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a woman with a child on the hip, and 
another by the hand. She was also 
carrying a shovel. Speaking to her, he 
discovered that she was returning to her 
hut, having just buried a child who had 
had a sore throat and died. Her husband 
was away with a mate fencing and she 
was on her own.  He didn’t say whether 
she was Scottish. 

There were some incidents that would 
have given Banjo Paterson material even 
better than the whisky bottle flung at the 
fleeing child’s head. The Reverend 
Terras is said to have stayed one time at 
a property called Kitty. After the meal, 
Rev Terras sat in front of the fire 
reading to the children from the Bible. 
Mrs X sat at the kitchen table breast-
feeding a very fractious baby. Try as she 
might, the child wouldn’t suck the 
mothers breast.  At last in exasperation, 
Mother is said to have warned the baby 
“If you don’t stop your nonsense and 
suck, I’ll take it out and give it to the 
nice man over there” 

The Rev Terras reportedly avoided 
staying there again. 

One of the interesting things about the 
early baptismal records is that children 
received the blessing from whichever 
parson or minister who came along. 
Records reflect the perceived need by 
parents to ensure that their children 
were in the Lords Army and also the 
dedication of the parsons or priests to 
maintain contact with not only their 
flock, but the community in general. It is 
not uncommon to find families who had 
children baptised in several different 
denominations. 

My father was an admirer of a parson 
who came to Wingham following his 
war service. The Presbyterian charge 
went as far up the valley as the 
Nowendoc Plateau and a service was 
held there once a month during the 
week.  Dad loaned me to him to drive, 
probably hoping that the practice would 
improve my driving. 

On one occasion I was driving the Rev 
Lucock to Nowendoc* and on the way 
we passed some men fencing. He got 
me to stop the car and went and yarned 
to them and gave them the excuse to 
knock off for a brew. Before we 
continued on he had a prayer. Further 
on we passed through Cooplacurripa** 
Station and at the homestead yards there 
was branding in progress. We stopped 
again – so did they, and another brew 
ensued. After a yarn one of the men 
went over to the homestead and 
brought the women over to the yards. A 
prayer and short ad hoc service followed. 
He also got booked for a christening 
next time he was passing through. 
Doesn’t happen these days and we 
wonder why?  

Eric Richardson, our Registrar 

*Nowendoc is a parish and village on the 
Northern Tablelands, New South Wales, 
Australia. It is 360 km north of the state 
capital, Sydney, 66 km south of Walcha in 
the Walcha Shire local government area. A 
sealed road, Thunderbolt’s Way, is about 
three hundred metres to the south of 
Nowendoc and provides links to the south 
and north.  It’s an awfully long way from 
anywere even these days. I drove 
Thunderbolt’s Way last year on my way to 
the Celtic Festival at Glen Innes. 

**Cooplacurripa River, a perennial river of 
the Manning River catchment, is located in 
the Northern Tablelands and Mid North 
Coast districts of New South Wales, 
Australia. 

Susan Cooke 

 

Andrew Barton Paterson 

“The Banjo” 

Each year when I go to the Bonnie 
Wingham Scottish Festival I recite a 
poem at the Braveheart Breakfast.  The 
theme is any poet either Scottish or of 
Scottish ancestry.  My favourite poet is 
Banjo Patterson. 

Andrew Barton Paterson was born at 
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scrub 
Where he knew that pursuit would be risky, 
The priest, as he fled, flung a flask at his 
head 
That was labelled "Maginnis's Whisky!" 

 

And Maginnis Magee has been made a J.P., 
And the one thing he hates more than sin is 
To be asked by the folk who have heard of 
the joke, 
How he came to be christened "Maginnis"! 

 

AB Patterson: The Bulletin, 16 December 
1893. 

 

Recent Events  

 

In September Susan Cooke attended the 
Clans on the Coast, at Nelson Bay, 
sharing a tent with the Scottish 
Australian Heritage Council.  As usual it 
was a most enjoyable day. 

 

The Clan Lindsay Society was 
represented at The Canberra Pipe Drum 
Competition and Scottish Gathering at 
Kambah in October.  The tent was 
staffed by Susan Cooke, Christopher 
Lindesay and Hamish Lindsay. 

 

On 30 November Susan attended the 
Kirkin’ o’ the Tartan at St Stephen’s 
Church in Macquarie Street, Sydney, 
where she read the Old Testament 
Lesson.  After the service Susan carried 
our Clan banner in procession to Hyde 
Park, Sydney where we had a picnic.  
This is always a fun event and attracts a 
lot of attention from the public. 

 

 

 

The Canberra Pipe Band Competition and 

Highland Gathering 2014. 

 

Future events 

 

Pop these events into your calendar:  

 

Australia Day Celtic Festival, at 
Bradfield Park, under the Sydney 
Harbour Bridge on Australia Day, 26 
January 2015.  Clan Lindsay will have a 
tent there.  I would love to see you. 

 

The National Multicultural Festival will 
be held in Canberra from 13-15 Feb and, 
if previous years are anything to go by, it 
will again attract folk from all around 
the country.  We’ll be there in our tartan. 

 

Bundanoon is Brigadoon 2015 will be 
held on the second Saturday in April 
2015 because Easter is early next year.  
We will be there in the Clan tent village. 

 

At the end of that month, from the 30th 
Apr to 3 May, the Australian Celtic 
Festival will be held in Glen Innes. 

 

Susan Cooke 
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Minister to do this and of course most 
of the life peers at that time tended to 
show allegiance to her Conservative 
Party. 

