sold for Mactaggarts. Bernie	was a very good footballer as well as being a prisoner of war.

      Many people thought Charlie Denford from Australian Estates was a terrible auctioneer, no style, but if you ever had a split consignment with him you soon found out his true value. He’d grind away, and grind away and make sure he got the last shilling.

      And Bob Templeton; he was a great bloke, a great auctioneer.

      There was Jack Fitzsimmons, who was originally with Fenwicks till he went out on his own and took all their pig business; and others like Harry Simpson, Wally Frood and Bob O’Gorman.

      Most of the sheep came from the Darling Downs. If there were a few spots of rain while Bob was selling the sheep, he’d hold out his hand to feel the drops and intone in a sing-song voice,

      “Raining on the Downs, no sheep next week; raining on the Downs, no sheep next week.”

      Trotting buyers or taking dummy bids was not approved of, not condoned at all; they would really walk off on you. It was too serious a place for that sort of nonsense.

      If you had extremely keen competition and multiple bids you wouldn’t be trying to pick just one. No, you’d take the lot and maybe an extra one or two, but as they thinned out you’d steady up.

      There was certainly punting going on among the buyers where one would run another one up. Of note in that practice was Barry Hart who thought it was a great joke. The only trouble was that when he got caught he’d renege on his bid.

      Ted Pugh helped me put a stop to that caper. At his suggestion, we told him that Ted would be the only caller to take his bid.

      “When Fella calls a bid we know it’s you,” we told him.

      That stopped him.

      Frank McMahon was another who didn’t mind pushing other buyers to the limit. I said to him one day,

      “How did you know how far you could take that bloke?”

      And he said, “If you look at him you’ll see he colours up around one ear.”

      Frank was a great student of psychology. He studied people’s mannerisms and he tried to teach me and I did learn a little bit.

      For instance, Harry Simpson from Playfairs always inspected the cattle before the sale, but if he was smoking while he was doing it you knew he had to buy cattle.

      The same Frank McMahon cured me of my untidy gestures while selling. I used to throw my hands around the place and Frank told me a couple of times to cut it out.

      But I still did it instinctively so Frank started bidding the same way, waving his arms about and carrying on. I got the message.

      Among the auctioneers there were a few you could trust to sell for you if your sales clashed, the sheep with the cattle. You can’t be in two places at once so you’d have to get another agent to fill in for you.

      Wally Frood was one, Bob Templeton was another and you could certainly trust Terry Perkins, and when Bernie Schulte died, I sold quite a few lots for Mactaggarts.

      Auctioneers were assisted by booking-up clerks. The good ones were invaluable. The best clerk we ever had was a 16-year-old kid named Neville Sharpe, a local lad whose father was a dairy dealer.

      He was intensely interested. He used to hold sweepstakes with the other kids. They’d put threepence in each and guess the weight of a pen of bullocks then ask Ken Ward from Swifts to adjudicate. Bill Coward was the nominated judge on single beasts.

      We had the rule that the last boy on, regardless of age, carried the paint pot. Peter Nicholson came in as a late entry. He had been School Captain at Churchie and he was a couple of years older than the other lads but I took him aside and explained the arrangement and he carried the paint bucket till the next young fellow was appointed.

      Later on, Peter was transferred to Quilpie under Jack Jones. He died there playing football. The Peter Nicholson Memorial gates at the entrance to the Quilpie football ground are erected in his memory.

      The management of the complex was in the hands of a Superintendent assisted by a clerk. Such appointments were made by the Board.

      In my day, Bill Carmody was the boss and Jack Fitzgerald was his clerk, then when Jack took over Ron Stanton was his offsider.

      Apart from the hundred and one things the clerk had to do, he was also responsible for timing each agent and ringing you off with an alarm clock if you exceeded your time.

      After the sale, Bill Carmody would come along and you had to explain to him why you had overdrawn for your pens. He would say,

      “Now before you start, I’m fully aware of the railway lines that have collapsed, of the bushfires that are out of control, and I have a strong suspicion that the sow hasn’t farrowed yet, but could you give me a good reason for your shortages today?”

      Bill gave me a lot of encouragement when I first started.

      “Sonny,” he said, “you’ve made the most auspicious start of any young auctioneer that I’ve seen in the past 25 years.”

      I know that’s boasting a bit but it’s true.

      When Bill Carmody retired and Jack Fitzgerald took over, Ron Stanton was appointed as the clerk. Ron was a delightful bloke to be with; I can still hear his chuckle when joking with Bob Templeton

      As far as the buyers were concerned, the dominant players were Q.M.E. when it was still a Queensland company before Vesteys took over, and you had Redbank, Swifts and Wilson Meats.

      Eric Collins bought for QME, Ken Ward for Swifts, Jim Elliott for Redbank and Frank McMahon for Wilson Meats.

      Other buyers included Harry Simpson who bought for Playfairs, and Ken Ward who had a mind like a computer.

      Kenny was a lovely bloke. Every week he’d say to me,

      “Is it right that Peter Dixon’s grandfather is a bishop?”

      Peter Dixon, who later took over from me as Fat Stock Manager and chief auctioneer, had just joined us in the Stock Department and was learning the ropes at Cannon Hill.

      Peter’s grandfather was the highly respected Church of England bishop who founded the Southport School in the early 1900s.

      “Yes, that’s right,” I would tell him.

      “Gee, for a bishop’s grandson, that young fellow swears a lot!”

      Another buyer, John Coward, would flap his arms about and get highly excited when he heard bad language, and he would say,

      “Swearing is the blank cheque of a bankrupt mind.”

      For Borthwicks, Bill Doyle bought calves and Wally Maske bought a few cattle, but other than that they weren’t a real force in the market at that time.

      Among the butchers you had the likes of Eric Sparkes, Jack Land, Mick Ure, John James Campbell McDonald, Jim Henson, William McDonald, Bill Coward, John Coward, Bill Watson, Steffie Melrose and Alby Ewin while Bill McKirdy bought for Amagraze.

      I think we started to see an influx of the smaller butchers who reckoned they were being screwed by the wholesalers so more and more of them came down and bought their stock themselves.

      Rules were introduced to cater for them. With cattle, they could bid on a pen but take only three head if it suited them, and in the sheep they could take as few as fifteen. That let the little bloke in.

      Archie Lightbody, Stan Salm and Bert Anderson were three to  work together to take advantage of the new arrangements.

      Archie had been here for 30 years but he still spoke with a Scottish accent that you couldn’t understand. Anyway, he’s bidding, Jack Fitzsimmons is selling, and he knocks ‘em down to Archie.

      Now Archie has to give the break up:

      “Thar’ll be three for Bert Anderson; five for Salm …”

      Jack says, “Sam who?”

      “Salm, Salm,” repeats Archie.

      “But Sam who? Come on; we haven’t got all bloody day.”

      “Salm, S  A  L  M, Salm!”

      “Why can’t you bloody New Australians learn the language?”

      Teys Bros was beginning to emerge. My earliest memory of Sid Teys was of him arriving at the yards with Kev O’Hanlon who had a butcher shop in George Street.

      Kev was a nice bloke, a real knockabout bloke who didn’t seem to have many teeth. He was wearing sandshoes and a battered old felt hat and munching away on a saveloy for breakfast.

      One time, the powers that be chatted Sid about his payment and it was hinted that, in future, he might have to pay in cash.

      In protest, Sid fronted up to the bagman to settle his account next sale with a sugar bag full of coin, but that back fired a bit when he was quoted the by-laws limiting the amount of coin allowable!

      The atmosphere at Cannon Hill was that of a great community. So much of the fun took place in the dining room.

      Our first son was born on Christmas Day and as everyone at Cannon Hill was part of one big family, and as everyone read the Births, Death and Marriages, they all knew about it.

      Well I walk into the dining room and John James Campbell McDonald is there with a great horde around him and he announces:

      “Here we are, here we are, this young McNab, a Scot through and through, and I’ve told you the Scots are a smart race; who but a Scot as smart as McNab could organise things in such a way as to avoid the need of an extra present every year?”

      Then there was New Zealand Loan auctioneer, Sonny Robinson who was in the First World War. He would stand in the door of the canteen, throw his arms wide and greet us,

      “Here we all are today, hums, bums and hoboes, whores, harlots and hangers-on.”

      It sort of made everybody feel welcome!

      There was really very little humour at the sale itself because it was a serious business.

      Sid Perkins was a straight-laced auctioneer and he took his “guardian of the wallet” attitude very seriously, and rightly so.

      But on one occasion a bit of humour did come out of him.

      It was at the pig sale where the practice was to sell the backfatters last after all the porkers and baconers had been sold.		We were first sale and we had this one sow. Sid didn’t want to hang around all day for one pig so we penned it in the first run.

      When we came to it the buyers chorused,

      “Hey, you can’t sell her here!”

      “Yes I can,” says Sid. “She’s a maiden sow.”

      “Maiden sow me arse; have a look at her tits.”

      “Have you never seen a maiden with good tits?”

      Some of the other humour really came from the stockmen.

      Roy Gill was one that comes to mind. He did jobs for John Dee and he also worked for Anco, the Anderson family.

      One of the brothers, Joe Anderson, was a quiet bloke and noted for being very careful with his money.

      This day, Roy Gill yells out, “I’ve scored it, I’ve scored it!”

      Then he goes on, “Joe’s given me some sweets.”

      “What!”

      “Yeah, it’s true! Joe’s given me some lollies. He bought a packet of jellybeans but he doesn’t like the black ones, so he drafted ‘em out and I’ve scored the black ones!”

      Roy also drew posters on big sheets of butcher’s paper; I think he might have been a poet as well but I knew him to be a great poster artist for sure and he’d put these posters up all around the place.

      This was 1959 and John Wren was just about to open Festival Hall to replace the Brisbane Stadium.

      Elders had taken over Moreheads and we were promoting a product called Minavit. The easiest way to circulate promotional material at the yards was to leave it sticking out of your top pocket knowing that fellows like Stan Watson or Pat Johnston would pull it out and read it.

      Bertie Warne was a stockman for Borthwicks. He was a fiery little bugger, all four foot ten of him; his feet would hardly go down to the second rail on the fence but he’d fight the world.

      Then you had J. O. “Ony” Keong who had a piggery out at Albany Creek. He was a great big jovial giant and a lovely bloke.

      There had been a bit of an altercation between Herbie Hassett and Darkie Arnold, an argument over a pen of sheep or something.

      Darkie didn’t have many teeth in his head and he’s shouting and going crook while Herbie is getting a bit nervous and when he got uptight he was in the habit of adjusting his trousers.

      Herbie’s got the belt undone and he’s tucking his shirt down the back of his pants when Darkie seizes the moment and attacks. They wrestle around a bit, there’s no real harm done, but Darkie ends up clamping his gummy molars on Herbie’s ear.

      So, to celebrate the opening of Festival Hall, Roy Gill comes up with a poster depicting caricatures of the contestants in two bouts.	He’s got Little Bertie Warne (trained by the Minavit Kid) vs Big Ony Keong, and then he’s got Darkie Arnold vs Herbie Hassett, with the footnote: By kind permission of John Wren, braces will be allowed to be worn on the boxing shorts.

      It was a classic; it was very well done!

      I remember Cannon Hill as a great community where a collection of diverse characters, who didn’t necessarily like each other, teamed up together to make it a totally functional operation.

      I’ve always been interested in personalities and characters. There were hundreds of them there and they provide great memories.

      7.  Stan Watson
(Buyer, Wholesaler, Dealer, 1948-91)

      My father, William Watson, traded as Watson & Sons; he had thirteen butcher shops at one stage.

      As a boy I went out to Cannon Hill with him and I’d be mucking about out there, but it wasn’t till I was about 22 that I began to buy on his behalf.

      I’d be there on Tuesdays buying pigs and calves as well as lambs, and on Thursdays buying sheep and cattle. I had a go at the lot.

      But the name Watson was well known in the industry long before I got there. Watsons bought at Newmarket before Cannon Hill, then bought at Cannon Hill from its inception in 1931.

      It was in 1948 that I started carrying on the family tradition and from then on, Cannon Hill became my life.

      I attended the sales there every week for the next 43 years.

      These days, I can’t remember all the names and all the details, but I do remember Bill Anderson from ANCO. We used to play golf together.

      Actually, there were four of us: Bill Anderson, Ron Stanton, Bob Dickson and me. We’d do the sales on Tuesday morning and go to Wynnum Golf Club for a round in the afternoon.

      Those blokes, among others, might have been my competitors at the sales but that didn’t worry me. More likely, it would have been me giving my opposition a hard time rather than the other way round.

      They called me “Trigger Watson”, I don’t know why; and they also called me “Ginger Meggs” because I had red hair and they said I looked like him. It didn’t worry me what they called me; all they wanted to do was take my money anyway!

      Was there ever any buying syndicates?

      No, not to my knowledge! Not as far as I know! That never happened! Wasn’t me anyhow; I never colluded with anybody!

      The agents?

      Yes, I used to do a fair bit with some of the agents.

      I did a lot with Dalgetys, in particular with Graham Wood. He was stationed at Surat and Roma; he’d line up mobs of sheep and I’d go out there and buy them off him.

      There was one mob of 10,000 woolly wethers from George Schwennesen at Surat. I went up there and helped to load them and we railed them down from Glenmorgan in three or four trainloads over a couple of weeks. We killed all that lot.

      I also did business with John Hando at Winchcombes. He could buy as many as he wanted to for me.

      He’d go down into NSW and get them from Glen Innes, Guyra, Gunnedah and all those places. I wouldn’t have a clue what numbers were involved, but he bought thousands of sheep and lambs for me and also a few cattle at times.

      Peter Knauer often bought cattle for me out of Roma. He’d send them down by rail, three or four trucks each week. Some of them I’d kill, some of them I’d turn over.

      I did a bit with Jim Scully and Greg Grant too. It didn’t matter to me which agent; I think I got on well enough with them all.

      And when the sheep or lambs came down, I’d kill some and sell the rest; I’d sell them at Cannon Hill through whichever agent I’d bought them from, then it was up to the auctioneer to get me out of them … and most times they did too.

      Put it this way, I never done any damage!

      Of course you had to have someone on the ground to unload the stock, draft ‘em up, take them over to the abattoir, and all that sort of thing. In my case that was mainly Mal Crimmins and Brian Unnasch – both good blokes and good workers.

      By that time, I had a partner, Frank Smith, and we traded as Smith & Watson. Frank was with me in all the deals; we’d take our wins and take our losses, and his wife, Mary, used to do our bookwork.

      I loved all that sort of thing, I loved auction sales, and I still do. I go to auction sales whenever I can and I never leave unless I buy something … and it doesn’t matter what it is. I just love auctions!

      When Watson & Sons disposed of the butcher shops, my wife Peggy took over the one at Wynnum and ran it in partnership with her brother, Frank Wiltshire.

      Peggy Watson wasn’t much of a butcher but Frank was. Peggy looked after the money, Frank looked after the meat, and together they made a pretty good team.

      Whenever we got the chance, a few of us played cards.

      There was Brian Davidson, Norm Hine, myself and a few others. We’d keep a list of the bets and settle every day.

      We’d be over at the Meat Hall doing wholesale business in the early hours of the morning, then we’d play cards till the sale started at 8.00am, and we’d play again at lunch time. After the sale we might go down to the Colmslie for a few beers before we went home.

      How do I remember Cannon Hill?

      They were good years and I enjoyed them. It didn’t really matter to me what happened; I just loved going there. It was my life.

      I was sorry to see it go, but not really because we were finished; we’d had enough. We weren’t wholesaling any more and I couldn’t go there and buy stuff and not be able to get rid of it.

      Frank and I retired. There was less and less in it for us so we decided to close it down and that just about coincided with the end of Cannon Hill.

      And I might tell you, we managed to keep a little bit of the money we made anyway!

      8.  Don Ross
(Stockman, Contractor, 1948-85)

      My first experience of Cannon Hill was with horses.

      I was always involved with horses, the old man had horses all his life and, with me, it’s just been horses all the way through. And if you’ve got horses, you have to give ‘em stock work to train ‘em.

      Dad was breaking in horses and, as a 14-year-old, I’d take horses out on the road, go over to Cannon Hill saleyards after school or on weekends, and help the old fellas with the cattle.

      There would be Henry Daniels, all the Pughs – Roy, Ted and Lenny – and they would hunt me, tell me to get out of the way, call me for everything, but I kept coming back, helping as best I could and, although I wasn’t getting paid, I was working my horses all the time.

      Most of the cattle sold on the Thursday would be taken out into holding paddocks on the Friday, and they’d have to be shifted up to the abattoir on Sunday ready for the kill on Monday.

      These paddocks were all round the place - up Creek Road as far as Mt Gravatt, Tingalpa, and even down to Gumdale and Capalaba.

      So on Sunday, I’d hop on my pony and canter down with these older blokes to help them bring the cattle in and draft them up into their pens at the abattoir.

      So there was plenty of work for men and horses.

      That went on for a few years and I more or less grew up with Henry Daniels’ daughters – June Daniels, Jill Daniels, Joy Daniels, Ina Daniels and Kay Daniels – all capable girls and all good riders.

      Taking cattle up Creek Road you have to cross the train line. There is an overpass there now, but there used to be railway gates and if the gates were shut, the gatekeeper would have to open them for you.

      Now the gatekeeper had a daughter, a very attractive daughter, and she would come out to open the gate wearing a bikini.

      Stockmen like Ron Porter, Noel Tillack, Neil Pugh, Mick O’Brien, Brian Galletly, Michael Lawlor, Peter Lawlor, and others, spent a fair bit of time waiting at that gate, and they’d call out, “Gate girl, gate girl!” hoping she’d be the one to come out – the chance of seeing her in the bikini was better in summer than winter – and they’d all cooee out and whistle … but maybe that was only for the dogs?

      When I left school, I worked on the kill floor at the abattoirs and then at about 18 or 19 I started helping Henry Daniels and eventually worked for him. He had the contract to draft the cattle for Dalgetys as well as Australian Estates; he also operated a transport business.

      A normal week with Henry would go something like this:

      On Monday there would be the “calf run” up around Mt Mee. Most likely it would be June Daniels who would take a truck up there picking up calves to bring back for all the agents.

      On Tuesday you’d unload pigs and calves off the trains at the saleyards in the dark, crawling into the shitty wagons to drag the bastards out half the time, then wash the pigs and pen the calves and sort ‘em out for the agents.

      That night, take a semi-trailer load of pigs to Wallangarra for Andersons, continue on to Ben Lomond, pick up a load of lambs to bring back to the abattoir for Steffie Melrose and then, if you were very, very lucky, he might send you up to Fairymead at Bundaberg for a load of cattle for Thursday.

      You’d be back on Wednesday night ready to draft the cattle on horseback and pen them up ready for Thursday.

      After the sale was over, there would be a body load to take down to Dave Sirrett’s slaughter yards at Kuraby, another load to Steffie Melrose’s abattoir at Southport, and another lot to Pimpama.

      Later on when Henry’s nephew Sonny Ellis came into it, he’d drive for Henry and run the truck side of the business.

      Sometimes you’d take cattle away to the paddocks on Thursday afternoon but mostly that was done on Friday.

      Henry was a busy man and we were busy with him. Kenny Pope too; Kenny married June Daniels so he was part of the family.

      The chance of getting a sleep or a feed was pretty rare but when Henry was working for Jack Fitzsimmons in the early days, Jack would pay for breakfast and lunch at Mrs Smith’s canteen, and that was much appreciated.

      Some people play golf in their leisure time, some people go for a swim, but for me my leisure was my work … I loved it; it suited me; I couldn’t have been happier.

      I’ve been very lucky to find work in doing what I wanted to do – live my life, live my passion – and we had a lot of laughs.

      In fact we wrote a paper, a weekly newsletter.

      A lot of the old fellas drank at the Camp Hill but we drank at the Bulimba then, later on, at the Colmslie.

      Late in the day after a Thursday sale, Kenny Pope, Neil Pugh, Ray Crowther, Gary Beckett, Allan Storie and Keith Wilson, a heap of us, would get together for a skinful and we’d all finish up back at my place as drunk as fools, and we’d sit round and drink cups of tea, tell stories and laugh about the week gone by.

      There would be a whole lot of silly stupid things, like boxing the cattle or sheep, and my wife, Judy, and her mate Lorraine Wilson (nee Lythall) would make notes and type up this news sheet which we’d pin up on the notice board outside the canteen for all to see.

      We made up fictional names rather than use the real ones, but you didn’t need much imagination to work out who they really were. The foreman, Carson Fisher and the superintendent, Jack Fitzgerald, were always good for a story.

      And then there was this big lump of angle iron - we use it as an anvil now, it weighs about one and a half hundredweight (105kg) - and the big trick was to see if you could hold it above your head.

      One time Neil Pugh nearly got it up there before falling arse over head backwards; if it had landed on his head, it would have killed him … but it didn’t!

      For ten years I worked for the Board at the abattoir bringing stock across from the saleyards for the small butchers.

      There were as many as 30 or 40 small operators in those days, so the total number could amount to 300 or 400 head some Thursdays, all in little lots of just a few head, and we’d take ‘em across the road, all boxed up, in two mobs of about 150 or 200 at a time.

      Each lot would be identified by a paint branded number – Pettemores was K7 for instance – and once we got ‘em across we have to draft ‘em up on the horses, pen them up, and hand over the “jam labels”, the paperwork that identified everything in detail.

      Don’t ask me how it got that name but I believe it was first used by old Andy Galletly.

      Andy had a crippled leg but that didn’t stop him riding. If you had a dollar for every mile Andy rode, you’d be a multi millionaire.

      Len Pugh and Andy took Huttons cattle out to Oxley at night. Lenny would have a horse and dogs while Andy drove a horse and cart and if a cow calved along the way they’d throw the calf up into the cart. They’d do the trip from the saleyards in three or four hours.

      As a young fella I’d see them coming home again early in the morning after taking the mob right across to Oxley in the dark.

      That was in the 40s but if you go back to the 20s and think about the likes of old Harold Hassett with probably 50 bullocks and 200 sheep all boxed in together coming from Newmarket, across the Victoria Bridge and out to Cannon Hill … unbelievable … but that’s what they did in those days, and they walked pigs too!

      Go and get your best stockman today, give him a horse and a dog, 50 head of cattle, 200 sheep and 30 pigs, and ask him to walk ‘em from here to there … he wouldn’t be in the hunt; no one could do it, but that’s what these old fellas did and they thought nothing of it.

      Harold Hassett always had good horses and good dogs but there was one dog named “Skeeter” that Harold could never seem to find.

      Harold would be sitting up there on his horse yelling out “Sheeter, here Skeeter, come here Skeeter, here boy!”

      Meantime Skeeter would be right there under the horse’s arse, and Harold would be calling and calling, “Skeeter, Skeeter”, till eventually Skeeter would poke his head out as much to say, “What’s all the fuss about?” and poor old Harold would go right off!

      And that used to happen five times a day.

      Harold was taking cattle across Wynnum Road and he was having a bit of trouble with a mob of bullocks when along comes the Wynnum/Manly bus and it’s not going to stop.

      As Harold wheels this bullock round it goes straight into the side of the bus and in the front door.

      Busses didn’t have doors in those days, just an opening for the people to get on and off, so Harold’s bullock finishes up half on and half off the bus and the driver decided to pull up in a real big hurry!

      When liveweight selling was introduced, I took on the contract for getting the cattle on and off the scales.

      I started off with a small team that included Jack Farthing and Ron Munro but as the system became accepted and numbers built up, so did the men, including Graham Munro, Ken Pope, Graham Daly, Doug Heiner, John Pope, Harold Hassett, Mark Meredith, Shane Messingham, Donny Bourke, Richard Cole and Eric McCormack.

      “Skeeter, Skeeter, here boy!  Skeeter; where the hell are you Skeeter?”

      And they were all good horsemen, all good cattlemen; blokes who had a real good sense of cattle.

      We worked on horseback, taking them out of the selling pens, walking them down the lanes to the scales, drafting out the paint marked cattle that had to be weighed separately, then taking them off the scales and putting them into the buyers’ pens.

      The sale started at 8.30am and we would take cattle up to the scales from the time the first lot was knocked down. On big days we mightn’t finish till 8.30 at night and on rare occasions we’d have to come back next morning to finish the job.

      That went on for ten years and made a lot of good horses!

      We all remember the Cattle Crash in the 70s; one week bullocks were making $370 and the next week the same cattle made $70.

      It was during that time that Greg Grant diversified his operation and started selling horses at Cannon Hill on weekends.

      Keith McLeod did the clerking and I looked after the horses.

      As they came in, I’d put a sticker on their rumps to identify the order of sale, pen up the dogger type horses separate from the others, then I’d do whatever I could to ensure the smooth running of the sale.

      That started off as a once-a-month affair but they were very successful and became a bit more regular.

      As a stockman I worked for quite a few of the operators – John Sturgeon, Ray Marriott, Playfairs, Wilson Meats, Smorgans – getting their cattle out, putting them into paddocks, unloading trains …

      One time when Smorgans couldn’t get cattle, they were buying stocked properties and taking everything off; all the big cattle would go to Dinmore to be slaughtered and all the calves would come to Cannon Hill to be sold.

      I was also buying for John Sturgeon. He had the Coles contract and I had the job of buying his requirements as well as making sure the Woolworths buyer paid dearly for anything he wanted.

      I was working for anybody and everybody, doing anything they wanted done, and I was hardly ever home.

      I remember Cannon Hill as a great place:

      To work there was a great experience for me right through my life; I got a great education out of it and I made a lot of great friends.
9.  Reg Clanchy
(Livestock Buyer – 1950/51, 1987/88)

      My father, Jim Clanchy, was a cattle buyer and stock and station agent based at Mungallala. He would go up into the Northern Territory and buy cattle from places such as “Lake Nash” and “Barkly Downs” and walk them down for the likes of Buffier & Forrester at Singleton.

      As a boy I was always keen to go with him on these trips as often as I could and I always wanted to follow in his footsteps.

      Dad did quite a bit of work with Frank McMahon who was then based in Toowoomba and Frank would come out home and he used to say to me to come and see him when I wanted a job.

      Dad died early and when I left school I went to see Frank to take him up on his offer and that’s how I started in the Meat Hall working for Wilson Meats as a junior clerk at the age of sixteen.

      I was a little bush boy, wet behind the ears, knew nothing, and had never even been to a cattle sale.

      They found board for me with a family at Wynnum West and the fellow who ran the offal desk, Cecil Austin, would pick me up at 5.30am and take me to work with him in his little Austin utility.

      Later on I boarded over at Stones Corner and got to work on the back of a motorbike ridden by Linc Taylor, a truck driver for Houstons who did a big percentage of the meat deliveries.

      I still vividly remember the very first time I went to a Cannon Hill sale; it was the worst experience of my life!

      I came to Wilson Meats as a cadet buyer but was on the books as a junior clerk and my job was to do the clerking on the offal desk, to balance all the offal – livers, tongues, brains etc.

      Sheep brains were packed in boxes of six and, if you weren’t watching, people would pinch a couple of sets to take home and if I was a box of sheep brains short, all hell would break loose.

      Frank “Toughy” McMahon would get a list from the Meat Board as to what was delivered each morning and if he checked up and found you were short he’d go berserk.

      We are not talking about the crown jewels here. A set of brains was worth tuppence and a box of six was worth a shilling, that’s 10c.

      Some things like tails and livers you could cut in half and make out there were two not one, but you can’t do that with brains!

      I’d get the list and check it out before the doors opened at seven o’clock, so I’d be there just after six and to make sure everything was right, then during the day I wasn’t game to leave.

      Anyhow, one day Frank McMahon turned up and said,

      “You can come over to the sale today and book up for me.”

      I’d never seen a sale before. The rail was crowded with buyers and I couldn’t see the cattle; I couldn’t make out what the auctioneer was saying; I didn’t understand what “one on the loin” and “two on the shoulder” meant;  then a buyer would take three head and they’d re-offer the balance and that threw me altogether.

      I got into all sorts of problems and Frank got right up me in front of everybody and I felt really awful.

      Norm French was there and he tried to help me but he couldn’t take over because I was the one who was supposed to do it.

      Jack Fitzgerald was my saviour. Jack was the superintendent of the saleyards. He was up on the catwalk and I’d run up to him to get the price of anything I thought Frank bought.

      In the meantime our drover, Mick O’Brien, comes up to get a list of what we’d bought and I wasn’t too sure what to give him.
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      Back at the office, Frank gets stuck into me again. “Look at this mess,” he says. “No one could read this; it’s not neat enough!”

      My first day at Cannon Hill was an absolute disaster.

      If we were flat out at the Meat Hall he’d leave me there, and he might get someone else like Norm French or Des Kynoch to do the job, but on occasions I’d be the one to book up.

      I wasn’t there very long when they sent me off to Longreach.

      Tommy Duffel was the Wilson Meats buyer up there. The police in Richmond booked him for drink driving, he lost his licence, I was sent up there to chauffeur him around for a while, and then it was back to the offal desk with occasional visits to the saleyards.

      And, slowly, it was all starting to make sense to me.

      There were some wonderful people on both sides of the rail: Ken Ward, Roy Bell, Harry Simpson, Billy Simpson, Clarrie Phillips, Rusty Taylor, Dick Hudson, Jack Fitzsimmons – they all knew I was young and inexperienced and they all tried to help me.

      Barry Hart was there too; I thought he was very smart. He drove a WWII army Jeep and I reckoned that anyone who drove a Jeep had to be real smart.

      They were all very kind people and if they thought you were having trouble - and everyone knew how tough “Toughy” McMahon could be - they’d try and help you as much as they possibly could.

      Thirty-seven years later I was back; I’d been buying down south.

      At that time, Smorgans, Tancreds, F. J. Walker and Elders had just formed the AMH consortium and Grahame Flynn had vacated the position of Livestock Manager for Tancreds to take on a role in AMH.

      I was offered the position at Tancreds and was responsible for the supply of cattle to the Oxley works, which Tancreds had purchased from Huttons, as well as the supply of calves to Beaudesert.

      It was good to be back at Cannon Hill. Many of those who had helped me as a youth were still there; it was like coming home … and I did my own booking-up too!

      Graham Daly organised everything to do with our stock at the saleyards. He was 100% honest, thoroughly reliable, a good horseman and a real good bloke to go with it.

      Les March looked after the livestock at the plant but also did some buying. He’d been a long term employee of Tancreds.

      Buyers on the rail beside me included Grahame Flynn, Geoff Teys, Cliff Cammack, Leo Pugh, John Duncombe and Lee Richardson and although we were competing against each other, we all got on pretty well together and had a fair bit of fun.

      When someone got landed with a pen that they didn’t really want, we’d all give ‘em a bit of a serve.

      As you would know, auctioneers sometimes knock a pen to you that you haven’t bid on and don’t want, and you have to squirm out of them the best way you can without being rude.

      Jim Scully and Stan Wallace were the main culprits and Eric Bassingthwaighte, who was a great fellow, would drop one on you occasionally but not near as often as those other two larrikins.

      You asked about collusive bidding?

      Never heard of it!

      Socialising?

      Yes, there was a bit of that.

      Occasionally, very occasionally, you’d drop into the Colmslie after the sale but, mind you, they were tightening up on drink driving by this time and the other thing was you had to get back to work.

      But, if you did happen to call in, there was never any trouble finding someone from Cannon Hill to have a drink with.

      The auctioneers?

      I liked them all. Each and every one of them had something different to offer and it was a matter of reading the player and getting to know how far you could go.

      And I think it was probably the same with them. If they got into trouble, if they had one bid too many themselves, they knew who they could pick on, someone who wouldn’t create any great kerfuffle.

      I mean, if they knocked them down to certain blokes they’d get in the huffs a bit and walk off and leave ‘em, whereas I’d prefer to stay there and see if I could get the pen a bit cheaper.

      For me, the best thing about Cannon Hill was the people, the mateship, and that would apply to all the people in the livestock business no matter where you go. I loved being among them all.

      I’ve been all over eastern Australia, up into the Territory and across to the Kimberleys, and while there are vastly different areas and many different customs, I’ve always found the people to be wonderful. In saying that I might also add, it paid to be on your guard.

      It’s a great industry.

      I remember Cannon Hill with a great deal of horror on my first day and with a great deal of pleasure thereafter. It was a great place to be, very well run, a place where I made lifelong friends.

      And all the memories are very good!

      10. Leo Pugh
(Cattle buyer, 1953-91)

      Our house was in Grenade Street off Barrack Road. My grandfather, Ted Pugh, my father, Roy Pugh, uncles Ted “Fella” Pugh and Len Pugh, brother, Neil, and Ted’s son, Alan, all worked at the saleyards.

      My mother and my grandmother used to cook up mutton chops and eggs for the men and it was my job as a five-or-six-year-old to take breakfast over to them on sale days before I went to school.

      The meals were doubled up on enamel plates and wrapped in a tea towel to keep warm, and I’d either walk or ride a bike.

      I’d slide the tea towel over the handlebars so you’d have plates on either side and away I’d go. I didn’t use the overhead railway bridge; I’d ride right around and in through the main gate where the stock trucks unloaded then walk down through the selling pens.

      I remember getting into trouble with my grandfather once. He told me to ride faster next week because the chops were cold!

      This would have been in about 1941 or 1942, so I had an exposure to Cannon Hill saleyards from an early age.

      In 1953 my real apprenticeship began when I started as a trainee with Wilson Meats under Frank “Toughy” McMahon … and he was tough!

      Frank had me doing all sorts of things to see where I would best fit in. When I first went there they wanted to train me as a butcher. I picked up a knife with my left hand and the manager said,

      “I’ve never seen a left handed butcher that was any good so you can put that knife down and do the books.”

      I did a bit of booking up but really my fulltime job was as the ‘offalologist’, a position I took over from Reg Clanchy. The clerk on the offal desk is required to come up with a daily balance of the offal.

      If we did 1200 sheep in a day we should have 1200 tongues. Frank McMahon decided to check all the offals one day and I was 40 tongues short. So his instructions were that, from then on, I was to come in early and count all the tongues.

      I did that every morning, but by the time I was half way through my hand would be frozen. I got smart in the finish, I should have worked it out earlier; eight tongues weigh a pound, so I’d weigh ‘em and multiply the number of pounds by eight.

      Then he discovered the lamb livers weren’t correct and I was in trouble again because I was 80 short or 124 short and I didn’t know how to defend that so I told him that someone must be stealing them.

      “No, you should have woken up a long time ago,” he said. “The ones with disease get condemned. You won’t forget that now will you?”

      Phil Morgan and I came through at the same time. Phil was senior to me but we were pretty matey and we’d always seem to end up in town together on a Friday.

      Frank McMahon would say to us, “What are you doing?”

      “Ah, we thought we’d feed the cattle in the chiller paddock.”

      “No, you’ll go and kill the groundsel in the freezer paddock.”

      After a lot of this sort of thing, Phil and I got a bit smart and when we wanted to do one thing we’d tell Frank the opposite.

      This particular day Frank sent us to feed the calves with eggs.

      So off to the egg market we go and buy these eggs. The idea was to put the calves up the crush, open their mouths, put two eggs in, hold the mouth closed, bump ‘em in the jaw so they’d break the eggs and that would make ‘em swallow. If you didn’t do it like that and let ‘em go they would just spit ‘em out.

      This lot of calves were pretty big and their teeth were sharp and we were getting cut about the hands and it was 100 degrees in the shade and there wasn’t any shade, so we started using the eggs to take pot shots at this post.

      Around the corner comes Frank McMahon.

      While he was talking to us we tried to juggle him around so he couldn’t see the eggs splattered on the post and he’s up us about the eggshells on the ground and he tells us to show him how we are doing it; so we showed him.

      “That’s not the way it’s done; this is what you do.”

      And he’s got this big calf up the crush, and he opens its gob, shoves a couple of eggs down its throat, jams the mouth shut, whacks it in the jaw … whoosh … egg shoots out all over his white shirt!

      And Frank took off!

      Phil and I went into the Roma Street markets to buy hay.

      We reckoned the regular supplier was getting too dear and we thought we’d do a better job buying the hay ourselves.

