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The Moreton Bay Hotel, Redcliffe Parade, Redcliffe.   

Taken in 1905. 
 

Contribution from member, Robert (Bob) Kirkwood.  Some of 

his relatives are included in this photo.  The full story is detailed 

on page 4 and 5.   
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Redcliffe and District Family History Group Inc. 

ABN 92 598 691 311- REGISTERED CHARITY 

Library Address: Clontarf Beach Scout Den, Cnr Maine Road & Isobel Street, Clontarf. 

Postal Address:  P.O. Box 3122, Clontarf MDC, Qld. 4019, Australia. 

Secretary’s contact email address:  roger.hendey@gmail.com 

 Website: https://sites.google.com/site/newredcliffefamilyhistorysite/home 

Email: rdfhg2012@gmail.com 

Library Phone Number:  07 3889 3691  

 

 PATRONS: Mr. Scott Driscoll, Member for Redcliffe  

    Mrs Gayle M. Sutherland (wife of Mayor of Moreton Bay 

     Regional Council) 

 

President/Newsletter Editor  Leonne Willis  3885 3533 

Vice President/Asst. Treasurer   Cheryl Salisbury  3284 3444 

Secretary      Roger Hendey   3293 0567 

Treasurer       Eva Costello  3283 3193  

Librarian/Newsletter Distribution        Dianne Hendey           3293 0567  

Committee Member/Photographer  Robert Kirkwood 3204 0656  

 

MEMBERSHIP FEES  

Financial Year  1st July 2012 to 30th June 2013 

 New Membership Joining Fee   $  6.00 

 Single Membership     $ 35.00 

 Family Membership      $ 40.00 

 

 LIBRARY HOURS: Tuesday & Thursday mornings 9.30 am - 12.30 pm 

 (Closed for end of year school holidays - mid December to end January.) 

 

 COMMITTEE MEETINGS.  Meetings are held on the last Tuesday of each 

 month at 11:30 am at our Library (address above).  Members are very welcome 

 to attend Committee Meetings to submit ideas for discussion.    

 

 RESEARCH NIGHT.     By appointment.   First Monday most months 

 except January and July at our Library, Clontarf Beach Scout Den, corner  

 Maine Rd & Isobel St., Clontarf.  Plenty of off-street parking.  If a public  

 holiday falls on the 1st Monday, it can still be a Research Night. 

 

 NEWSLETTER.   Members will receive a copy of our newsletter, “The First 

 Settlement City Gazette” by e-mail or by “snail-mail” during the months of 

 March, July and November.  

 

 

 
 

 
Disclaimer:  The Redcliffe & District Family History Group Inc. does not hold itself responsible for the 

opinions expressed or statements made by the contributors of articles published in this newsletter.  

Unless an article is marked copyright, Family History organisations have permission to reprint items 

from this newsletter, providing that the source is acknowledged and it is used for the purpose of family 

research.  Copyright remains the property of the submitter. 

We thank the office staff of the Member for Redcliffe, Mr. Scott Driscoll, who 

kindly printed and collated this newsletter. 

https://sites.google.com/site/newredcliffefamilyhistorysite/home
mailto:rdfhg2012@gmail.com
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  To the following new  member      

     since our last newsletter. 

 

      JAN PUGH 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Firstly, Charity Day, Redcliffe Showgrounds, Sunday 6 January, 2013.  We have been offered this 

date for our fundraising at the Sunday Markets.   Many thanks to those members who have already 

offered to assist on the gates.  These charity days are a very important part of our fund-raising efforts.   

 

Secondly, since the last newsletter, we purchased the following out of  the grant monies from the 

State Government‟s Community Benefit fund.   

 
 An ACER computer Pentium 4 Core2Duo running at 3.06GHz., 
 with keyboard, mouse and a 17” flat screen monitor.   
 
