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 There were 14 starters on this crisp, sunny, Sunday morning. Our route 

took us via Millbrook Rd to Mt Barker for our first stop. Geoff was 

already there having come across from Denmark. Then it was off west 

along the Muir Highway to Rocky Gully for a pit stop. We stopped 

opposite the newly renovated “Mean Street Café”. It was soon to be 

opened.  

 This ride was a bit of a trip down memory lane for me, cutting my teeth 

and spending the first 14 years 

growing up here. My father was a 

soldier settler in 1950. We lived for 

almost 2 years in the Rocky Gully 

Tent City while our home was built 

on a bush block that was 5 miles 

west of the town. The big timbered 

country was slowly cleared by 

bulldozers and ball and chains. 

Looking back, life was tough with 

not too many luxuries, but we had 

space and freedom. (And never 

learned how to shut a door-Trudy’s 

aside) The family grew quickly as 

there was no TV back then. Some 

families had over 10 kids. The 

primary school in it’s hey day had 

about 100-120 students. Most of us 

had no shoes until we had to leave to 

board away for high school. The 

town hall (now gone) was well used 

in this period along with the pub. 

Sport was a big thing and Rocky 

Gully fielded a league football team.  

Rocky Gully has slowly declined as 

people left when properties were 

planted to blue gums.  

So that’s just a quick snapshot of my 

life in Rocky Gully that I shared 

with those on the ride. 

We pressed on to Frankland 

where we discovered the shop had shut just before we pulled up. So, it was a lean lunch for  
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