      We shop around and we find that hay is dearer than we thought but we come to this load at a much lower price.

      The fellow says, “It’s a bit hot,” but we didn’t know what “hot” meant, thought it might have been stolen, so we buy the hay at about half price and get it carted out to the hayshed.

      Two days later the shed burned down!

      We were on a mission to buy horse feed and we had the loan of Norm French’s ute but we bought too much and when we stacked it all in the back of the ute it looked as though it would topple over.

      We didn’t have any rope but the feed merchant had a stitching needle and some twine and we sewed all the bags together, top to bottom, so they wouldn’t fall off.

      I’m driving down Vulture Street past the Cricket Ground with the load swaying and this copper on a motorbike pulls me up.

      “Whaddaya think you’re doin’?”

      “We are taking this horse feed out to Belmont.”

      “How is it tied on?”

      “We stitched it on.”

      “Oh, you stitched it on did ya; isn’t that great – knit one, purl two I suppose.”

      Anyhow, he never booked me but he followed us right through to Belmont and, thankfully, the load stayed intact all the way.

      I did 12 months in South Australia with Col Lather to learn all about fat lambs; the following year they sent me back with Norm French to learn more, and after that Frank gave me a go at buying. I failed a few times, but he persevered with me.

      I was given a company car, a 1958 Volkswagen. The other buyers had Ford utes or Chev utes, but I had the Volkswagen.

      So out I went and I bought R. M. Williams elastic side boots, jodhpurs, a big Stetson hat and got really dressed for the part, and away I went, keen to buy something in the bush.

      They sent me to Dalby to look at some sheep down the Moonie Highway with New Zealand Loan and we came onto about 400 sheep held up on the bank of a dam in the corner of this paddock.

      They were full wool, so I had to race in and catch a few to feel ‘em, which I did. They could see how keen I was and it didn’t take long to do a deal and I’d bought my first mob.

      They duly came to the Brisbane abattoir and were slaughtered. The result, a horrific loss!

      Don Ferguson was the livestock clerk at the time. He saw the results first and he warned me that I’d be in trouble; that all hell would break loose, and eventually it did.

      I was called into McMahon’s office and he was roaring, tearing me into strips and when he finished he said to me,

      “Get the lady on the switch to come in here.”

      May Wilson worked on the switch. When she came in he said,

      “Give May your keys, the keys to your car. You can go and do her job and she can do yours; she couldn’t do any worse than you!”

      He put me on the switchboard for two days and I was going,

      “Good morning, Wilson Meats, how can I help you?” –pushing plugs into the appropriate holes in the board, pulling them out again when the calls are over, answering the next one, “Good morning, Wilson Meats … ” and I did that for two days.

      I tell you what, that taught me a lesson!

      Frank gave me the job of doing the pig and calf sales in the Burnett starting the week at Kingaroy then Nanango and Murgon and finishing up in Gympie on the Wednesday.

      Sometimes the Gympie sale would go till 7 o’clock at night but Frank didn’t like us buying in the dark. Under the law, according to Frank, auctions should stop at sundown.

      So I trucked the daytime calves separate from the night-time calves and it turned out that the night-time calves were cheaper.

      Frank left Wilson Meats to join A. W. Andersons and I went with him. By that time I was a livestock buyer and they had me doing pigs, calves, lambs, sheep and cattle at Cannon Hill.

      They gave me a car, a 1961 HD Holden – NHD 711 – with bench seats, manual gears on the column, and vent windows.

      Frank was still on about this business of buying in the dark and he got very upset when the Cannon Hill yardings became so big they were regularly selling the bulls after the sun had gone down, so much so, that he had me ringing the Weather Bureau after lunch on a Thursday to find out the official time of sunset.

      If it was 5.32pm, that’s when I stopped and as we had the best rate for bulls in those days, the market would slump accordingly.

      The other buyers soon woke up and they’d be saying,

      “Righto Leo, you gotta go now, it’s 5.32.”

      Then the agents realised they had better speed things up if they wanted the benefit of Andersons competition right to the end.

      There were a heap of scallywag agents at Cannon Hill, all loveable larrikins, but rogues mainly.

      Mark Pope was there; he was a very fair auctioneer – if you stuck to him he’d look after you, and he was a great judge of values.

      Sam Crump was another good one. The likes of Mark and Sammy had the buyers worked out; and never try and bully Jack Fitzsimmons or his son Greg!

      Wally Frood was in a different class; Wally was a gentleman. They all took the job seriously but Wally took things super seriously.

      Wally had a line of good bullocks coming in from the west week after week but this time he had to go away and AML&F got their stud man Alf McGeoch to do the job.

      Alf was knocking them down, the buyers were pulling out saying, “Wasn’t me; I was back …” and McGeoch would knock ‘em down again at the lower price and move on. It was a disaster.

      The owner was there, just about having a coronary, and when it’s all over Alf has the hide to grab him by the hand and congratulate him on having such a terrific sale.

      It wouldn’t have happened like that under Wally Frood!

      An integral part of the whole operation were the stockmen, the men who looked after the sheep or cattle then took them across to the kill.

      Bill Cockerill did our sheep work and Andy Galletly and his son Brian Galletly did our cattle. Andy had a crippled leg but that didn’t stop him riding with the best of them.

      These blokes were thoroughly reliable - very good at counting, very good at spotting any stock with a problem, lameness or sickness or whatever - and they were masters in their own right. Cannon Hill could not have functioned without their expertise.

      When we felt like a drink we’d go to the Camp Hill up on Old Cleveland Road. In the sixties, the paddock where the Colmslie is now was still Uncle Len’s horse paddock and he held out for a long time before accepting a price to part with it.

      When Andersons went into receivership all hell broke loose.

      I had a growing family to support - my son, Darren, was born the day before it happened – and although I wasn’t put off and the receiver continued to trade, the situation did put pressure on me.

      In 1970 I went out on my own operating at Cannon Hill every Tuesday and Thursday.

      Originally I started off as a commission buyer operating for my neighbour, Hans Van Der Drift, who traded as Hans Smallgoods. He needed a lot of mutton and pork for his business and asked me to do the buying for him.

      I also bought for a few butchers including Greg Fitzsimmons, and for a short time, Ron Stanton, but when the cattle crash came in the early 70s and beef became cheap, Hans switched from mutton to beef and I started my own wholesale operation IMT – Independent Meat Traders. My brother, Roy, joined me a few years later.

      I found working for myself vastly different to working for a company. The big thing was staying solvent and paying your bills. Every Monday I’d wake up and calculate how much money I needed to make to be able to pay my people their wages, let alone my bills.

      That was a rude awakening!

      I did all the buying at Cannon Hill myself but I also had Alex “Big Red” McClelland in Rockhampton, Barry Winter in Chinchilla, and Ron Rathbone did Warwick and Toowoomba.

      It was a serious business but there were plenty of laughs.

      John Robbins was a great mate; we used to have a lot of fun. He was probably the agent I related to most in those times.

      Ian “Slug” Dunstan was a close mate. When “Robbo” went to Dalby we lost contact for a while, then “Slug” came to The Hill and we did a lot of work together.

      Then along came John “Barty” Barrett and we laughed more than ever. I used to sell a lot of meat into NSW and if I was short of a kill I’d get straight onto “Barty” and tell him what we needed to buy in the paddock and that same night he’d ring back and say,

      “Be at the airport at 8 o’clock in the morning; we’re off …” and away we’d go and we’d end up anywhere. At one stage we were up around Richmond and Hughenden week after week.

      But we had too many dry runs, we were not buying anything, and Barty said, “She’ll be right; you’ll buy this time, let’s get going,” and we landed at a place near Pentland to be confronted with 300 steers that could best be described as forward stores.

      You couldn’t kill ‘em but I said to Barty,

      “Mate, I’m sick of this. We’ll buy this lot and we’ll sell ‘em. You’re the Store Stock Manager; you’ll know where to go.”

      “Right; we’ll send ‘em to Bohle.”

      “Hang on,” I said. “They’ll all know the brand.”

      “No we won’t go there; we’ll go to Miowera.”

      “They won’t buy this type of cattle there.”

      “Yes, you’re right; we’ll take ‘em to Gracemere.”

      “But everybody will know, they’ll see ‘em come down.”

      “Yes, they’d know ‘em; we won’t go there. We’ll ring Brian Kelly at Baralaba; that’d be a good place for ‘em.”

      Brian’s got a sale on Wednesday so we arrange to truck them down to Baralaba and put ‘em in a paddock, then we find out the sale is on Wednesday week, so we go back to Brisbane.

      “Don’t worry,” says Barty. “Brian will look after ‘em and I’ll go up and sell ‘em for you; do the job meself.”

      Now it was a mortal sin for me to leave Cannon Hill on a Tuesday but I thought it would be best to be there so Barty and I flew to Rockhampton and got out to Baralaba in time for the sale	.

      The first thing I see at Baralaba was all these fat buyers and they see me and they want to know what I’m up to.

      “Barrett and I are passing through and thought we’d drop in.”

      Next I go over to have a look at my cattle and on the gates I find they’ve written: Pew 14, Pew 12, Pew 15 etc etc

      Lucky they didn’t spell my name right or everybody would know they belonged to me!

      “Gee, this is good Barty. I’ll tell you something: They are for sale. I’m going nowhere else; they’re for sale here and now today!”

      “She’s right; I’ll get up and sell ‘em.”

      An Elders man, Ralph Winnett, had an order for forward stores and he was the one we were counting on to get us out of trouble. He was supposed to turn up but he hadn’t arrived … and it’s time to start.

      “I’ll stay down here and punt ‘em for you,” says Barty.

      The best pen goes up first and with Barty bidding strongly we break even on them. From there on we’re staring losses in the face.

      “Sell ‘em,” I says. “Keep selling ‘em.”

      We do money on the next three pens, then Ralph Winnett arrives with the big order and Barty’s up him.

      We get rid of the lot, sit down and do our sums, and work it out that we’ve made about $3.00 a head. Barty says,

      “You’d better shout for Brian and the boys who have done such a good job for you,” so I go away and get two cartons of beer.

      We leave Baralaba, pull up at Dululu so Barty can have one, miss the plane out of Rocky, end up at Duthie’s Leichhardt Hotel with the silver service and all the trimmings, and by the time we finally get to Cannon Hill on the Thursday, the extra costs have eaten up the profit to the extent that I’ve lost $500.00 on the deal!

      Sometimes we’d go out bush and buy cattle. When we got ‘em home I’d draft ‘em up, take what was suitable to our requirements at the time, and then I’d put the balance through the sale … without any Pew signs on the pens.

      Very rarely I got caught with them but if I did I’d put ‘em back again next week.

      Sheep too! John Robbins and I turned over a lot of sheep; unbeknown to many people, I was Elders’ biggest client turning over more sheep in one year than anybody else in Queensland.

      The commission buyer, Eddie Turner, worked it out. Somehow he knew which were my sheep in the sale and he’d look over at me and give me a wink, then he’d either help you or crucify you.

      Along with plenty of others, I had a thing about starting the sale on time. There were some agents who would try to delay proceedings if, for instance, the AMH buyer was running late.

      It was my 50th birthday in 1986 and we’re down at the first cattle pen ready to go. Dave Shepherdson is the first auctioneer and he’s messing around, I’m not happy. Dave seems to be waiting for somebody, and I’m getting toey:

      “Come on; you’ve gotta make a start!” I yell.

      Everybody else is hovering around; I’m getting wilder and wilder, and next minute I turn around … and here’s this big fat lady, she hasn’t got much on, and she’s trying to embrace me.

      She’s one of those Fat-o-Grams and she’s got a music box playing and she’s trying to undress me, and herself, and the music’s playing “Get it off, get it off” or one of those stripper tunes, everyone is laughing except me, and it’s all very embarrassing.

      My wife was the one who arranged it all, I found out later, and no doubt she was assisted by some of my so-called “mates” from Cannon Hill. Who they were I don’t know, but I have my suspicions.

      Did I ever play tricks on anyone?  No!

      Was I ever involved in collusive bidding?  Yes!

      Who with?

      With anyone who would collude with me, but not the same ones each time. If you colluded with all of them in turn then no one could pick on you. Whoever was a willing partner on the day, come on, let’s go!

      Mind you, nine times out of ten that you had a bit of a go, it would backfire on you and you’d fall on your face because the auctioneer would be smart enough to see what was going on and he’d knock ‘em down to somebody else.

      Mark Pope was one you couldn’t put it over; Don McMillan was another. Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd would soon work out what you were up to and they’d just give ‘em to someone else.

      A final word on Frank “Toughy” McMahon:

      When he started his own business, we ended up right along side each other in the Meat Hall. We often competed against each other, toe to toe sometimes, and relations often became a bit strained.

      I was crossing the overhead bridge one day when he came up to me and said, “Do you want to buy a business?”

      “What sort of a business?”

      “Mine.”

      I nearly fell over.

      I thought about it, talked it over with my wife, worried about going into debt, and I went back to him and said,

      “You’d have too much money on it.”

      “It’s not dear; you know that table I got from the abattoir?”

      He had this real old desk that was probably an antique and he’d had it done up. It was a nice piece of furniture.

      “You pay me for the table and you’ve got my business!”

      I never bought it, but I thought to myself, after all those years of being so tough, here was the softer side of “Toughy” McMahon.

      He trained me well. I was with him for 17 years, all through the time with Wilson Meats then Andersons.

      Anything I learned about the industry I put down to Frank McMahon. I didn’t like him at the time but, in later years, all he taught me proved to be of great benefit.

      There were others I looked up to:

      Grahame Flynn was one of the most astute buyers that I struck, Barry Hart was another, and of course, Jack O’Hagan.

      Among the agents, Wally Frood gets full marks for being the most serious and, when you think about it, they all had to be pretty switched on to survive.

      This was the A Grade. Whether you were an agent or a buyer you had to be up there with the best to hold your own at Cannon Hill.

      Bill Cockerill and Brian Galletly came with me to IMT and stuck with me to the end. I always knew I could rely on them; you couldn’t wish for better blokes to look after your stock.

      We all knew that Cannon Hill was closing down so the last day didn’t come as a shock or anything like that.

      In fact, it was to have been a special day for me because the agents asked me to sell the last beast, not because of anything Leo Pugh had done, but in recognition of the contribution of all the Pugh family members to both the Newmarket saleyards and Cannon Hill saleyards for well over 100 years.

      But half way through the sale my brother, Roy, came and told me our mother had died suddenly and I left immediately.

      I remember Cannon Hill as a very friendly place.

      You mixed with people who were in the same business as you and you’d be up each other all day, but in the end we were all mates.

      I miss the camaraderie, meeting everybody twice a week, having a joke at the sale and getting together at the Colmslie afterwards … though I didn’t stay as long as some. There was more business, both real and fictitious, done at the Colmslie than anywhere; it all depends on what lies you want to believe!

      I would hope the Cannon Hill era will never be forgotten. 
11. Stan Wallace
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1953/54, 1969-88)

      My first stint at Cannon Hill began as an 18-year-old clerk when I was transferred in from Charleville at the request of Rusty Taylor.

      The company was New Zealand Loan and my jobs included painting cattle, hosing pigs, booking up and pencilling for Rusty, Gordon Hawkins and S. W. “Sonny” Robinson. Other young blokes with me at that time included Fred Noffke and Vic Barwick.

      Here I was a kid from the bush lobbed into the big city as a member of the NZL Cannon Hill team … and I loved it.

      I lived in a boarding house at Thorn Street, Kangaroo Point. Rusty or Sonny would pick me up opposite the Shafston Hotel at four or five o’clock in the morning. If I was late they would go without me and I’d have to walk to Cannon Hill because I never had enough money for a taxi.

      So you made sure you were on time and on mornings when I’d come home late from a party, I’d have a quick change of clothes, no sleep, and wander down the road and stand on the corner to wait.

      After a while they gave me a turn at selling. I was too young to get a licence but I’d sold a bull or two on occasions, then this day I’m up on the catwalk with Rusty Taylor on one side and Gordon Hawkins on the other and Rusty says,

      “Go on Stan; have a go.”

      Well I started on this pen of bullocks and I was going pretty well but got carried away, had a bit of a punt, got landed with them and knocked them down to Frank McMahon from Wilson Meats, but Frank just shook his head and walked away.

      To make matters worse, all the other buyers walked off with him and left me standing there like a big gawk. Not a great way for a budding young auctioneer to begin his career!

      Anyway, after they’d all had a laugh at my expense, they came back and we started again.

      That episode taught me a lesson, however, it was not the only time that I was to have a few bids nor, I’m sad to say, was it the only time I ever got caught.

      After 15 years in country branches I came back to the DalgetyNZL Stock Department in Brisbane and when Rusty Taylor was elevated to Livestock Manager for Queensland, I was made Fat Stock Manager.

      Among my offsiders was Paul McCormack, a very good auctioneer who finished up as manager and part owner of the Dalgety branch at Goondiwindi, and Bill Hamilton who ended up owning his own business in Biloela.

      After a Livestock conference in Sydney, Rusty Taylor had me stay on and investigate the liveweight selling operation at Homebush.

      After seeing the scales in action I was convinced this was the way of the future and, together with the other agents, we pressed for a similar system to be installed at Cannon Hill.

      When that happened there was a certain amount of buyer resistance initially, buyers threatened to boycott the sales, but in the end they didn’t and liveweight selling revolutionised Cannon Hill to the extent that we had to sell cattle on Tuesdays as well as Thursdays.

      In the bush, we dealt mainly with meat company buyers, commission buyers and company representatives, but at Cannon Hill, you were dealing with either the owners of the businesses or the bosses of the various meat companies.

      These blokes didn’t answer to anyone; they were the ones who made the decisions, so if there was a lift in the market they could react on the spur of the moment; you didn’t see them rushing off to a phone to get an extra dollar from the boss.

      We were rubbing shoulders with the senior operators in the industry who were very good at what they were doing otherwise they wouldn’t have been there. It was a great challenge to be associating with the top people but they kept you on your toes and you had to be on your mettle to do your best every sale.

      Looking back and thinking about that period, some of the buyers that readily come to mind include Frank McMahon, Jack O’Hagan, Grahame Flynn, Allan Teys, Geoff Teys, Brad Teys, Barrie Greenup, Barry Hart, Bill Drynan, Jimmy Yates, Tony Greenup, Stan Watson, Pat Johnston, Bill Watson and Leo Pugh.

      Talking about agents I looked up to, when I came back to Brisbane an old friend and opposition agent from Roma, George Henderson, was chief auctioneer for Primaries.

      His company later put him in charge of their branch network and he left Cannon Hill but we remained very good friends.

      I was in my office the day I got my first set of reading glasses when George called in to say g’day.

      “We are getting on, old mate? I see you have glasses!”

      George sat down and we talked about Roma – we used to sell for each other when one of us went on leave – we reminisced about the old days; we had a lot in common.

      They rang me next morning to say he died during the night!

      The thing that always impressed me about the workers at Cannon Hill, the stockmen and contractors we had – was that they were family!

      They had worked there for bloody years and their grandfathers and fathers before them. A lot of them had come across from the old Newmarket saleyards in 1931, bought houses around Cannon Hill and raised families. It was a family tradition to work at the saleyards.

      People like the Pughs, Hassetts, Daniels and Outhwaites were not only a really a big part of the scene but also very capable and highly regarded. I worked in branches and I moved about in the bush and I don’t think there were better cattlemen or sheepmen than those at Cannon Hill anywhere in Australia.

      During the seventies and eighties the market, especially for cattle, was regarded as second to none and vendors would bypass other selling centres and meatworks to send stock to us at Cannon Hill.

      Bruno Giaiotti at Bloomsbury north of Mackay was a regular supporter as were A. J. (Jim) McDonald “Mt Windsor” Winton and Viv Cox “Vindex” Winton.

      And after a trip I made to the Birdsville Races, Lyle Morton from “Roseberth” and David Brook from “Adria Downs” started sending cattle to Cannon Hill from Birdsville which is a lot closer to Adelaide, but Cannon Hill was the much stronger market.

      Apart from cattle, Cannon Hill was also the major sheep and lamb market and we would draw a lot of lambs from Northern NSW.

      Each year we’d all attend the Glen Innes Show – John Barrett, Jim Scully, John Robbins – we’d all be there, travel down together as often as not, share a room, mix with all the lamb producers, drum up business, attack each others clients, and at the end of the day we’d have a beer together … maybe more than one!

      Apart from the Glen Innes Show, Cannon Hill agents would go down separately during the year and actively canvass for fat lambs. The New England was a big part of our business and that went on for years till the local agents woke up and concentrated on running successful sales of their own.

      Cannon Hill got into your blood. It was a great place to work but you never looked on it as work, it was fun and, looking back, I would say it was the highlight of my years in the agency business.

      And there was a lot of camaraderie between the agents in those days; it was pretty much part of our religion that some of us would go to Mass of a Sunday but all of us would finish up at the Colmslie after the sales of a Tuesday and a Thursday.

      It was sad to see it close but it was inevitable; I’m just so pleased that I was a part of it during that era when it was the barometer of the market in Queensland.

      12. Dick Boyd
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1953-91)

      When I left school I started with New Zealand Loan and was fortunate enough to begin in the Stock Department as a 17-year-old booking-up clerk at Cannon Hill under Rusty Taylor.

      In those days Kevin Ware drafted our sheep, Ray Lawlor did the pigs and calves, and Jack Connors did our cattle.

      A Cannon Hill booking-up clerk had many jobs – hosing pigs, drafting calves, painting cattle – all the shit work before the sale, then after it was over, we went back to the city office and worked into the night to balance the books. That was fun!

      Apart from Cannon Hill, I travelled with Rusty to do the country auctions which was a great way for me to learn from one of the leading auctioneers of the day. I had a lot of time for Rusty.

      My own career as an auctioneer began earlier than expected.

      First I was transferred to Roma under Arnold Newitt, then back to Dalby under Eric Caton - aka “Wire the Gate” Caton because he insisted on wiring up portable panels to run sheep sales.

      Eric was going on holidays so I asked him who would do the selling in his absence and he told me to get one of the other agents.

      But when the time came and I approached them, no one wanted to do it so I did it me bloody self.

      I was eighteen, had no licence and no chance of getting one for three years, but I reckoned if a client sent stock to NZL he expected an NZL man to sell ‘em; and that’s what I did.

      Eric Caton came back and asked who sold the cattle. I told him; he blew a fuse then rang the State Manager, Ken Miller.

      When that call was over the conversation went like this:

      “I’ve just spoken to Mr Miller.”

      “Is that a fact?”

      “It’s either a £500 fine for you or five years jail.”

      “Well I don’t have the money so I’ll have to go to jail.”

      “Anyway,” says Eric, “Mr Miller said to tell you, that you’ll get a licence when you turn twenty-one!”

      And that’s what I did and I’ve still got it and I’m still selling!

      After Dalby, I did a stint at Goondiwindi, then when Gordon Hawkins was hurt in an accident, I was sent to Cannon Hill to take his place in the NZL team selling the sheep and lambs.

      In those days the rules were that if you bought a pen you were required to take a minimum of fifteen sheep or five lambs and if a buyer did that, and no one came forward to take the balance at the bid price, then the rest had to be auctioned again.

      The first day I sold lambs at Cannon Hill, Barry Hart who worked for John Dee, gave me a hard time.

      He bought the first pen and took five, then bought the next pen and took five – he hammered on every lot right through to the end of our run. I’ve never forgotten him, but we became friends.

      Next thing I know there was the Dalgety New Zealand Loan merger.

      We’d do the sale and we’d have several thousand sheep and a few hundred cattle, no calculators, and we were expected to go back to the office and balance the sale in pounds shillings and pence.

      This was an old English company, very tight with money, and they’d say to you:

      “Do you want to get on in this Company?”

      “Oh yes; we want to get on.”

      “Well if you want to get on, you don’t claim tea money!”

      At the time the tea money was five shillings (50c).

      Sometimes you’d be there till 11 o’clock at night trying to balance the sale and there was no overtime and no tea money.

      The DalgetyNZL merger brought me together with Dave Shepherdson who was a Dalgety man, a bit older and senior to me.

      Decimal currency came along in 1966.

      In 1967, Dave and I decided to have a go on our own.

      We looked at some of the others who had left the big pastoral firms to trade in their own right. None of them had gone broke; the statistics were our way, so I said to Dave,

      “We’d better have a crack here; we’ll go, and we’ll take the Brisbane Valley.”

      So Shepherdson & Boyd started operating. In the first twelve months we each did 80,000 miles in our cars, looking after clients, seeking new ones, canvassing the Brisbane Valley and the New England. We never stopped and our business began to grow.
Gary Beckett was engaged as the contractor to do our cattle. He knew what he was doing, wouldn’t stand for any mucking about and stayed with us for 25 years right to the end.

      Gary was a top bloke and very loyal.

      Danny Hassett did our sheep and lambs. Danny was the best man on a drafting gate at Cannon Hill; he did a first class job for us.

      They called him “Dapper Dan”. He was always neatly dressed and on wet days, he would stand in a box while drafting sheep to prevent the muck splashing on his boots and clothes.

      As Shepherdson & Boyd, we had no office at Cannon Hill and you can be assured that none of the other agents wanted us in theirs, so we did our business out of a brief case.

      This day a certain Allan Teys, a bit of a larrikin but a good bloke, comes up to me and says,

      “You’d better get to that briefcase quick; the phone’s ringing!”

      Eventually we shared an office with the Queensland Country Life which suited us down to the ground.

      Every week they’d write up the sale highlights. While other agents were too busy to give journalists, Phillip Bate and Jim Bowden, the information they needed, we were only too willing to oblige.

      So for about three months straight, all the highlights came out of the Shepherdson & Boyd offering and we got all the publicity. Then someone in the wool firms must’ve twigged what was going on and all of a sudden it stopped, bang. The protest flag had been raised!

      Did we ever go to the Colmslie?

      Yes we did, at least we did when we were with the big firms. But when we went out on our own the other agents weren’t too keen to mix with us socially, and we were more interested in earning a quid, so we just kept on working.

      I don’t miss Cannon Hill. It was an interesting place to start and it provided a great learning curve, but its time was up and it’s gone. It was sad to see it close but that’s a sign of the times; nothing lasts forever, but we did have a most enjoyable time while it was operating.

      Having successful sales, that’s what you aim for and when you achieve that, other things follow and you reap the benefits.

      And we had plenty of successful sales at Cannon Hill!

      13. Ron Stanton
(Board clerk / Buyer / Wholesaler, 1954-91)

      We had a farm at Tingalpa and, even as a boy, I was always familiar with the saleyards at Cannon Hill as that is where my father sold the odd cow as well as a few calves from time to time.

      When we moved to Cannon Hill a lot of our friends were fellows that worked in the industry – stockmen, buyers and even slaughtermen at the abattoir

      Cannon Hill as a suburb was put on the map because of the abattoirs and the saleyards and it was well known for that reason.

      We knew a lot of the stockmen. A few that come to mind now would be Roy, Ted and Len Pugh; Henry Daniels, a legend in his own right; Billy and Dave Outhwaite; Kev Coonan; Boyd Darval; Snowy Clark, but he was always Mr. Clark to me; Roy Stanbridge; and Ray and Neville Knight.

      When I went to work there I got to know them even better.

      Colin Bell was a larrikin type. One night after a few drinks, Colin rode his horse up the stairs, across the overhead railway bridge from the office to the carpark, then down the stairs on the other side, just for the hell of it!

      Henry Daniels had been there for years. As well as drafting cattle he had a trucking business and he was a bit of a dealer too. He had five girls; one girl used to work at the saleyards. Everybody said if he’d had five boys he’d have been a millionaire.

      He was the patron of our football club, the Cannon Hill Stars, and although Henry didn’t know a football from a watermelon, he lent us a truck to go to the games and we’d all pile in the back for the ride.

      Harry Bath, the great Queenslander who played for Balmain in Sydney, was returning for a match between Balmain and Brisbane at the Exhibition Ground in 1947. Every man and his dog wanted to be there to see Harry Bath play. The crowd was estimated at 30,000.

      We were lucky to be selected to play the curtain raiser so Henry loaded us all into his truck and drove us to the game.

      On the Monday at the saleyards they all asked him,

      “How did the boys go, Henry?”

      “Oh, you should have been there, you should have seen the mob that turned up to see the boys play.”
The buyers, the stockmen and the agents, they all got on very well. In all the years I was there I never saw a fight or anything like that; there was never any nastiness between them.

      But one day, one of the buyers, Barry Hart, had a little bit of a row with the auctioneer, Jack Fitzsimmons.

      It was right on lunch time and, as the clerk for the Board, I had the bell and I was responsible for the timing.

      The dispute started in the pig pens. They took off their coats and their hats and it looked as though it was going to lead to fisticuffs as they walked the three hundred yards from the pig pens to the cattle pens, arguing heatedly.

      When I saw all this from the office verandah, I rang the bell to announce the start of a big fight … but it never came to anything and not a punch was thrown.

      A draw was done every Monday and Wednesday to decide the order of sale for the next day and we’d go and put it up on the board so the stockmen could see what pens they had to draft into.

      There were about a dozen agents operating when I started with the Board and some of the auctioneers I recall included Ron McNab, Bob Templeton, Terry Perkins, Sonny Robinson, Jack Fitzsimmons, Dudley Parker, Dave Shepherdson, Wally Frood – lovely people and I got on well with all of them.

      Not that there was ever any friction but, as the timekeeper, it was my job to ring them off if they didn’t finish on time. Now and then I was threatened with a kick in the pants, but only in fun.

      Each agent was given one and a half minutes to sell a pen; so 20 pens 30 minutes.  If he was still selling after the 30 minutes, I would ring the bell and he’d have to stop selling. Any unsold lots would have to be taken out and re-penned at the end.

      That meant more work for the agent, more work for the stockmen and no one liked it, but that was the rule and it made for a quicker sale which was important given the numbers coming through.

      In those days, Jack Fitzgerald was the saleyard superintendent, I was the clerk, and the foreman was a chap called Norm Skuthorpe.

      To me, the superintendent was really a figurehead. Norm was the man behind the gun; he looked after all the workmen, the branding of the cattle and the deliveries to the abattoirs.

      Norm saw to it that everything was done and done right. He was a great man, a great worker, as honest as the day is long; he made sure everyone got the right cattle, all branded right, sent to the abattoirs right, and that everything was tip top.

      After the sale, we’d come in, draw up a list of who bought what for the day, and give that to the abattoir.

      In those days, not just the wholesalers, but a whole lot of butchers would come and buy their own and there would have been at least a hundred of them.

      They all had a number – L7, Darra Butchery; K8, Merv Butler – and so on, and I had to know them all so that I could write down the buyer’s name and number as the sale progressed so the cattle could be correctly paint branded with the right number.

      I had to know every butcher and his operating number and I memorised them all in my head.

      Norm Skuthorpe was the same, in fact he knew all the butchers more by their numbers than their names and after the sale he’d say,

      “I was talking to bloody old 47 (Norm Evans) today.”

      “And I see old 85 (Campbell McDonald) here again.”

      But he wouldn’t use their names, just their numbers.

      At the sheep sale, we would have something like 20,000 head.

      I’d be booking up for the Board and, apart from writing down the number, the price, the buyer, and the buyer’s number, I’d keep a record of what everyone was buying as we went along so that when it came to the end of the day I’d come up with a tally for every buyer.

      From that, I could ring the abattoir immediately after the sale and let them know exactly how many every buyer bought.

      When you do it every week that sort of thing comes natural to you – practice makes perfect, as they say – and I had a lot of practice!

      I left the Board to take up a job buying for Meatex (Woolworths). I was their first livestock buyer and I bought cattle, sheep, lambs, pigs and calves which meant I was at Cannon Hill twice a week.

      I did that for four years and I enjoyed it but, talking to my brother, Alan, one day we decided on a change. He was a salesman in the Meat Hall for one of the companies and he said to me,

      “You’re buying, I’m selling; I think we should have a go ourselves,” and so A & R Stanton Pty Ltd (Wholesalers) was born.

      It became a great operation. We were there for 23 years and I might say we were very successful. I did the buying, Alan did the selling, and our brother, Jack, did all the bookwork.

      First we obtained a section in the Meat Hall; I’d buy young trade cattle that suited the butchers; the abattoir would kill them for us and hang them in our section; Alan would sell them to the retail butchers; and we’d deliver the meat in hired trucks.

      At that time there were 27 wholesalers operating. Alan was there every morning at 4 o’clock and he wouldn’t get away till nine or ten then he’d ring the butchers; there was a lot of phone work.

      We’d send out four or five truck loads of meat every Monday and Tuesday, and one or two trucks a day for the rest of the week.

      At our peak, we were doing 200 cattle, 2000 lambs, 100 sheep, 100 pigs and 100 calves a week and delivering meat to 120 butchers.

      I can honestly say we had the best sheep and lamb buyer in the business, a fellow called Bob Dickson. He originally came from Aramac, worked for Wilson Meats, and we employed him on a commission basis, so much per head.

      Bob built our business from 400 a week to 2000 and I think everyone in the industry knew we had the best sheep and lamb buyer.

      The big operators had holding paddocks that stretched all the way from Cannon Hill to Camp Hill with stockmen taking cattle in and out seven days a week. The Camp Hill Hotel, five miles through the bush, was the nearest watering hole for the stockmen to get a drink.

      It was said that they would ride their horses through the paddocks and through the bush to get a drink and, quite often, it was the horses that brought them home!

      Cattle sold at Cannon Hill were mostly killed at the Metropolitan Abattoir across Lytton Road from the saleyards, but Huttons processed their cattle at Oxley.

      My dad had a milk run and we’d help him when we were kids. It was nothing to see the stockmen taking cattle from Cannon Hill to Oxley; they would drive them over there in the middle of the night.

      At Morningside there was a water trough in the middle of the road at a junction – Junction Road – where stock would stop to drink along the way. Milk cart horses like ours would get a drink there too.

      The trough’s gone now, but you can still get a drink at the junction; it’s the Colmslie Hotel!
Skin buyers like Graham Fallis, Peter Brown, Doug Holben and George Boreham would go around all the sheep pens before every sale and put a value on the skins in each pen then hand out their list of prices to all the buyers.

      If you bought a particular pen you had a definite price at which you could sell the skins and naturally you’d take the best on offer.

      David Knox & Sons had a wool scour and tannery on Bulimba Creek just south of Cribb Road at Belmont, while Mactaggarts processed hides out at Hemmant.

      Hides and skins were an industry within the industry.

      I must mention another of the great Cannon Hill families, the Hassetts.

      Charlie Hassett was the Australian whip-cracking champion. His brother, Harold, was a marvel at it and Harold’s son, Charlie, carries on the tradition to this day.

      Herb Hassett and his son, Dan, would draft the sheep for two or three different agents; marvellous at their work they were.

      Herb was a very smart fellow. Early in the sale, he’d buy a pen of sheep and at the end of the sale he’d sell them and make a profit. And if he didn’t sell ‘em he’d keep them till next week.

      I didn’t normally buy sheep; I left that to Bob Dickson. But if he was away and I had to fill in, I would get advice from Herb.

      “What do you think they’ll weigh?” I’d ask him.

      And he would always tell me, and he was spot on.

      He’d do the same for others too. He was a gentleman!

      Then there were the Turners, Charlie Turner and Eddie Turner.

      They were commission buyers who bought stock for different small butchers; Charlie bought the cattle and Eddie bought the sheep. Eddie bought a lot of sheep for a lot of butchers.

      I had no idea of the auction system when I first went to the saleyards to work for the Board, and to see the auctioneers in action was a new experience for me. To my mind, two or three stood out.

      Ron McNab was a young fellow who had a beautiful selling voice, very articulate. I’m not saying he was the most popular, but I got on well with him and I admired the way he sold.

      Bob Templeton, Sammy Crump!

      I used to think, “Where are the bids coming from?”

      There would be fifty to a hundred people lined up … and it was bang bang bang … sold!

      It amazed me when I first saw them but after a while, standing up there right beside them, I came to see the winks and the nods and I could work out where some of the bids were coming from.

      But the auctioneer had to be alert to do all this and Templeton and Crump stood out from the crowd.

