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An Outstanding Horseman
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By Lloyd Nelson & Jim WestBy Lloyd Nelson & Jim WestBy Lloyd Nelson & Jim West

About this brief history:

Wagin farmer Jim West (a Cronin descendant) and
local writer Lloyd Nelson (a one-time neighbour of
Don Cronin at East Wagin) have joined forces to
commemorate the approaching Centenary of
ANZAC and to pull together between one set of
covers, much of what is on record about early
settlers, the Cronins of Glen Cove, near Bullock
Hills in the Central Great Southern and that of their
famous folklore son, John O’Donald Cronin –
known universally as Don.

Jim did most of the research via his computer and
both of the collaborators were surprised at the
coverage given Don in the universal media of the
day – the Press. The insightful articles about the
Cronins and Don in particular, come from the book
of Katanning Memories initiated and edited by past
Katanning Shire President of Illareen Katanning,
Ross Anderson.

Two related articles – Gallipoli Revisited and A
Walk Around Wagin on Vincent O’Donoghue have
been included to show the dark side of Don’s War.

Here are Jim West’s memories of the famous Don.
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Stories and legends of the great bushman and
stockman, Don Cronin were often mentioned at
family gatherings; especially of his sense of humour
and the legendary stutter. This sent me on the path
of researching the history of this relative of our
family.
Having heard of his ability with horses, I contacted
the Stockman’s Hall of Fame to see what
information they had about Don. The answer was –
none, and it seemed they were not at all interested
in this West Australian legend. Being surprised at
the disinterest, I began research in other quarters.
What a good surprise was in store after spending
many hours on the computer discovering what an
interesting and varied life he had. Not having a
great journalistic ability, I suggested to Lloyd
Nelson that he collaborate to put Don’s record
down for posterity.

One of the first stories of Don I heard from my
Grandmother (cousin of Don), Alice West (nee
Cronin), often known as Cis. Don, at over 80 years
old, was in the Wagin Hospital with a broken leg
and Cis went to visit and see how he was. Cis
asked how he broke the leg, but Don stubbornly
refused to tell. After much quiet persuasion and
insistence, Don said, ‘Alright I’ll tell you, but first
shut the door’, and he then beckoned Cis to put her
ear down near him and he quietly whispered that
he’d fallen from his horse on a property in West
Arthur. ‘But how?’ said Cis and he replied that he
was hunting kangaroos with his stirrup iron.
Strangely, during my research, I found that this was
a favourite activity in company with his brothers and
the Haddletons as teenagers on the sandplain near
Glen Cove.
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My research did not solve one of the family stories
that I’d often heard. It was said that during the
Palestine campaign in WW1, he scouted the wells,
enabling the Light Horse to go through the waddies
to attack the Turks and Germans from an unforseen
direction at Beersheba. If he did so, it must have
been a year previous to the famous charge at
Beersheba. The story that goes with this is pure
Don Cronin;
After returning later than expected from scouting
the wells, he was given a right dressing down from
an officer about his lateness. When the officer
finished, Don, with his legendary stutter, just said,
‘Ddddd-do you www-want to knnn-now where the
www-water is or nnnn-not?’

Don was accepted into the 10th Light Horse at
Blackboy Hill, and this confirmed to some degree,
the great story of his enlistment at 37 years old.
The Medical Officer, after his examination, said, ‘I’m
sorry Mr Cronin, but as you have an impediment,
(his stutter) we cannot accept you.’ Don’s reply
was, ‘Dddd-do you think I www-want to ttttt-talk to
the buggers?’ The MO immediately enlisted Don.

It was pleasing to read Clem Cronin’s memories,
especially his mention of the Cronins at Lake
Cronin near Forrestonia, east of Hyden. I camped
at Lake Cronin in 1980 during a prospecting trip
with our metal detector. We believe that we found
their camp used during trips to Kalgoorlie (with
stores for the miners), from bullet shells and other
period paraphernalia found in close proximity to the
lake. We also camped at the same beautiful spot
where it is still frequented by kangaroos, emus,
ducks and dingoes, as described by Clem, but
unfortunately no sign of brumbies, which Don used
to catch, break and bring back to farming country
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for sale. My Grandmother, Cis, had a part-brumby
mare called Linda and this mare’s mother was from
one of Don’s trips (to) out Lake Cronin way.
Grandma, and my father Cliff, always said she was
a magnificent hack. Somewhere, I still have a
photo of Grandma riding side-saddle on her.