It is similar to our “Number Two” in the office but better.  It has replaced our “Number Three” (and 

is kept on the trolley and wheeled outside for use in the main hall).   We have now fully utilised the 

grant monies.   

 

Thirdly, after an unusually slow start, internet usage has picked up to such an extent that both 

internet computers are now constantly occupied during our library mornings.  It would be wise for 

members to make use of our booking system to avoid disappointment.    

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Our third computer is now basically used for accessing our comprehensive compact disc collection.  

Thanks mainly to June McDonnell and Roger Hendey, this has recently been completely 

reorganised and the instruction manual has been re-vamped.  With many of the CDs requiring 

different viewing programs, this should make it much easier for our members to access the 

information.   

 

Fourthly, it was good to see that one of our honorary members, Val Clarke, had regained her 

interest in her family research and she was, once again, a regular and welcome attendee. In a very 

recent fall she broke her leg and is now incapacitated but we wish her speedy recovery.    Another 

honorary member, Irene Barritt, is recuperating from a serious illness and it was really good to see 

her call in at our library a few weeks ago.  We wish her a complete return to health and hope to see 

her again as a regular in the near future.   
 

Fifthly, Since the turn of the financial year, our funds have been substantially increased by donations 

from a number of members.  It would not be appropriate to publish their names, but their kind 

generosity is recognised here and is much appreciated. 

ADMIN CORNER 

 

GOOD NEWS DEPARTMENT 

Note:  We are unsure, at this stage, whether to renew our Ancestry.com World 

Heritage package next year or whether to revert to Heritage Plus (Australia and the 

UK).  If members are researching connections throughout the world, and would 

prefer us to retain the current subscription, they should make their wishes known in 

the next few months. 
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GOOD NEWS.  CTD. 

 

Lastly, Our library has been augmented by the donation of books and magazines from our members, 

and even passers-by.  We are always happy to receive such resources, many of which are now out of 

print, or difficult to obtain.  The donations include Queensland electoral rolls, UK material and 

genealogy research tips.      

       ********** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To June and Mal McDonnell on  

the occasion of their 50th Wedding 

Anniversary.    

 

 

June and Mal are two of our long-term  

members and are always willing to lend a 

hand with Library needs.   Many thanks 

for your help and enthusiasm over the 

years!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

********* 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
FAST FOOD OUTLETS - A NEW FAMILY HISTORY RESEARCH TOOL? 

 

We committed family historians pride ourselves on our detective skills. 

 

We spend a small fortune on computer-based research programs and obtaining copies of certificates; 

we travel all over the country visiting state archives, libraries, churches and graveyards; we buy or 

borrow books and maps; we send out endless emails or letters, and, if fortune smiles on us, we make 

contact with distant and not-so-distant relatives we never knew we had.  And so it goes on. 

 

But how many of you ever considered using the local fast food outlet as a research tool? 

4 Sep 2012.  June and Mal at 

the library to celebrate with 

many of our members. 
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A few months ago, I was visiting a local eatery in Redcliffe (I won‟t name it but it rhymes with 

“Fizzlers”).  While my mate paid for the meal (a condition of entry) I turned to sit down and noticed 

a very large black and white photo of the Moreton Bay Hotel from 1905 with a hundred or more men 

women and children out the front in a big photo shoot.    Ed. note:  Full photo seen on cover page. 

 

I have seen this before but never looked at it closely, and never expected to see anyone I knew sitting 

there.   This time I took a closer look and there in the front row was my grandfather, Robert 

McGregor KIRKWOOD holding a very young child.  It can‟t have been his, as he didn‟t get 

married until 5 years after the date of the photo, in 1910.   

 

I think the child must be Lily Sophia PIKETT born 1902 and the man in the white suit is Lily‟s 

father, Fountain PIKETT.  On his left hand is a wedding ring and he has a bag between his legs. 

which I presume would contain all the needs for his daughter, so that confirms it for me. 