      Dave Shepherdson was also very good but I always thought he was a better sheep auctioneer than with cattle.

      Later on, when I was down there as a buyer myself, we often got a laugh out of some remark made by the auctioneer up on the rail.

      I played a bit of football before I came to Cannon Hill, in fact I played halfback for St George in Sydney. The contract was worth £200 a year which was big money in those days.

      Bob Templeton knew this and in his patter he would call,

      “And it’s against the halfback!”

      Then other buyers would chime in, “It’s not you, Ronny!”

      Another auctioneer was Bill Kenny, a very quick-witted man.

      There were two buyers, Pat Johnston and Stan Watson, who invariably worked together and shared pens. It’s called “collusion” these days but back then they got away with it.

      Kenny would be in full flight, selling away, and he’d say,

      “Against Heckle and Jeckyl!”

      And we all knew who he was referring to.

      Frank Kingston had a big export business and he had a nice 100-acre property, since purchased by the Pacific Golf Club, out along Creek Road. He used to spell cattle out there before he killed them.

      He only wanted ticky cattle because it was ticky where he was taking them and every pen, every pen, he would ask,

      “Are they ticky?” and the next lot,

      “Are they ticky?”
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      It got on their nerves a bit.

      Ron McNab is selling, Frank is buying, and Frank bursts out,

      “Are they ticky?”

      Ron pauses, takes a deep breath, then he says:

      “Mr Kingston, I’m not allowed to take bids off drunks or imbeciles and I don’t place you in either category; yes, they are ticky.”
The good auctioneers were very quick at making funny quips:

      Auctioneer asks $90.00, someone says $80.00, auctioneer says,

      “Water it!”

      Meaning, if you were to water it, you’d make it grow!

      I forget who the auctioneer was but he asked $100.00, someone said $60.00, and he came back with,

      “And a nice little deposit we have thankyou.”

      John Robbins and I used to have a bit of a go at one another.

      John was selling and I was giving a bit of cheek and John says.

      “Ron, I hear you failed plasticine at school?”

      “Yes, John, and you’d have to study to be an idiot.”

      Alf McGeoch was an auctioneer with a moustache who came up from the south wearing a suit, tie and a little hat.

      He didn’t arrive early like the others and go through the pens getting his values right, no, he’d arrive five minutes before kickoff claiming to be a professional auctioneer, and take over.

      He was good and he was entertaining. When Alf McGeoch sold at Cannon Hill, people would stop whatever they were doing and come from all over the yards to hear him.

      One time, he had this row of cattle.

      The owner is up there on the catwalk with Alf; the market is as flat as a tack; I’m up there too, clerking for the Board; Alf’s doing his best; the owner is looking disappointed; Alf’s putting in a big effort and knocking ‘em down; you can tell the owner is not happy; the further it goes the worse it gets; but finally it’s all over and Alf turns to the owner, shakes him by the hand, and says,

      “Congratulations, sir; what a sale you’ve had today!”

      Coming off a farm and understanding stock, working amongst men that I had either grown up with or knew by reputation, being with the auctioneers - all that was a real thrill for me.

      Cannon Hill fell into my way of life; it was a great job for me; it suited me. It was a meaningful life among good solid hard-working men. It was a lifestyle that I loved. … and it was rewarding too.

      I can’t say enough about it!

      14. Saleyard Scenes:

      Tom Flanagan, Clarrie Phillips, Barrie Greenup, Ron Stanton, 
Eric Bassingthwaighte …

      Vic Barwick, extreme left, selling for Fitzsimmons.

      George Henderson, John Hando (auctioneer),
Gordon Hawkins, Eric Ogden, Vic Barwick and Len Pugh.

      Tom Jackman, Keith Adams, Brian Davidson, Jim Elliott, Cyril McCulloch, Pat Johnston, Stan Watson, Kerry Melrose, Steffie Melrose, Leo Hine, and others.

      John Anderson selling, Jack Fitzgerald (with tie, on rail),
Norm French, Clem Fletcher, Allan Teys, Barry Hart.

      Eddie Turner and Bob Templeton, in the pen,
Greg Grant, auctioneer, on the rail on right.

      Eric Bassingthwaighte selling and facing him,
Tom Ashcroft, Jim Elliott and Graeme Ewin.

      Ray Crowther, Bryan Kassulke, Bill Cotterill, Allan Cathcart,
Mick Lucas with Vic Barwick (back to camera) selling.
15. Neil Pugh
(Stockman / Contractor, 1954-91)

      Three generations of the Pugh family worked at the saleyards.

      First there was my grandfather, Ted Pugh. He started at the Newmarket yards then moved to Cannon Hill with his family in 1931.

      His three sons, Roy, Ted and Len, followed by Roy’s sons Leo and Neil (that’s me), and Ted’s son, Alan, all grew up around the saleyards, worked at the saleyards, and owned houses and paddocks near the saleyards. I think it’s fair to say the Pughs knew Cannon Hill.

      In May 2009, the author asked me to take him to the old site. He hadn’t been there since 1961 and could hardly recognise the place.

      We drove along Lytton Road up through the new housing estate then along Creek Road and down Barrack Road.

      When we went past Keith Wilson’s house on Barrack Road then Fred Simpson’s place and the Outhwaite house … the memories, they all just came flooding back in a rush.

      I left school when I was fifteen and started at Cannon Hill. My father worked for Primaries and I worked with him – riding horses, drafting cattle, unloading pigs, opening gates, everything.

      A typical week went like this:

      On Monday morning you’d be up before daylight to ride out to Tingalpa or to the paddocks along Creek Road to bring last week’s purchases in to the abattoir for the butchers.

      Early on Tuesday you’d be getting ready for the pig and calf sale, unloading pigs, drafting, penning up, and you might have the odd train come in from the west with cattle to unload for Thursday’s sale.

      Another daylight start on Wednesday, receiving cattle and getting ready for the next day. You’d begin drafting that afternoon but there were no lights in those days, so you had to knock off at dusk.

      Thursday was the big day. You’d go flat out to finish drafting all the cattle and have them penned up before the sale.

      Primaries had big numbers: local cattle, Brisbane Valley cattle, western cattle; cattle in body trucks and by the trainload - two head for one vendor, 600 for another, and they all had to be catered for.

      My father ended up doing the cattle for Mactaggarts and AML&F and my uncles Ted and Len took over the Primaries job.

      We worked for Jim Heading and Don Milligan (Mactaggarts) and Wally Frood (AML&F); they were the auctioneers and we did their drafting and penning.

      Henry Daniels used to do the job for Australian Estates and Dalgetys. When he decided to call it a day, he handed over to Ken Pope and myself, then Ken and I decided that he would do Australian Estates and I would do Dalgetys.

      The blokes that worked with me were Graham Daly, Peter Lawlor, Gary Beckett, Gary Taylor, Peter Taylor and Peter Ferguson.

      I got a surprise one Tuesday down among the pigs when I bumped into a fellow Gregory Terrace scholar, Brian “Beau” Fanning, now a booking-up clerk and budding auctioneer with Dalgetys.

      Dudley Parker was there too, and then there was Don Hudson, Dick Boyd and Dave Shepherdson, and when Dick and Dave went out on their own, along came Stan Wallace.

      They were the senior men in the team and among the young blokes you had the likes of Bill Ford, Bruce Smith, Paul McCormack, John Sullivan and Roger Lyne - a lot of young fellas really and all good blokes.

      Apart from Dalgetys, I was still working for various butchers, looking after their cattle, getting them up for the kill, all that sort of thing; and I was buying and selling a few for myself.

      I used to buy whatever I thought looked cheap, no more than ten or a dozen at a time, sometimes twenty or thirty; run ‘em on the railway line or up a lane somewhere; put me dog up one end and me down the other, fill ‘em up, and then lock ‘em up at night.

      I’d punt ‘em back through the sale or sell ‘em on to a butcher. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn’t, but these were the things you did to make ends meet.

      I didn’t buy for butchers or anybody else for that matter. I wasn’t into that; didn’t want the responsibility I suppose.

      Rusty Taylor was unloading a stud bull at the Normanby. It got out and made its way up onto the Brisbane Grammar School footy field.

      Rusty rang to ask me to bring a few quiet steers to use as coaxers to get the bull to re-enter the trucking yards.

      So I got my horse and half a dozen steers and Wally Morgan took us all down there in his truck.

      We let the steers out and I took them up onto the oval where the kids have come down to watch the fun. They’re all yelling out Ole´ Ole´ and the bull takes off, runs straight through my steers, down and along the railway line and up onto Gilcrest Avenue.

      It’s heading back to the Normanby with me after it when a police car turns up and blocks him, but the bull goes tearing off onto Victoria Park Golf Course to terrify two blokes teeing off. One shins up a tree and the other pulls him down trying to climb over the top.

      The bull runs round there for a while with me in pursuit, then he jumps through a couple of house yards, bounces off a tennis court fence and ends up in a backyard at Kelvin Grove.

      TV cameras arrive along with more police and a pound-keeper who shoots him with a tranquilliser.

      Meantime the steers have reached the Normanby Fiveways.

      We finish up getting them all back together and into Wally’s truck to take the bull to the abattoir and the steers to the saleyards.

      And that was the end of that little episode!

      We used to take cattle away from the sale and into paddocks up Creek Road for the processors. That was an experience.

      There would be two blokes and a dog; could be my father and me, or me and Harold Hassett or Ronny Porter, and we’d have up to 200 head, maybe even some that had never seen humans before.

      Creek Road was not much more than a dirt track and there were railway gates where it crossed the train line and the gatekeeper would have to open the gates for us. The trick was to get through the gates and on your way before the 6.00am train came puffing along.

      If you ran a bit late and were held up at the gate when the train arrived, larrikin bloody drivers would see you there, let off steam and blow the whistle to give the cattle a helluva fright that would send them rushing back over the top of you to head off in all directions.

      The train drivers got a kick out of it and, looking back, I think it’s funny too, but at the time we could have killed ‘em.

      How do I remember Cannon Hill?

      Well I wouldn’t have stayed there 37 years if I didn’t love it.

      You had your good days and bad days, hard days and easy days, but it was my life; that’s what I did … and I loved the place!
16. Danny Doyle
(Livestock Carrier / Cattle Dealer, 1956-62, 1965-72 & 1988-91)

      My Dad, Charlie Doyle, was in partnership in a carrying business with Henry White for a short time. They traded as Doyle & White and I would go around the district picking up stock to take to Cannon Hill.

      It was an 18 foot body truck with a double deck for pigs and calves and we’d take that deck out to shift cows.

      On Monday, I’d pick up all around the Dayboro and Mt Mee district, a 100-mile round trip that was, mainly calves with the odd pig, then I’d head off early, say three or four o’clock on Tuesday.

      For identification, the calves had a tag around their neck. The pigs, well it really was a matter of remembering who owned what and to pass that onto the agents at the other end.

      We carted mostly for Fitzsimmons and Dalgetys to start with, but we had no fixed arrangement with any specific agent at that time.

      Wednesday was cow day and I do a similar run starting at around about 7.00am. Sometimes I’d take them straight through and come back for a second load, otherwise I’d take them down very early on Thursday morning.

      With the cows, it wasn’t hard to determine ownership but in the finish I used little dobs of paint on the tail or the shoulder or the hip to make sure I got it right.

      Often enough there would be cattle to bring back, fat cattle for the butchers to kill locally. John Hampson was the main butcher and before him there was Eric Scriven. Danny Hassett did the buying.

      In 1956 I was only 16 and didn’t have a licence, so I’d drive in as far as the tram terminus at Chermside and Dad would take it from there.

      On 23rd April 1957, my 17th birthday, I was at the policeman’s door when it opened at 8.00am to apply for a licence. He knew what I was there for and he looked at me with a smile on his face and said,

      “What kept you?”

      Not long after that, I graduated from being a truck driver to a truck owner. I was now a carrier in my own right. I was also buying cattle for myself, dealing, and buying cattle for my father as well.

      The buying was done mainly around Dayboro and we’d sell them at Cannon Hill. There were always those who preferred cash in the hand rather than hope for a better price at auction, so I made sure I always had a bit of cash on me and did business whenever I could.

      Some of the people I dealt with on a regular basis included Sid Williams and his sons Ray and Alan Williams; Bob Bond, Boy Bond and Donny Bond, also Dick and Alan Ray, and the Murray brothers.

      The calves we bought were always paid for in cash but they were all happy to accept our cheques for grown cattle.

      At Cannon Hill we sold them through Vic Barwick who worked for Fitzsimmons, or Sam Crump, Bill Soutar and Barry Winter who were with Goldsbrough Mort.

      For three years, 1962-65, I didn’t go to Cannon Hill; I was too busy!

      I was playing five-eight for Redcliffe A Grade at that time; Ken McCrohon was the captain/coach and fullback. I also did a season with Collegians at Warwick, married Lyn Johns, and milked 160 cows. At one stage there were 200 of them but mostly about 160.

      Back on the job again, I had two trucks, Danny Bond was driving the second one, and I was buying more calves than ever.

      In five Mondays, 1000 calves came out of Dayboro and I would have bought a quarter of them and carted the lot. Danny and I did multiple loads of cattle and when we just couldn’t handle the numbers, I’d get Rusty Burgess or Bill Smith to help out with a double-decker.

      I vividly recall one trip:

      I was on my third run of the morning and running out of time when I struck the peak hour traffic and the trams along Gympie Road.

      Looking back in the mirror I noticed a cow’s leg hanging out the back, not the side, the back, so I knew something must have gone wrong with the tailgate and that I’d have to stop.

      Well that effectively closed one complete lane and caused absolute traffic chaos, and trying to put the leg back in while shutting the door at the same time was impossible. This was my third load so you can imagine what the floor of the truck was like inside.

      Luckily, one bloke in a business suit on his way to work pulled up and helped me. Between us we managed to get the leg back in, stand up the cow and close the door, but the poor bugger finished up with shit all over his good clothes.
At “The Hill”, Sam Crump was now buying for Alby Ewin, Barrie Greenup was buying for the butcher, John Hampson, and I was carting them back for him.

      One of the agents I dealt with this time round was John Hando who worked for Gordon Hawkins.  He was a good auctioneer, a bloke who would really try hard for you.

      I’d help him with the grading of the calves and have a few bids myself too; nothing like keeping the sale flowing, keeping the job honest, making sure you got full value!

      I never actually got caught with my own cattle, though Hando did a couple of times, but he flogged them off to one of the buyers and got me out of trouble. John was good like that, a good agent!

      I also had a lot to do with Terry Perkins, and with Greg Grant when he started out on his own, and with Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd. All good blokes, all good to deal with!

      Walking down the cattle lanes one morning, I came to a big line of Hereford bullocks that caught my eye.

      Herefords in our country don’t grow out at all, but these cattle were outstanding, big and fat with backs the size of double beds.

      They were the nicest bullocks I’ve ever seen in my life. They came from “Nockatunga” out Quilpie way and every time I think of Cannon Hill I think of those bullocks.

      Craig Doyle, our son, eventually took over the business and for the three years before Cannon Hill shut down I used to offside for him.

      I helped out with the bookings and the loadings, still did some of the buying, and often used to go with him to the sales.

      They were real good years and there were a lot of good blokes – agents, buyers, stockmen, the lot!

      There was Ray Lawlor; he was working with Neil Pugh doing Dalgetys drafting, then he worked for Jack O’Hagan shifting his cattle after the sale.

      I had a lot to do with Ray. I’d help him and we’d go down to the Hemmant pub and have a few beers, then I’d go round to his place and his wife, Ruth, would cook us a big feed of steak and eggs, after which I’d drive home back to Dayboro.

      Ray and I were real good mates.

      And sometimes I’d have a drink with Neil Pugh. When I was with Neil we’d go to the Colmslie.

      There was another bloke who was a policeman; his name was Alan Wagner. His wife, Betty, was in the canteen.

      Alan worked on point duty down in The Valley and he’d see you coming with a truckload of cattle and pull up the traffic to give you a clear run through.

      And as soon as his shift was finished he’d be out to the saleyards buying a few cattle and doing a bit of dealing.

      Once you become a part of the Cannon Hill scene, the friends you make and the connections you establish stick with you for life.

      For instance, I had a phone call from a Jenny Campbell.

      It turned out she had bought a property at Dayboro, was keen to stock it, and had asked family friend Dave Shepherdson for advice.

      “Ring Danny Doyle up; he’ll give you a good deal,” is what he told her. So she did and I found her the cattle and she was very happy.

      Then, Rex Jordon bobbed up again.

      It might have been 20 years since I’d seen him, but this bloke in Dayboro looked familiar, I thought I knew him from somewhere, and sure enough, he was from Cannon Hill.

      It was Rex. He used to drive trucks for another carrier, Syd Laverty, and come down from Nambour every week.

      How do I remember Cannon Hill?

      I remember those Hereford bullocks from Quilpie, I remember the good times, I remember the mateship and the camaraderie, I remember the big numbers when they’d empty out the cattle pens then fill them up again, and I remember the days when they had huge numbers of sheep. It’s a shame it ever closed.

      And there was always a power of competition; it was certainly the best place to sell cattle.

      17. Allen Jones
(Agent / Clerk, 1955-57)

      I was working for the Reynolds family at Ennisview Hereford Stud at Oakey when I read in the Toowoomba Chronicle, that Moreheads was expanding, and I thought to myself:

      “I’ve always wanted to be in that caper; I’ll apply for a job.”

      A little later, when I took the Ennisview Herefords to the Brisbane Exhibition, I baled up old Reg Cox, the Queensland Manager of Moreheads, and I asked him for a job in Stud Stock.

      I got my photo on the front page of the Chronicle with his daughter too; I was washing Ennisview Cherry Ripe 35th at the time.

      Cox said he’d let me know and I went back to Oakey. When I didn’t hear from him, I rang him up.

      “I might have something for you in Fat Stock,” he said.

      “That’ll do.”

      That’s how I started at Cannon Hill, carrying the paint bucket, hosing the pigs, booking up the sales, and anything else I was told to do. The auctioneers were Ron McNab and Mark Pope while Athol Robertson and John Hishon were clerks like me. I was twenty-two.

      I moved in to the Bulimba Hostel where Ron Armstrong and Ian Campbell were staying. They were with Goldsbroughs.

      Notable personalities among the other agents included the legendary Bob Templeton, Garth Jones the world’s greatest Rugby Union winger, and Chilla Porter the Olympic high jumper who strode over sheep pens as though he was walking up the laneway.

      Old Mr Robinson, “Sonny” Robinson, was a character who wore a natty little hat and had leather patches on his jacket. He was always a bit of a toff and Mark Pope took delight in baiting him.

      Sonny enjoyed a day at the races, at Doomben or Eagle Farm, but not on the sand at Albion Park, aka “The Creek”.

      If the meeting was to be at Albion Park, Mark would ask,

      “Going to the races, Mr Rob?”

      “No!”

      “Why not?”

      “Because the place is full of hums, bums, hoboes, harlots and hangers-on!”
Cannon Hill was exciting and it suited me. We’d start in the dark and they were long days but they were good days.

      The noise down among the pigs, but especially the calves, was deafening. You’ve heard a poddy calf bellowing for a feed, well multiply that by several thousand, add a couple of thousand squealing pigs, and get them all going off together under an iron roof and you’ll have some appreciation of what it was like on a Tuesday morning.

      I was amazed to find such a high standard among those doing the drafting - the Hassetts, the Pughs, Henry Daniels and his daughter, Jill - the stockmen weren’t broken-down ringers but real professionals.

      Coming off the land, I knew a bit about stock; you treat your stock like you treat your missus just about, and the more gentle you can be the more cooperation you get and the easier the job is.

      To see the Pughs on horseback drafting the SACO bullocks out of those big holding yards, they were totally efficient and the way they presented the cattle … as I said, I was amazed!

      On top of that, they were highly respected and great mentors for fellows like McNab and Popey and the rest of us. They weren’t backward in telling us where we were going wrong either and there was no mucking about in the way they imparted the advice.

      The first day I started it all went over my head. I mean they were knocking them down so fast I didn’t have a chance to put pencil to paper, let alone work out where the bids were coming from, and before I knew it they’d be on to the next pen.

      But, after a while, you get into the rhythm of the sale, you nearly know where to look for the next bid.

      Frank McMahon ran the sheep sale. He was with Wilson Meats but he told others what they could have and what price to pay.

      He’d buy a pen and he’d say, “Book thirty to so-and-so, twenty to someone else, fifteen to whatshisname, and the rest to me.”

      McMahon ran the show and everyone went along with him.

      Ron Stanton was the Board clerk; he was a good bloke and a good operator. He was so efficient it was unreal.

      He’d climb over fences in the sheep yards, clerking as he went, getting it all down - prices, buyers, numbers – and, no matter how busy he was, he always made time to help a novice like me catch up.

      Ron did a great job.
There were some great characters among the buyers:

      Stan Watson, Allan Teys and Pat Johnston were real scallywags. You’d always see them together, having a go at one another, always up to something; one would start it and the other two would finish it. They may have even tried a bit of collusion at times?

      Billy Simpson drove a Jaguar and was mostly into sheep. The Courier Mail would send a callow youth out in the morning to get a quote on the sheep and lamb sales and even if the sale hadn’t started, Billy never had any trouble quoting the market.

      Mrs Smith ran the canteen. The tucker at the Bulimba Hostel was pretty rough but you could top up twice a week at the saleyards.

      Then on Friday night, Ron Armstrong, Ian Campbell, Hilary and I used to go to Mama Luigi’s on St Pauls Terrace for a real good feed and to hear the famous Laurie d’Ambrose playing the piano.

      They were good nights.

      Hilary became my wife … and she’s still with me!

      Tuesday was the big day. What with pigs and calves and lambs there was always plenty to do and we wouldn’t get away till late.

      Thursdays was a bit different and, depending where we drew in the order of sale, we might get away as early as three o’clock.

      We’d get as far a Gibb Street in the Valley. Athol Robertson, Mark Pope and I would pull up there and head straight for the Prince Consort. That was usually a fairly big afternoon.

      Popey? There was no bottom to that Popey, and he could keep putting ‘em away without ever getting crook.

      But I can’t say the same; he was too good for me.

      Henry Hassett had a sheep dog called Merle. He took it to the big sheepdog trials at the Goondiwindi Show where the local member, Henry McKechnie MLA, had the job of making the presentations.

      Anyway, Henry Hassett’s dog won, Henry McKechnie is handing out the award, the chairman’s on the mike, and he announces,

      “ …. and the winner is Henry’s bitch, Merle.”

      The crowd went into a titter and the chairman didn’t know why. But everyone else did:

      Henry McKechnie’s wife’s name was Merle!

      Cannon Hill was a place where everyone got on; I can’t recall anyone who didn’t fit in. If anyone was in trouble, you’d help ‘em out.

      There was competition between agents but at the end of the day everyone – agents, stockmen, buyers – all worked together for the efficient running of the operation.

      I have happy thoughts about those days, about the general good fellowship throughout the place. I’m all into that.

      If anything makes me happy it’s to be with people who are happy, not whingeing, but happy in their job, happy with their life.

      And my time at Cannon Hill was a very happy period.

      18. John Hando
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1955-71)

      When I first went to Cannon Hill with Winchcombe Carson, I was just a clerk, a 17-year-old booking-up clerk. John Anderson was our auctioneer and Roger Crowther was the other clerk. We did everything: pigs, calves, lambs, sheep, cattle, the lot.

      Cyril Burcher was the Manager of the Stock Department. His secretary, Mrs Ballard, ran the office and Rita Bliss was on the phones; she knew all the clients’ numbers, never looked at a book.

      Kev Coonan drafted our cattle and he was assisted by Roy and Len Pugh. Sometimes, John Anderson drafted our sheep, sometimes it was Kev Ware and sometimes Herb or Dan Hassett helped out too.

      I lived in a hostel at North Quay. Most Wednesdays, John Anderson and I would head out into the country to visit clients and canvass for business and he’d end up in a pub somewhere and we’d be late home, sometimes very late home, so there wasn’t a lot of time to sleep. On Thursday mornings he would pick me up early, sometimes very early.

      This particular day I must have overslept by a few minutes and I was late coming out to the car. Just as I came down the stairs he took off and left me standing in the street.

      I knew he had to pick up someone else then come back through the Valley to go over the Story Bridge so I ran full pelt through the City and got to the bridge about two seconds before him.

      He stopped and picked me up and all he said was, “You will never ever be *#*#*#* late again.”

      John would frequently abuse me, often in public, but the same bloke would give you his last cent and back you to the hilt.

      He took me on training runs through the Brisbane Valley and we would call on clients such as W. E. Houston & Co., at Blackbutt, who were big sawmillers with a lot of cattle country, and we used to stay with  Arthur Dingle at Mt Perry or Gerry Rheen at Blackbutt or with Les Stretton “Teelah” Benarkin.

      A couple of months later he sent me off on my own, telling me not to come back till I got some business.

      I’d do a delivery for our Wine & Spirits Department at the same time and take a boot full of rum, demijohns of OP rum.

      I’d arrive at Les Stretton’s at about 4 o’clock in the afternoon and he’d come out and say,

      “Where’s the rum?”

      Then Mrs Stretton would yell, “You put water in it, Les.”

      Remember those medium-sized Vegemite jars? Well Les would produce one of those, fill it to the brim with the rum, drip one tiny spot of water on it, and yell back to his wife,

      “I put the water in it, mum.”

      Then he’d down it in one go and have another.

      I went to see Malachie Conroy at Bryden. I’d never met him and I wasn’t sure of the directions so I pulled up to speak to a bloke who was fencing by the side if the road.

      “Could you tell me where Malachie Conroy lives?” I asked.

      “Keep going up this road for another three miles and you’ll see a large house with a red roof on your left. That’s his house.”

      When I got there, Mrs Joyce Conroy was hanging out the washing and I asked her if Malachie was about.

      “No,” she said. “He’s down the road about three miles doing some fencing.”

      That was my introduction to the real world and Malachie never let me forget it. Years later at every sale at Esk or Toogoolawah, there would be two or three hundred people there, and he’d call out,

      “Hey, Johnny, where does Malachie Conroy live?”

      Ron Stanton ran the saleyards; Jack Fitzgerald was the Superintendent at the time, but Ronny Stanton ran the place.

      Ron was the official bookkeeper. He recorded every detail – numbers, buyers, prices – and he’d add up the columns of figures in pounds shillings and pence and total each page as he went.

      At the same time, he’d be reminding various buyers that they had not filled their orders and that they had better smarten up or they would miss the kill at the abattoir.

      A likeable bloke and a truly great penciller and bookkeeper, Ron was one of the outstanding characters of the saleyards.

      John Anderson convinced a NSW carrier named Martin Prentice that he should buy lambs out of local sales and punt them back through us.

      The story was that many vendors were reluctant to pay the freight to Cannon Hill, but it was a much stronger market than any of the little sales in northern NSW, so there was money to be made by anyone game enough to have a go.

      Well, Prentice had a fleet of trucks, he liked the idea of making extra money, so he bought a couple of hundred head, made a good profit on them, and settled into the idea on a regular basis.

      His numbers gradually increased and everyone was happy with the arrangement, till one day we received an irate phone call from him to say he was losing money.

      We couldn’t understand it. The market at Cannon Hill was as strong as ever so it could only be that he was buying them too dear.

      Unannounced, John Anderson went down to investigate and it didn’t take him long to find the problem.

      To expand his operation, Martin had handed over the buying to his truck drivers, all New Australians, who were getting carried away by the excitement of the auction, bidding against each other, knocking them down to Martin Prentice and having a great time!

      John Anderson got me to draft our sheep and lambs, which was very unusual at Cannon Hill because the drafting for all agents for every species was done by contractors.

      Somehow or other Anderson contrived to put me forward as an “expert” and he insisted that only an expert could draft Winchcombes sheep, so I ended up with the job even though I’d never drafted sheep or lambs in my life!

      You couldn’t get an Auctioneers Licence till you turned 21, but he had me going long before that. I started selling a few calves at the end of the sale and then graduated to the bulls, learning all the time from John Anderson who was a very good auctioneer.

      He taught me everything I knew including lots of tricks I shouldn’t know. It was said that I had eyes in the back of my head, that I could find bids under a stone, but I always had a back-up, someone I could knock ‘em down to if I got caught. I never ever ever got landed with a pen of sheep or cattle.

      With cattle, I’d knock ‘em down to Jack O’Hagan. He’d just look at me and we’d square off later. With the sheep, I knew I could always rely on Herbie Hassett, Danny Hassett, Stan Watson, Eddie Turner or Doug Cathcart to get me out of trouble.
When John Anderson resigned I took his place. I was the only auctioneer for Winchcombes at Cannon Hill, selling everything and drafting all our sheep and lambs as well. John Palmer was my offsider.

      To get the best out of the market at Cannon Hill you had to sell fast, you had to get the buyers off their dunghill, get them on the wrong foot, you had to get them running after you.

      A couple of quick knocks soon got them going.

      If I gave Stan Watson a quick knock, Allan Teys would jump up and down and he’d be in there trying to buy the next pen and I’d ignore him and knock ‘em to, say, Jack O’Hagan and move to the next pen leaving the buyers scrambling to keep up and bidding as they went for fear of missing out … and the market would just take off.

      We were lucky to have regular orders that we could use to keep the job honest or to help us with split consignments.

      We bought for Tom Goan at Fernvale Butchery, Ryan Bros at Laidley, Yandina Butchery, Woombye Butchery  - a whole lot of little country butchers - and we bought thousands of sheep for Denham Bros in Rockhampton.

      I developed a strong association with Stan Watson.

      In NSW there were growers who were reluctant to pay the freight to Cannon Hill and who preferred to sell in the paddock.

      When I told Stan about this, he gave me an order to buy a couple of hundred sheep and, say, fifty or sixty lambs for him any time I saw an opportunity to turn them over at a profit.

      One weekend I had already bought him 3000 sheep and 600 lambs by the time I rang him on the Sunday night.

      Did he give me a serve? He went right off, called me for everything, and really did his block when I told him I was inspecting another 232 lambs the next day.

      I bought them anyway; they were too good to miss.

      I’ll cut a long story short.

      He was there to see them sold and before the sale he abused me to the extent that he had me convinced that I was going to send him broke, but when the sale was over he was all smiles.

      Stan made a big quid out of that exercise and from that time on I could do no wrong; he never doubted me again and we turned over record numbers.
One of the reasons that we were so successful with dealing in sheep and lambs was to do with the fact that Winchcombes had a 5-acre paddock handy to the saleyards.

      Enriched by the dung of thousands of stock over thirty years, this lush paddock could easily hold big mobs for a couple of days or little lots for a couple of weeks and give us the chance to freshen them up and present them in top condition.

      Once the paddock was destocked, all the rich clovers and Rye grass from over the border would shoot again and we just had to find another mob to keep the grass down to a manageable level.

      Among the other agents, I had a lot of time for the likes of Sam Crump who was a great auctioneer, Wally Frood who was a real gentleman, and Bob Templeton, an unbelievable man, who was like a father to me.

      One time I had 880 cattle to sell and on top of that 6,600 sheep which I had to draft before I could sell ‘em. Henry Unnasch and Kev Ware were to give me a hand but Henry didn’t make it that day so that left Kev and me and his dog to do the lot.

      I went to my best friend Bob Templeton:

      “Bob,” I said, “I’m in a bit of strife …”

      “You lazy young bastard; get off your arse and go and do it!”

      Well that came as a bit of a shock; I could have killed him! But it was the best advice I’ve ever had. I never ever asked anybody for assistance after that; if there was something to be done, I did it myself.

      I recall the day I made a big mistake but learned a valuable lesson.

      Stan Watson had about 1,000 sheep in the sale, the market had slipped, and he made it very clear to me that it was my job to do whatever it took to keep the price up and get him out of trouble.

      We were pretty much on target when we came to the last pen, the top lot, about 130 head, and I could see one old buyer sweating on them so I reckoned we were home and hosed.

      But another buyer, “Big Peter”, had the final bid and when I knocked them down to him he took only 15 head, the legal minimum, and we had to put the rest (115 head) up again.

      They made a lot less and buggered the average; I blew a fuse and abused Big Peter.

      For an auctioneer that’s a mortal sin!

      On the Tuesday we had a large number of lambs to sell and I was petrified as to the outcome. I reasoned that Big Peter and a lot of the other buyers would boycott me.

      It came my turn to sell.

      I called a halt to the sale, asked Big Peter to come forward, and apologised to him in front of all those who were there.

      We shook hands, everyone clapped, and we had a bumper sale!

      It pays to say sorry!

      When I was with Winchcombes I thought I sold fast but when I went with Gordon Hawkins I found I had to go a whole lot faster.

      Gordon didn’t get many straight lines of cattle; he mainly dealt with the smaller owners who had mixed lots so it wasn’t unusual to have two or three vendors and four or five sales in every pen.

      You’d be on a time limit based on the number of pens, not the number of owners or the number of sales, every second counted, and you’d have to go flat out so as not to be rung off before you came to your best cattle at the end.

      Never having experienced it, some of the bigger agents could not imagine the pressure we were under every sale.

      My most vivid memory of Cannon Hill is of hard work.

      You’d be out there in the heat or the cold or the rain, and having sold four or five hundred head of cattle plus three or four thousand sheep and making a packet for Winchcombes, you’d go back to the office and old Cyril Burcher would pat you on the head and say, “Good on you, laddie.”

      And that was it!

      You never had time to socialise. You’d be up at 2 o’clock in the morning to go and draft before the sale, then after the sale you’d ring all the clients with their prices and balance the books, and if they didn’t balance, you’d stay back in the office and work till they did. After that, you’d be chasing up business for the next week.

      You never had a weekend off; you’d be up the Brisbane Valley looking for cattle or down around Glen Innes or Guyra chasing lambs; it was all work, just work, full on … but we loved it; it was our life!

      And I was very lucky to have the support and understanding of a very good wife; I couldn’t have done it without Beth.

      19. Brian Unnasch
(Contractor / Stockman, 1956-82)

      My father, Henry Unnasch, worked at Newmarket saleyards before coming to Cannon Hill in 1931 and he was there till he died in 1979.

      Dad was brought up with the Pughs and as a young man he lived with the grandfather, old Ted Pugh, in the same house as his sons Roy, Ted and Len. So it was natural that he worked with them at both saleyards; I followed in his footsteps.

      Dad did a lot with Wilson Meats. Frank McMahon was the boss; they handled thousands of sheep every week.

      Trainloads would come in from the west and it was Dad’s job to unload them and look after them before they were slaughtered.

      I was only about eleven and I’d go with him down Lytton Road where Mobil is now and there was this big block of vacant ground where we would shepherd mobs of sheep for about four hours.

      I’d be up one end, my father would be down the other, and we’d just sit there and read the paper, keeping one eye on the sheep.

      The old man had a black and tan Kelpie called “Huck” who could shepherd the sheep on his own. If they came too close to the road he’d just walk along slowly till they turned back.

      Often enough, dad would hitch a ride down to the Bulimba for a couple of snorts and leave the dog to it. He was unreal!

      I hated school. I used to go to Villanova at Coorparoo and I’d look out from the train at the saleyards every morning to see what was going on and just wish I was there with my father and the rest of them.

      I was fourteen when I got caught wagging it and that’s when Dad finally decided he was wasting his money and I was wasting my time at school so I got a job with the Board, the QMIB, the Queensland Meat Industrial Board as it was called in those days.

      On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays I worked at the abattoir and on Tuesdays and Thursdays I worked at the saleyards, paint marking, and bringing boxed lots of sheep and lambs over for the kill.

      I had a good dog, Sandy; a Red Kelpie. Sandy and I would walk to the saleyards from home at Murarrie and we’d walk the sheep across Lytton Road to the abattoir.

      Sandy was the sort of dog you could use on cattle or pigs as well as sheep. Over the years I was lucky to always have good dogs!

      At the saleyards, I was classed as a boy or a junior stockman, whereas others, like Bill Cockerill, Don Knight and Charlie Simpson, were older and therefore senior men.