One regret, is not being able to find out more about
the rodeo which Don helped run in Meekatharra in
the 1930’s with Rough Rider Harry Faber, in aid of
the Meekatharra Hospital, as well as more
information on the Highwaymens’ Dinner, held a
number of times in Perth - many of the famous old
stockmen attended. Another regret is not
researching this while my father was still alive, as I
heard many of the stories about Don from him, as
well as Peter Moran from the Wagin Hotel.

Don Cronin was selected in a team of rough riders,
along with Fred Norrish of Kojonup, to ride against
the Americans, but Fred could not go as he was too
young, so Don turned the trip down too. He is
known to have worked cattle from Queensland to
the Kimberley and all the way down to the
Murchison. Not many stockmen have wandered so
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far. He researched a water buffalo hide industry
from Melville Island, exporting skins to the
Philippines. Don has made trips droving down the
Canning Stock Route to Wiluna and family legend
quotes a number of trips.

It is obvious that John O’Donald Cronin was one of
the great unrecognised stockmen of the past.

Here is Lloyd Nelson’s take on Don:

Don’s sister, June, married another Light
Horseman, Eddie Jarick of Buchanan Park, East
Wagin. They farmed next door to my parent’s farm,
Boanning. Don, in his later years, spent a lot of
time on Buchanan Park and pulled his weight on
farm work. In his spare time he could be seen on
horseback with his dogs hunting after kangaroos on
Jarick’s sand plain block, which served as a wide

buffer between the Jarick’s
and Nelson’s farms.

As a youngster in the
1940’s, I shared, for some
weeks, a ward in Wagin

Hospital with Don. Despite his appalling stutter,
Don was a lively conversationalist and was
inundated with visitors on a daily basis. Although
his stutter was as bad as a stutter could be, he was
very quick mentally. One afternoon, I listened to
him suck in one of his visitors.

‘Here I was, Don said, hunting down a bit of
baby beef for the stock camp’s tea. This was on
Victoria River Downs. I was flat tack after a mob I
spooked, 44 Winchester rifle in hand, when I was
stricken, really stricken by a call of nature. My old
recurring dysentery, which I picked up in the desert
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in Egypt, had returned to bother me. I pulled up my
horse on the narrow track through head height
grass and jumped off to do the job. This done,
another small mob of cattle come belting along the
track totally ignoring me and hard on their heels
was about a dozen brumbies. The colt I was riding
that day, I later raced him at the Darwin Races,
picked up on the brumby fillies and was jumping
around every way as I tried to get back in the
saddle. What, with one thing and the other, I
finished up with my foot in the sssssssss – stirrup,
his guest suggested, nnnnnnnooo, nnnnot at
aaaaall, Don says, in the ssssssssSH*T.’
Among other tales about Don, was one from Dulcie,
the new wife of Norm Cronin of Bunkin; a very
good-looking girl and daughter of Les Wilmott of
Avoca, Moulyinning. She relates – a car pulls up at
Bunkin and a tall gaunt man gets out, he tips his lid.
I’m Don Cronin he says in his stuttering way. Now
that you’re a new Cronin, I thought I’d better pay a
visit and check you out.
Another story relates to an anniversary Clay Target
shoot held in the field at Yowangup (pronounced
Yarnup) Hill, near the radio station mast. Don is a
foundation member of the Katanning Clay Target
Club. He is chatting to Margery Anderson, wife of
George Anderson of Illareen. Whilst he is doing
this, he is holding the stock of his ratty old shotgun,
a double-barrel one, up. Margery, a noted bridge
player, says, ‘why are you holding your gun up,
Don?’ Don says, ‘iiiif I ddddddon’t hhhhhold
mmmmmy gggggggun uuuup, Margery, the effing
firing pins fffffall ooooout.’
A Kobeelya girl, one of many at this famous Church
of England Girls School, who kept horses on site,
tells that if someone was having trouble with a
stroppy horse, the first help they called for was that
of Don.
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Wagin identity, Peter Marley, has boyhood
memories of Don Cronin riding into Wagin on his
horse. Immaculately turned out, Peter says, in
Light Horse leggings and with an Emu-feathered
slouch hat. He always tied his horse under a big
pine tree at the back of the Bilston home (just
across the lane from the Methodist Church).
Peter also added another tale of Don’s army time:
Taken from Greenmount’s Blackboy Hill Army
Camp, with a sargeant in charge, they were tasked
in survival drill with a swim in the Swan River at
Guildford. Don, who was a marvellous swimmer,
demurred about entering the water. “Throw him in,”
the Sargeant says, and they do. Don doesn’t
surface, swims underwater across the River and
hides behind a log. Ten minutes later when
everyone, including the Sargeant, is in the water
duck-diving to find Don, all was panic. Don then
bobs his head up over the log and calls, Ffffffooled
yyyyou thhhhhat tttttime.