 

To the left of my grandfather is “Uncle” Jack McGREGOR.  Behind him and wearing a light 

coloured hat and a tie that looks like it had been cut off is Robert SPARKES who married another 

of the PIKETT girls, Ethel Maria.  Robert ran the butcher‟s shop on the corner of Anzac Avenue 

and John Street where the pet shop now stands.      Next stop   Mackers?      

By member Bob Kirkwood.         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Editor’s Note:    The Moreton Bay Hotel still operates in Redcliffe but has seen renovations over the 

years.   Redcliffe Peninsula streets include the names of Kirkwood, McGregor, Pikett and 

Sparkes.   

 
 

Robert McGregor Kirkwood (holding a very young Lily Sophia Pikett (born 1902).   Next 

to them, in the white suit, is Lily‟s father, Fountain Pikett.      

 

Other familiar faces are - “Uncle” Jack McGregor (left of Robert Kirkwood).  Behind him, 

wearing a light coloured hat is Robert Sparkes who married one of the Pikett girls, Ethel 

Maria.    

   

Contribution from member, Robert (Bob) Kirkwood, grandson of Robert McGregor 

Kirkwood.    
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My Surprising Discovery 
 

By Member Rhonda Simpson (Goschnick) 

 

I thought I knew all members of my maternal grandmother‟s family, but recent surprising findings 

proved otherwise.  This is the family as I knew it:   

 

Parents:   George Lindsay (1855 - 1929)  and  Mary Hannah (Cooper) (1856 - 1894). 

 

Children:  George Ernest (1880 - 1948), Mary Ethel (1881 - 1947), William Coutts (1885 - 1952), 

Daisy Holsgrove (1888 - 1965) (my Grandma), and Ruby May (1890 - 1953) 

 

On occasion, I “google” ancestor‟s names at random.  One day several months ago I put in 

Grandma‟s name with her very different middle name and up popped a “Daisy Holsgrove Lindsay” 

born in London in 1883.  I did a double take and looked a little closer as I knew Grandma was 

born in Newcastle, NSW, in 1888. 

 

With such an unusual name I felt it had to be to do with my Lindsay ancestry.  And so it 

proved to be.  The birth registration was in Poplar, London which is where the births of the 

two eldest children were registered, so I was even more positive.  There were no deaths of 

that name in the English BDMs, but the family had come to NSW and when I checked the 

NSW deaths I found that Daisy had died in 1885 as a toddler. 

 

I sent away for the birth certificate of this „new‟ Daisy to confirm what I already knew, 

because it was highly unlikely that there was another person with this same name in another 

family.  When it eventually came and showed the same parents, as I‟d suspected, I then sent 

for the death certificate as well from NSW because I was curious about the reason for her 

death.  Interestingly, it had been indexed incorrectly with both the mother‟s and Daisy „s 

second name (both beginning with „H‟ - Mary Hannah and Daisy Holsgrove) being indexed 

as a „K‟.  Some dates have been difficult to decipher but it looks as though sadly, she died on 

Christmas Eve or Christmas Day 1885 and was buried on Christmas Day.  And the cause of 

her death was meningitis.   There are no known photos of this Daisy. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
.     

 

 

 

 
 

Daisy Holsgrove Lindsay (2nd Daisy) with husband George Edward Elliott 

and their two children, Dorothy (L) and Mary.   
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There is a cruel twist of fate to follow on there for that family and its descendants. 

 

Several years later in 1888, another girl baby was born in the family, and as was a common custom then, 

she was given the same name as the baby that had died, Daisy Holsgrove Lindsay.  Eventually Daisy 

married George Edward Elliott in Marrickville, Sydney in December 1914.  Roll on some years and the 

namesake of the baby who died had children of her own - Mary, Dorothy, Evelyn (my mother), Olive 

and William (Bill).  Mary died unexpectedly in 1922 at age six and the cause of her death ....meningitis 

as a result of complications from the measles.  I wonder now if Mary‟s mother, Daisy, knew of her older 

baby sister‟s death from the same illness, and what thoughts she may have had of history repeating 

itself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I know they didn‟t talk openly about many 

things then and I take it the first Daisy was 

never mentioned as time went on.  In the 

funeral notice for George Lindsay in 1929, 

all of his children are mentioned except 

baby Daisy.  