      When I was eighteen, I fell out with the Board and started on a casual basis at the saleyards with Danny Hassett and/or Kev Ware pushing sheep up to be drafted, with Fitzsimmons penning pigs, and with any agent or anyone else that needed a hand. I was never short of work!

      That’s how it started and it developed from there to the stage that I was contracted to draft the sheep and lambs for Winchcombes when Greg Grant was the auctioneer and continued on in that role when John Clark took over, but ended up doing the job for Greg Grant as an agent in his own right.

      When Dalgetys and Winchcombes merged, Stan Wallace got me to do their job; I also worked for AML&F under Wally Frood and for Elders when John Robbins was Livestock Manager and John Barrett and Bob Mickan were the auctioneers.

      In the end I had the sheep and lamb contract for Greg Grant, Elders, DalgetyWinchcombes as well as AML&F, so I pretty much had the whole lot tied up.

      On average over the years I might have done three or four thousand head every sale, sheep or lambs, but there were bigger days; on one occasion I did 10,000 lambs for Greg Grant alone!

      Of course you can’t do these things on your own. The blokes that helped me included Bobby Simpson and Gary Beckett.

      Butchers I worked for over the years included Norm Hine, Stan Watson, Bruce Sparkes and Brian Davidson. I also bought sheep for Arthur Earle and sheep and lambs for John Wharton and John McAuliffe who owned Springwood Meats.

      A typical week went something like this:

      On Monday I might take stock over to the abattoir for a butcher, then I’d attend the draw, find out the numbers expected and what pens were allocated and, on a busy night, we might start drafting lambs at eight or nine o’clock in the evening and do some of the penning up to be ready for the sale on Tuesday.

      Depending on numbers, you might work through the night, get home for a bit of breakfast, come back to finish the job, do the Tuesday sale then, if I had butchers’ lambs to get out, I’d put them together ready to go over for the kill.

      On Wednesday I’d attend the draw again but in the meantime there might have been a trainload of sheep to unload. You’d put them on water and feed till it was time to draft ‘em up and you’d probably work right through the night again getting ready for Thursday.

      Once the sale was over, you’d get everything out that you were responsible for and get them into paddocks to go across the road, and on Friday morning you might spend a few hours taking some of them across for a butcher. Then you went to town to play!

      On Fridays, we’d all put on good clothes and go into town to collect our pays from the various agents and invariably we’d meet up at the Queens for a few hours on the grog.

      Friday in town at the Queens was a Cannon Hill tradition that went on for years. You might get there at twelve and be just about ready to leave when others would turn up at one or two, and you might poke down to the Gresham where you’d run into Jim Scully and others and you’d just soldier on.

      Walk into either of those pubs on a Friday afternoon and it was like walking into Cannon Hill saleyards; they were all there – Keith Wilson, Ronny Porter, Clem Young, Neil Pugh, Stan Wallace, Greg Grant, Eric Bassingthwaighte, Bill Outhwaite – heaps of people.

      I remember being with Neil Pugh and Brian Fanning one time when they decided to slip up to the Irish Club but I never had a tie, so they rigged me up with a shoelace around the collar of my shirt and left it dangling down a bit. That did the trick and we spent a couple of pleasant hours up there by way of a change of scenery.

      In 1966 I did a little job for Dalgetys with Neil Pugh. We had to bring cattle over from Stradbroke Island so we borrowed a truck from Henry Daniels and headed over to Straddie on the barge.

      We picked up a load of cattle, emptied them onto the barge, went back for the rest, kept that lot on the truck, got back to the mainland, Sonny Ellis came down in another truck for the loose cattle on the barge while we took ours up to the yards in the truck.

      The job took all bloody day … and none of us ever got paid!

      Cannon Hill was a friendly place; everyone got on pretty well most of the time and seldom did any altercation come to blows. But on one occasion, two of the more senior gentlemen had a fight on the lawn outside the main building.

      One old fella’s trousers fell down while they were fighting so they stopped to give him time to hitch his pants up, then they got stuck into it again.

      On another occasion, there was a blue between Henry Daniels and Merv Wilson down at the pig sale. I don’t know what it was about, it only lasted a minute or so, but they shook hands when it was over and that was the end of it.

      As it happened, Floyd Patterson fought Ingemar Johansson for the world heavyweight title that same day and Andy Galletly imortalised the local bout by referring to the punch-up as the Heavyweight Championship of Cannon Hill.

      Just before Christmas and Easter each year, I’d go through the lambs looking for a couple of lots that may have come in late and were empty and tucked up in need of a good feed and a drink.

      I’d buy them, maybe 80 or 100, get ‘em out onto a fresh pick, tail ‘em out down the lane somewhere, let ‘em fill up for a week or ten days, then sell them back through the yards nice and full.

      I never lost on the deal and most times I just about made enough to pay for my annual holiday.

      One morning I was walking down the lane to unload a trainload of sheep when I came to a gate that wasn’t just chained, but wired up.

      I thought no more about it, climbed over, and continued on in the dark only to be confronted by a dirty great big Shorthorn bullock with a broken leg. So that’s why they wired the gate!

      As I saw him, he saw me, and he started coming for me at a hundred miles an hour. The side fence was about eight foot high and I was only half way over when he got to me and leapt at me tossing my feet over my head so that he flipped me straight over the top.

      Don’t ask me how, but I landed on my feet on the other side without a mark on me. I was very lucky!

      As numbers decreased, maintenance suffered, and there were a lot of yards that needed repair.

      One night, I was drafting sheep. Bobby Simpson was bringing them up for me but when he tried to close the forcing-yard gate, it wouldn’t swing; it was dragging on the bricks.

      The gate was hinged to the light post, and when Bobby gave it one almighty reef, the pole fell down; it had rotted off in the hole.

      It came down straight up the mouth of the race, flattened a few sheep and the crossbar landed on the sides of the drafting race.

      As Bobby was yanking on the gate, I was walking back to give him a hand and I was just getting over the fence when the pole crashed down and draped the power lines over my shoulders.

      The first thing I thought of was that I’d be fried, I’d be gone … and I would have been too, only for the fact that the wires had pulled out from the other end and cut the power.

      That was one morning I got really upset about the state of the yards, and not long after that I said goodbye to Cannon Hill.

      I went to Cannon Hill as a kid knowing nothing, but learned a lot from three of the best – my father who was tops at his job, be it with sheep or cattle; from Danny Hassett, who was recognised as a master craftsman with sheep and lambs; and also from Kevin Ware.

      The people of Cannon Hill were in a class of their own – happy, highly skilled, hard working, easy to get on with, people who understood animals inside and out, people you could get on with at work as well as socially.

      Roy Gill and Danny Hassett came to my wedding, and a lot of us played football together for the Cannon Hill Stars D Grade.

      There was Don Ross, Jim Ross, Peter Burke, Keith Wilson, Joe Walsh and me. All forwards – no brains!

      Keith Wilson was pretty good; he went on to play A Grade. Sporting ability runs in that family. Vicki Wilson is Keith’s daughter and she is regarded as one of Australia’s all-time great netball players and the best goalshooter in the world!

      I have really good memories of Cannon Hill; I enjoyed every minute of it. Cannon Hill wasn’t like going to work; to me it wasn’t a job it was more like a sport or a game; it was something I loved.

      I was talking with Kev Ware after it closed and we reckoned if it ever opened up again, we’d work the first six months for nothing, just to get back in.
20. Peter Dixon
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1956-61)

      After I left school I had two years with Moreheads in Brisbane office before graduating to their Stock Department and working at Cannon Hill where, like dozens of other budding young agents, I started on the bottom rung of the ladder, hosing down the pigs before dawn.

      The idea was to have them nice and clean and presentable before Lenny Pugh came along to draft them and pen them up so that we could book them up ready for sale.

      Our auctioneer was Ron McNab and there were three booking-up clerks - Rod Raper, Tom Barnes and myself. Lenny and Ted Pugh drafted all our cattle, pigs and calves while Herb and Dan Hassett drafted our sheep and lambs.

      Lenny had a way of handling any pig or calf that needed redirecting. “Ear and tail, ear and tail,” he’d call out.

      By grabbing the bugger by an ear with one hand and by the tail with the other, you could ensure he travelled in the intended direction every time; whether he liked it or not was another matter!

      One thing I’ll never forget about the pig and calf sheds, was the noise. Squealing pigs and bellowing calves made it very hard to hear the instructions from Lenny or the call of the auctioneer, but clerks were expected to have supersonic hearing and get things right first time regardless of the din. It certainly taught you to listen!

      Besides booking up prior to the sale and clerking during the sale, clerks were responsible for checking the delivery count of the pigs and calves after the sale.

      In those days, it was not uncommon for the odd pig or calf to “go missing” and the one thing that used to send management hysterical was having to write off the loss to Claims and Allowances.

      Before the cattle sale, we would go around with a bucket of paint and a long stick with a bit of wool on the end and Len Pugh would tell us to paint out any cattle that needed to be sold separately. Perhaps one had a dogbite, or one was a different owner, or maybe one or two suited Lenny’s butcher order?

      Unlike other saleyards, Cannon Hill invariably sold the cattle from worst to best. In any particular draft, the tailers were sold first; the next pen would be slightly better, and so on through to the tops.

      Peter Dixon (auctioneer), John Henderson (clerk), Ralph Bellis (Board clerk).

      The buyers’ walkway would be jam-packed

      The intention was to keep the prices rising and allow the auctioneer to start the next pen at a rate just above the previous one. Ninety nine times out of a hundred it worked too and I’ve never understood why they don’t do it like that at other centres.

      A lot of buyers attended every sale. There were the major meat exporters plus wholesale and retail butchers and the buyers’ lanes would be jam-packed irrespective of the species on offer.

      Judging by the cars they drove, butchering must have been a lucrative business in those days. Have a look at the carpark over the railway bridge from the main office and you would see a sprinkling of Buicks, Jaguars and Packards and you could bet they didn’t belong to the agents.

      I remember a sea of faces rather than all the names but the ones that readily spring to mind include Fred Keong, Theo Sparkes, Jack Deignan, Jack O’Hagan, Frank McMahon, Billy Simpson, Norm Hine, Stan Watson, Pat Johnston, Bob McAdam, Jack Waters from Huttons, and Jim Elliott and Terry Loague from Redbank.

      I was there the day Fred Keong bought the yard. By that time Elder Smith & Co had taken over Moreheads, Ron McNab had left and I was the auctioneer. Anyway, Fred bought all our cattle and everybody else’s as well – bullocks, heifers, dairy cows, bulls, the lot – could have been 4,000 of them – and he took every beast. Makes him a bit hard to forget!

      To improve our sheep numbers at Cannon Hill, we made it a practice to foster and encourage dealers such as Billy Simpson, Norm Hine and Rex Smith.

      Most of the time it worked out okay but Billy Simpson got into the habit of telling everyone they were his sheep and nobody would buy ‘em. That wasn’t much fun!
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      The big thing you had to do was keep the sale running.

      Selling cattle for instance, buyers needed a bit of urging to get them up to full value. If you could knock a pen down, quickly move to the next, sell it, move on to the next, that would liven ‘em up, they’d be running to keep up and concentrating more on buying cattle than dragging the price back.

      You were on a time limit too. The bigger the yarding the less time per pen, so it didn’t pay to muck around.

      It was easy to get your price up. There would be twenty or thirty buyers crammed into the lane, hanging over the pen, and they didn’t know who was bidding from one pen to the next so it wasn’t hard to take a few bids out of the air.

      For every two genuine bids from the blokes on the wings, you always had one extra (maybe two) on the bidders in the middle, making sure to steady up towards the finish so as not to get caught.

      With cattle, the bidding was in two-and-sixpences so the cry would be 2½, 5, 7½, 10, 12½, 15, 17½, and on to the next pound.

      Then a bloke like Fred Keong would come along. You’d be in full flight on your 5, 7½, 10, 12½ patter, taking bids 2/6 at a time, and he’d hold up five fingers and jump the price by £5 (five pound). That would throw you, break your rhythm and bugger the system for while.

      With sheep, the bidding was in threepences and the call would be 3, half, 9, one bob, 3 half, 9, two bob etc. You’d come to the next pen, there’d be, say, 87 sheep and a big gallery of buyers, and for the first few shillings there might be only you and one buyer operating.

      But the big thing was not to slow down. Bob Templeton was a great exponent of that. Once he had them rolling he wouldn’t stop. He’d be frothing at the mouth but he just kept going harder and harder; he’d never slow down.

      If you weren’t around before decimal currency in 1964 this might seem all double-dutch to you, but that was the way it was done in the days of pounds, shillings and pence.

      They’ve outlawed collusion among buyers these days, though I’m sure it still goes on, but back in the fifties and sixties it was rampant.

      One buyer would operate for two and when the pen was knocked down they’d split ‘em, which was not supposed to happen, but it did.

      You’d get some of the bigger buyers operating in syndicates, not bidding against each other, taking it in turns as it were but, in the main, the little blokes kept them honest.

      Frank McMahon was a big buyer and tough too, but he never got into a syndicate, nor did Jack O’Hagan or Theo Sparkes. They were blokes who did their own thing.

      Thanks to the old Moreheads connection we did a huge amount of business with the likes of Scottish Australia Company (SACO) and the Queensland National Pastoral Company, which is understandable when you consider that, in earlier years, B. D. Morehead sat on both boards and was also the Premier of Queensland.

      SACO cattle would come from properties such as Anthonys Lagoon, Austral Downs, Nive Downs, Bowen Downs, Hawkwood, Dulacca Station, Texas Station - all over the place, many of them via Fairymeadow Station at Chinchilla where they were fattened on oats.

      Similarly the QN Pastoral cattle came from as far out as Lake Nash and Barkly Downs N.T. via Taromeo at the top of the Blackbutt Range and Yabba Station on the Stanley River out from Kilcoy.

      Finally, the canteen is worth a mention. I never stopped to count the numbers that were fed every sale day but it would run into hundreds.

      Mrs Smith was the lady in charge and she served up a variety of dishes with an emphasis on rissoles, bacon, sausages and roast beef.

      Breakfast was available any time after 5.30am, the place was packed out at lunch time, and I think you could even organise an early evening meal if you asked nicely.

      It really amounted to time; whether or not you had the time to stop for a feed. I have heard it said that the sale stopped for lunch, that a bell was rung and we all trooped over for a meal.

      If that was the case, I don’t remember. In my time I think we sold straight through; you grabbed something to eat whenever you could, but if you ever did get to sit down in the canteen, that was about the only time you could have a conversation with anyone.

      I recall my time at Cannon Hill as a hard slog.

      It was hard work, constant work, but satisfying. Your whole week was tied up; when you weren’t selling you’d be out as far as Charleville buying stock to resell back at “The Hill” and that sort of thing was on every week. In fact, I don’t think we ever missed more than one sale even over Christmas.

      In those days, values at Cannon Hill set the market for the whole industry; it was the benchmark for prices in Queensland; it was the shop window, certainly far more significant than either Dalby or Toowoomba at that time.

      Good cattle sold particularly well at Cannon Hill and I was privileged to sell quite a few of them.
21. Tom Ashcroft
(Butcher, 1956-88)

      My father, Bill Ashcroft, had a butcher shop at Hemmant. He supplied the saleyards canteen with meat and as a young boy I would go there with him on his deliveries.

      When I got to about the age of ten I teamed up with my cousins, Johnny and Ronny Spence, and we’d collect any calves born on the trains coming to Cannon Hill, put them on cows in a paspalum paddock at Hemmant, and swap them over once a week by selling the ‘old’ calves and taking home any new ones.

      I got a job at the abattoir when I was 13. We’d start early and finish just after lunch most days so I’d ride my bike over to the saleyards and pencil for Royce Nichol; that was a love job – I did it for something to do and because I liked doing it.

      When I left the abattoir I started as an apprentice butcher with Borthwicks but ended up working for Steffie and Val Melrose as a junior salesman in their wholesale department till I got the opportunity to go clerking for Steffie when he was buying at Cannon Hill.

      I have a lot of respect for Steffie Melrose. I class Steffie on the livestock side and Val on the meat side as very knowledgeable people and I was fortunate to be involved with them; they taught me a lot.

      In 1969 I left them and started out on my own trading as Ashcroft Meats as a commission buyer for other butchers.

      My first client was Grant Daley; I bought all his small stock - pigs, calves, sheep and lambs.

      The business mushroomed. Some of my clients in the early days included The Flying Dutchman, Ashley Daley from Dale Meats and Les Stanton and Kevin Cusack trading as Castle Meats who handled a lot of sheep.

      When the price of wool crashed in 1969, big numbers of sheep became available at reduced prices so I was running around the bush buying in the paddock as well as at Cannon Hill, but also occasionally re-selling a lot of sheep at Cannon Hill.

      Next, the bottom fell out of the cattle job and numbers became more plentiful so in 1974 I started wholesaling for myself and carried on from there.

      You ask me about the buyers and agents at Cannon Hill in my time, and the first one that springs to mind is Lenny Pugh. He was a stockman, a buyer and a contractor, a real all-rounder, but as a character he would have to be right up there with them.

      Then there was Mick Lucas who was well known as a buyer and a prankster. Mick had a personality that was all his own.

      I had a lot of time for Grahame Flynn from Tancreds; he was always the same, never varied; he called a spade a spade and you always knew exactly where you stood with him.

      As far as astute buyers go, Jack O’Hagan would be one of the best; a top buyer and a top bloke was Jack.

      Agents fall into two categories: gentlemen and larrikins.

      Among the gentlemen you would have the likes of Wally Frood, Terry Perkins and Eric Bassingthwaighte, while the rest of them could be classed as larrikins with Stan Wallace leading the pack. John Barrett was another one you’d have to give a tick to.

      An auctioneer I felt sorry for was John Bellamy. He came to Brisbane from Goondiwindi and was thrown in the deep end and the poor bugger was like a fish out of water, but I thought he was a good agent with all the ability in the world. He really made a name for himself in Townsville and North Queensland later on.

      Clem Fletcher was another who was right up there with the gentlemen. Clem was the manager for Master Butchers and handled their skin buying operation.

      Down in the pig pens after lunch one day, Vic Barwick was selling and, as usual, Bill Webb was complaining about the prices. Bill took life very seriously:

      “There’ll be no pigs next week if you don’t bid up,” says Bill.

      Whatever the rate was, Bill used the same line every week.

      Mick Lucas thought he had a hold on all the first choice pigs. He was a foot taller than anybody else and he stood behind and over the rest of the buyers, watching what everybody else was doing, and bidding by winking.

      Anyway, Mick thought it was his bid, Vic knocked ‘em down to somebody else, Mick carried on like a two bob watch …

      “But I was blinkin’, I was blinkin’,” yells Mick.

      And quick as a wink Allan Dick comes back,

      “You weren’t blinkin’ loud enough Mick!”
During that crazy time when the arse fell out of wool completely, we were buying sheep in the paddock for next to nothing.

      The biggest week I ever had I bought 23,000 of them, sent ‘em hell west and crooked, and found new homes for them all.

      We had orders for good wethers from butchers up north as far as Cairns - half a deck here half a deck there - and we sold some back through Cannon Hill, but they all got used and next week we were back in the market buying 10,000 more.

      Different agents were involved including John Axford and Bob Slaughter at Charleville, Gerry Muller in Longreach, Clayton Scarce and Bill Lansbury in Blackall, Jimmy Carter at Tara and you’d drive all over the place and wear a car out in twelve months.

      Cam Brown was with Elders in Longreach. He rang up to say he had 500 ram lambs to sell and when he mentioned the money I told him to buy ‘em and consign ‘em to Cannon Hill.

      At the price he was asking they were too good to miss and I reckoned I’d stand ‘em up in the sale as soon as they arrived.

      They came in on the Wednesday night and I went out to see them penned up for the sale on the Thursday.

      You’d expect 500 ram lambs would take up at least six or eight pens but the little buggers were like rabbits and they’d drafted ‘em up into just two pens, all 500 of ‘em!

      Well that was a disaster and Cam didn’t get another order from me. But those things happened. You’d give a bloke a go, you’d take the punt; most times things went okay but, now and again, you’d have a fall and you’d have to cop it.

      I used to have a good time with agents away from town. We’d travel around a lot, get up to a lot of antics, and have a lot of fun.

      John Barrett was a good man to travel with; you’d be guaranteed of a bit of excitement any time you were with Barty.

      I wasn’t with him the time someone came in and shot the lights out in the Julia Creek café. Anyway, that’s a story only Barty could tell and he’s not with us any more.

      But I was in Julia Creek with Cliff Cammack when Cliff was still an agent based in Gympie. We went up to look at 350 cows & calves and Cliff brought another bloke along for the ride.

      This other fella had sold his business in Canberra and had plenty of money and he was there to drink grog and have a good time. He had a minder with him to keep him out of trouble.

      We get up there and we’re inspecting the cattle out of the back of a ute and this bloke’s in me ear and starting to annoy me.

      “If you don’t buy ‘em I’ll buy ‘em,” he’s saying, not once but half a dozen times.

      Old mate is ruining the inspection so we get him out of the ute and arrange to pick him up on the way back.

      We did the business, I bought the cattle, and we all came back to the motel in town where we were staying, got cleaned up, had a few beers … and this bloke’s still at me about the cattle.

      “I’ll give you $10.00 a head on ‘em,” he’s saying.

      We had a feed and we start playing cards, but he’s still at it.

      “What say I give you a clear ten bucks a head on those cattle?” and he’s at me and at me and just wouldn’t let up. How he never got a smack in the mouth has got me beat.

      He finally wore me down and I told Cliffy to get out his contract book and we signed this bloke up on the 350 cows & calves so that I cleared $10.00 a head.

      Come morning I wasn’t going to force the issue if he wanted to renege on the deal, but no, he wanted to carry on, so I bought ‘em and sold ‘em in one day, made $3500 thank you very much, see you later!

      I don’t know what he did with them … and I didn’t care. Cliff reckoned his money was right and that was all that mattered.

      You did business with all the various people at Cannon Hill but there was also a social side as well.

      The blokes at Elders used to have an annual two-day fishing trip and one year John Barrett invited me to come along. There were blokes like Ian Dunstan, Tony Speer and Bob Mickan, that I knew from Cannon Hill, plus half a dozen others from the city office.

      “Bring something to eat,” says Barty.

      “What do you want me to bring?”

      “We’ll have plenty of beer and steak and bread and all that sort of stuff; how about you do a few pigs’ trotters.”

      I cooked ‘em all up and took a big tub of them down there and, sure enough, half of the blokes knew how to eat ‘em and the other half didn’t have a clue what they were.

      It was a good trip though; we drank a lot of beer, caught a lot of fish, had a lot of laughs, and some of us enjoyed the pigs’ trotters.

      Another time, John Harris put on a keg and a barbecue at his house one Sunday afternoon. He lived in Pear Street, Fruitgrove, and I lived in Nectarine Street.

      Anyway, Harris invites me round to his place, John and Daphne Barrett are there with their kids, and there are a few other families as well.

      There was this other bloke - there’s always one that turns up at a party – and he’s on about dogs, greyhound dogs.

      Cut a long story short, by the end of the keg Ashcroft, Barrett and Harris finish up as the proud new owners of a greyhound dog to be named Ashbaha. Harris and I were going alright at the time but Barty was struggling to raise a family on agents’ wages.

      On the Monday Harris goes to see the trainer and have a look at our dog and he rings me up:

      “Mate, I’ve never seen anything like it; I’ve never been so disgusted in all my life. This poor mutt is totally emaciated.”

      “Have you told Barty?”

      “No, not yet.”

      “I’ll be seeing him at Cannon Hill tomorrow and I’ll tell him what a great dog we’ve got, then you ring him on Wednesday and tell him the full story.”

      On Tuesday after the sale we were down having a beer at the Colmslie and I says to Barrett,

      “Had a look at our dog and, gee, I’m happy with the situation so much so that I paid the trainer six months in advance.”

      “Oh, that’s good, that’s real good,” says Barty but you could tell he was wondering where he was going to get his share of the fees.

      Next day Harris rings him up.

      “Bit of bad news, mate; we’ve been dudded. That dog, bloody awful, I had him shot!”

      It was two weeks before I got a word out of Barty after that and I don’t think he ever really forgave me.

      But let me say this about John Barrett: he was a very honest man, a man’s man, a very good family man, he told it as it was, he was an exceptional agent, a good mate, and I had a lot of respect for him.

      It’s all very well to remember the agents and buyers at Cannon Hill but where would we be without the stockmen and the carriers that made sure the stock got across to the abattoir in time for the kill.

      In our case, it was Kev Ware that took our sheep and cattle across Lytton Road while Morgan’s driver, Sonny Ellis, took our small stock over in his truck.

      We couldn’t have done the business without them.

      Before 1931, my father and grandfather operated at Newmarket. At that time my grandad had a slaughter yard at Mt Gravatt.

      My father would walk all the purchases over the Grey Street Bridge – pigs, calves, lambs and cattle – all boxed up together. He reckons he had some interesting nights getting them all home.

      In my day, the saleyard was Cannon Hill … and it was great. It was a pleasure to go there.

      Regardless of the size of the yarding, you could always be assured of an enjoyable day out, no two days were the same, something different was bound to happen to make your day and you were sure to get a laugh.

      But, sadly, it’s all over now … and it will never be replaced!

      22. John Clark
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1959-79)

      Although I was a city boy I had a desire to work in the bush so, when I left school, my father arranged an interview with Ron Johnson at Goldsbrough Mort. He put me on to lick stamps and run messages.

      My first experience with livestock came about while I was still the office boy. Ron Johnson called me into his office:

      “We’ve got a job for you tomorrow. Bill Soutar will pick you up at home and you are to go with him out Petrie way.”

      Petrie was all bush in those days.

      The next morning, Bill arrived at our place at Stafford and told me we were going out to repossess some pigs that had not been paid for, but first we had to stop at the Petrie police station.

      We got there at around 7.00am, the sergeant gave us breakfast, and then he came with us for protection as we drove to the property.

      When Bill and I hopped out of the car we were confronted by the owner carrying a rifle which, thankfully, he lowered when the policeman got out. After we captured about 40 of these little grunters (and got shit all over us), a truck turned up and took them away.

      That was my introduction to the varied activities of a stock and station agent and it wasn’t long afterwards that I was promoted to the Livestock Department as a junior booking-up clerk at Cannon Hill.

      Being a city boy, I didn’t know what to expect.

      On a Tuesday we’d be out there at three o’clock in the morning and we had to balance the books before we went home. One day we didn’t leave till one o’clock the next morning because we were a shilling (10c) out and it took that long to find it!

      In my first few weeks we had 80% of the pig and calf numbers, thanks to Goldsbrough’s acquisition of Fenwicks. Jack Fitzsimmons was their Livestock Manager and auctioneer, and Jack held the lion’s share of the pig and calf business.

      But Jack left, opened up as Fitzsimmons & Co, and took the clients and all their business with him, which meant our numbers dropped dramatically and we didn’t have to get there at 3.00am.

      Bill Soutar and Ian Campbell were our auctioneers, and Lenny and Ted Pugh drafted our cattle, pigs and calves.

      I recall one day we were going through our pigs, paint marking the odd one out to be sold separately, pushing pigs from one pen to another, when a gentleman in a spotless white dust coat appeared.

      We were using leather flappers and, as you know, you can’t hurt a pig with a leather flapper, but the man in the dust coat said he represented the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals organisation and that we mustn’t use the flappers any more.

      Big Bill Soutar had been up since 5.00am, he hadn’t had time for breakfast, the sale was about to start, there was sweat pouring out of him in all directions, and he was in no mood to be told what to do by a bloke in a white dustcoat.

      “Mate, you piss off outta here or you’ll wear this paint stick!”

      The RSPCA man took no notice. He quoted rules to Bill and pestered him about his own role, and how we were doing the wrong thing by the animals, and he kept it up till it just got too much for Bill who dipped the stick in the paint pot and ran a green streak straight down the middle of the back of that nice clean white coat.

      The gentleman left then … and we never heard another word!

      After I did a stint in the Charleville office under Dan Lynn, I was transferred back to Cannon Hill with just a little bit more experience under the belt. This time they gave me a company car.

      Sam Crump was now our number one auctioneer and probably the best I’ve ever heard. Bill Soutar was still there, Barry Winter was a clerk and budding auctioneer, and Alan Todd was also a clerk; he went on to become a highly respected valuer with Herron Todd White.

      The idea of the car was so that I could do a bit of canvassing for pigs and calves up the Brisbane Valley, around Laidley and Eumundi, and down to West Burleigh.

      Sometimes I’d miss Cannon Hill and stay away for a couple of nights. I remember staying at the Harlin pub where the rooms were not all that private; you only had lengths of hessian separating the occupants, and there was no electric light.

      At Laidley I’d have tea with our loading agent and carrier, Paddy Fritz; there was no electric light at his place either!

      You would have to say this second period at Cannon Hill went a long way towards furthering my career as an agent. 			Next thing, I was transferred to Longreach.

      Greg Grant was the auctioneer for Winchcombes in the early 70s and when he left to set up his own agency, Winchcombes advertised the vacant position. I applied and Val Colless appointed me to the job.

      Bob Ingle was the Livestock Manager, Boyd Hatton took over that role later on, and Glen Cochrane was the booking-up clerk.

      And so began my third stint at The Hill.

      As the auctioneer, it was my job to increase our cattle business and I was able to do that. Each year I was there our cattle numbers showed an improvement on the previous year.

      Claude Sylvester “Arcadia Station” via Roma was our biggest client by far. He would send in these beautiful Hereford bullocks from the Arcadia Valley and the butchers used to go crazy over them.

      I remember the day he sent down 20K in one hit; like peas in a pod they were, and we didn’t need to draft one of them.

      We also had a lot of cattle from the Central Highlands.

      John Maguire, Maguire & Co., Emerald was our agent up there and he used to rail down big consignments of magnificent cattle from Clermont, Capella and around Emerald.

      Our stock work was done by two of the best: Lenny Pugh drafted our cattle and Brian Unnasch did our sheep, and I’d be down there with them on Monday and Wednesday nights, unloading trains and sorting things out. They were great blokes to work with.

      My family and Brian’s family became very close and, nearly forty years later, I’m pleased to say that friendship continues.

      The buyers that I recall from those days include Jack O’Hagan, Allan Teys, Frank McMahon and Stan Watson.

      Stan and I became friends and I played a fair bit of golf with Stan and his sons over at Wynnum on Saturday afternoons.

      Opposition agents and fellow auctioneers Jim Scully and Stan Wallace were great company at the Colmslie on a Thursday afternoon. And it wasn’t just the three of us; there could have been forty! Even Tom Burns, the local M.P. often called in … and was known to shout too.

      Although attendance at these sessions was not compulsory, we seldom missed and I look back on those days with happy memories.

      Cannon Hill was the hub; it was the principal selling centre in Queensland and I was fortunate to be a part of it.

      My days at Cannon Hill were some of the best days of my life!
23. John Gilfoyle
(Agent / Clerk, 1960-61)

      As a booking-up clerk with Elder Smith & Co., I joined three others in the team: auctioneers Peter Dixon and Bob McIntosh, and an experienced clerk named John Henderson who showed me the ropes.

      Later on, Mark Pope took over from Peter Dixon and Bob Thompson became the third clerk, then John Henderson was transferred to Cunnamulla and Don Skivington took his place.

      The overall Livestock Manager was Jack Smart.

      My first job was to hose the pigs and that’s where I ran into an old mate, Brian “Beau” Fanning, who was doing the same job for Dalgetys. Brian and I went to school together in 1949.

      I was there the day Fred Keong bought all the cattle. It was a very impressive performance and, of course, the market was red hot.

      When I gave him his delivery dockets after the sale, I asked,

      “Will you be here next Thursday, Mr Keong?”

      “Next week and every other week, boy!”

      I got really excited. I went home, took over the family phone, rang all known contacts around Samford, told them about the great sale, and strongly urged them to yard next week.

      In doing so I secured my very first consignment of about 22 mixed cattle from half a dozen different vendors and they came down in Norm Williamson’s semi-trailer the next Thursday.

      Gee, I was pleased with myself.

      Others must have had the same idea, because the numbers were up that day … but there was no sign of Fred … consequently the job was very flat by comparison with the previous week.

      Now I felt as though I’d been run over by a steamroller and that’s not the best way to feel when you are about to ring the prices through. Suffice to say, it was a rough night.

      Thanks to the old Moreheads connection, Elders were favoured with a lot of stock from the likes of SACO, the QN Pastoral Company and others, and on top of that Jack Smart had a good relationship with Doug Jennings, Mt Surprise Station, Mt Surprise – one of only two properties in Queensland with a pub in the bullock paddock!

      That’s a long way from Cannon Hill, especially in a train, but, somehow or other, Smart persuaded Jennings to send down a trainload of fats from Mt Surprise to Cannon Hill.

      Think about it: the train did 260km just to get down to Cairns then another 1840km to get to Cannon Hill. In doing so, it travelled past saleyards at Mareeba, Townsville and Rockhampton and past meatworks at Cairns, Townsville, Bowen, Mackay and Rockhampton, before pulling in to Brisbane.

      I don’t know how long it took – the cattle spelled at least once at Bajool - but, at a guess, I would say four or five days.

      Was the Cannon Hill market that good?

      Put it this way, they only came down once!

      Clerks are agents-in-training or cadets if you prefer that term. They are expected to learn many things so that eventually they can become useful to the company and earn money for the shareholders.

      Elders were very keen to teach the skill of “Cost Control” and clerks at Cannon Hill were not exempt from being taught the basic principles of saving money.

      Someone had calculated we were using too much paint.

      Taubmans had an office in Edward Street and when our supply of blue cattle marking paint ran low, one of us would have to go to Jack Smart and get him to sign a chit so that we could acquire more.

      Anyway, a bean-counter who has never been to Cannon Hill, has worked it out that the paint is costing too much. He tells Smart and Smart reckons that a lecture is warranted so for half an hour we are lectured about putting lids back on tins and other useful rules.

      It didn’t seem the right time to say so, but I had to tell him we were very low and could we have an order for another four gallons.

      He bloody near hit the roof, it was though we hadn’t been listening at all, but he scribbled out the docket anyway, and off I went to collect the goods.

      Elders office was at 185 Mary Street; Taubmans was about a block and a half up the road in Edward Street; company cars were parked behind the office in a garage off Felix Street.

      How far do you reckon you can carry four by one gallon tins of paint, two gallons under each arm, one on top of the other?

      The load started to slip as I rounded the Felix Street corner, I dropped the lot on the footpath, all the lids popped and there was blue paint everywhere. It must have been good stuff because thirty years later a thick blue blob about a metre wide still marked the spot.

      What do you think Jack Smart said when I went in and asked for a fresh order?

      Just use your imagination!

      In those days it was company policy to address people as “Mister” whether that be a company client, a senior officer or a workmate.

      Even in the thick of the action at the saleyards, we were supposed to address Peter Dixon as Mister Dixon especially in front of a client who, of course, would be “Mister somebody” as well.

      Mark Pope came along and put a stop to all that.

      It was Brisbane Exhibition time, there were lots of country people in town, and Mark introduced me to a client from Roma.  I don’t remember his name now, but the conversation went like this:

      “John, I’d like you to meet Bill Jones from Roma.”

      “Pleased to meet you, Mister Jones,” I said.

      “Roma’s not in ‘mister’ country,” says Mark. “Call him Bill.”

      There was often discussion about when was the best time to sell cattle. Some said you should hold your best trade cattle till Christmas, others said the first sale after Easter was the best, others talked about frosts having an effect on the market, and so on.

      One night on the way home from a sale I was having a drink with Popey and I put the question to him.

      “When do you think is the best time to sell cattle, Mark?

      “When they’re fat!”

      Of all the lessons I learned at Cannon Hill, I reckon that was the best. They can say what they like about Mark Pope, but he knew his job and he was a great judge of values.

      In 12 months, I picked up the language, acquired a basic knowledge of values, rubbed shoulders with a lot of blokes that I did business with later, and even got to auction a few bulls. To be able to say you sold at Cannon Hill is equivalent to saying you played footy at Lang Park!

      You could say that Cannon Hill “knocked me into shape” as an agent and I’m very thankful that I had that experience under my belt before I was moved to the bush.