When the Labour Party eventually won 
office, Tony Blair started appointing life 
peers as if they were going out of 
fashion, because he was having a terrible 
time getting bills passed by the Lords 
within the current sitting session. As the 
hereditary Lords still had the numbers 
to send most of the Labour bills back to 
the Commons for amendments, Blair 
decided in 1998 to introduce a bill to 
reform the House of Lords, and the first 
part of that reform was to remove the 
sitting and voting rights of hereditary 
peers. 

The Lords can only hold up a bill and 
force amendments for up to one year or 
two sitting sessions, (there are two 
sitting sessions each year). 

Of course the hereditary peers knew this. 
They also knew that Blair was very 
anxious to get this reform through, so 
they decided to pass it without delay but 
with some very comfortable accepted 
amendments. I'll mention them a little 
later. 

Not wanting to miss out on such a 
unique opportunity, we decided to go 
that year and take our daughter with us. 
This would be our first visit to the UK 
when the Australian dollar was only 
worth around 34 English pence. 

My wife, Joy, heard about the cost of 
food in London so we took dried army 
food packed in our cases which was 
prepared at Scottsdale in Tasmania. This 
was sealed in flat alfoil packages and all 
that had to be done was open them at 
the top, pour in boiling water and seal it 
for approximately five minutes. They 
consisted of roast lamb, beef or chicken 
with roast vegetables. All we added was 
Deb potato to make a great meal. We 
would sit up in our hotel room and 
enjoy a roast dinner for around five 
dollars a head, while down the street in a 

restaurant the same meal could cost 
between 15 and 20 pounds, or 45-60 
Australian dollars at that time. 

On arriving in London, it was arranged 
for me to meet the Black Rod and the 
Clerk of Parliaments to receive what is 
known as the “new boys’ kit”. This 
contains everything you need to know 
before entering parliament. 

It seems they were not aware that I was 
booked to take my oath of allegiance 
that afternoon, as I was told to take this 
kit home and study it for three to four 
weeks then make arrangements to take 
my seat. I, with some embarrassment, 
had to inform them that it had been 
arranged for me to take my seat that 
afternoon and that I had only three to 
four hours. I was then informed that 
this was very irregular. Of course they 
were not aware I had been studying my 
father's new boys’ kit for some years. 

That afternoon, I took my Oath of 
Allegiance to Her Majesty. The protocol 
was that after signing the roll, I would 
proceed to the Vice Chancellor sitting 
on the wool sack, and without standing 
too close, shake his hand, then proceed 
out of the chamber and re-enter from 
the back to take my seat on the cross 
benches. When I reached out to shake 
the hand of the Vice Chancellor, trying 
not to breathe on him (I'm not sure 
what the pandemic was that year) he 
pulled me right up against himself and 
whispered in my ear, “I married an 
Aussie girl you know”. Then, as I 
proceeded out the rear door, some 
Western Australian baron sitting up the 
back sang out in a very Aussie accent, 
'Good on ya mate'. (So much for the 
protocol.) 

After taking my Oath of Allegiance, I sat 
on the cross benches as an independent 
for a few weeks prior to the State 
Opening, and listened to some 
marvellous speakers debating 
amendments to the Bill of Scotland. 
This related to the formation of the 
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Scottish Parliament. 

The British tabloids had somehow 
found out that we were arriving in 
Britain on our first overseas trip and 
that I was taking my seat in their House 
of Lords. This of course was like 
'fodder' for the Blair Government's 
proposed reform of the Lords and was 
used to their advantage. It reinforced 
their view that the heredity peer system, 
with heirs and descendants living all 
over the world, was out of date. 

It was brought to notice that here was a 
hereditary peer who lives on the other 
side of the world, who had never been 
to Britain before, but who could have a 
decisive vote on the future of their 
country. 

There was a decisive vote being taken 
one day and naturally I decided to 
abstain. Those who want to abstain are 
ushered out into the passage until the 
votes have been counted. I happened to 
notice the little lady standing beside me 
and recognised her as Mrs Thatcher 
(then Baroness Thatcher since being 
appointed a member of the House of 
Lords). I turned to her and said, “You're 
Baroness Thatcher,” and she 
immediately replied, “And you're the 
Aussie Earl.” 

I found her very easy to talk to, nothing 
like The Iron Lady I had read and heard 
so much about over the years. 

During the time I was sitting in the 
House, I was astounded by the interest 
shown in the proposed reform of our 
own Constitution in Australia. A 
Constitutional Convention had just been 
held and a referendum was being 
proposed. I was invited to give a 
number of addresses, prior to sitting 
each day, on the situation as it stood at 
that time in Australia. It seems that it 
was thought that if Australia became a 
republic, New Zealand would soon 
follow and this would give the Blair 
Government more reason to push the 
reform of their Constitution, 

diminishing the role of the Monarchy in 
Britain. 

I noticed on the schedule of upcoming 
business in the House for the day after 
the forthcoming state opening, that the 
Queen's speech was going to be debated 
and the first item to be debated was the 
proposed reform of the House of Lords. 

 

 

RENEWAL OF SUBSCRIPTIONS 

These are due in the month  

you joined. 

 

The date on your envelope is a 

reminder when to renew … 

 

We value your membership and look 
forward to your renewal when it falls 

due in the month you joined. 

 

Renewal rates are available  

on our web site 

www.clanlindsay.org.au 

 

 

 

After so much interest being shown in 
the reform of our own Constitution in 
Australia, I decided to book my maiden 
speech and have a say. This had to be 
booked through the Office of Black 
Rod and Clerk of the Parliaments. Once 
again, I was informed that it is very 
unusual to make a maiden speech so 
soon after entering Parliament. It is 
usually six months or longer before you 
are expected to sneeze out loud, let 
alone deliver a maiden speech!! But I 
decided pull my rank and go ahead and 
book it anyway. 

Parliament recessed for one week to 
prepare for the State Opening. During 
that time we were escorted around the 
Scottish highland sites where our titles 