 

She was never mentioned to my knowledge, 

by any of my grandparents or their families 

in all the time that I remember.  The one 

remaining child of Daisy‟s still living, Bill ,was very surprised to hear this story.   

 

Quite some years ago now, I sent away for a „transcript‟ of Grandma‟s birth certificate.  After I found 

this „new‟ Daisy I had another look at Grandma‟s certificate and at George and Mary‟s death certificates 

and they all say „one female deceased‟.  I think at the time I checked NSW BDMs and nothing showed 

up.  And I obviously didn‟t check quite the correct time frame on the English births because there are 

many „Lindsay‟ births registered in Poplar, but if I had checked correct time that particular name would 

have really stood out for me.   

 

Part of my difficulty in finding Daisy was because I‟d never been able to find out exactly when the 

family came to Australia.  I knew from the death certificate of mother. Mary Hannah that it was about 

1884, and I have now been able to check more closely.  The records show that Mary with daughters 

Mary Ethel; and Daisy arrived in Australia in April 1884.  I had checked that record previously and had 

been confused as Mary is shown as Mary Ann and I didn‟t know then about the first „Daisy‟, but now it 

all ties together and dates appear to be correct.  However, I have still not been able to prove when 

George Lindsay or their son George Ernest arrived in the country.  George Snr was a shipwright so may 

not be listed on any passenger list ......my search continues. 

 

I feel satisfied in myself knowing that I have found out about the first Daisy and I‟m happy to be able to 

assign her to her special place in our family tree. 

 

The moral of my story......always check every aspect of all details on certificates....who knows what you 

may find!   

       ********** 

 

As mentioned in our July, 2012 newsletter, the next section completes the story of William Hodson, the 

Russian Revolutionary Fighter, by member Dianne Hendey. 

 

A very faded photo of Mary 

Elliott who died in 1922 at 

age six years.   
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Dianne‟s grandfather, William  “Snowy” Hodson returned to Queensland in 1920.  The following 

partial extract from a local newspaper details his job as a crane driver or “dogman” in the building of 

Brisbane‟s Town Hall Clock Tower.  (Because of the clipping‟s 

poor quality, it is reproduced here.)    

 

The Daily Standard, Thursday, February 2, 1928. 
A LOOK OVER BRISBANE 

FROM THE TOWN HALL TOWER 
Tea With the Crane Man 

 

 Perched with a nicety of balance atop the skeleton frame of 

the clock tower of the new Town Hall, the crane and its occupants 

are left in splendid solitude, with only the clank-clank of the 

former and the monosyllable conversation between the latter and 

the lad, in his cubicle 20 feet out on a narrow platform. 

 

 Many, no doubt, would like to share their view of Brisbane, 

rolling out like a map under the eyes of the crane man.  But, 

needless to say, they prefer to await the installation of a lift to the 

285 feet of eminence.  Still it is an interesting climb, if rather 

distressing.   

 

 The newly-installed elevator took me up to the second floor.  

The first lap of the journey had been covered.  Another flight of 

stairs, and seeing the dogman coming back to earth, I awaited 

his landing. 

 

 Snowy Hodson stepped from the hook, a fine specimen of an athlete, brown and hard, and, a 

gentleman of nerve to boot.  This is Snowy‟s first job as a dogman.  He has had, to date, 18 months 

of it, and likes it.  Better than hard work, is how he puts it.  Still..... 