      I’m sure there are dozens of others who would say the same.
24. Don Kelly
(Visitor, 1972)

      I’ve only ever been to Cannon Hill four times.

      When I was an agent in Bowen we used to send cattle down to Shepherdson & Boyd and at one time I came down to meet Vince O’Brien, Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd to make myself known.

      During my time in Rolleston we sent quite a few lines to “The Hill” and I took Michael Mills from “Marakai” down to see his bullocks sold.

      While I was at Injune the first time, Ricky Whitton and Leon Perrett had 400 in a feedlot at Toowoomba. Half of them were sold at Toowoomba on the Monday, the rest at Cannon Hill on the Tuesday.

      The three of us attended both sales. The heavier cattle sold better at Toowoomba and the lighter ones sold better at Cannon Hill.

      But my fondest memories of Cannon Hill date back to 1972.

      I was on holidays from James Cook Uni in Townsville, where I was doing Vet Science, and staying with my father, Jock Kelly, on his farm at Woombye.

      He had a few boner cows to sell as did his near neighbour Len Shaw and it was decided to take them to “The Hill” in Len’s green Bedford truck. We all went along for the ride.

      With the three of us squashed into the cab we headed off to Brisbane at 4.00am, crossed the Brisbane River on the Queensport Ferry where the Gateway Bridge now stands, and raised the ire of regular commuters when the cows pissed all over their cars.

      I don’t remember the result but what sticks in my mind is the hospitality of the agent, Eric Bassingthwaighte from Primaries.

      He welcomed us, shook us by the hand, showed us where to get cleaned up a bit, and then took us all to breakfast in the canteen. What a gentleman?

      The commission on the cows would hardly have paid for our meals and it made me wonder what sort or reception the really big clients received.

      It didn’t occur to me at the time but, looking back, I think it was that first trip to Cannon Hill that influenced me to become an agent myself … and that’s what I still am today!
25. Bryan Kassulke
(Cattle Buyer, 1961-91)

      I’d been working for Thomas Playfair Pty Ltd as a cost clerk for a couple of years, when Harry Simpson asked me if I was interested in being a buyer.

      When I said I was, he took me along to see the boss, Harold Gardner, and Mr Gardner said if I was prepared to do my own job and get ahead of myself by a day, I could have the Thursday off to go over to the saleyards and book up for Harry Simpson.

      Anyway, that’s how I started at Cannon Hill and a couple of months later they gave me a go on my own.

      Apart from Cannon Hill, I’d go to sales at Church Hill and also to Wilsons Plains near Harrisville where Harry Hayes lived.

      Harry traded as H. W. Hayes & Sons. He was the father of Pat Hayes and Jack Hayes and the grandfather of Peter Hayes who runs Hayes & Co now. They’d have sales at Church Hill every Wednesday and once a month they’d also sell at Wilsons Plains.

      Harry Hayes was a real character; he used to do the booking up and he knew all about keeping the job honest. At a Hayes sale it was not uncommon to think the yard posts were bidding against you!

      Occasionally I’d get a lift with the agents and go to sales at Wandoan or Brigalow or Jandowae, always operating under Harry Simpson’s instructions, and I remember him saying to me,

      “You can pay such-and-such for your cattle today … but whatever you do will be wrong!”

      This was before decimal currency in 1966 and long before they started selling on weight over the scales, so you based your bid price on your estimate of the weight. I would use the Thursday Cannon Hill market as a guide and hope for the best.

      The scales took all the fun out of it. There’s no adrenalin there any more and, apart from the fun, they took all the expertise out of it!

      Playfairs were scaling down their operation and I was looking around for a new position when Peter Donnelly contacted me. He was working for A. J. Bush & Sons but was leaving to go with Tancreds.

      He recommended me for the vacant position and I flew down to Sydney to meet Albert Bush. That was the start of 37 happy years with A. J. Bush & Sons, firstly as one of two livestock buyers with Reggie Spratt, then later as the Queensland Manager.

      Our business in Queensland was more or less a seasonal thing.

      Bush had buyers operating in Victoria, NSW and Queensland, and it was only when they stopped turning cattle off in the southern states in winter, that Queensland fired up.

      At times we were sourcing 1500 cattle a week from all over the State; at other times we were buying very few cattle at all.

      The meat went to Sydney by rail, 75-100 bodies of quarter beef to a wagon. There would be 15 to 20 wagons with hollow sides packed with crushed ice. They’d start loading on Thursday to get the train away on Friday.

      I remember Albert Bush came up to see me one time and we were at the sale, walking along, when the auctioneer announces they are selling one for the Flying Doctor.

      The bid was on $250, Albert holds up five fingers, calls out “Five hundred”, and then when it’s knocked down to him he says,

      “You’re a mob of pikers!” and continues walking.

      We used to have great fun at Cannon Hill. Bob Templeton would be selling in a frenzy and he’d race around the corner onto the next pen, and he’d ask a price, and I’d go like this, holding up thumb and forefinger making a circle, and Tempo would say,

      “What’s that?

      And I’d smile and say, “That’s nought; nought for nothing!”

      He’d go right off, just about bloody fume he would; gawd he used to get upset.

      Andy Galletly was a real old character around Cannon Hill. One day he was riding his horse down the lane while Bob Templeton was running along the catwalk in a hurry, and Andy yells out,

      “Hey Bob, it’s all gone!”

      Tempo props and says, “What!”

      “It’s gone, it’s all bloody gone,” replies Andy.

      “What’s gone?”

      “The hair on your head,” says Andy chuckling as he rides off.

      As you probably know, Bob Templeton was bald.

      I was at a sale in Winton one day and the auctioneer knocked some cattle down to Bunny Burrows.

      The following week I saw the same cattle sold at Cannon Hill and when I bumped into Bunny and I said to him,

      “You wouldn’t have made any money on those steers.”

      “What steers? I haven’t got any cattle here today.”

      “The ones they bought for you up in Winton last week.”

      “No, not me; no one bought cattle for me in Winton.”

      So I did a bit of back-tracking and this is what I found:

      Originally the cattle belonged to Charlie Phillott. They were bought in Winton for a doctor in Charters Towers who needed to have “pastoral” interests before the end of the financial year. Having done that, he sold them and lost money which probably suited his purpose.

      Bunny was one of the real characters of Cannon Hill and he loved having a punt with cattle, but he had nothing to do with this lot; they just used his name.

      I caused a bit of a stink about that because I didn’t think it was quite right, but those are the sort of things that some people got up to.

      I used to travel round a bit and I had an eye for cattle that didn’t really belong. I liked to know what was going on and to find out who really owned cattle, that sort of thing.

      Agents handling a few dealers’ cattle tended to be a bit secretive and got a bit touchy if you asked questions.

      Jim Scully was one. He’d get up to sell and I’d say,

      “Who owns ‘em?

      And he used to hate it. He nicknamed me “The Detective”.

      The stockmen:

      Don Ross did all our work when I was with Playfairs. He was a very good horseman and for entertainment would race chariots at the Brisbane Exhibition.

      Andy Galletly and his son Brian Galletly did the job for Bush. They were another of the many father-and-son teams that worked at Cannon Hill.

      Andy was the salt of the earth and had a ton of guts as well as a sense of humour. He had only one good leg but he could ride with the best of them.  Brian was a very active young fellow, very keen, very willing, and trustworthy. They made a great combination.

      The agents:

      Bob Templeton was a good auctioneer; one of the best!

      Old Clarrie Phillips was quite good when he had a run of cattle. He and Tom Flanagan were with Primaries and they very often had big runs of western bullocks. Clarrie used to pull up every now and then and take a sip out of a little bottle he carried. I don’t know what was in it but it seemed to do the trick.

      Clarrie and Tom were a couple of the real genuine characters.

      Wally Frood was a gentleman, a great fellow, probably the most honest agent that ever worked at Cannon Hill. I don’t think he ever had one bid on anybody. He was just so straight.

      Stan Wallace was the opposite and he got caught many times; by the same token he was a bloody good auctioneer.

      Mark Pope was another one who used to have a bit of a go but he had it pretty well organised, as did Jim Scully. They rarely got caught but the ones that did it all the time got caught sooner or later.

      The buyers:

      Harry Kneale was one of the butchers who’d come over and buy just one or two head of cattle. He had a shop over on the corner of Wynnum Road and Marsh Street; there’s a shopping centre there now.

      I remember Harry saying,

      “You never cut yourself with a sharp knife.”

      He reasoned that it was only when you put pressure on a blunt knife that you’d get cut. And I’m sure he’s right.

      Harry would handle bullocks up to 800lbs dressed weight, the really big old Channel Country bullocks that came in, and he’d have great fun cutting them up. He had quite a good little business.

      Brian Davidson always drove a big car, like a Plymouth or one of those other big American tubs, and he used to drink down the Valley. He loved a fight as much as a feed and he had a bit of a reputation.

      The story goes he got into a fight in this pub, copped a bit of a hiding and finished up with blood all over his shirt. So he goes home, has a shower, gets cleaned up, puts on a clean shirt, and goes back and does the bloke over.

      The manager over at the abattoir was Frank O’Boyle and one day he asked me who was the smartest buyer at the saleyards.

      I said, “Brian Davidson.”

      “You’ve got to be joking; he only kills 30 or 40 head a week.”

      “Yes, I know; but he makes a good living out of it!”

      And speaking of making a living reminds me of a conversation I had with Bill Anderson from ANCO Meats who told me what it was like when the quota system was operating during the war.

      “Food for Britain” it was called and quotas to supply meat were issued and if you had a quota it was a licence to print money.

      ANCO had a quota, Playfairs had a quota, Davidson Bros had a quota, some had a quota as low as ten or a dozen head, but Bill Anderson told me you could go to the sale and buy cattle that you could make £50 a head on but that he used to buy the biggest cattle that he could make £100 a head on. That was a lot of money!

      A few of the buyers used to go to the Camp Hill after the sale and even when the Colmslie was built we never sort of gravitated there. Bob Dickson, Norm French, George Crowe, Ron Stanton, myself, plus a few others would all get together on the little landing out the back.

      When I first joined the group a pot was 18 cents. Later they were talking about putting it up to 20 cents and I said to the manager,

      “If the price goes up to 20c on Monday, I won’t be back.”

      “You’d drink it through a dirty sock,” was his reply.

      There was an atmosphere of camaraderie and mateship at Cannon Hill; I used to love going to the sales. I had a lot of good mates there.

      Grahame Flynn was one, Brian Davidson was another, and then there was Stan Watson and Tom Jackman.

      Tom was a bit of a man about town before he was married and he used to wear a cap and roar up to the sale in an MG sports car with the canvass hood down.

      And there was a poker game at lunchtime. I never played, but Peter Donnelly played, so did Davo, Norm Hine, Stan Watson, Mick Lucas and Tom Jackman. It was nothing for someone to lose a couple of hundred bucks over lunch. There was never any money on the table but they kept individual sheets and they’d settle up every so often.

      During the week you’d find the same crew playing early in the morning over at the Meat Hall.

      To me, Cannon Hill was a place of excitement; I used to get a great adrenalin rush. When I didn’t have any money to spend I was pretty downcast but, when we had an order to fill, I’d love competing.

      Cannon Hill was a very satisfying part of my life; I used to enjoy going to work!
26. Graham Fallis
(Skin Buyer, 1961-80)

      My time at Cannon Hill was spent working for Wilcox Mofflin.

      The skins I bought would be transported from the abattoir to their drying yards at Belmont and, once they had dried, would then go to their store at Longland Street Newstead where they would be classed, baled up and exported. These days they would go to China but in those days they went to France.

      Twice a week, we’d get down to the saleyards early and we’d put a value on all the skins - sheep on Thursdays, lambs on Tuesdays - and they had huge numbers in those days so it was a bloody big job.

      When we’d done that, we’d race over to the office, find somewhere to sit down at a desk, and fill in our skin sheets. They were A4 size with little pen numbers 1-200.

      For instance I might put a value of $2.20 on each skin in the first pen and $2.35 in the second, so I’d write: 1 $2.20; 2 $2.35, and so on for 200 pens, then do the outside yards as well.

      Before 1966, the money would be in pounds shillings and pence, so in shillings and pence that would be 22/-, 23/6 etc.

      Wilcox Mofflin had at least ten or a dozen clients so the sheets needed to be duplicated over and over to make sure there was a copy for every client. There were no photocopiers at that time so it was a matter of using carbon paper to make three or four copies and then writing them all out again and again till there were enough.

      Plenty of times the yarding exceeded 25,000 sheep and as each buyer had to be handed a skin sheet before the sale started at 10.00am, you’ll appreciate we had our work cut out to be ready on time.

      Armed with a guaranteed price for the skin, the buyer would add that to his estimated value of the carcase and so arrive at the maximum he could bid for the pen. The skin buyer’s input was vital.

      We all had our clients, operators who dealt exclusively with us, but they wanted to be assured they were getting a fair price and would go out of the way to find out what the opposition was offering.

      For instance, Huttons was a client of Wilcox Mofflin. John Eccles bought for Huttons and he would look over another buyer’s shoulder to see what value Haughton’s buyer John Harris, for example, had put on a particular pen.

      I might have had 28/- whereas Harris has got 30/- so Eccles would come to me a say,

      “Hey mate, you’re two bob short; you’ve been behind all day,” and he’d try to get me up in the stirrups, but give or take a few cents either way, there wasn’t much in it. We all knew our jobs and it was in our best interests to be competitive.

      There were a lot of skins sold at Cannon Hill every week, and there were a lot of skin buyers operating. For example:

      Wm. Haughton, managed by Michael Rafftrey:

      Buyers - John Harris, Les Gibson, and Ian Wright.
T Dewez & Co., Geoff Griffiths, manager:

      Buyers - Cec Wakerley, Noel Herbert and Jeff Pocknee.
Brian Simpson & Co., Arthur Haddaway, manager:

      Buyers - John Di Betta, John Turnbull and Les March.
Redbank (Vesteys), Doug Holben, manager:

      Buyers - Rick Barton, Daryl Russell and Greg Kempton.
Wilcox Mofflin, Jack Waters, manager:

      Buyers – Peter Brown, Graham Meacham, Graham Fallis (that’s me). The southern buyer, Keith Meiforth, later moved to Brisbane as well.

      Our regular clients included Huttons, Anco Meats, Alby Ewin, Queensland Bacon, Wardoc Trading Co., Metropolitan Butchery, Associated Buyers and Kilcoy Pastoral Co., plus butchers like Reg Gibson, Ray Marriott, Jim Gibson and Bunny Burrows.

      Mind you, not all the buyers I have listed would turn up at Cannon Hill on any one day. There were other selling centres to cover as well as private sales in the paddock, however, there were so many sheep and lambs at Cannon Hill in those days that it wasn’t unusual for two or even three buyers from one company to be there.

      And, in spite of the competition, we all got on.

      We’d all walk over the railway bridge together, all go for a drink together, and we’d all gather at the Colmslie to share a laugh at the end of the day.

      John Harris would be there, John Di Betta would always be there, so too big Bill Miller from Metropolitan Butchery and some of the agents like Jim Scully and Stan Wallace; it was the place to be.

      And we’d do a bit of chiacking over a few beers but there was never any nastiness or unpleasantness. We were all great mates. 
Norm Hine was a real character. He changed his skin buyer as often as he changed his mind, but he was a client of ours, sometimes.

      Norm went out west and bought a big run of wethers. He punted them back through Cannon Hill but the buyers got to hear that he owned them and backed off so Norm had to buy ‘em back himself.

      I said to him, “Well, that wasn’t so good, mate.”

      “I’m not angry Graham. I don’t get angry, but I do get square.”

      Six or eight months later, there was a big run of boner sheep that suited Norm down to the ground. He spread the word that the sheep were his, the buyers walked away, and Norm bought the lot!

      I didn’t do as much business with him as some of the other skin buyers such as Noel Herbert, John Harris, Graham Meacham or Peter Brown, but I did go with him down to the New England.

      We were there for a couple of days buying through various agents, including Murray Boyd-Law and Mick Doolan, and we ended up having a few middies at the Central Hotel.

      We got back to the motel late and Hinsey says to go over to the Ampol Service Station and get four steak, bacon and egg burgers.

      I told him I couldn’t handle more than one but he insisted on the four so I went and got the burgers and we had one each.

      “Stick the other two in the fridge,” he says. “Boyd-Law is picking us up at 5.00am and that’s our breakfast, mate.”

      At one time the value of sheep skins crashed, falling from an average of $3.50 to 50c overnight, and that took a bit of explaining to our clients, but that’s what we had to do.

      I went to see Ian Kennedy, Kilcoy Pastoral Co., to give him the bad news and I went to great lengths to explain the sudden drop.

      I suppose I spoke for half an hour while he listened and when I drew breath he simply said:

      “Graham, I don’t care if sheep skins are a penny as long as I get a penny and not a halfpenny.”

      I thought they were the wisest words I’ve ever heard spoken by a major meat operator to a common skin buyer and I’ve used that story many times in my life in similar situations.

      Jim Scully was drafting sheep wearing a Brothers guernsey - the one with the blue and white butcher stripes. As the day warmed up, Scully took the jumper off and hung it on the fence.

      A couple of us got hold of a wether, poked its front feet through the sleeves then pulled it over its head so as to dress it nice and neatly in Brothers colours.

      We slipped it into Scully’s first pen and when Jim came along to sell he saw the funny side of it and told everyone that Brothers had fallen on hard times and they were selling their mascot to raise funds.

      Well, it made an enormous price and Jim knocked it down to someone; I don’t know that money ever changed hands but everyone had a bit of fun and I’ve no doubt Jim got his precious guernsey back.

      On a cold windy day, I turned up the collar of my coat, pulled my hat down tight on my head and set off to face the elements. I was wearing the type of spectacles that change colour in sunlight so it appeared that I had dark glasses on as well.

      A dog belonging to one of the stockmen fell in beside me and as we passed big John Harris we must have resembled the Phantom comic strip character, Mr Walker, and his dog, Devil.

      “Hey, look who’s here,” he yelled. “It’s Mr Walker. We know who you are Mr Walker; you’re the Phantom!”

      And from then on I was Graham “The Phantom” Fallis.

      “We know who you are, you’re The Phantom!”
The 20 years I spent there were the best years of my life!

      The people made Cannon Hill. It wasn’t the sheep or the lambs, the record numbers or the prices; it was the people who went there – agents, skin buyers, stockmen, everyone - even the Board Superintendents like Carson Fisher, Guy Allen and Eric Ogden.

      I’m so glad they preserved that original office building. Even now when I drive along Logan Road and see it re-erected there in the Mt Gravatt Showgrounds, I get a warm feeling.

      For it brings back memories of the canteen, the atmosphere, the camaraderie, opening the batwing doors to walk up the stairs to the agents’ offices, and the “No Dogs Allowed Upstairs” sign.

      At one stage that notice was re-written to read:

      “No Dogs (or Skin Buyers) Allowed Upstairs”

      I did that. Don’t ask me why; it was just a bit of fun. It gave everyone a laugh, especially those bloody agents. That was the sort of thing you did out there all the time.

      When I first went from the Wilcox Mofflin office to the saleyards, I was like a duck out of water. I stood there in one of those outside sheep yards with my head down, kicking stones.

      I didn’t have a clue. There was all this noise and excitement that I didn’t understand, I didn’t know what was going on and I didn’t know what to do.

      After a while I started to work it out, then it got to the stage that I began to like it, and the longer I went the more I liked it.

      In the end, it meant everything to me. I’d be away in the bush, down at Moree or somewhere on the Wednesday, and I couldn’t wait to get back to Cannon Hill on the Thursday.

      There was always someone to talk to, always a laugh, a bit of gossip; it was such a great place to be.

      I loved it! Even though I left in 1980, I used to go back there from time to time even after it shut down.

      The old yards would be deserted and I’d park my car and walk up and down and I could still hear the bleat of the sheep, the bark of the dogs, and the patter of the auctioneer … I just loved the place!

      Yes, Graham “The Phantom” Fallis will never forget Cannon Hill.
27. Jim Scully
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1962-88)

    

  
    
      Remember Cannon Hill

    

    
      I was twenty-one and had been with Australian Estates for a couple of years in Blackall and Winton when I was transferred to Brisbane as a trainee auctioneer under Bob Templeton.

      My first day at Cannon Hill with him was a real eye-opener.	You walked over the railway bridge and the first thing that struck you was this gigantic building they had to house the 18 agents.

      Three train lines were in operation. There were twenty-five unloading yards for cattle (they could unload 25 K-wagons at once), and train drovers, railway men and saleyard stockmen were down there going about their business

      Then you get up on the verandah on the other side of the building and look out over the whole complex - selling pens as far as you could see - so much more extensive than I had imagined; I couldn’t get over the size of the place.

      Bob Templeton taught me to auction at the sales during the week then for practice on weekends I’d take bids off trees as I drove along.

      I remember the first pen I ever sold on my own. I got caught three times by the same bloke on the one pen of sheep. I knocked ‘em down to Bobby Dickson and he just shook his head and said,

      “Not my bid.”

      When I put ‘em up the second time and then the third time the same thing happened; it became very embarrassing, but I was too inexperienced to argue.

      They do the same sort of thing for a young footballer stepping up to A Grade; the opposition makes sure he knows he’s arrived in the big league. And that’s what Dickson did to me. I didn’t blame him; it was all part of the learning curve.

      The buyers represented the top players in the meat industry; they either owned the business or managed the companies they worked for.

      The likes of Leo Pugh, Jack O’Hagan, Allan Teys, Geoff Teys, Grahame Flynn, Ron Price, Bob Hooper, Bill Drynan, John Duncombe, Ron Stanton, Cliff Coward, Bryan Kassulke, Barrie Greenup and Doug Cathcart. These gentlemen were experienced livestock buyers and knew what they were doing.

      Bryan Kassulke, the Queensland Manager for A. J. Bush, was a very likeable bloke who played Rugby Union for Queensland. He had a penchant for wanting to know who owned the stock at the point of sale. Sometimes you wanted to tell him, other times you didn’t, but he would always try to find out.	We nicknamed him “The Detective”.

      One day we were selling a lot of cattle for Peter “Pluto” Tudor who had bought them out of Dubbo and sent them up to us and we had spent all day Sunday scrubbing off the pen numbers painted on them.

      So there they were all lined up, the sale is underway, and when we came to the first pen of these dealer’s cattle, Kassulke yells out,

      “Who owns ‘em?”

      “What do you want to know for?”

      “I want to know who owns them.”

      “Pluto! What else you want to know? Do you want to know what he paid for them?”

      “No. What do you want for this pen?”

      “Ninety cents!”

      “Knock ‘em.” And that was that!

      He was just having a go, but he was a good bloke.

      We had a couple of top stockmen to do all our drafting. Henry Daniels did our cattle and Bill “Sheckles” Outhwaite did our sheep and lambs.

      Bill would come into our office at midday on Fridays to collect his pay and once the business was done we’d adjourn to the Gresham Hotel to have a few beers and discuss the bookings for next week. There wasn’t much work done on Friday afternoons as the legendary bloodstock and stud stock auctioneer, Garth Hughes, would verify.

      Besides being one of the great Rugby Union coaches, Bob Templeton was a terrific auctioneer who held the respect of all the buyers.

      When I first started with Bob, his offsider was Jim Finlay. Other blokes I worked with included Noel Booth, Danny McCarthy, Peter Meehan, Alex Stariha and Bob Mickan. A good clerk is essential and Peter Meehan and Alex Stariha were two of the best.

      Among the other agents, Clarrie Phillips was a legend. He had come across from Newmarket in 1931 and was still going in 1962.

      Then there was George Henderson, Eric Bassingthwaighte, Wally Frood and Dave Shepherdson among others. All fine people, all good at their job. To be a regular auctioneer at Cannon Hill you had to be good and if you couldn’t handle it you didn’t last very long.

      When Bob Templeton was promoted to the Branch Department I took his place as the senior auctioneer for Estates and continued to hold the position of Fat Stock Manager when the company became AMLEstates, then EldersAMLEstates, then Elders.

      Naturally, we sold the stock from the Australian Estates properties:

      Ray Murdock was the manager of “Terrica” at Inglewood. A big impressive man, he was revered by all in the industry. Originally based at “Terrick Terrick” at Blackall he knew just about everybody who ran sheep in Queensland and NSW.

      He came into my office to say that he’d be sending 1000 sheep a week for the next five weeks and he’d like a drink at the Gresham at five o’clock to discuss it.

      “Can’t do that, Mr Murdock, I have to go to cricket practice.”

      “Scully,” he said, “you be there!”

      And I was there. The session finished at half past nine and the sheep started arriving the following week.

      Each November we could expect a consignment of 300 fat bullocks from another Estates property, “Mt Howitt” at Eromanga. These would be “Millungera” cattle, 7TT brand, bred north of Julia Creek and fattened in the Channel Country.

      I had to work hard on the station manager Jim Mitchell and the bloke in charge of all cattle movements, Arthur Neil, to get them in to Cannon Hill. They preferred to sell direct to avoid paying commission and if we didn’t get a good price we wouldn’t get them again.

      One year they came down and everything went wrong with nearly all the meatworks on strike. It was going to be a disaster.

      Instead of 20 or 30 buyers jamming the walkway there were only two that I knew who wanted a few cattle and I had twenty pens of the Mt Howitt bullocks to sell. Luckily we had an early sale.

      I got a mate to start each pen somewhere near the money and as soon as one of the two buyers that were operating moved a muscle I knocked ‘em down then moved like lightening and did the same on the next pen, then the next, and the next, and so on. I was going as fast as I could and they were flat out keeping up.

      I was half way through and going like the clackers when Don Steele, the State Manager, jumped up onto the catwalk and told Peter Meehan, the clerk, to tell me to slow down, that I was knockin’ ‘em too quick. I took no notice and kept going.

      I got caught on the last pen but my mate took ‘em so we got away with it.  In the next lane the market dropped $50.00 a head!

      We were lucky that day but what I’m trying to say is that any auctioneer worth his marbles had to try something to protect the interests of his client. It just wasn’t a matter of standing on the rail and knocking them down.

      I also had the privilege of selling for some of the major pastoral companies and leading rural families:

      Ted Capper ran the AP Company, the Australian Pastoral Company. He did not condone fools. We handled a lot of their stock in split consignments with Winchcombes.

      If Mr Capper asked you a question and you didn’t know the answer you soon found out. On one occasion he walked in and said,

      “Scully, why are we getting a much larger percentage of TB condemnations from one particular meatworks than the others?”

      “I don’t know, Mr Capper.”

      “Well find out; I want to know this afternoon.”

      I’m still trying to answer that one but I did have suspicions.

      Ted King was the Pastoral Inspector for Scottish Australia Company. Although we didn’t do all the SACO business, we did develop a strong relationship with David Dobson who managed Texas Station and consequently enjoyed major consignments from there.

      Ted Cunningham “Strathmore” Collinsville sold all his cattle to Borthwicks at Bowen but when there was a falling out, Noel Hamilton and Lloyd Croaker of our Bowen office acquired his business and he sent large numbers of Devon cattle to Cannon Hill.

      His cattle suited the Korean trade. He sent them down in trainloads and they brought more money than he’d ever heard of.

      Lloyd Croaker would bring Ted down to see them sold, and as Ted didn’t mind a scotch and didn’t mind what time of day he started, entertaining him was the hardest part of the whole exercise.

      We did business with Clark & Tait. They sent in a lot of cattle from “Mantuan Downs” at Springsure and “Enniskillen” at Tambo, and sheep from “Bimerah” at Longreach and “Barcaldine Downs”.

      Jim Clark and Griff Tait were very professional to deal with.

      Then there were the Walkers – Sir James, Owen and Lloyd – wonderful people to deal with and large sellers of livestock.

      Tony Pye “Calga West” Coonamble was another top operator. He would send us 300 bullocks a year and come up to see them sold. He always had good sales.

      Peter Sherwin was probably the most astute cattleman I ever met. We did an enormous amount of business with him though I mainly dealt with his daughter, Sharon.

      He owned “Keeroongooloo” and if they had a good season he would send down 500 to 1000 bullocks a week for five or six weeks.

      They would come into Quilpie on Sherwin’s own trucks and rail to Cannon Hill from there.

      Then there were the dealers:

      While Cannon Hill stood out as the barometer of the market in Queensland, as often as not it was the best market in the eastern states and consequently attracted cattle from as far south as Victoria.

      When cattle were making next to nothing in the south, I phoned Fred Nathan in our Melbourne office and asked him who were the biggest dealers around Wagga.

      “Allan Weidner and Lenny Peck,” was the answer.

      I rang Len Peck at 9.00am on Monday, told him who I was and described our market. He told me to ring him back at 11.00am. When I did he told me he had bought 500. I nearly fell off the phone.

      Anyway, he sent them up, beautiful bullocks that would win prizes at any show. They sold like hot cakes and Len made a packet. He sent another 700 the next week, followed by 1000 the week later.

      Then he started on sheep.  “What are sheep making,” he asked.

      When I told him he said, “Book in 2000!”

      That went on for three weeks then he switched to lambs. He sent 1500 that weren’t finished and I got onto our Pittsworth office and they came down with four buyers and bought the lot.

      This went on for two months or more; they were good deals.

      Pluto was the same. He’d be going to sales from Longreach and Blackall down to Dubbo and Wagga and he was always sending stock to Cannon Hill. When the job eased in the south he’d be sending them up in lots of 500 or 600 cattle at a time. It was big business.

      Denis Crowley was possibly the biggest sheep and lamb dealer that I ever dealt with. Rarely would a sale go by that he didn’t have 1000 or 1500 in the offering.

      I met him when he was driving trucks out of Dubbo for Thompsons and had three decks of lambs to sell. I sold them for him to Graeme Ewin and Denis gave the trucks away and started dealing.

      He became a bloody big dealer, real big; good business.

      Jack Smyth was another one; a grand man, a very kind man and a really big dealer.

      He did most of his business with Dalgetys or AML&F but he was in such a big way that he dealt with practically everybody and I was fortunate enough to sell him quite a few cattle and he sold some of them back through us at Cannon Hill.

      One day he came into the office and said,

      “I have to pay this agent $20,000 for some cattle and I want you to get half the commission.”

      “But we aren’t in the sale, Jack; we can’t expect that.”

      He signed the cheque for $20.000, handed it to me, told me to take half the commission for Australian Estates, and pay the balance to the other agent. Then he explained:

      “You have done a lot for me and I just want to let you know I appreciate it.”

      That was Jack Smyth; a great bloke!

      A lot of us pulled into the Colmslie Hotel after a sale and it was a great place to do business.

      Stan Wallace would always be there, so too John Clark, and buyers like Rob Sentinella, Allan Teys, Bunny Burrows, Clive Thompson and others, and if you didn’t walk out of there with two or three orders you weren’t really trying.

      They were good times!

      I left Cannon Hill twenty-one years ago and, looking back, I realise it was like one big holiday. It wasn’t work for me; I loved it. I didn’t like auctioneering for a start but when I got going I enjoyed it.

      It was always a challenge to work for the vendor and I got to know many of the clients on a personal basis and they became good friends. And apart from clients there were buyers, stockmen, truck drivers, yardmen, characters like Syd Laverty … all good people.

      Yes, thinking back, it was probably the best time of my life!

      28. Then ….

      Aerial view of the saleyards complex – Barrack Road in the foreground.

      The laneway between the selling pens and the main building.
…. and now.

      The new residential estate built on the old saleyard site.
Photo taken from the overhead bridge at Cannon Hill railway station 2009.

      Brookwood Street in the estate replaces the old laneway.
29. John Robbins
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1964-65, 1967-71)

      John followed in his grandfather’s footsteps by becoming an agent at 19 and starting with Elder Smith Goldsbrough Mort at Cannon Hill.

      John’s grandad was the Brisbane Manager for Fenwicks, and Fenwicks dates back to 1860, in fact they ran sales at Oxley from 1860 to 1893 before moving to Newmarket and then to Cannon Hill.

      Goldsbrough Mort acquired Fenwicks to facilitate their move into Queensland so, by joining EldersGM, John was actually working for the same crowd his grandfather, Charlie Robbins, worked for.

      Here’s how John remembers his time at Cannon Hill:

      I vividly recall my first day at Cannon Hill.

      I drove into the empty carpark at 4.30am on a foggy winter’s morning and made my way over the railway bridge to the big office/canteen building fronted by well kept lawns and gardens.

      When I retraced my steps later in the day, the carpark was full to overflowing and there were cars parked all down the street.

      I’d been out in the bush jackarooing for a couple of years; I’d never seen anything like this and I thought to myself,

      “This is huge this place, this Cannon Hill.”

      And it was too, in more ways than one. For instance, the whole surface of the saleyards was bricks, acres and acres of them, millions of them, all laid during the Depression.

      My first day was Sam Crump’s last so I didn’t get to know him as an auctioneer, but they tell me he was one of the guns.

      The auctioneers I worked for were Mark Pope, Bill Soutar and Bob Galt, while back in Brisbane Office, John Moore was the overall Livestock Manager.

      Ted and Lenny Pugh along with Keith Wilson and Frank Lawrence were our senior stockmen; they did all our drafting. Eric Randle was there every Tuesday and helped us out with the pigs and calves; Norm Williamson was our Samford loading agent, and a good one. Later on he became a cattle buyer for Morex.

      Blokes like Harry Simpson, Harold Hassett, Herbie Hassett, Lenny Pugh, Roy Pugh – they all knew my grandfather who managed Fenwicks at Newmarket and later at Cannon Hill. I was only a boy and they were much older men but I was proud of the connection.

      There were a lot of meat wholesalers in those days, maybe 30 or 40 of them, maybe even more, and if you ever got the opportunity to go across the road to the Meat Hall after two o’clock in the morning, you’d find the place a hive of activity, really thriving.

      There were people and trucks everywhere, and amongst all this you’d see fellas like Mick Lucas and different ones playing cards. It would be 6.00am, they’ve done their job, sold their meat, and now they’re sitting down, having a cup of tea, smoking cigarettes and playing cards on a stump outside the Meat Hall.

      Those meat wholesalers were huge - Steffie and Val Melrose, Alby Ewin, Ron Stanton, Stan Watson - any number of them, and they made up the major buying force at Cannon Hill.

      The senior buyers from the big export companies - Teys Bros, Fields, Amagraze, Borthwicks, Huttons, Andersons, Redbank – were the head men in those companies, they wore dustcoats and shirts and ties. They didn’t talk to us young fellas very much.

      There were a lot of skin buyers too, blokes like John Turnbull, Graham Fallis, John Harris, John Turnbull, John Di Betta, Doug Holben, and his son Greg Holben who played football for Queensland.

      They would go around before the sale and put a value on all the skins in every pen of sheep or lambs, then make up lists to hand to all the sheep buyers who then had a guaranteed price for the skins if they bought any particular pen.

      There was a hierarchy, a pecking order, and while the seasoned auctioneers were up there with the chief buyers, young booking-up clerks were very much down at the bottom of the ladder.

      The pecking order was not only confined to agents, buyers, contractors, railway workers and stockmen, but it also extended to the species, between cattle and sheep, lambs, pigs and calves. To intermix cattle buyers with sheep buyers or pig buyers was not on.

      As clerks, we listened; that was our communications role. You only ever spoke if someone asked you a question and none of the blokes out there was really interested in the opinion of a 19-year-old ex-jackaroo even if his grandfather did manage Fenwicks.

      They used to stop for lunch. When it came time, they’d ring a bell, and then ring it again when it came time to restart the sale.

      In the dining room at the canteen there was an unwritten law as to where you could or could not sit, and if you were wandering around looking for a space and happened to plonk down at the wrong table they’d practically snarl at you.

      The selling agent could be rung off. Each agent was allocated a certain time to sell his cattle and if he was still going when the time was up, the Saleyard Board clerk would set off an alarm and the agent would have to stop selling immediately.

      The cattle not sold would be taken out of their pens and moved to the end of the sale to be sold last.

      Yes, they were fanatical about keeping things moving so much so that when a bloke had a heart attack and died on the catwalk, they just stepped over him and kept on selling.

