Bendethra  History
Bendethra is now a camping spot on the Deua River, as it meanders through the National Park.  It is accessible only to four wheel drive vehicles, pack packers or riders.  The usual route is from Moruya, along the ridges of the Sugarloaf Forestry Road.  Most people go there to visit the caves.  Remember, at one stage it was under threat of wilderness legislation, from both sides of state parliament.  We can still visit this area because of the protest letters written in the early nineties by members of our club.

A century ago, the Bendethra Valley was a prosperous farming area.  This is the glowing account of the “Examiner’s” correspondent of 1886:

On Saturday, 27th December, with two other gentlemen, I took a trip to Bendethra, the residence of Mr Joseph George, situated on the banks of the Deua River, about twelve miles from the head of the same.  On arriving at this place, I was struck by its picturesque scenery, together with an excellent soil of several flats.  A person would not knowing this place would never think that such a grand farm could possibly be as it was, hidden by the mountains all around it.  A better farm for agricultural purposes could not be found under cultivation.  I found 17 acres of wheat and 60 acres of maize, several paddocks being systematically laid down under artificial grasses.

Mr George, I must admit, is a practical farmer, thoroughly conversant with all its branches.  I find that he thoroughly understands the principles and benefits of irrigation.  He has ingeniously constructed a race over a considerable distance, conveying water from the creek, and at certain distances along this race, I find rivulets, thereby allowing the water so conducted to flow over the surface of his paddock.  I find here a mowing machine, a reaper and binder, thrashing machine and a corn sheller of improved nature worked by man or horse power.  The machine is quite different to any other I have seen, with the corn coming out in one part while the cobs come out in another.  There is also a corn cracker in an improved system.

Without an exception, I can safely say that Mr George has one of the best, most economically laid out farms I have witnessed, not a tree or stump to be seen in the paddocks which contain on an average 25 to 40 acres each.

About 12 miles from here is the dividing range.  I was struck by the scenery of this mountain.  On my approaching it, my attention was attracted by the growth of a peculiar kind of shrub.  On examination, I found it to be growing on lime-stone, which is plentiful here.  I was shown two mounds or heaps of stone, supposed to be the resting place of two aboriginals.  One of the tribe is never known to pass the resting place without placing an additional stone on them.

Mr George contemplates going into dairying soon.  The area of his property is considerable, being miles in length, as also in width, and hemmed in on all sides by high and steep mountains, some of which look lovely to the eye, being conical shape.

Having made a thorough tour of this place, and visited the caves and places of note, in company with Mr George, I felt fatigued, and took refuge under the roof of his residence, where kindness and hospitality were liberally extended to us.  Next day in company with my companions, we wended our way backward through hill and dale, crossing the Deua upwards of 20 times, passing through several beautiful flats.  About 9 miles from Bendethra is the residence of Mr Allen Rankin and about 25 miles from here is Yongally, the property of his father.   4 or 5 miles from here is the property of Mr Hughes, convenient to which is the Mr H. Ball property and a small distance from here is Mr Morgan’s.  Having now nearly finished our journey, my companions, being experts in the saddle, wended their way through Woola Creek, deep gullies and over high mountains, thereby causing your correspondent a little anxiety, not being A1 in the saddle.

But, having a steed of pure blood, I managed to keep close to my friend’s heels until we arrived at the main road convenient to Mr Nevin’s, and I felt grateful that my days in the bush exploring had ended, as I felt quite knocked up, causing my friends to have a jolly laugh at me.

It is still possible to identify the old bridle path from Bendethra to Moruya, along which the George and Rankin pigs, cattle and turkeys were driven up the precipitous mountain side, eventually to be shipped to Sydney.  Turkeys were persuaded along the path by a trail of corn, dribbled from a sack carried by a leading horseman.

In 1939, John Rankin, then aged 88, and his 79 year old wife used pack horses for their last journey from Bendethra to Moruya, after 50 years of farming there.

Mr George’s farm, so carefully cleared, ploughed and watered is now a mass of tussocks, the grass between cropped short by kangaroos and wallabies.  Black stem wattle creeps in on all sides.  The homestead is completely gone, its site marked by tall white acacias and oaks.  Nearby, four stumpy corner posts and broken rails mark the grave of one of the George children.  An old stone oven is backed into the hillside and there are a few straggling fruit trees.  The irrigation trenches can still be identified.

From notes supplied by Moruya & District Historical Society’s booklet, Then and Now, published around 1988 – Brian Mitchell