Reverting to the thread of this history……………..
The Cronins have been in the Great Southern for a
very long time. They rode their horses along the
route that later was the railway line that brought the
original townsite of Wagin Lake, later just Wagin,
into being. Water everywhere, they reported – right
up to our saddle flaps. In retrospect, they probably
rode just a bit south of Wagin in a wet winter. The
‘water up to their saddle flaps’ quote indicate that
their route passed through the traditional area
where Wagin Lake overflow made its way over to
Racecourse Lake en route to the Lake Chain and
eventually to the Blackwood River. This was in the
area where Olds Brickworks stood for many years.
The Lake fills from the big unnamed creek draining
water from Badjarning and Tillellen and there is no
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discernible outlet, it just spills back on a wide front
in the Brickworks area.
We can now look at the very first exploration by
Europeans (the local natives having been in this
area since time immemorial) of the area in the
vicinity of Cronin’s Glen Cove.
On the first of November 1835, at the start of the
summer season, the first exploring party camped
overnight at about two miles up from the Robinson
Road/Dumbleyung Road crossroads. The party
was led by Surveyor General John Septimus Roe
and included the Governor Sir James Stirling, York
sheep farmer Arthur Trimmer, Police Head
Rossmore Norcott and others including a native
tracker, Migo. The latter was an essential member
of the party as he had to find the native wells to
water the men and horses. In an aside to all this,
later in the trip, Migo nearly drowned at Cosy
Corner, Torbay, while swimming out to a small
island which Roe named on his survey map ‘Isle
Migo’. A few days later on this same trip, Roe,
perhaps brown-nosing the Governor a bit, named
Ellen Peak in the east Stirlings, after Stirlings wife
and he called Bluff Knoll, Mount Sir James. Ellen
Peak remains Ellen Peak to this day and the Stirling
Ranges name stands, but Mount Sir James
appropriately didn’t stick. Anyway Roe’s original
Field Book 10 of this expedition said of the area
near Glen Cove, quite accurately, ‘good grassy
country, very fair sheep country’.
We can now fast forward our story a bit and hand
over to Lyndsay Cronin, a good chap and again a
very good horseman.
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In Jim West’s research (via computer) Don
Cronin’s enlistment data dated 16/1/1916, reads (in
part):
Question; Have you ever been rejected as unfit for
His Majesty’s Service, if so, on what grounds?
Ominously it is question 13 on his induction form.
The answer reads; Rejected Boer War –
impediment of speech.
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What a loss to the Boer War Expeditionary
Force. Don, with his skills, would have been the
ideal recruit for this force.

This same impediment may have something
to do with Don’s late entry into the 10th Light Horse.
He went to war, not at age 20, but at 37 years and
5 months – to a different war. His friends and
contemporaries such as Evan Bain, famous as
Sergeant Enie Bain, went much earlier and served
with distinction at Gallipoli. Thus Don signed onto
the strength of the 10th Light Horse.