      He worked for the Board and was painting cattle with a long stick when he suffered a fatal turn and lay down and died. There were no mobile phones in those days so someone went off to ring the ambulance and the selling continued.

      He was dead, there was nothing anyone could do for him, but it looked a bit heartless.

      After the sale there was plenty to do. We had prices to ring through but the likes of Lenny Pugh would come into our office and take over the phone and make us wait while he rang his purchases through.

      We’d go down the verandah to the Queensland Country Life office where cadet reporters like Blair Chadwick, Phillip Bate and Russ Boadle were on duty and give them a complete list of all our sales. This would be printed in the paper every week with the names of the auctioneers at the bottom of the column.

      It was big! Cannon Hill was THE centre, the leading saleyards, the first to accommodate double decker transports, and the first in Queensland to have the liveweight scales … but that came later.

      Neil Nothdurft from Chinchilla was the first to bring a double decker into Cannon Hill. It was a blue truck and everyone was out there taking photos of it.

      After two years in the Army and a stint in Vietnam, I came back to Cannon Hill as a trainee auctioneer. The boss of the Stock Department was Bill Cornell, Mark Pope and Bill Soutar were the auctioneers, and when Bill Soutar left to buy a newsagency, I took his place.
Mark did the cattle and I sold the sheep and lambs.

      I spent a lot of time in the New England where there was strong competition from all the agents for the available fat lambs and you would find the likes of Stan Wallace, Greg Grant, Jim Scully, Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd down there on similar missions especially at the Glen Innes Show.

      I was there at the Show with Stan one evening. We’d been entertaining fat lamb producers all day and we were both well under the weather when we decided to go home. On the way to the carpark, we went through the main pavilion to pick up a couple of show bags.

      This would have been about 1969. The breathalyser hadn’t been introduced but they were thinking about it.

      In the main pavilion they had a car with a simulator screen and they were looking for a volunteer to take a test drive to see how he handled the driving after a few beers, and Wallace says,

      “Robbins, you get in that car and show ‘em how it’s done.”

      So I hopped in the driver’s seat and started her up. That activated the screen and I was going real good till a kid stepped off the footpath and I drove straight over the top of him.

      They put the breathalyser on me and it turned bright green. That exercise proved that you shouldn’t drink and drive. Then Stan and I got in our cars and headed for Brisbane.

      I was going way too fast when I went through Deepwater and a copper in a Morris Mini Cooper S with a blue light on top, pulled me over and asked to see my driver’s licence.

      Knowing the result of the breath test at the Show, I reckoned I was gone, that they would put me in jail and throw away the key.

      Anyway, the policeman was writing out a ticket for speeding when Stan Wallace roared past and saw what was going on. He wanted to come back and help but he thought they’d lock him up too.

      Driving on a little bit further he spotted a hitchhiker, swung off the road in front of him, jumped out of the car and said,

      “Quick, in here, you drive.”

      The bloke came from Holland; he could hardly speak English; he had never driven a car before but, with Stan issuing unintelligible instructions, they kangaroo-hopped it back to Deepwater just as I was getting underway with a sizeable fine to digest on very limited pay.

      Later that night, we all made it to Brisbane in one piece.

      The things we did in the old days!	
We relied on the Elders branches at Glen Innes, Guyra and Armidale for support but we also had special agents like Col Davidson at Deepwater who had his own little business there.

      He lived behind his office and when I called in to see him this day he was out the back watching Test cricket on his new black-and-white television set. Australia was playing the West Indies.

      “How do you find the new TV Col?” I asked.

      “Dunno. Makes some of ‘em look a bit dark.”

      Col was a really good bloke and very loyal to Elders.

      Mick Doolan was a salesman for Elders at Glen Innes. He used to buy lambs and send them up to A & R Stanton.

      He came to Brisbane once and Ron thought it would be good to take him out to dinner to show their appreciation for what he had done for them.

      They booked a table at Milano’s in Queen Street, the top restaurant in the city, where they had starched white tablecloths, all the trimmings and the service to go with it.

      The group sat down and the waiter handed each one a menu the size of the Brisbane Telegraph newspaper. While the rest of the group studied theirs, Mick just closed his and put it to one side, and when the waiter came back to take his order, Mick said,

      “Have you got any curried sausages?”

      Ronny Stanton is a great bloke. He was wonderful for Cannon Hill in many ways and he has some funny stories.

      Like the time he was batching and he was coming back from the west past the roadside stalls at Grantham, and he decided to pull in and buy something he could cook up for himself that night.

      Ron bought a lot of stock and he knew values but when it came to shopping for vegetables, he had no experience whatsoever. At that time there was a shortage of potatoes and they were very dear.

      Anyway, Ron had decided on a big feed of spuds so he says,

      “Give us a dollar’s worth of potatoes, please?”

      The bloke looked at him for a little while then replied:

      “Why not let your head go, mate, and buy a whole one!”

      We used to go down to the Glen Innes sales a fair bit. In those days, Roger Fletcher was a drover down there. Look at the business he runs today. Phenomenal!

      Bob Dickson, who bought for Ron Stanton, and Doug Cathcart were two buyers that were always down at Glen Innes for the Wednesday sheep and lamb sales and I enjoyed many a day out down there with them.

      During the early seventies Keith Wilson was doing our drafting. He’s the father of Vicki Wilson who captained the Australian netball team.

      There was a helluva drought on in western Queensland and trainloads of sheep came in; 30,000 head for weeks on end. A lot of them were flat out paying the rail freight; some made as little as 5c!

      On one occasion, when they were unloading a train that had come in from Morven, they put the dogs in, all the sheep ran out, and the next one out was … Charlie McKellar “Bonfield” Augathella.

      They were Charlie’s sheep and he had come down on the train with them. At Dalby, he crawled into the wagon to stand up those that were down and the train took off while he was still in there.

      It was winter and he was in the wagon all night; he could have died, but he was a tough man and it didn’t seem to bother him unduly.

      Syd Laverty was another tough man. Syd had his own truck and he operated out of Woombye. He never wore boots, always went barefoot, winter or summer, and he’d be in there with anything - cattle or pigs or calves. Tough as nails he was.

      I only ever saw him with shoes on once. It was at the Show, the Brisbane Exhibition in the Dairy Section, and there was Syd, done up to the nines in blue trousers, coat, and a nice pair of black shoes.

      I nearly didn’t recognise him.

      John Schumacher came up from Adelaide to follow Bill Cornell as Livestock Manager. He had a look at how we operated at Cannon Hill and set about making changes in keeping with the experience he had gained in South Australia.

      Schumacher told us we were penning our sheep the wrong way, from tails to tops, and under his instructions we changed and started the sale on our tops and worked down to the tails.

      It was a big change, the opposite from what we had always done. We were the first agents at Cannon Hill to go that way.

      On top of that, and on Shoey’s instructions, the arrangements with Keith Wilson were terminated and Kev Ware, who was already drafting Winchombe’s sheep, took on our drafting as well.
The role of agents at Cannon Hill was different from other centres.

      At Cannon Hill, all the unloading of trucks, all the drafting, all the penning up, all the deliveries, that was all done for you. The good contractors had it all worked out by the time you got there with the numbers in each pen on bits of paper. All you had to do was write up your books and paint a few out.

      It was a huge shock to go to Dalby and find you had to do everything. We’d have sheep, lambs and cattle to draft and pen up and we’d be out there all night. There was a big difference.

      In later years, when I was State Livestock Manager, I would take various clients out to the yards to see their cattle sold. Reg Hughes was one. He would be there whenever the Estate Late H. B. Hughes sold another consignment of the renowned “Nockatunga” bullocks.

      Reg lived at Southport while another member of the Estate, Gwynne Hughes, lived in Adelaide. One day, Reg said to me,

      “John, I’ve been having a few rows lately with young Gwynne. I say we should be putting in more waters at Nockatunga so the cattle don’t have too far to walk, but he says the bullocks are happy, that they are making good money and we should leave things be.

      “These young fellows have a lot to learn don’t you think?”

      For the record, Reg was 87 and Gwynne was 84!

      In that management role, I was involved with the other agents and the powers that be in discussing the future of the yards.

      Numbers were dwindling and we had to do something about it. We reduced the sales to one a week and tried all sorts of ways to keep the place alive, but in the end it was obvious that to close it down was the only choice. It was sad, but I’m sure we made the right decision.

      In 1992, when the yards were sold and before the current housing development began, I took a drive out there to have a last look around.

      All the yards were being pulled down, the place was a mess, and a fella came over and asked, “Can I help you?”

      “No, I’m just having a look; I started work here in the sixties.”

      It turned out that it was Angus MacDiarmid, the building deconstruction specialist who had bought two million of the five million paving bricks at the on-site auction.

      “Here’s a brick,” he said, and he handed me a brick.

      And I’ve kept that brick; it holds a lot of memories for me.
30. Ross Attwood
(Agent / Clerk, Livestock Buyer, 1966-91)

      I was straight out of Gatton College when I started with Winchcombe Carson as a clerk in the Livestock Department.

      Harold Young was the Queensland Manager, Bob Ingle was the Livestock Manager, John Hando was the head auctioneer, Ian Snape was also an auctioneer, and Phillip Cox was a clerk like me.

      We’d get out to Cannon Hill in the dark and go down and have breakfast with Mrs Smith in the canteen. Mrs Smith specialised in roast mutton and made the best gravy you’ve ever tasted in your life!

      Then we’d go up and help our stockmen, Kev Ware and Henry Unnasch, do the sheep. Henry had the scraggiest dog; he looked a real shocker. But work; gee he could work!

      We had a huge sheep business thanks to the support of the branch network with trainloads coming in from as far out as Charleville on a regular basis.

      This day, Henry was missing; it was said someone had given him a bait! Anyway, we missed Henry, but with 6000 sheep around our ears we missed his dog a whole lot more!

      Kev Coonan did our cattle work and that often included major consignments like the “Keeroongooloo” bullocks that came in from Quilpie at the rate of 26K and  a KB at a time.

      When Kev passed away the Pughs took over the contract.

      After the sales we would go back to the office in town to balance the books. Phillip Cox had an MGB sports car and I’d get a lift in with him and think I was “King Billy”. It was a real thrill to scoot through the traffic in that car.

      We wouldn’t go home till the job was done and after that I’d catch the tram to Holland Park and walk home.

      I was a city boy with limited stock experience. On my first day at the cattle sale they gave me a job in the pens. They handed me a bit of poly pipe and I had to poke out the double-rumper or the one on the shoulder, the next one to be sold, so the buyers could get a good look.

      I suppose I lasted three pens before a cow came towards me … and kept on coming.

      “Come on lad, get on with it; we haven’t got all day!”

      I moved back, she came closer; I could touch her horns, she kept coming; I took hold of her horns and tried to push her back, but she pinned me up against the fence and held me there.

      The buying gallery is in stitches, they’re all laughing their heads off; Hando’s looking down from up on the catwalk and he says,

      “Come on lad, get on with it; we haven’t got all day.”

      I spent a lot of time at Cannon Hill.

      The agents all had their own offices above the canteen; some of them were pretty dingy inside and hadn’t been painted for years, so I offered to paint the AML&F, Primaries and Winchcombe Carson offices, for a small fee.

      It wasn’t a top job, there was no sanding back or anything, but two coats on the walls and ceilings brightened up the place quite a bit.

      During that exercise, I even slept there. There was a little sofa in Winchcombes office where Mr Eric Sparkes used to have a little camp after he finished buying for the day, and I spent the night on that on more than one occasion.

      John Hando was one of the best auctioneers at Cannon Hill.

      The Keeroongooloo bullocks would be all lined up ready for sale and when he came to them he’d knock the first pen at the opening bid and start on the next pen so that by the time he reached the third pen he had the buyers scrambling to keep up and bidding as they went for fear of missing out.

      Any discount on the first pen was soon covered and he always managed to end up with a terrific sale. I think he was very good.

      As a young fellow I looked up to the senior auctioneers from the other companies too. The likes of Eric Bassingthwaighte, Bob Templeton, Jim Scully and Wally Frood come to mind.

      Bill Webb was the boss of Fitzsimmons and held the lion’s share of the pig business. No matter how the market was, up or down, Bill always figured something had sold too cheap and he would say,

      “Won’t be any pigs here next week; no pigs here next week!”

      “Head Office” was the Queens Hotel in Creek Street. Not that I went there very often, but any time I did call in you could be sure of mixing with a group of happy agents, and falling asleep on the tram going home. Luckily, Holland Park was the terminus!

      I’d canvass around Oxenford and up the Brisbane Valley for pigs and calves and, even though I was too young to hold a licence, I would auction the stock that I had secured for the company

      Gordon Hawkins was my mentor. He was an auctioneer, a real gentleman, and he had his own business. He kept an eye on me when I was selling and helped me a lot.

      But you can’t please everyone and no matter how hard I tried I found I couldn’t please the vendors so, after four years as an agent, I figured out I would be better off as a buyer.

      I secured a position with Queensland Bacon where Col Fraser was the boss. He had been a captain in the army during the war, and his second in charge was Frank Power who had been his sergeant. They were formidable businessmen running a highly efficient operation.

      For example, I received a written report on everything I bought while I was with the company, the unders and overs of every lot, and a hand written comment where necessary.

      When I started, Bob McGorman covered the South Burnett sales and Ron Hughes did the Darling Downs run the first three days of the week, then on the fourth day we’d do Cannon Hill and buy a couple of thousand sheep every Thursday. On Friday we’d do a stocktake of all our purchases.

      Shortly after, Bob passed away and I took his place buying 500-600 pigs a week in the South Burnett and sheep at Cannon Hill.

      Years later, Barrie Greenup approached me to work for him at Associated Buyers and we operated from his house at Carina.

      We were a commission buyer, operating for a large number of butchers and we bought everything – calves, lambs, pigs, sheep, cattle – whatever any butcher wanted, and Barrie had a very big clientele.

      He also had a very big order for mutton, supplying Regal Fresh Foods at Nundah with anything up to 3-5000 sheep a week. Some we bought at the saleyards and most of the balance were purchased for us by John “Jumbo” Harris through western agents. They would rail into Cannon Hill en route to the abattoir.

      I consider Barrie Greenup to be one of the best businessmen that I’ve ever met, but after ten years I left Barrie, believe it or not, because I wanted to concentrate on pigs.

      That’s how I spent the next five years at Huttons working for Barrie’s brother, Tony Greenup, buying up to 5,000 pigs a week but also buying cattle for them at Cannon Hill.

      Then Tancreds took over Huttons, Geoff Tancred, Grahame Flynn and the Tancreds people moved into the offices at Oxley, and I moved out and started my own company Ross Attwood Livestock.

      Under that banner I worked as a commission buyer for Frank Power at Mayfair and I’d be at Cannon Hill every Tuesday buying pigs for them. Then Metro Meats came along and took over Mayfair and I eventually joined that company which was then acquired by Nippon Ham and I was appointed Queensland Livestock Manager.

      So I had a fair bit to do with Cannon Hill over a long period right up to the day it closed in 1991. That was a sad day.

      How do I remember Cannon Hill?

      I remember the sounds and the action unloading the Keeroongooloo bullocks - 26K and a KB of them - all lined up at the ramp, and BANG, one door slams down and the bullocks file out, then THUMP, the next one hits the ground and out trot more bullocks, and CRASH and another … there’s noise and dust and men and cattle … I can see it, I can hear it, I can’t describe it, but I’ll never forget it!

      After a sale, you’d be up on the verandah outside the agents’ offices and there was an atmosphere which is difficult to describe – fun, laughter, pranks, mateship – it was a good place to be.

      I remember checking off with Marg Barton. As well as working in the office, she booked up at the calf sales, down there in the muck alongside the men, a rose among thorns. All the buyers knew her and treated her as “one of the boys”.

      After the sales, we’d all be laughing with her in the office. Ask me now what was funny and I can’t tell you but it must have been humorous at the time. Cannon Hill was like that.

      Towards the end, I didn’t have to go there, but I did.

      It was a place I liked to be, I loved being there, and I loved the people, the atmosphere.

      These days, I’ve got a pergola in my backyard that’s made out of the overhead beams from the calf pens, and I have an orchid that comes from the garden outside Mrs Smith’s canteen.

      I remember Cannon Hill as my second home.
31. Greg Grant
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1969-89)

      Before I came to Cannon Hill I worked in country NSW for Dalgety-NZL. In 1966 I was promoted to their selling team at Homebush in Sydney where I did quite well and had become noticed as an auctioneer with a fair bit of ability.

      Les Hamilton from Winchcombe Carson at Homebush came to me to say there was a good job going in Brisbane and subsequently Keith Evans, a member of Winchcombes senior management, spoke to me and offered me the auctioneer’s job at Cannon Hill.

      John Hando had left to work for Gordon Hawkins. He was replaced by Tony Chapman and then when Tony bought a small property at Warwick and moved on, the vacancy was created.

      It sounded very interesting, they were offering a fair bit more money than Dalgetys were paying me at the time, so I took the job and duly arrived in Queensland.

      I was licensed in NSW but I had no licence in Queensland and that took nearly three months to sort out. During that time, they used a couple of their country auctioneers, Charlie Henry from Dalby and John Palmer from Warwick, to hold the fort at Cannon Hill. I stood beside them on the rail taking bids and getting to know the routine.

      I clearly remember Steffie Melrose egging me on every week:

      “When are you going to start selling?”

      “Just as soon as these bastards give me a licence.”

      Steffie was a good bloke and a good operator; we became friends in the early days and we remained friends till the day he died.

      The day came for me to start selling. Bob Ingle was the manager of Winchcombes Fat Stock Department and he took me out there and walked me around and introduced me to people.

      It was a lamb sale day and I clearly remember him saying,

      “Australian Estates get all the lambs; we don’t get many.”

      Winchcombes had 100 that day; Estates had 3,000!

      And I thought to myself, “We’ll soon change that!”

      Their cattle business was hot and cold; they either had none at all or trainloads of them; it all hinged around the AP Company and their big lines of bullocks from “Keeroongooloo” and other places.

      They got the odd consignment of good cattle from clients at Mitchell like John Roberts or Kitch Loughnan, other than that they really had no cattle business.

      They used to get quite a few sheep, grown sheep, from as far out as Cunnamulla and Longreach, but they didn’t have any punters or dealers operating whereas some of the other agents did.

      Estates had a number of dealers and Dalgetys had Stan Watson buying trainloads out west and punting them through The Hill.

      Anyway, that was the way things were with Winchcombes when I started at Cannon Hill.

      Dealers would resell through whichever agent found the stock. I became quite friendly with the likes of Graeme Ewin and Norm Hine and I would take them out to places like Charleville, Tara and Meandarra to buy sheep and they would re-offer them through me.

      No one was supposed to know who owned the sheep, the dealer would bid on them to the price he needed to make a profit, and whatever he ended up with he would process himself.

      I knew where all the lambs were coming from. My wife came from Glen Innes and I had spent a bit of time down there and knew my way around so my first line of attack was to hop in the car and go down to the New England and check out the situation.

      Winchcombes offices in the area were anti Cannon Hill. They preferred to sell locally and cheaply on full commission rather than send them to the best market and receive only half commission.

      I went direct to some of the key producers and persuaded them to send a couple of decks to Cannon Hill and I also approached dealers such as John Jackson, John Steel and Roger Fletcher.

      They would send me consignments on the punt, tell me how much they needed to get out of them, I’d do my very best, and nine times out of ten we showed a profit.

      All I had by way of an order to keep the job honest was maybe half a pen of lambs for a small butcher, and I relied on my own skill as an auctioneer, and the Cannon Hill market, to get top dollar.

      Some Monday mornings the draw would come out and there would be very few lambs so I’d jump on the phone and ring around and let producers know there would probably be a kick in the market.

      Rainy weather was a good time for the same tactic. If there was to be a light offering due to rain you could bet on a dearer market and I’d let them know this. It even got to the stage that some producers would have a few handy, waiting for my signal.

      John Philip of “Ryanda Park” at Ben Lomond was one. If I gave him the mail there was a light yarding, he always had lambs to send. One time he towed the truck out with a tractor to get them away.

      The result was always good and the business snowballed.

      I remember in the early days when I was still at Winchcombes; there were very few booked and I rang John Steel at Armidale.

      “Alright,” he said, “I’ll send you a triple decker.”

      To my knowledge that was the first triple decker that ever came to Cannon Hill.

      They were magnificent Dorset cross lambs, the butchers fell over themselves trying to buy them, they made a big price, he made a good profit, and I had him as a client for many years.

      By 1973 I had built up a strong relationship with Graeme Ewin, who was punting a lot of Merino lambs, and I was doing good business with Roger Fletcher down in NSW, to the extent that Winchcombes lamb numbers accounted for half the yarding some days.

      I thought to myself, I’m making all this money for them, they’re still paying me a flat rate, and I sat down and worked it out that if I went out on my own, all I needed to sell was 100 lambs, 10 cattle and a few pigs and calves every week to equal my salary.

      Bill Whiddon was the State Manager. When I went up to him to resign, he first of all tried to talk me out of it, told me I was making a big mistake, but when he realised I was fair dinkum he asked me to stay on for a month to allow them time to find a replacement.

      I agreed to keep selling for Winchcombes for a month on the basis that I would also be setting up my own business.

      My last day in the office was the Friday before the Queen’s Birthday long weekend. Because the Monday was a holiday, the draw for the Cannon Hill lamb sale on Tuesday had to be done that Friday.

      The numbers were phoned through to Eric Ogden out at the saleyards for him to do the draw. When that was done, the Brokers Association duplicated the list and circulated it to all agents. A copy with all the numbers ended up on the desk of all interested parties.

      Lambs: Winchcombes – 200; Greg Grant & Co – 3500.

      That’s when it hit ‘em and they realised I was going to take a lot of their business. No one in the office spoke to me that afternoon.
I had lambs coming from everywhere including a triple decker from Dubbo on the punt. Drafted up, the Dubbo consignment produced the best pen of lambs that we had and I went to Jimmy Elliott, Doug Cathcart, Barrie Greenup, Graeme Ewin, and a couple of others just to make sure, and told them all I would really like to have a record price for this pen of lambs.

      They all had a crack at them but Barrie Greenup finished up with them for Leo Hine of Blue Ribbon Butchery. They made $28.00 which was a record at the time.

      The “Queensland Country Life” reporter came down and took photos and the story was in Thursday’s paper under the headline:
Lambs Hit Record at Cannon Hill
New agent, Greg Grant, breaks record for lambs … etc etc….

      In the same edition there was a list of all the vendors and their prices and I had this huge long list of sales that was really very impressive while Winchcombes had about a quarter of an inch.

      The new business was launched and it took off like a rocket.

      John Clark was appointed to take my place, but for a long time the only lambs Winchcombes had were from financed clients.

      One of the key factors in the whole show was that my wife, Patricia, was very good at bookkeeping. We set up an office within our house at Sunnybank. All the invoices and account sales had to be done manually; there we no computers in those days.

      Even though we had two small kids, she juggled all that and still managed to do the invoices on the day of the sale. Sometimes she would be up at 11 o’clock at night still typing.

      My initial grounding as a stock and station agent was as an office clerk and that stood me in good stead and I worked out all the account sales charges – the gross, less commission, less yard dues, less cartage etc … net proceeds – and once they were balanced Patricia would type up the account sales on our stationery and then draw the cheques to be sent out. All sales and purchases were then entered into a ledger, by hand, for statutory record keeping purposes.

      As the business grew we employed a girl to come in and help.

      We ran a lean and hungry operation. I never really had an offsider at Cannon Hill; I’d get other agents staff to book up for me and I’d reciprocate by helping them.

      Of course I had to get reliable stockmen to unload, draft and pen the stock and over the years there were a number of them.

      Back in the Winchcombe days, Kevin Ware did all the sheep and lambs and when he gave it away, Brian Unnasch took it on.

      When I left, I said to Brian,

      “Look Brian, I’m going out on my own and I’ll take a lot of this business but if I took you too they would really be dirty on me.”

      And he said, “Well, Gary Beckett’s a good mate of mine.”

      So Gary Beckett became our man and I think Brian gave him a little bit of help at times. Others to fill the role over the years included Graham Daly and Keith McLeod while Don Ross did the cattle.

      For most of the years that Greg Grant & Co operated we were either the top selling agents for lambs or second or third.

      In March 1979 we set a new lamb record that broke the one set on the first day - $34 account Robert McDonald “Bald Nob” Glen Innes. The buyers were Doug Cathcart and Barrie Greenup.

      I canvassed around the local areas – Brisbane Valley, Nambour, South Coast – for cattle and calves, but I also established a connection with some of the dealers, the main one being Peter “Pluto” Tudor. He sent me a lot of cattle.

      I had a special arrangement with Pluto: if he didn’t make money, I wouldn’t charge commission, and of all the thousands of cattle I sold for him, there would have only been a couple of times that he didn’t show a profit.

      I remember the day I yarded about 500 cattle for him, really good cattle that he had bought out of the saleyards at Longreach, Blackall and Charleville. On the day, they were the best cattle there by a country mile.

      Premium butchers like Dave Battersby, Jack Hattersley, Cliff Coward, George Sylvester, Ray Marriott, these blokes only wanted the best, and this day we had the best.

      They fought tooth and nail and we had an unbelievable sale, a fantastic sale, and Pluto made a lot of money.

      Pluto never came down. All the business was done on the phone and he would ring me any time - any time from any where!

      He rang me once from Naracoorte in South Australia. The market was cheap and he’d bought a double deck of vealer calves, loaded them onto a truck and sent them to Cannon Hill.

      They arrived on the morning of the sale and when they were drafted and penned up all they wanted to do was lie down and rest. Don Ross had one of those flappers and he’s in the pen with them trying to stand them up while I’m selling them.

      From Naracoorte to Cannon Hill is a bloody long way!

      In those days you never announced where dealers stock came from or who owned them; if you did, you’d come up with fictitious details.

      When I was still with Winchcombes, Steffie Melrose bought a line of cattle in NSW but when he came to kill them he found they were too fat for his requirements, so he gave them to me to sell.

      I came up with the name of an owner – Hazeldean Pastoral Co from Barraba – and sold them, no worries, but that was the sort of thing you had to do. If the buyers knew that Steffie owned them, no one would bid on them no matter how good they were.

      That first year on my own, I was going at a hundred miles and hour; there was no stopping me. I was making more money than I ever thought possible, and I wanted more, not necessarily more money but certainly more business.

      I went to Glen Innes and I opened an office there. Another ex-Winchcombes man, Greg “Cheeky” Witherdin, was the manager and he was on a profit sharing basis.

      We started selling at Glen Innes. Cheeky went a hundred miles an hour too and he pinched clients from Winchcombes and Dalgetys and we were going very well.

      Producers who were selling their lambs through me at Cannon Hill and selling their cattle locally, now favoured us with their cattle in Glen Innes as well. I bought a set of yards at Deepwater and we used to have a monthly cattle sale there, then a little bit later on, we started selling at Guyra. One operation complemented the other.

      I hadn’t been in business very long when the bottom fell out of the cattle market in a big way. Looking for opportunities to diversify, I came up with the idea of a horse sale.

      I put a notice in the Courier Mail that we would hold a horse sale at Cannon Hill saleyards on December 13, 1973 and entries were invited. My phone never stopped ringing.

      We held it on a Saturday in one of the big holding yards with plenty of shade. I can’t remember how many we ended up with, but there would have been upwards of 300 horses and over 500 people. It was a rip-roaring success.

      I had plenty of helpers. Don Ross was the main man - horses are his long suit - while Peter Brown from Borthwicks and that gentleman agent, Wally Frood from AML& F, were on the payroll to assist with the booking up.

      The second sale three months later was almost as successful and that encouraged me to go every month, then every fortnight, and then I sold horses at Bundaberg, Moree, Glen Innes, Warwick, Gatton, Nambour, Laidley, Tweed Heads, Lismore and at the Gold Coast.

      I had a really good grasp on horse selling and what became a big part of the horse sales was the selling of the horse gear and of course that led to me into my retail horse equipment shops.

      Looking back, there are two incidents that stand out in my mind as being typical of the humour you could only find at a place like Cannon Hill. First, the “Piglamb Scam” and then, the “Big Fight”:

      In the Winchcombes days a consignment of sheep came down from Cheepie and included in the mob was this big lump of a curiously deformed lamb; it had no neck and a head like a pig.
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      We were down there early, going through them, booking up and getting values from skin buyers. Alf Stanley was the clerk. He was very keen but straight out of school and wet behind the ears.

      Alf spotted the animal and said to the nearest skin buyer:

      “Hey Mr Fallis, what’s that?”

      As quick as a flash The Phantom replied, “It’s a piglamb.”

      “What’s a piglamb?”

      “It’s a cross between a pig and a sheep. You’re lucky to see one, they’re few and far between, very rare.”

      We all cottoned on to the scam and played along with it.

      We made a big fuss of putting blue raddle down its back and offering it separately and when the time came I made a speech:

      “Gentlemen, it’s my privilege to offer you today, the one and only piglamb in existence; all the way from Cheepie etc … ”

      The buyers got into the act. I knocked it down to Queensland Bacon, and Ron Hughes the buyer said, “Makes sure it gets tattooed!”

      Then young Alf comes up and says how he wouldn’t mind getting some of the meat, just to have a taste of piglamb, and the next thing I know Graeme Ewin gets involved and says he can arrange it and that he’ll give Alf a ring at the office when it’s ready.

      That was Thursday. On the Friday Alf gets a call from Graeme to tell him he can pick the meat up at Red Hill.

      I drove Alf up to the shop. We walked in and Graeme said,

      “There you are, Alf. This piece here is more like pork (it really was a piece of pork), and this one here is more like lamb.”

      “Mr Ewin, how will I tell my mother to cook it?”

      “Just cook it as normal but you’ll have to put apple sauce on this part and mint sauce on that part.”

      “How much do I owe you?”

      “The meat is free to you, Alf, provided you give me a full report as to how it eats next time I see you.”

      On Tuesday, Alf spotted Graeme across the yards, hurdled ten fences and rushed up to him.

      “Well, Alf, how was it?”

      “Mr Ewin, it was scrumptious!”

      Years later, Alf twigged, and by that time he could laugh about it too. In hindsight, he really had the last laugh all along - he got about $30 worth of meat for nothing!

      Jim Scully had a run-in with George Crowe, the Borthwicks buyer. It may have been to do with Jim missing George’s bid or having one too many on him; something like that.

      Anyway, there was a touch of bad blood simmering between the pair for a couple of months. We all knew about it and we’d help the job along by adding a bit of niggle when the opportunity arose.

      The situation wasn’t getting any better and a few of us got together and made this poster which we put up in the canteen:

      I think Graham Fallis was involved, he may have even been the artist, anyway it did the trick. The word went right round the yards like wildfire that there was going to be a fight and no sooner had the sheep sale finished when every man and his dog turned up at pen 201.

      We were all sitting on the fence and doing a bit of slow hand-clapping while we waited. George appeared, then Scully came down, they both looked a bit sheepish, but there was no fight, they shook hands, everybody cheered, and that was the end of the feud.

      I made some great friends at Cannon Hill – Graeme Ewin, Doug Cathcart, Barrie Greenup, Stan Wallace. Jim Scully and I were friends, rivals but friends, friendly rivals you might say.

      Scully wanted to be No.1 in the lamb pens … and I did too!

      Doug Nichols was a great bloke. He had his own agency, pigs and calves mainly, and often enough he would book up for me and in return I would sell for him, not only at Cannon Hill but at Woodford and his on-farm clearing sales as well.

      And you had to go to the Colmslie Hotel after the sale; the Colmslie was part of the culture of the place.

      Cannon Hill was like a springboard for me; it gave me the opportunity to go into business and the money to expand into other ventures. Without it, I would I would never have gone out on my own.

      I enjoyed Cannon Hill; it was very good to me.
32. Geoff Teys
(Cattle buyer, 1970-91)

      The Teys Bros connection with Cannon Hill dates back to 1946 when the four brothers, Sid, Cliff, Max and Mick formed a partnership and bought a butcher shop at Wooloongabba.

      My own association with the saleyards didn’t start till 1970. I went out there as a trainee cattle buyer with my cousin Allan Teys, my mentor; he’s the oldest of the second generation and I’m the youngest.

      Allan was doing the buying, Pat Johnston was showing me how to book up and I was trying to keep up, get the prices down, add the numbers up, have the numbers right – it was all very quick, but you have to start somewhere and that’s how I started.

      I was fifteen at the time and I found everything quite daunting.

      Five years later I was doing the buying myself.

      As far as Teys Bros were concerned, Cannon Hill was our major source of supply at that time. Some days we would buy up to 600 head when we were slaughtering no more than 180 a day; just about the full week’s kill was coming from Cannon Hill.

      I rubbed shoulders with a lot of good people, wonderful people - Tony Greenup, Joe Fenton, Jack O’Hagan, Grahame Flynn, Bert Thompson, Barrie Greenup, Leo Pugh – all very competitive, would never give you a straight answer, but after the sale all very friendly.

      We would all have lunch in the canteen, buyers with buyers, agents with agents, but never mixed up together.

      We had our spits and spats but more often we had our funny little moments when everybody was playing tricks on each other; it was a fun sort of a day.

      If you walked past Tony Greenup and he didn’t pull your shirt out or do something else to you, you’d wonder what you had done to offend him. It was that sort of an atmosphere, blokes up to tricks and playing practical jokes all the time.

      Another comic was Jim Elliott who used to buy for Redbank. He was a real jovial sort of fellow as were Bill Drynan and Jim Yates.

      Then there was the paint, lots of paint; you had to dodge the paint. They painted the cattle and you could end up with paint all over you if you weren’t careful.

      And there were also some wonderful stockmen who did all the drafting, the penning up and the deliveries. People like the Hassetts, the Pughs, the Outhwaites, the Daniels, whole families really, who worked at the saleyards for two and three generations.

      Our work was done by Col Taylor. Hard-working, reliable, trustworthy, Col was our stockman for many years; he’d been there long before I arrived. Later on his son came along to give him a hand.

      We leased three or four paddocks near the saleyards and Col would put our cattle in there and look after them as though they were his own; we never lost a beast.

      Ray Marriott was a very good butcher; he had a shop at the Grange. He used to come out and buy his three or four bullocks as well as twenty or so lambs plus a few sheep and pigs every week and kill them at the abattoir.

      Ray would buy his carton meat from our Teys Bros wholesale section, so we were his supplier and he was a valued customer.

      Before the sale, Ray would select the bullocks he wanted and get them painted out. It happened every week so everyone knew which were Ray’s bullocks.

      I’d been out west and bought a line of good steers, but there were a few too many for our immediate requirements so it was decided to sell some of them back through Cannon Hill.

      They came in by train, Jim Scully was to sell them and no one was to know we owned them. They were drafted up and penned up, they presented very well and I was there to punt them along to make sure we got the price we wanted.

      Just as I did for Allan Teys when I first started, Allan’s son Bradley Teys was booking up for me

      Well we bought the first pen, and the second, ran the next couple of pens up to the right rate then let them go, and everything was going to plan till we came to the last pen, the top pen, and you wouldn’t want to know, Ray Marriott has painted three out!

      He’s bidding on them, we’re bidding on them, Ray looks around to see whose bidding on his bullocks and spots us, he has another bid, I have another bid, Brad says, “He’s looking at us.” I say, “Don’t look back at him,” and kept on bidding.

      Well Ray ended up buying them but he was very upset to think that I would bid against him to the extent that I did and that afternoon he rang Allan to let him know that he was not happy with the way I was bidding against a loyal customer.

      Allan never let on, Brad never let on and I certainly never let on that they were our own cattle. To the best of my knowledge, Ray never found out. Perhaps it’s just as well he didn’t.

      The auctioneers?

      There is no doubt that there were some very good auctioneers.

      Bob Templeton was one of the best I ever heard. He’d come out if Jim Scully wasn’t available and when Bob was up on the catwalk everybody looked up and took notice. He was excellent.

      Mark Pope was a very very good auctioneer, a straight shooter. He stood up there, did his job, got the most amount of money he could for his clients, and did it very fair and did it well.

      Don Milligan was another one; he sold for Mactaggarts.