 

A Long Climb 
 

 I was quite ignorant of the meaning, derivation, what you will, of the term “dogman”.  Snowy 

shared my ignorance.  In journalism, to get the right answer to the right question, you go to the man 

higher up.  Subsequently I left Snowy, after ascertaining that the crane  driver did not come down for 

lunch, and began my climb.  I wanted to do the thing properly and not fall down on the story! 

 

 So I began my climb.  The iron ladders began by the side of the dome in the first storey of the 

tower, littered with boards, materials of all descriptions, and the air misty with dust.  Hand over hand 

then to the roof, where, pushing up a trapdoor, I reached the next.  Across the room, and by another 

ladder to the next floor, and I was among the red girders.  Here the iron ladders ended and wooden 

ones took their place, lashed to the iron work, I liked to think, with imperishable firmness. 

 

 I seemed to leave Brisbane behind and the air began to fan my face.  I pitied those crawling 

Lilliputians below in the hot streets.  Still Nature balanced one with another, and, if I did have a 

breeze, the exertion of climbing equalised matters.  Up and up, and still up, walking along narrow 

platforms of boards to climb ladder after ladder, and I eventually reached the little platform whereon 

rests the crane.  I could see no way of paying a surprise visit upon the crane man for there was no 

visible entry. 

 

“Mind Your Head” 
 

I hailed him.  Above and out came the face of the crane man.  “Wait a minute.  Mind your head,” and 

his face was withdrawn.  I got down upon my ladder again, and there came a scuffle of machinery 

from within his lofty chariot. 

Thursday, Feb 2, 1928.  The Brisbane 

Town Hall Clock Tower under construction. 
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 Clank, clank and the whole box of tricks turned on its axis.  It 

was a little disconcerting.  But I knew the thing was safe enough, and 

when the fellow at the lever inside ceased his pulling of this and that 

I found a narrow platform some 4ft above the tray which held this 

mechanical titbit.  I climbed on to it and met the grinning engineer. 

 

 Bert Carter and his boy, Alec, share this Olympian resort.  I 

met Bert, and as my conversational ability for once was at a low ebb, 

and I sat staring round while by breath returned.  Then we set about a 

little causerie.  It appears that Bert likes the job.  It‟s the highest job 

he has had to date, and he told me that this height for a crane was a 

world‟s record.  Of course there are higher buildings.  But hoisting 

the crane to the top of the building first and then hauling up the 

structure, so to speak, afterwards, was a departure from custom.  It 

appears that way from the pavement.  It has previously been 

explained how the crane was deposited on top of the tower.   

 

 Getting it down, on completion of the building, the same 

methods (rest of paragraph is unknown).  ......discerned the main range, as easily as I picked out the 

Glasshouse Mountains away to the North. And then I looked into the heart of the city; saw the pit of 

the Treasury Building which some day may be filled in and a fine tower erected thereon.  I looked 

down upon the tallest building of the city, which drew its slender length from out the rusk of the 

lesser architecture; and saw the Leichhardt-street Church steeple, the one steeple of prominence in 

Brisbane, whose claim to loftiness has at last been challenged by the Town Hall tower. 

 

On  The Job 

 

 That magnificent bird‟s-eye view was worth the climb, but apart from that I found it had not 

been in vain.  I re-entered Bert‟s little hut and put to the man higher up the question of where the 

word “dogman” came from, and so on.  Bert said that the claws of the grip on material at the end of 

his crane line were called “the dogs.”  Hence the man who tended the “dogs” was called dogman.  

It was simple.    Alec, the crane boy, hollered something from his perch. A boy is necessary on the 

crane, for the signalling between dogman and crane-driver cannot be carried out with the usual 

whistle.   It appeared that a visitor was coming up, and Bert sprang to his levers.........  To conclude 

this story, two slides taken in 1960 show the finished Clock Tower and the view from the top. 

  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

William “Snowy” Hodson in his 

sixties. 
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The Redcliffe & District Family History Group gratefully acknowledges the following local  

firms who give us their generous support. 