      We always had a very good relationship with all of them even though they’d try and trot you, have a few bids on you.

      Stan Wallace would go two four six eight and knock ‘em down and he never had one of those bids. It was always very quick, very fast, and you had to have your wits about you.

      When the Beef Research Levy came in, there was a dispute as to who was to pay it and who was to collect it.

      The agents wanted the meatworks to pay and the processors wanted the agents to pay and collect it from the producers. It got to the stage that the buyers decided not to operate on the sale.

      There were 2000 cattle lined up and a couple of the private agents gave in and sold their stock as the buyers had demanded, but the woolbroker agents wouldn’t give in and the sale came to a halt.

      Jim Scully, Stan Wallace and the rest of them, came up with a novel idea to break the deadlock and so we had what came to be known at the “Cannon Hill Chook Raffle” sale.

      They had us all fill in bits of paper to tender for each line and submit our price to the agent who would sort out who bought what.

      The first lot to come up belonged to Noel Howard from Moura, a lovely run of about 150 beautiful Santa heifers averaging around 480kg. Scully had them to sell. We all put a tender in and waited to see who the buyer was.

      Peter Meehan was up there on the rail with Scully and they had all these slips to go through and they were fumbling about a bit, then eventually Scully holds up one piece of paper and announces,

      “They’re sold to Teys.”

      Someone says, “What’s the price?”

      “Eighty-five cents,” says Scully, “and they’re sold to Teys.”

      Gerry Henderson pipes up, “Hang on, I bid more than that!”

      Scully looks at Meehan and asks, “Where’s his ticket.”

      And they both start turning out their pockets and there are bits of paper going everywhere, till finally Meehan digs out the Gilbertson tender that he hadn’t given to Scully the first time.

      “What are you going to do now?” asks Gerry.

      “It’s too late,” says Scully. “I’ve knocked ‘em down.”

      With that, Gerry Henderson stormed out of the saleyards with steam coming out of his ears and Lenny Pugh saw him walking over the railway bridge and heard him swearing and cursing Scully as he headed for the carpark	.

      And that’s what happened at the “Chook Raffle Sale”.

      The last sale was a very sombre day. I think everyone was sorry to see the end of Cannon Hill; it was a sad day for the industry. We’ve all moved on but a lot of the enjoyment has gone out of the business.

      People looked forward to going to Cannon Hill, we all looked forward to it; it was a treat to go there. You’d wake up in the morning with the thought, “Gee, I’m going to Cannon Hill today,” but now you wake up and all you can look forward to is going to an office to be on a phone and sit at a computer. The fun’s gone out of it!

      I remember Cannon Hill as being the place to go to buy cattle. It was a very big setup, huge infrastructure – the yards, the railway, the office. I live not far from Mt Gravatt and I see the old office building every time I drive past the showgrounds and it always brings back instant memories of the laughs we had checking off after the sale, of Bert Hooker and other stock inspectors, all that sort of thing.

      And the whole show was very well run – the Superintendent, Eric Ogden, ran the place extremely well – you always got your numbers, you were never short, everyone helped each other, there was great mateship, in fact the old Cannon Hill identities are still good mates and we all get together occasionally and have a reunion.

      I’ll never forget the good times I had at Cannon Hill.
33. Geoffrey Sharman
(Stockman, Contractor, 1970-91)

      I was brought up on the family farm on the Tweed River but left to work on cattle stations in North Queensland. When Dad got sick I came back and decided to get a job closer to home.

      An old bloke named Col Taylor gave me some advice: “Cannon Hill saleyards is the best station you could ever work on.”

      So I approached the Superintendent at the saleyards, Guy Allen. He told me there was no work there but I’d be sure to get a job at the abattoir. That’s how I started. First I penned up sheep on foot with my dog, and then later I worked on horseback penning up cattle.

      Contractors like Peter Lawlor, Michael Lawlor or Neil Pugh would bring the various mobs to the top of the hill then hand them over to you to take them down for the kill. And you’d ask:

      “Have you got the jam label?”

      With each lot there would be a docket with all the details; it could be any scrap of paper - a page out of a notebook, a piece of cardboard, anything - and we used to call that “the jam label”.

      Every operator had his own brand – John Callus was K3, Jack O’Hagan 32, Leo Pugh 52, Leo Hine H4, and so on – and every beast they bought would be paint branded with their number before they left the saleyards to ensure the right cattle were killed for the right buyer.

      Every Tuesday and Thursday, two of us from the abattoir would be sent over to the saleyards to bring back a mixed lot of cattle for the small operators, the blokes that bought in ones and twos.

      We’d have to get ‘em all out, box ‘em all together, bring ‘em across Lytton Road, then draft ‘em out into their separate owner lots ready for the kill.

      Harry Knight was in charge of taking them across the road and Neville Knight was the foreman; he was a real good bloke.

      I used to help Neville draft these mixed mobs. He didn’t say much, didn’t tell you what to do; you had to read his mind.

      He’d just go into the pen and start sorting them out. Unless you could work out the brand he was after, you wouldn’t have a clue what he was doing. So I learned to watch what brand he was looking for and once I did that we worked well together … without words!

      I gave the abattoir away when Neville left the job. 
Michael Lawlor did the drafting and penning for one of the private agents, Gordon Hawkins, who sold pigs, calves and cattle.

      Michael found he didn’t have enough time to do that as well as all his other jobs, so he put in a good word for me, Gordon was happy to give me a go, so I took over Gordon’s work from Michael.

      That’s how I came to start at the saleyards. It suited me and it was better money too.

      At the abattoir I was getting $45.00 for the full week whereas Gordon was paying me $30.00 just for two mornings. On top of that I was getting $15.00 a day from Michael for giving him a hand to get cattle ready for the abattoir and taking them across the road.

      I hadn’t been with Gordon very long when he had a sale down in the Gold Coast hinterland. The cattle weren’t selling too good so I started buying ‘em.

      After the sale, Gordon comes up to me and he says, “Where are you going to get the money to pay for all these cattle?”

      “You’ve got plenty, Gordon,” I said. “What say we use yours for a while?”

      “Oh, orright!” was all he said

      They were big white Chianina heifers, dirt cheap. I took them home, put them in Doug Hesse’s paddock, sold half of them within three weeks and got most of the money back. It was a real good deal.

      I started with one horse, a grey Arab, that I could jump up into the back of my ute then turn him round and jump him off again. As I acquired more horses I got a bigger truck, a 15cwt Dodge.

      When Michael decided to call it a day, the various operators that he was working for agreed to give me the job. They paid me so much a head.

      Then as the work built up and it got too busy for me on my own, my brother Richard Sharman came down from Rockhampton to give me a hand.

      Some of the operators I worked for included Mick Lucas, John Callus, Jack O’Hagan who was nature’s gentleman, Leo Hine, Maurie Doube (Morex), Neil McDonald, Greg Fitzsimmons and Stan Watson.

      One time, Stan and I had a falling out. It was over a beast that had mysteriously disappeared.

      Stan reckoned it was my fault so he deducted the price of the animal off my pay. We had a little argument but it’s hard to get the count wrong when you are talking about 12 head, and I was adamant that there were only 12 in the pen when I picked them up.

      I had my suspicions as to what really did happen and Stan must have come round to my way of thinking because he paid me in full and kept me on doing his work.

      Mick Lucas was mostly into pigs but he killed a lot of cattle too.

      I sent Mick his bill but didn’t get paid and this went on for a bit so I spoke to him at the saleyards:

      “Mick, the other fellas pay me enough to keep me in bread and butter, but if you were to pay me I could afford a bit of jam as well.”

      “Haven’t you got your money yet?”

      “No, Mick, I haven’t.”

      And he straight away got on the phone and rang up and had his son drive out to Cannon Hill with the cheque to pay me the same day.

      Taking cattle across the road could be a bit hairy at times.

      We had a mob of 87 head belonging to Greg Fitzsimmons to take across. Richard was in the lead and I was bringing up the tail.

      When he went out to block the traffic, this galah’s come at about a hundred mile an hour and tried to beat him.

      Richard had to rein in and get out of his way but while this bloke’s in full flight, I drove the cattle straight into him and a big Brahman bullock slid on the bitumen, skidded on its side, lashed out and kicked the side of the car in.

      The driver turned out to be a New Australian. He gets out and starts sounding off; I’m abusing him and shaking the whip at him for being such an idiot and nearly killing my brother; his mate pulls up and he’s coming across to have a go at me too; so I crack the whip and tell ‘em both to piss off before I give ‘em a taste of it.

      And they took off in their cars, one with a big dent in the side.

      Another time a bloke on a motorbike tried the same trick.

      Michael Lawlor was away and I had this lot on my own when this fella comes along on a bike and, instead of pulling up, he roars around the lead trying to beat the cattle.

      But they were too quick for him and he had to lay the bike down on its side to avoid crashing into the mob.

      He was just getting to his feet when I rode up. I lifted him in the air by his helmet, punched him in the face and told him to think about pulling up and waiting for us next time.

      He got the message!

      Trucks were the worst. They would come over the hill from Murarrie and, if there was a mob on the road at the bottom of the hill, they found it very difficult to pull up in time.

      If we saw a big truck coming, we’d try to hold the cattle back because we knew how hard it was for them to pull up.

      Anyway, this day, we are already out on the road and the cattle are milling about and not wanting to keep moving, when over the hill comes this semi-trailer and there is nothing we can do about it.

      You could tell he couldn’t stop, we knew we couldn’t suddenly disappear 200 head, he’s fast getting closer, the trailer’s swaying, so I got out of there in a hurry.

      The driver knew his job. He edged that vehicle off the road, round the mob, up that big concrete slab leading to the abattoir without rolling the truck, pulled it up and never touched a beast.

      That was by far the best driving display that I’ve ever seen.

      My brother persuaded me to ride one of his horses that needed a bit of education and I was on him taking a mob to the road with Alan Pugh when this mad Brahman yak thing takes off and I’m after it.

      When I realised I wouldn’t head it before the road, I decided to pull off, let it go, and block the rest.

      But when I grabbed this horse of me brothers by the head, there was no brakes, there was nothin’ – acceleration hit, and we just kept goin’ straight across the road.

      I closed my eyes and prayed, “Please, God, no trucks.”

      We were at the abattoirs before the nag pulled up and they tell me I was as white as a sheet.

      Back at the stables, I fitted him out with a set of running reins, a German martingale, and then went back for the next mob.

      I galloped him to the front and, I tell you what, when I applied the brakes they worked the second time!

      These were the things we did. Transports and trains brought stock to the saleyards where agents sold ‘em and buyers bought ‘em, but it was the stockmen behind the scenes that got them up to the kill.
They used a lot of paint at Cannon Hill, gallons of the stuff.

      Tom Power, a nice bloke and a good mate of mine, lived at Morningside. He came across a heap of the green variety that was surplus to requirements and took it home and painted his roof.

      After the first downpour, it finished up in his rainwater tank!

      There were a lot of good blokes at Cannon Hill:

      Gordon Hawkins was a heck of a nice person, Jack O’Hagan was a champion, Terry Perkins was a very astute agent, and Len Pugh helped me a lot and taught me plenty. I admired Lenny.

      Then there was Roy Pugh; I looked up to him too. Other blokes included Ken Pope, Ken Carswell, Les Porter, Neil Pugh, Vince Porter, Garry Vincent and Sonny Ellis.

      I worked with Col Taylor for years. I worked with his sons Gary, Colly and Peter – all good lads – and old Col was a good mate.

      Actually, you could pretty much get on with nearly everybody at Cannon Hill. It was a good place to work.

      I had no trouble with Elders; they were always people you could talk to. I got on really well with Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd; I would say I got along with all the agents, all good people.

      When I started off, I watched everybody and I learned from them. My father had told me:

      “When you want to learn, take note of the people who have achieved the most success.”

      There were plenty of successful men at Cannon Hill and I followed them and learned from all of them.

      And Col Taylor was right. Cannon Hill was the best station I ever worked on; the best fun I ever had; the most money I ever made.

      34. Phillip Bate
(Cadet journalist, 1972-74)

      My role, and that of all Country Life personnel who ever worked at Cannon Hill, was to get hold of the prices and a market report from the agents and phone those through to the paper, with the emphasis on punctuality and accuracy.

      Our editor was Wal Skelsey, the doyen of rural journalism, whose reputation for accuracy was such that they concocted the story about the grazier with 9000 sheep who read in the paper that he had 900 and knowing that Wal’s report would have to be right … he went out and shot 8100 of them!!

      These were the days before electronic printing. The type was set on hot metal at the Sunday Sun newspaper in the Valley and printed on Thursday and published the same day.

      There were two editions and to get Thursday’s Cannon Hill sale report into Thursday’s paper required a big effort by all of us.

      Junior journalists didn’t have company cars so we would travel by bus or taxi and arrive out there around 9.30 or 10 o’clock and seek out one of the agents to get a summary of the day’s yarding and the market trend for both sheep and cattle.

      We’d immediately phone that back to a secretary at the Country Life and she would type it all up for the sub-editor who would send it on its way to be typeset and printed. That would finalise the first edition.

      Sometimes we’d take a camera but, if a photo of a particular line or a special sale was required, the usual practice was to send either Darcy Croft or Ed Woodley.

      As the early agents finished selling we’d go around and take down more detailed results. For example, you’d speak to John Robbins at Elders and he would tell you that so-and-so from Nanango had 5 Hereford steers that made $346.50, and 3 at $328.00 while whats-his-name from Taroom had 18 bullocks at $385.50 etc etc

      There were a lot of agents and there could be anything up to 5000 cattle and 25,000 sheep so it was a big job, not that we wrote up every beast from every agent every sale, but we did endeavour to produce as comprehensive a coverage as possible within the time.

      By this time, senior journalist Phil Halliday would have arrived and we would be looking for market highlights to complement the lists of vendors and prices and we’d be on the phone again, ringing everything through to a typist in the city office.

      There were no fax machines, computers or mobile phones in those days, yet we were able to get the results of Thursday’s Cannon Hill sale into two editions of the Country Life and have the paper out the same day!

      Country Life cadets in those years included Malcolm McCallum, Don Gordon-Brown, Ross McIntyre and Don Mason.

      We worked in with the agents – Bill Webb, Wally Frood, Eric Bassingthwaighte, John Robbins, Jim Scully, Greg Grant, Stan Wallace, Gordon Hawkins – and we got on well with them all.

      We shared an office with Dave Shepherdson and Dick Boyd so we had plenty to do with them. Some agents said we had too much to do with them and that we favoured them in our reports. Not so!

      At the end of the day cadets would get a lift with Phil Halliday back into town via three beers at the Colmslie.

      I enjoyed my time Cannon Hill. Coming from a pastoral background, I felt at home and I found I mixed easily with the agents.

      It was a great place to meet people and learn the ropes of what rural journalism is all about, not just the glamour side, but the detail, and the realisation that country people rely upon accurate reporting.

      I was lucky to be there in its heyday, when it was the number one selling centre in Queensland with the best agents, the biggest numbers and the best prices.

      Sometimes, going out there week after week was a bit of a drag, but I still remember with affection the plethora of characters that I met at Cannon Hill nearly forty years ago.

      These days, Stan Wallace and I both write columns for the same paper; stockmen I barely knew now train horses that feature in my racing column; Barrie Greenup I heard of as a buyer, now I know him as an owner; and others like the Loughnans and the Banks, who I recognised as vendors, now I’ve got to know them as owners too.

      Yes, I’m very glad my cadetship included Cannon Hill; it was a great place to begin my career with Queensland Country Life.
35. Bob Mickan
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1972-91)

      We had our own business in Murgon up till my father retired in 1971. After that, I was looking for something to do.

      Bill Bishop in Gympie told me EldersGM were looking for an extra man at Cannon Hill; he put in a good word for me and that led to an interview with Bill Cornell, John Schumacher and Snow Colman.

      John Schumacher was the boss of the Stock Department. The Fat Stock section was made up of Mark Pope who sold the cattle, John Robbins who did the sheep and lambs, Tony Speer, Richard Dunne and Jim Macarthur-Onslow were the clerks, while John Barrett and Stewart Yates were in Store Stock, and Graham Symes was in charge of Stud Stock. My role was to be handling the pigs and calves.

      According to John Schumacher, 1972 was “The Year of the Grunter” and we were to set about expanding the pig business.

      On the second day I was there, John Barrett took me aside and explained over a beer at the Port Office Hotel:

      “The company is called EldersGM for good reason. The GM is short for Goldsbrough Mort and the longer you are with this company the more you’ll realise that all the good blokes are the GM fellas.

      “Now for instance, I’m a GM man!”

      That was my introduction to John Barrett and I’ll never forget him just as I’ll never forget his comments, though I can’t say I agree with him because a lot of the good blokes I met were with Elders.

      I’d never been to Cannon Hill so I went out to have a look at the pig and calf sales; I’d never seen sheep sold so I had a look at the lamb sale too. I watched a lot of the guys sell and my first impression was:

      “This is going to suit me; most of these blokes are not as good an auctioneer as I am.”

      I was pretty cocky in those days.

      The Pughs did all our drafting – Len Pugh, Ted Pugh and Ted’s son Alan Pugh – top stockmen and all dedicated Elders blokes.

      Fitzsimmons had 80% or 90% of the business, and then there was Gordon Hawkins, Terry Perkins and Doug Nichols. As far as small stock was concerned, Elders didn’t rate.

      But with the help of company staff like Pat Kiernan and Ralph Winnett at Ipswich, Tom Grady and Tony Nicol at Texas, and Norm Williamson our loading agent at Samford, I was able to gradually improve our market share.

      Company client Bluey Batterham introduced me to other pig producers around Texas and that connection built up to the stage that we were getting a double decker load a month out of the area.

      I went as far as Goondiwindi looking for business and, if I couldn’t get them to send their pigs to auction. I would buy them on a cents-a-kilo basis for Leo Pugh at Independent Meat Traders. Some he’d kill and some he’d punt back through us at the sale.

      Not long after I started, John Schumacher was transferred to Japan, Mark Pope moved into Finance, John Robbins went out to Dalby, and there was a whole new team in the Stock Department.

      Mick Clark came from Alice Springs to replace Shoey, John “Barty” Barrett took over as Fat Stock Manager and did the cattle instead of Popey, I did the sheep and lambs as well as pigs and calves, Ian “Slug” Dunstan came in from the bush to handle Store Stock, and we all worked in together and helped each other wherever we could.

      When Barty was the manager at Warwick, it was the only place to sell stock anywhere in the world, but now he was in charge at Cannon Hill he changed his tune and he developed the slogan: 
“ Fill the Till at the Hill ”

      He maintained that Cannon Hill was by far the best market and if branches were consigning stock elsewhere, they were not doing the right thing by their clients.

      I had great admiration for Barty. He was a good auctioneer, popular, a “loveable” type of bloke; everyone liked him – yardmen, buyers, other auctioneers – he was just mates with everybody!

      Then John Barrett and Ian Dunstan swapped jobs and Ian came to Cannon Hill and John worked in store stock.

      I got on well with Ian. Like me, he was a fisherman, and we spent many a day on the bay in his boat and seldom came home without a decent feed.

      About that time, a group from the office started going out on an annual deep-sea fishing trip. A dozen of us, mainly from the Stock Department, used to venture out in the MV Lookout very early on Saturday morning and get back late Sunday afternoon.

      There would be John Barrett, Tony Speer, Mike Coverdale, William Hart the solicitor, Barty’s mate Jim Schaumberg, Gary Greer, John Gilfoyle, as well as Ian and I. Those once-a-year trips were as good as a three-week holiday.

      Interestingly enough, four or five of us rent a houseboat and still go out every year.

      In those days you could still feed pigs on slops, leftovers from hotels and restaurants, and it was costing those slop-feeders bugger-all to feed their pigs … but they really did stink!

      Lenny Pugh introduced me to Oscar Hausler who had ten acres down at Capalaba on Redland Bay Road where he ran a lot of pigs – in the scrub, in wire netting yards, pigs everywhere.

      It was established that Oscar had access to as much food waste as he wanted and that he was keen to build up his numbers and increase his throughput, but he was short of funds.

      We offered to finance the purchase of stores, he agreed to sell the finished product back through us, the business relationship was formed and I bought him a lot of pigs out of Toowoomba and Boonah.

      He was happy, we were happy, a friendship developed, and every time you’d go down there he insisted on serving homemade salami and beer.

      Oscar’s idea of a beer was to sit you down at the table in the kitchen and he’d put a tallie in front of you and pull the cap off.

      “No need for a glass,” he’d say. “Drink it out of the bottle.”

      After a couple of those you’d be a bit dazed.

      The account became over extended and Stan Sperling, the Finance man, wanted something done about it, so Mick Clark came down with me to see Oscar.

      Oscar got very excited when he heard the boss was coming and when we arrived he really put on a show with the beer and salami, but even at a rough count it was obvious that he had many more pigs than was needed to cover his debt so there was no real problem.

      He also had a great collection of guns and wartime vehicles and after a couple of his big bottles and he took us for the grand tour of his operation in a bren gun carrier.

      The thing was built like a small tank, was powered by a Rolls Royce engine, and was as rough as guts to ride in.

      Oscar drove like a madman. I’m up front beside him, Mick’s perched up behind on a little seat that one of the gunners would have used, the motor’s roaring, Oscar’s grinning, and he takes us over logs, through gullies, down between trees, and he’s having a great time.

      We pull up. I’m weak at the knees and Mick is shaking.

      On the way back to the house we pass a Cadillac, a big long old-fashioned left-hand drive Cadillac convertible, which Mick makes the mistake of admiring.

      “You hop in,” says Oscar. “I take you for ride.”

      A ride! What a ride? I’ve never been so frightened in my life.

      We’re out on Redland Bay Road, belting along in this thing, the roof’s wound back, Oscar’s got it flat out, and we are flying. I’m still a bit shook up from the trip in the tank and I look over at the speedo and see we’re doing 100 miles per hour, which equates to about 165 kilometres an hour, there’s no such thing as seat belts, and Oscar’s driving like a maniac.

      On our way back to town, Mick looked very pale and he said,

      “Do me a favour; never ever ask me to go down there again.”

      But apart from all that, Oscar had a body load of pigs for us every week and that helped build up our numbers.

      The next big change was when we got together with AMLEstates to form EldersAMLEstates. John Robbins was now the manager of the Stock Department, Jim Scully was our boss at Cannon Hill and the main auctioneer, and Alex Stariha was the senior clerk.

      Alex eventually became an auctioneer himself, but I’d have to say he was a great clerk – affable, dedicated, efficient – the best clerk at Cannon Hill in my opinion.

      But some things never change and sessions at the Colmslie didn’t vary. It was a great place to gather and everyone would be there – Jim Scully, Eric Bassingthwaighte, Stan Wallace, Lenny Pugh, Noel “Bunny” Burrows, Geoff Teys, Leo Pugh, Bryan Kassulke – agents and buyers all mixing together; it was a very friendly atmosphere.

      I remember Cannon Hill as the premier selling centre in Queensland.

      It was where I spent all my time with Elders and I became pretty attached to the place; I enjoyed being out there.

      It was a lot of fun, I met a helluva lot of good blokes, I was proud to be a part of it, and it upset me that it had to close. 	
36. Marg Barton
(Agent / Clerk, 1975-91)

      Female workers at Cannon Hill were quite rare.

      Mary Smith and her daughter Ivy Severn were in the saleyards canteen for many years, as were Roslyn Kent, Audrey Bull and Betty Wagner, while Jan Wright worked in Dalgetys office and Pam Gordon and other girls rode horses and took cattle away from the scales.

      But as far as I’m aware, I was the only one to actually work alongside the auctioneers booking up at the calf sales in the earlier days, though I think Jan Wright may have booked up at Dalgetys cattle sales sometimes.

      Being the only girl among all the men was a bit daunting to start off with but, after a while, they accepted me and I was made to feel part of the crew and it didn’t worry me whatsoever.

      I worked for Fitzsimmons & Co which by then had become a subsidiary of Mactaggarts. Bill Webb was the manager and Vic Barwick was our auctioneer.

      Initially, my jobs were in the saleyard office but, as staff changed, I was asked to book up the calves. I even got roped into booking up for Alex Stariha from Elders when they were short staffed.

      Having been brought up on a farm near Proston, I knew which end of a cow ate grass so it wasn’t a great shock to find myself getting dirty and smelly, though I was wary of what I stepped in and the constant bellowing under the iron roof took a bit of getting used to.

      I lived at Newmarket. On Tuesdays I had a taxi booked to pick me up at home and get me to our saleyard office by 6.00am.

      My first job was to type up the account sales with the names and addresses of all our vendors.

      I had this big old cumbersome manual typewriter and I’d really have to thump the keys and bang the carriage to get the thing to perform; everyone used to joke about it.

      One day, Tony Greenup came by the office to say hello as he always did of a Tuesday morning, and he said,

      “I knew you were here, Marg. I could hear you in the carpark.”

      That always sticks in my mind. Tony was a really nice man!

      When the sales results from the pigs and calves came in, I would start writing in the prices, deducting the charges and completing the full details by hand.

      That would take all day. Early in the piece, I would go down to the sales and collect the work, but some years later when there were fewer people employed, it was suggested that I do the booking up.

      So I was doing the typing as well as the booking up.

      After the sale, I’d return to our non air-conditioned office, smelling to high heaven, and look out the window and watch half naked men with towels around their waists trotting off to their communal shower room. No such luxury for females!

      There was a ladies toilet downstairs but there were no upstairs facilities for women at all. It really didn’t worry me; I was very busy and I had more to do than worry about a bit of body odour.

      You’d finish in the dark most days. Depending on what time it was, sometimes I’d get a lift into town with one of the boys then catch a train home, sometimes I’d get a cab.

      After a while, liveweight selling became more popular and cattle were sold on Tuesdays as well as Thursdays. My duties were extended to help with the price calculations as the early computer programmes were pretty basic and there was more to be done after cattle came off the scales. That meant I was at the yards twice a week.

      If someone was on leave, I’d be asked to start at 5.00am, collect the paperwork from the checkpoint, prepare the calf booking up book with vendors’ names and numbers, and write up the book as whoever was doing the drafting called out the identification tag of each calf … that is if you could hear him above the din.

      It wasn’t my favourite job, but it had to be done.

      If I had time, I would have breakfast in the canteen and grab a sandwich on the run during the day.

      They were big days; sometimes I didn’t get home till ten o’clock. There was no such thing as overtime, but the company did pick up the tab for the cab, in fact they gave me a taxi docket book.

      I mainly booked up for Vic Barwick. He was very good; he was quite a remarkable man.

      I don’t know that anyone has ever talked much about Vic, but I thought he was outstanding.

      He loved a beer, but work came first. His knowledge of values was uncanny and his estimate of weights was spot on. I admired Vic.

      He died of cancer and that was sad; I missed him greatly.

      And when Vic wasn’t there any more, my Tuesday 5.00 am start became permanent.  I used to get out there at about 4.30 am, pick up the paperwork from the checkpoint, up to the saleyards office, write up the calf book and meet the casual workers at the calf yards at 5.00am to draft and pen the calves.

      Len Pugh was always next door in the Elders office when I arrived and would call out to me to come and get a cup of tea which must have been brewing for some time because it was so strong and a great heart starter for the morning.

      The people I worked with were really good people, real life characters and we laughed a lot, usually at each other. That made all the difference.  Alan Wagner and Kev Carmichael were always playing practical jokes on me.

      Mactaggarts eventually joined up with Primaries to become Primac. I’ve mentioned some of those I worked with at Fitzsimmons but I mustn’t forget the ones at Primac.

      There was Eric Bassingthwaighte, nicknamed “Berger” because of his habit of overdoing the paint job on the cattle, Graham Webb, Tony Dunn and Gary Pickard as well as Steve Alford who now has his own agency in northern NSW.

      Steve had an old Holden and we’d sometimes get a lift with him back into town. There would be three or four of us but only one of the doors opened, the passenger side front door, and we’d all have to climb aboard through the same door.

      After the sales were finished, the buyers would come in to check their prices and collect their weights and they’d always be throwing off at each other and there would be plenty of humour.

      Blokes like Jimmy Yates, Leo Pugh, Barrie Greenup and his son Mark, Graham “The Phantom” Fallis, John Duncombe, Geoff Teys, Grahame Flynn, John Norris, Gerry Henderson and Tony Greenup were bound to brighten your day no matter what happened.

      There were always a few pranksters fooling around too:

      Stan “Old Son” Wallace would walk past the office heading for the showers with a towel wrapped round him and Scully would try to pull it off nearly every Thursday.

      If he ever succeeded I missed the performance!

      Ross Attwood tied my shoelaces to the handle of the drawer and Mr Mactaggart walked in as I was trying to get them undone.

      Doug Mactaggart was a dynamic and colourful character as well as a bit of a practical joker himself. He didn’t worry about it.

      Another trick in winter was to throw a bucket of cold water over the wall into the shower room just as the bloke was drying off.

      Then the fellow in the shower would charge out with just a towel wrapped around him and race round the verandah trying to catch the bloke who threw the water. That was always good fun.

      And one time someone locked a boar in our office. The culprit may have been Mick Lucas; he was the main suspect anyway.

      It did a fair bit of damage and made quite a mess while it was in there but it was poor old Bill Webb who was the first one to open the door and he got a huge shock when this big lump of a pig just about knocked him down in its haste to get out.

      There were batwing doors blocking dogs from climbing the two sets of stairs up to the agents’ offices and attached to each set there was a bold sign “No Dogs Allowed Upstairs”.

      Some dogs would sit and wait for someone to use the stairs then scurry through the open batwings and race up onto the verandah to be with their masters who would be up there doing business, or acting the goat, as the case may be. Dogs can’t read!

      Gary Beckett drafted the Primac sheep. He had good dogs and I always admired them running up and down the drafting race or scrambling over the sheep’s backs and never putting a paw wrong.

      The Cannon Hill experience gave me a better understanding of my work, of my role as an agent in the industry, of where I fitted in.

      I can’t forget the long hours but I also remember the fun and the laughs and being involved with so many good people.

      I was there till the end; I worked at the last sale but it didn’t really hit me till the day was over and that was it!

      It took me a long time to even go back out there. I drove along Lytton Road where the saleyards used to be, saw the redevelopment in progress, and I felt sad.

      These days I occasionally get the train to Cannon Hill shops and I look out over the new housing estate where the yards used to be and I still see them – the selling pens, the holding paddocks, the office building, the whole complex.

      I don’t suppose I’ll ever get it out of my system.

      37. Alex Stariha
(Agent / Auctioneer, 1976-91)

      Although I started with AML&F in 1962, it wasn’t till 1976 that I was transferred into the Stock Department as the senior clerk. That was the beginning of 15 happy years at Cannon Hill that I’ll never forget.

      Wally Frood and Don Lambert were our auctioneers at the time; later on, when we became associated with Australian Estates and then Elders, Jim Scully and Bob Mickan were the auctioneers and I became an auctioneer myself thanks to Bob.

      Cannon Hill was a great place to work. It was a place where you came in contact with men from all walks of life – stockmen, cattle barons, carriers, buyers, other agents – and, although there was competition, we all got on well together. It was a happy place to be.

      People I remember from those days include Athol Prince from Boulia who sent cattle down by the train load.

      In the buyers’ ranks, blokes like Mark Spence, Russell Thomson, Alan Wagner, Geoff Teys and Leo Pugh never missed a sale, stockmen such as Geoff Sharman, Ken Carswell and Len Pugh were permanent fixtures, and local carriers like Syd Laverty and Len Bird made Cannon Hill their second home.

      We worked hard, we had some long days, but there were also lots of laughs; when these sort of blokes get together there is bound to be a few pranksters in the group as there certainly was in my time.

      You’ll understand why I can’t mention the names, but I must tell you what happened to a certain character who used to frequent our office for a quiet nap at the end of a busy day.

      The gentleman in question would stretch out in the old squatters chair in the corner, head back, legs up, and he’d be off to sleep in no time.

      Old mate always wore shorts, baggy shorts, but no underpants, and there he’d be in all his glory, legs apart, undies missing, genitals showing, dozing peacefully without a care in the world.

      This was a regular event, a centre of attraction you might say, and a certain prankster plotted to take advantage of the situation.

      Our friend was out like a light with everything hanging out of his shorts when this other bloke got hold of a bottle of that white liquid paper stuff and dabbed it on the knob of the dormant prick.

      It was hilarious! You couldn’t laugh out loud in the office for fear of waking him up so we had to get outside on the verandah to let it out. Laugh! I was laughing so hard the tears were flowing.

      When did old mate discover his penis had been painted? Can’t answer that one, but he was back in the same chair the next week!

      I think the best word to describe Cannon Hill is “family”. All the different types of people that frequented the saleyards were part of the same community; people trusted one another. Here is an example:

      Lyn’s parents, Jack and Isabelle Wilson, had a farm at Nambour and Syd Laverty, the carrier, came from Woombye.

      When our son David wanted to go up to his grandparent’s farm during school holidays, he would come to Cannon Hill with me in the morning and travel up to Woombye in Syd’s truck in the afternoon.

      Now it’s one thing to consign a few cattle with a carrier but it’s another matter to entrust him with your eight-year-old son!

      I had only met Syd through Cannon Hill but I trusted him, therefore my wife trusted him, and our son couldn’t have been happier with the arrangement.

      If you were in any way associated with Cannon Hill you stuck together like members of one big family. That’s how I remember it!

      Alex and his wife Lyn now have their own livestock agency with regular sales at Gatton and Laidley conducted by David who is following in his father’s footsteps as an agent and auctioneer.
38. Dave Morrow
(Stock Inspector, 1963 & 1978-91)

      The stock inspector’s primary role at Cannon Hill was disease control.

      Apart from keeping an ever watchful eye on the old cattle tick, in the 70s and 80s we had all sorts of dramas with the Brucellosis and Tuberculosis Eradication Campaign (BTEC).

      Many properties were being destocked under this programme, and large numbers of cattle were coming to Cannon Hill from far western Queensland and the Central Highlands to be sold on a “slaughter only” basis.

      My job was to police the arrangement and to make sure none of these suspect cattle, especially females, were sold as stores.

      There was a permit system in those days. The local stock inspector at say, Quilpie, would issue a permit for the stock to travel to Cannon Hill and he would note the conditions that applied to each particular consignment.

      We would inspect the cattle lined up in the selling pens and then we’d go to the agent and ask to see the corresponding permits, making sure that the auctioneer announced the “slaughter only” condition on all BTEC cattle yarded.

      If they were store cows, too bad! They could not go out to another property, they had to be slaughtered.

      We did a primary inspection before the sale started and apart from checking for ticks, we also monitored the absence of tailtags and the situation with “faulty” cattle – cancer eyes and the like.

      In those days there were a few cattle coming in that should never have been allowed near a saleyard but should have been destroyed on the place or sent direct to the meatworks.

      That aspect of our work became more prevalent with the increasing awareness of animal welfare issues.

      We would get out to the yards by about 6.30am.

      I had an offsider, one of the up and coming young stock inspectors such as Vern Doyle, Doug Stewart or Perry Jones, and firstly we’d inspect all the cattle, record the pens to be followed up, cross check these with the permits held by the agents, and stipulate what further action was necessary to comply with the regulations.

      We’d have that done by the time the sale started.

      Most days we didn’t worry much about breakfast, may have had a cup of tea at the canteen, but early buyers would now be looking for permits to move cattle out and we’d be in the office writing these up and also preparing the paperwork for all the regular buyers to save time at the end of the day.

      The numbers coming through at that time warranted a second round of selling. As the first rows of cattle were sold and moved out, more cattle would be penned, so we’d be down there inspecting these new lots in between issuing instructions and writing permits.

      At the very end they penned the bulls and sold them last.

      We also had to supervise the dip. The rules stated that all cattle going to clean country, even slaughter cattle, must be dipped.

      For example, if Ted Long from Warwick or Bobby Hooper from KR Darling Downs bought a truck load, they would have to be dipped before leaving Cannon Hill, and if by chance they happened to buy cattle with ticks on them (which, mind you, they wouldn’t do!), those cattle would have to be dipped at Cannon Hill, held and fed for three days, then dipped again at Aratula or Helidon to clear.

      A couple of the agents gave me a hard time, but all in fun. Being Irish myself, I could readily relate to the antics of the likes of Jim Scully and Vince O’Brien.

      Scully was always trying to put one over, even though he knew that he was never going to win.

      This day, he turned up with a consignment of four or five pens of these magnificent weaners from “Jubilee Park” Barcaldine; prime they were, but they were not tailtagged. Property identification by tail tagging was the forerunner to the National Livestock Identification Scheme (N.L.I.S.)
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      And Scully says to me,

      “But we don’t need to tailtag them; they’re under the weight!”

      I forget what the weight was, but the regulations allowed for cattle under a certain weight, to be sold without the tag.

      “That’s not right, Jim. They are over the weight and I won’t allow them to be sold; they’re not for sale and that’s it!”

      Well he was in a state. If you know Jimmy you’ll know how he carried on and he got redder and redder in the face and I held out right up to the time he was to start selling, then I relented and said,

      “I’ll give in to you this time, Scully,” and the relief on his face was plain to see. He would have given the blarney to the owner and had the buyers all geed up, and to have to ring up and tell the vendor he couldn’t sell them would have broken his heart.

      When they were weighed and my stance proved to be correct I was just as relieved as Jim, but there were only a couple of kilos in it.

      Vince O’Brien worked for Shepherdson & Boyd; he was another Irishman who liked to argue with me. He was always having a crack at me about the BTEC cattle saying I wasn’t doing my job.

      This day, Vince was whingeing to me about cattle getting away under my nose, being sold as stores that should have been killed.

      We were on the catwalk overlooking the pens and he says,

      “Now you see those steers there; they have been standing next door to TB cattle. What are you going to do about them?”

      And I says to him,

      “Okay, Vince, I’ll quarantine the whole bloody yard.”

      He nearly fell off the rail. “Oh no, you can’t do that!”

      “They’re quarantined, finished, straight to the works, the lot!”

      It turned out that Vince had bought the steers in question as forward stores for a client of his and, before he started telling me how to do my job, the cattle would have been entitled to travel without a problem … now they had to be killed!

      Dave Shepherdson thought it was hilarious.

      Cannon Hill was a great place to work. I got on pretty well with everybody; there were plenty of times when you could have a laugh.	There were some real characters among the stockmen; Geoffrey Sharman for instance.

      I remember one time we were dipping these big soft Shorthorn bullocks and we just couldn’t get ‘em to move, they just wouldn’t budge in the crush no matter how we tried to push ‘em up.

      Geoffrey is running out of ideas, running out of puff and running out of patience. Eventually he comes out with,

      “That’s it! I’ve had enough; I’ll sool the dog onto ‘em.”

      I’d seen vicious dogs biting cattle in western Queensland and I’d seen the damage they did and I was a bit skeptical about this dog of Geoffrey’s being let loose on these beautiful Shorthorns.

      Anyway, Geoffrey goes off and gets Rover.

      Rover’s youth was behind him. When Geoffrey sicked him on to the cattle in the crush he gently poked his head through the rail up front and went woof woof woof in a nice soft voice then ambled down the back and went woof woof woof.

      The cattle took no notice, “Good boy,” says Geoffrey, woof woof woof,  goes the dog, and I  burst out laughing.

      The Saleyard Superintendent was Eric Ogden and Geoffrey was always in trouble with Eric.

      One morning we were having smoko when I overheard this exchange:

      “Geoffrey, I want a word with you,” Eric calls out.

      “Well I don’t want a bloody word with you, Eric!”

      Another character was Bert Thompson, a buyer from Caboolture. He bought for Huttons but he also operated at the lower end of the market on his own behalf.

      One time he bought this pen of mickies and didn’t pay much for them either. As mickies they were intended for slaughter and young Grant Edmonds, who was working with me at the time, chased him up to see what he intended to do with the cattle.

      When it turned out that they weren’t going to Huttons but that Bert intended keeping them for himself, the matter was referred to me.

      “What are you up to with those mickies? I asked him.

      “Mickies, what mickies? They’re steers now!”

      He’d run them up the race and cut the lot of them!

      Generally speaking, the people at Cannon Hill were tops.

      I had a job to do, my decisions weren’t always welcome, but I never came the big stick with anyone; I don’t believe in the big stick.

      Intelligent people know what’s got to be done and all the people at Cannon Hill – buyers, agents, stockmen – were intelligent.

      They had to be; if you were no good you wouldn’t last a week at Cannon Hill in any capacity.

      Among the agents, Vic Barwick was one I had a lot of time for, so too Bill Webb, and there was Marg Barton; I still get a hug and a kiss from her every show I go to.

      And Stan Wallace; he was an institution.

      Then there was Bob Templeton. The sale would be about to start and he’d be looking for Jim Scully.

      “Where’s that bloody Scully?” and he’d be just about tearing his hair out (not that he had much) and Scully would be away somewhere doing a deal but he’d always turn up in time.

      When I first went there in the sixties, there were thousands of sheep, up to 50,000 at times, but the numbers dropped off after that.

      Greg Grant was one agent and Shepherdson & Boyd was another that went out of their way to attract more sheep to the sales. They specialised in prime lambs from the New England area of NSW.

      People relate to either mutton or lamb but, to me, hogget is the best.

      I was pretty good mates with one of the butchers, Cliff Howard from Ipswich, and I would get him to buy a couple of hoggets for me, take ‘em back to Ipswich, kill ‘em, hang ‘em, dress ‘em and bring ‘em back to me all professionally cut up and packed, the brisket rolled if I wanted it, and it was always really lovely.

      I’ve never had hogget since.

      And when the work was done what better way to relax than to have a beer at the Colmslie?

      Just about everybody would be there especially auctioneers like Stan Wallace, John Barrett, Bob Templeton, Jim Scully, Bob Mickan, and buyers as well, a big crowd; not all in the one shout mind you, but I’ve seen John Callus chuck a $100 note on the bar and say,

      “Drink that out!”

      John could be very generous when he was in the mood.

      In the DPI, the Department of Primary Industries, Cannon Hill was regarded as a glamour job, and I’m sure other stock inspectors who worked there like Bert Hooker and Ron Groves would have agreed with me.

      It was more or less a nine-to-five job, six-to-eight sometimes, but you didn’t have to travel and you’d be home every night, whereas with some postings in the bush you were never home.

      I liked Cannon Hill – the mood of the place, the friendliness. I enjoyed the work. Saleyard work can be boring, but life was never boring at Cannon Hill. It was a great place to work, a great place to be, and I was there to the end.

      When Cannon Hill finished up, I finished up; I took my redundancy and called it a day. That was enough for me.
39. Cliff Cammack
(Cattle Buyer, 1983-91)

      I was an agent before I became a buyer and while managing Elders at Quilpie from 1966, I sent down consignments of sheep and /or cattle on behalf of company clients the Speedy family, Hall family, Watts family, Edwards family, and others, as well as the famous JD1 Hereford bullocks from Nockatunga Station, Thargomindah.

      Mark Pope was the senior auctioneer for Elders at Cannon Hill at the time. He knew his job, was a shrewd operator, and a very good judge of values.

      As a cattle buyer for R. J. Gilbertson Pty Ltd, I was initially based at Gympie working the South Burnett but came to Cannon Hill in 1983 to replace Gerry Henderson and reported to John Mathewson, the General Manager Livestock at Grafton.

      Gilbertsons headquarters were in Victoria and, at that time, they were the major meat processor in Australia.

      When they came to Queensland with a killing contract at Cannon Hill abattoir complemented by their own boning operation with a capacity of 500 head a day, they made a helluva difference to the competition in the market.

      My first day as a buyer at Cannon Hill was not easy but it was certainly an experience. Mind you, the established buyers were all good blokes, but in a competitive market you don’t expect any favours and they made it tough for me.

      Grahame Flynn was a hard man to toss, Jack O’Hagan wanted all the good cows, Bryan Kassulke, Geoff Teys, Leo Pugh and Maurie Doube were there, and plenty of others too, but at the end of the day we were all mates … and that lasted till the next sale!

      And irrespective of what anyone else might tell you, there was never any collusion; we were very competitive during the sale but friends afterwards. That’s my story and I’m sticking to it!

      When Grahame Flynn moved up the ladder, John Kier came down from The North to take his place. He appeared to be nervous to begin with but once he found his feet he became a rather dominant figure on the Cannon Hill scene.

      Keith Moffat was appointed to take charge of Gilbertson’s Queensland operation and I was made the Livestock Manager reporting to him. Bill Jensen ran the boning room and Bob Fairbain managed the wholesale business.

      Our buyers in the country included Gary Johnston in Toowoomba, Jim “Muscles” Coleman at Dalby, Roy Quinn at Rockhampton and Des Whip at Springsure. Our commission buyers were Ian Wain at Mundubbera, Kelvin Day in the Central Highlands, and Ron Gehrke in the Brisbane Valley.

      Malcolm McKenzie was the Group Manager for Gilbertsons based at the Grafton plant. He described buyers in these words:

      “A cattle buyer is a man in a big hat that wears gabardine pants and drives a flash car with a bulbar. He has the company cheque book in his hip pocket and goes to sales to piss money up against the wall.”

      Our boss, Keith Moffat, referred to them as Kenwood Chefs:

      “You know what a Kenwood Chef is,” he’d say.

      “A Kenwood Chef sits on the bench at home; it’s a Mixmaster! We call buyers Kenwood Chefs so they can mix the mob up.

      “You give ‘em a price to buy cows and tell ‘em the type of cows you want but the market is a little bit hotter than you thought it was going to be so the buyer buys a few lighter ones and mixes them all in together and at the end of the day when he does his figures they come out spot on, except for the fact that the quality is not as intended.

      “So he tells Billy Jensen in the boning room what’s coming down and lets him know that he’ll have to work around it the best way he can and being a good boning room manager, Billy always did.”

      The order would come through from Victoria that we wanted cattle and we’d slip into Cannon Hill and buy ‘em because they’d be right on our doorstep. If we couldn’t get ‘em there we’d look elsewhere.

      One time an order for Jap Ox came through from Melbourne. We needed 160 bullocks in a hurry and we didn’t have ‘em.

      There were sales at Longreach and Blackall but our buyers were tied up on other jobs and I couldn’t get out there in time, so I rang Maurie Doube from Morex. He had a plane!

      “Maurie,” I said, “I’m after a bit of a favour; just say yes or no. Would you be able to give me a lift to Longreach and Blackall sales?”

      “Not a problem, Cliff, and I’ll pick you up at Gympie Airport.”

      I went out with the Morex buyer Max Nunn and when I arrived the rest of the buying fraternity shunned me like a leper.

      Peter “Pluto” Tudor operating for Warwick Bacon gave me the treatment and blew me out of the water. I never bought a bullock.

      Pluto bought all the good bullocks and paid too much for them, I finished up with one pen of cows about 10 cents over the odds, and all I can say about that exercise is that they knew I was there!

      And I guess when Frank Hart at Warwick Bacon got the costing on the bullocks, he knew I’d been there too!

      So we flew back to Toowoomba and Maurie put on a fresh pilot to take me home.

      You could be guaranteed of a laugh at Cannon Hill; for instance, when Stan Wallace was caught on Bruno Giaiotti’s bullocks … and that happened every time they came down.

      Bruno railed cattle all the way from Bloomsbury on a regular basis, Stan always took a few too many bids out of the air, and we always enjoyed catching him at it. It was good fun.

      Stan Wallace was unique. He was a good auctioneer, a good bloke, and always good for a laugh.

      Jim Scully was at the same caper but Scully was too cunning to get caught. I think he had a couple of mates in the audience.

      He would start his cattle somewhere near the mark, no messing around, knock ‘em down and move on.

      Being an ex-agent and auctioneer, I was familiar with how agents think and how they operate; I knew the tricks of the trade. I think that helped me get along with most of the agents at least as well as the rest of the buyers.

      When it was all boiled down, the agents needed the Gilbertsons order to help maintain stability in the market, so we all got along pretty well together.

      Agents sell and buyers buy but nothing would ever be killed if it wasn’t for the stockmen, the blokes who got them out of the pens, into the paddocks and eventually across Lytton Road to the abattoir.

      Gary Taylor did our stock work and after him came a real character, Geoffrey Sharman. Geoffrey did a real good job for us.

      He used to frighten me. He never wore a skull cap and he’d be at full gallop on the bitumen and you knew if the horse slipped he’d hit his head and be killed immediately. But he never had a fall.

      He used to ride out and block the traffic so the cattle could cross and he’d have the horse’s head over the bonnet looking at the driver through the windscreen and he’d have nowhere to go but stop!

      The “chemical residue” business was a major issue for us.

      If we bought a lot of three cows, one had to be tested before they could be slaughtered, and with the number of processors at Cannon Hill and buying little lots here and there, you can imagine how many tests had to be carried out before kills could proceeded.

      Our fat samples, along with everyone else’s, were taken at the abattoir and then sent over to Yerongpilly for analysis while we sat on our bums waiting. It was taking bloody days!

      To speed things up I approached Bill Murray, the head vet, and he allowed me to take our fat samples over to Yerongpilly myself.

      It cost us a few rumps, but we got our samples back pretty quickly and that kept our kill flowing and our boning room operating.

      That was the sort of thing you had to do to remain productive.

      Did we ever go to the Colmslie? Is the Pope a Catholic?

      Of course we went to the Colmslie and with good reason too: the Colmslie was a customer of ours, we supplied their steaks.

      We bought cattle on weight, something that Keith Moffat and I, as the management team, built up. We bought a lot of cattle from Lyle and George Morton at Birdsville and from Arrabury Pastoral Co., and when Jim Scully joined Peter Sherwin we bought cattle from “Cluny” and “Galway Downs” too.

      And when our weight-basis vendors like David Brook from Birdsville came to town, we’d take them to the Colmslie for a meal. If you think about it, they could have been eating their own beef!

      Apart from that, it was a pleasure to rub shoulders with the blokes you’d been battling with all day and it was a good place to square off with Bill Jensen and break the news to him that the cows he is expecting may be even more mixed up than last time.

      Billy was one to arrive early and leave late so he must have enjoyed these little meetings away from the plant.

      Des Whip had the offer of cattle belonging to Ashley Daley at “Arrabury” out on the S.A. border. I met Des at Longreach and we drove down to Windorah and camped the night.

      We shared a room. There were millions of mosquitoes but Des was a heavy smoker and while he puffed they stayed away.

      I said, “Des, I don’t really mind if you sit up and smoke all night just as long as these bloody mossies keep away from me.”

      When we took off next morning there were clouds on the horizon in the south west and the weather was a bit iffy by the time we got to Arrabury where we stayed with the manager Neville Richards and his wife Merle.

      In the middle of the night we could hear the rain on the roof and I said to Des, “We’re out of here, mate,” and we took off.

      You know what it’s like out in that country; had we stayed we could’ve been there a week, maybe a month!

      We jumped into the Nissan Patrol and headed for Longreach slipping and sliding off the road in the blacksoil all the way.

      I gave Whippy a spell at Windorah, took off a bit too quick and finished up in the mulga.

      “Give me that wheel back,” was all he said.

      We made it into Longreach 15 hours after leaving Arrabury.

      We’d achieved nothing, never even got to see the cattle, but those were the things we did in those days to try to keep Gilbertsons boning room operational at Cannon Hill.

      I remember Cannon Hill as the place we’d go to top up our kills and in doing so, I’m sure we did our bit to support both the saleyards and the abattoir.

      A day out at Cannon Hill saleyards was always interesting and educational. The people made it – buyers, agents, stockmen – all contributed in their own way to create an atmosphere that was unique.

      Yes, I enjoyed my time at Cannon Hill.

      40. Les Clyne
(Market Reporter, 1986-91)

      My first visit to Cannon Hill was with my father, also Les Clyne, who took me there in the 50s when I was still a schoolboy.

      My grandfather ran a carrying business in Goondiwindi and my father drove an old AL192 International with a 36 foot trailer for him. He often had a load of cattle to take down to the sale.

      Trams ran in Brisbane in those days and tram tracks were down the centre of the road. The oncoming traffic prevented you from passing trams on the right, and you couldn’t pass on the left when the tram was stopped because you would run over people getting on or off. You passed trams on the left but only when the tram was moving.

      This day we were taking a load of big Shorthorn cows to Cannon Hill for Roy Tweedie at North Star, when we came up behind a tram. It stops, so we stop.

      When it gets going again, we try to get past it on the left but with ten forward gears the old Inter is just too slow off the mark and by the time we catch up to the tram, it stops again.

      Dad could get pretty cranky and this stop start business was getting to him and after three or four stops he was really fuming.

      We were pulled up right beside this tram for the fourth time and dad is checking things out in his right side mirror when this big wide grin splits his face and he says,

      “You want to see this!”

      One of these old cows had but its backside to the stock crate and was peeing out into the tram and all the women were shifting camp to the other side to get away from the stream of steamy urine.

      The conductor got off the tram, stormed up to dad told him to move on, or words to that effect, and that’s how we got past the tram.

      Prior to actually working there myself, I consigned quite a lot of stock to Cannon Hill in the 60s and 70s when I was based at Goondiwindi, Dirranbandi and Texas.

      During that time, I remember sending in the trainloads of sheep and fat bullocks from the AP Company properties “Noondoo” and “Cubbie”. I was with Winchcombes but the arrangement was that we shared the commission on a 50/50 basis with Estates.

      Before we trucked them we would draft off the heavier cattle and load them separately. I’d write down the K wagon numbers then I’d ring Bob Ingle, the Livestock Manager in Brisbane and tell him:

      “The biggest bullocks are in K346509, K854307 etc etc.”

      Irrespective of which agent achieved the top price, we both received the same commission but it was always nice to hear AP Company General Manager, Ted Capper, say:

      “Buggered if I know, but you Winchcombes fellows always get the best prices.”

      After years away from the industry, I came to Cannon Hill in 1986 with the Livestock & Meat Authority of Queensland (LMAQ).

      The brains of the LMAQ outfit had just set up the Queensland Cattle Market Index which I didn’t understand. They gave me three books the size of War and Peace to read about how it was calculated, and I learned more and more about less and less and in the end I knew stuff-all about everything!

      Bill Meynink appointed me. He was the chairman, Bruce Campbell took over from him, Blair Given was the secretary, another bloke was John Hall, Ken Wilcock was the research officer, and Ken was my boss.

      Hugh Gillies was the reporter doing the Cannon Hill sales and Ken suggested that I go out there and learn to work the handheld data capture device we used to record all the information, so that if anyone at Rockhampton, Toowoomba or Dalby took sick, I could fill in.

      I went out and did that; it took a fair bit of learning too. I used to take over when Hugh took a break.

      The device had eight or nine fields to complete for each lot of cattle – pen number, fat score, weight, category, value, something else, something else, and finally, the number in the lot. The number in the lot was left to last to allow for those occasions when a buyer wanted one or two painted out.

      The auctioneers were on a time limit, they’d be going flat out, and it was a real struggle to fill in all these fields and keep up.

      We didn’t stand up on the catwalk with the auctioneers. To tell you the truth, they weren’t too keen about all this new computerised reporting to start with and they didn’t like us up there on the rail getting in their road, so we’d be down among the buyers.

      We would talk to the export buyers, and the local butchers too, and it’s marvellous what we could glean out there.

      The day would start with all the exporters in a huddle up one end of the first race, comparing notes and getting their riding instructions. I wouldn’t like to use the dreaded term “collusion” but some people might have gained the impression that it did go on.

      What I used to do was keep in contact with them and to get “over the hooks” price quotes and I could never understand their reluctance to part with the information.

      Some of them even used to give me false rates. I know that for a fact because, unbeknown to them, I had friends on the Downs who were faxing me the prices and I was getting all the grids anyway.

      By about 11 o’clock a wide cross section of all categories in the sale would have been data-captured. I’d take the device over to the office, download it to Jackie McFarlane in our Brisbane office, get a report back, add in a few meaningful comments, and then I’d ring Keith Franklin or John Fisher at the ABC and pre-record an interim report to be broadcast on the Country Hour at noon.

      When the sale was finished the procedure would be repeated and a final report prepared and rung through to and recorded with ABC Toowoomba, ABC Longreach, 4ZR Roma, 4VL Charleville, 4WK Warwick, 4HI Emerald and maybe a couple of others.

      During my five years at The Hill, I got to know all the agents including Eric Bassingthwaighte, Bill Webb, Dave Shepherdson, Dick Boyd, Bob Mickan, Jim Scully, Alex Stariha and Stan Wallace.

      And I knew where the Colmslie was and did call in there for a beer with John Clark on one occasion, but it was important to return to the office in town to finish the job off properly.

      I saw a few funny things in my time:

      This was the era of the Singing Telegram. It was Leo Pugh’s birthday and, unbeknown to him, Eric Ogden, Stan Wallace and others had organised a “Fat-o-Gram”. As it turned out, I was standing right beside Leo when the lady arrived and I can still remember him saying,

      “Hey Les, get onto this fat sheila comin’ along the catwalk? Have a look at her will ya!”

      We were all at Pen 1 waiting for the sale to start when she sauntered down. She must have got undressed in Ogden’s office.

      There was plenty of her; she was the type that would load about sixteen to the K wagon and she was wearing only these little pants and a bra and carrying a radio cassette player.

      Everyone was gawking at her and laughing, Leo was laughing, those in the know were laughing the loudest, and the lady says,

      “Excuse me, which one of you gentlemen is Leo?”

      Well! Poor bloody old Leo; he nearly died. He went very red in the face, he wished the floorboards would part and swallow him up, but he couldn’t get away and	she cranked up the music, put a big fat arm around him, snuggled up beside him, and crooned: 
“Happy Birthday To You … Happy Birthday Dear Leo.”

      All the regulars were there – Stan Wallace, Des Cherry, Geoff Teys, Lee Richardson, Ronny Stanton, Grahame Flynn, Grant Daley – and everyone joined in singing and laughing. It all went over well after Leo got over the initial shock.

      Leo’s Birthday

      When Pope John Paul II came to Brisbane for a visit, his itinerary took him along Creek Road on sale day and all the Catholics – Scully, Wallace & Co – organised that the selling be interrupted so they could go over and give him a wave as he went past.

      I was in the scalehouse overlooking Creek Road showing a group of university students how the job worked and we had a great view when the Pope and his entourage went by. I waved, the Pope waved, and I waved back.

      When the sale got underway again I asked the Catholics what they saw of the Pope but I could tell they didn’t see much at all.

      “You should have been with me,” I said. “The Presbyterians got a better look than the Catholics; he even gave me a big wave.”

      Eric Ogden was a stickler for starting on time. If you weren’t there at 8 o’clock when the bell rang, you were cracked off and had to go to the end of the sale.

      I don’t know he ever enforced the rule but no one was game to try him and all agents went out of their way to start at 8.00am sharp.

      There was this carpet snake out there, as quiet as a mouse and fairly big too, about six or eight foot I reckon, and he used to hang around the office / canteen building. In the winter, he would slide out and sun himself on the stairs leading down from the agents’ offices.

      I remember one day, I think it was one of the Elders blokes, maybe Bob Mickan, maybe Alex Stariha, anyway whoever it was is running late. He’s got an armful of books and paperwork and he comes roaring down these wooden stairs, spots the snake, gets such a fright that he launches himself into midair, books, paper and pencils fly everywhere, and he falls upside down at the bottom of the stairs.

      When I left Texas, the change to decimal currency had yet to be accepted. Cannon Hill brought me up to date and taught me to understand cents a kilo trading, dressing percentages and all the factors that make up a meaningful market report.

      Today I still use that knowledge to compile a comprehensive report of the week’s trading for the ABC Country Hour every Friday.

      I’ll have fond memories of Cannon Hill; I enjoyed it a lot. I’d been an agent, rubbed shoulders with the people in the bush, and when I came back to the industry I found I was mixing with the same fair dinkum type of people all over again. It was like coming home!
41. And There’s More …

      Keith Wilson:  A lot of funny things happened at Cannon Hill:

      There were resting paddocks all along Creek Road and very few houses, but urban development was starting to take place.

      Jack O’Hagan had a paddock known as “Hoges’ Gully” and Ray Lawlor and I used to drove Jack’s cattle to this paddock from the saleyards at daybreak on Friday mornings, and bring them back to the abattoirs early on Monday mornings.

      We would have up to 500 head, mainly Brahman bullocks and old boner cows.  The bullocks would always want to race ahead while the cows would want to hang back.  It was just as well we had good working dogs to help keep them under control.

      Nearly every time we moved cattle to and from this paddock we would have an altercation with a baker who would be coming out onto the road from the Cobbity Farm bakery to start his deliveries.

      Instead of staying quiet in his vehicle he would insist on sitting on the horn which spooked the cattle and made it very difficult for us to keep them under control.

      I used to say to Ray, “One day he’ll get his!”

      Anyway, one Monday morning it happened!

      We were bringing cattle back from the paddock and sure enough we bump into this bloody baker again and he’s blowing the horn for all his worth.

      The cattle took fright, the dogs got agitated and Ray and I were having a lot of difficulty keeping things under control. We thought we might lose ‘em so we ringed them in on themselves but … whoops … the van was in the way and they tipped it over. Bad luck!

      Well, the horn stopped blaring, the mob settled down, and we rode over to check on the driver.

      The van was on its side and here he was, still in the cab, but standing up with his head poking out the passenger side window and saying things that can’t be repeated. We rode off and left him to it.

      A policeman came and wanted to know what happened, so we explained about the horn and the unfortunate accident and he went away with a funny smile on his face.

      Not long after that, they closed the Creek Road stock route for safety reasons. Ours may have been the last big mob to use it. 
At three o’clock one morning, I was over in the sheep yards talking to Roy Gill, and I turned around to see my old man, Merv Wilson, brawling with Danny Hassett.

      They’re into it; like bloody windmills they were.

      Roy Gill was a real dry old bugger and he says to me,

      “Whadda ya reckon; should we break ‘em up?”

      “I dunno; what do you reckon, Roy?”

      “Well,” he says, “they’re not doing much harm to each other so I think we should let ‘em go.”

      Then old Wally Frood turns up and he says,

      “Why aren’t you stopping that?”

      I said, “They’re not hurting one another much, Wally, so we thought we’d let ‘em keep going.”

      And he got right up me because I wouldn’t stop the fight.

      By the time I did intervene they’d had enough anyway, and the next day they shook hands and were the best of mates ever after.

      I never did find out what it was all about but I do believe it was all over some unfortunate misunderstanding. There was never any animosity between the pair from the outset.

      As a sequel to that, Dan’s father, Herbie Hassett, came to me the following week.

      “What are we gonna do; are we going to slip into it too?”

      I’m a pretty big bloke and I was playing A Grade Rugby League for Wynnum Manly in the front row at the time. Herb was a little bloke, about half my size, and a good thirty years older.

      “Oh, shit no, Herb; you’d belt the crap outta me!

      With that, he patted me on the back, thanked me, and walked away. Herbie Hassett was a real character, a legend!

      Another time Herbie did come to blows with a bloke named Darkie Arnold, the headstockman for Redbank. They were both old men, in their sixties or early seventies.

      Anyway, Herb was going pretty well, then he sucked in a deep breath, his trousers fell down round his ankles and, when he bent down to pick them up, Darkie hung one on him and dropped him.

      My old man was teasing old Henry Daniels down in the pig pens. Now Henry was a big man, a really big fella.

      Henry had these pigs and he’s let ‘em out to come down the lane, but while his back was turned my old man slips ‘em into an empty pen out of sight.

      Henry turns back to find his pigs have vanished; he’s looking for ‘em everywhere and getting wilder by the second!

      He says to Dad, “Have you seen my pigs?”

      “No, no; I haven’t seen any of your pigs, Henry.”

      “Has anyone touched my pigs?” he roars. “What’s happened to those bloody pigs?”

      Then some bright spark pipes up and says,

      “I seen Merv Wilson put some pigs in a pen.”

      Well, he goes right off and comes across and hangs one on my old man’s jaw.

      Now Dad had been having a bit of trouble with a tooth. He’d been to the dentist to get the thing out but, although he tried twice, the dentist couldn’t budge it.

      Henry Daniels’ punch did the job; it knocked the offending molar clean out of my old man’s head and did him a big favour.

      In those days, you couldn’t get into the saleyards unless your father or your uncle was there before you. The jobs were handed down from one generation to the next.

      Anyway, I started when I was 13 and I worked there fulltime for 18 years from when I was 16. And I loved every minute of it.

      Graeme O’Keefe: I was working for Don Ross taking cattle to the scales. There were areas in the lanes where the tar was lifting off the bricks and those patches were pretty slippery for shod horses.

      Anyway, I was cantering too fast around a corner, trying to block this cow, when the horse’s feet went sideways out from under him … and arse over head I went.

      Let me assure you, there was no give in that pavement at all.

      A couple of days later, I was on the same horse, doing the same sort of thing. A cow had beat us back up the lane a couple of times and we couldn’t get a gate closed on her.

      I was racing back to try to block her with the horse when someone slammed a gate in front.

      I pulled the brakes on the horse and this time his feet skidded forward and out from under him, so he tipped right over backwards and nearly came down on top of me.

      Luckily I rolled clear just in time though he did give me a bit of a hit in the ribs and knocked a bit of wind out of me; I was shaking and he was shaking, but we were back at work ten minutes later.

      I started coming to Donny’s place mucking about with horses when I was about 14. He’s been like a father to me.

      At other times I worked for Neil Pugh. He’s a good bloke.

      One particular morning, Neil and I were campdrafting cattle to pen up and they came along and took photos of us for the Stockmans Hall of Fame. Whether they ever used the photos I wouldn’t know!

      I also used to do a bit with Gary Beckett when he worked for AML&F. Garry was another real good man.

      Did I enjoy Cannon Hill?

      I loved it! It was a great place to grow up! I was 14 when I went there, I’m 59 now, and I loved every minute of it.

      Geoff Elliott: My grandfather, Harry Elliott, worked at Newmarket; my father, Jim Elliott, worked at Cannon Hill when it first opened; and I worked at Cannon Hill too. So there are three generations of Elliotts associated with the saleyards in Brisbane for over 100 years.

      In my case, I grew up there as a kid and kept a pony at Redbank stables. I worked there on and off as a buyer, as a stockman, and as an agent with Cam Brown and Ian McMillan at AML&F, and I was there till just before the place closed down.

      Vicki Wilson: I have very fond memories of being at the saleyards.

      As a little girl, I remember running around the place and playing, and playing was climbing in and out of the pens among the sheep and cattle, climbing on the fences, and running along the top rail while the sale was on.

      I remember getting yelled at and people calling out my name, but if I heard Dad whistle to me, I knew I had to stop and run back to him straightaway.

      I was about five and riding my grey pony, helping Dad with a mob of cattle going over to the abattoir, when his horse knocked up and he sent me back to Nana’s place to get Grandad to bring the float.

      It was raining a bit and my pony wasn’t all that obedient, but I made it through the traffic across Lytton Road, then trotted down and across Barrack Road, and up to Nana’s place as quickly as I could.

      Nana was very angry with Dad for sending a five-year-old on such a job.

      I remember the dip. It was a lot of fun putting the cattle through the dip; I used to just love that.

      And then when Dad was driving trucks, I loved the loading and unloading, and being able to climb up on the trucks and walk across the rails on top and balance and just hang in there.

      I enjoyed it all. I didn’t like cleaning out the trucks, but I did that too, and I remember getting a bit of pocket money when I did.

      Ray Crowther: At one time I was headstockman for Redbank but as numbers dwindled I worked for various operators at Cannon Hill.

      I used a motorbike to take sheep across the road over for the kill and I’d keep the bike in an empty pig pen out of the way.

      This day I had 300 lambs to move so I let them out of the yard into the lane and went to get the bike. It was gone!

      This was serious because you had to watch you didn’t box your stock with others and mine are already on the go and I’m on foot.

      Anyway, I looked around and up and down, and here’s the bike, on a rope, tied to the ceiling above the pig pens.

      It was well out of reach, I couldn’t get it down, so I just had to run after the lambs which wasn’t very helpful.

      And the culprit was …  that bloody Merv Watson!

      Brad Ryan: Growing up I used to do a bit with Graham Daly and Don Ross and I worked for Neil Pugh on a Monday and Wednesday drafting for the sales on Tuesday and Thursday, then on saledays I worked with Don Ross putting cattle over the scales.

      All good times in my life; great memories! My childhood memories are of Cannon Hill; that’s where I grew up!

      I’m a Station Officer for the Fire Service at Cannon Hill now, and I sit in the mess room and look over to where the yards used to be, and I can still see the dust rising, I can still see the smoke from diesel engines idling at the unloading bank, still hear dogs barking and whips cracking, still hear calves bellowing and pigs squealing … and the sights and sounds of Cannon Hill will never ever leave me!
42. Thanks, fondly, ‘Cannon Hill’
Poem by Geoff Elliott

      There’s been hundreds forge careers
Round its brick-paved pens and lanes.
To the creak of well worn hinges
And the clank of hooks and chains.
Where the bellow of the bullocks
And the plaintive bleat of sheep,
Shaped their lives and their ambitions
And carved a culture deep.
There, men from rival companies
Welded friendships set for years,
By the winks of livestock buyers
At the sharp-eyed auctioneers.
It moulded its own fashions
And its habits lingered still, 
In the men whose lives were woven
Through the ‘yards’ at Cannon Hill.

      But the site is now deserted,
Only ghosts frequent the place.
Where the bustle of the commerce
Has since gone without a trace.
No more the sight of drafting,
Of stockmen banging whips,
Or the rise of dust clouds leaving 
Thin black lines around our lips.
Across the sacred landscape, 
We’ve watched the dozers tramp,
As each shade roof was demolished
With each catwalk and each ramp.
They have drawn new streets and house

      blocks
Over what was once its map.
They have burnt the posts and panels
And sold the gates for scrap.

      For those who can remember,
(And there’s less and less each year),
There’s a sadness for its passing,
And for some an uncried tear.
We have seen the records tumble, when the prices rose and fell.
And recall the flush of numbers,
When the droughts demanded ‘sell’.
We remember in its heyday,
Not an empty yard was found.
When the thousands sent for auction,
Overflowed the second round.
Through good times and the bad times,
We’ve watched its history turned.
Our lives are all much richer
From the wisdom that we learned.	So alas, as fate would have it,
Or by politicians whim,
The links have all been shattered
As the memories all grow dim.
The photographs, though fading,
Are the only clues that last.
Unlike hats and boots and notebooks
And the paint brands of the past.
Since the traitor, masked as progress, 
Has made uninvited moves,
That have silenced cherished folklore,
And a billion cloven hooves.
Now we face a new direction,
But our hearts are turning still,
To an era that has come and gone – 
Thanks, fondly, ‘Cannon Hill’.

      ©Geoff Elliott

      43. Streets Preserve Memories

      Portwine Street - the late Joe Comiskey “Portwine” Alpha would be delighted.
The old saleyard site was redeveloped as a housing estate and many of the streets were named after those properties or districts from which the sale stock originated.

      These streets will remind future generations that big numbers of stock came to Cannon Hill from the Calliope and Wyandra districts.

      The trees were planted during Jack Fitzgerald’s time as Saleyard Superintendent as shade for cattle. Now they provide a beautiful park for the residents.

      The park is on Calliope Court off Cooper Street, a permanent reminder of Cooper Creek and all those magnificent bullocks that came in from the Channel Country

      Jericho Street – one more example of the streets in the estate preserving the 
memory of the origins of the livestock that came to Cannon Hill saleyards.

      44. The End

      The last sale at Cannon Hill was held in 1991.

      The photo below was taken by Sally Overell in 1992 and made available by Ross Attwood.

      The roof over the pig pens is in the background. The sheep yards have been demolished and veteran stockman Lenny Pugh is standing on the bricks where they used to be.

      This is where Danny Hassett’s dog “Mac” pushed up sheep to be drafted, where Graham Fallis was first recognised as “The Phantom”, where the big “Scully vs Crowe” fight took place … and where millions of sheep and lambs were sold.

      And now it’s all over!
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