As the cover of this history shows, Don was
a fine looking man. Six feet one and a half inches
in his stockinged feet, twelve and a half stone,
black haired, grey eyed. He was quite an eyeful.
Don never married. Rumour has it that quite a few
young women might have been amenable to a
proposal from Don, but didn’t have the patience to
go through the ordeal of such a stuttering event.
Otherwise he was a regular normal chap, his Army
Medical Record showing treatment for a bout of
venereal disease reflects this, as it does on many,
many of his army contemporaries’. From start to
finish, Don’s army career was in common with
many others; comparatively short.

He shipped overseas on HMAT Ulysses from
Fremantle on 1/4/1916 and came back on the
Beerara (not a bad name for a soldiers ship),
leaving Suez on 23/8/1917. Of his 20 months of
active service, he spent, in total, nearly four months
off and on, in hospital, but then he wasn’t a young
soldier and conditions in the desert were tough.
After returning to Glen Cove, now quit of the army,
Don took to the North-West, the Northern Territory
and Queensland. It is recorded later in this history
in the press that he was back at Glen Cove for a
couple of months in 1936, after an absence of
some 18 years.



13

Continuing this saga, we can now pass over
to Clem Cronin’s account of Don’s life.
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A Montage of Don Cronin’s War
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Don demonstrating Horsemanship

Cronin Family
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Gallipoli Revisited
an ANZAC tribute

A great many young and not so young men
who walked around their local areas and were seen
at the football on Sundays, disappeared en masse
in 1914 to the training camps and thus to the Great
War. ‘The war to end all wars.’ Harry S Truman,
President of USA made probably the most famous
comment on this tragic event. He was there in the
Field Artillery.

“It’s a pity,” he said, “that this war didn’t live
up to its billing.”

Many, of course never returned home, their
names appeared on their local War Memorial in due
course; mostly in the 1920’s. There were lots of
them and though forming only a part of the British
war effort for King and Country, our men left an
indelible mark on our military and nation’s history.
We remember them on ANZAC day.

Everyone, I am sure, is aware of the
appalling mission impossible set for them on the
heartbreaking slopes of the Gallipoli Peninsular
against a well-entrenched and equipped enemy, but
not everyone is aware of the background that
brought this all about.

The Young Turks, (the expression is
cemented into our language today still)
namely Mehmed Talaat, Ismail Enver and Ahmed
Djemal, due to diplomatic skill and army backing,
got their hands on the reins of Turkey. In taking
over the tottering Ottoman Empire part of their
appeal to the masses was their promise of
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tolerance of the minority groups so strong in
Turkey, and they did display this openly for just a
while. They then declared Turkey was for the
Turkish only and set about vigorously killing or
disenfranchising the business and intellectual
brains of the country expressed through Greeks,
Armenians and Jews. They formed a quartet with
the wily old Wangenheim, the German Ambassador
and Germany eagerly filled the gap left by the
minorities, by making skilled military instructors and
men available and most importantly, opening the
doors of their immense arsenals of industrial
Germany to Turkey.

The Turks, riflemen born, but not at all
technical, did the soldiering, but German hands
were on the buttons of the machine guns, manning
the artillery, providing the so important
communications and heading up the building of the
fortifications. Later, they also drove the tanks. They
also effectively flew the spotter planes.

The Young Turks surely pushed the
boundaries, invaded the Russian Caucuses and
combined with the might of the German Navy to
bombard the Black Sea ports. Russia, as in World
War II, loudly demanded a diversionary effort and
Kitchener, British Minister for War, stuck with
fighting a new type of war in the fixed trenches of
the Western Front, where little change occurred
despite all efforts for years, gave support for the
Dardanelles thrust.

Some short-sighted direction took place.
The initial idea was for the Navy to break through
the Straits and shell the War Office in
Constantinople and hopefully to topple the Young
Turks from what was looked upon as an insecure
seat in the saddle. The British Navy changed
leadership in midstream and the naval action failed.
General Sir Ian Hamilton, GOC of this campaign
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consulted particularly with General Birdwood.
Birdwood was Quartermaster General of the Indian
Army and in charge of the Australians here. In
concert with the Navy, who were keen to get out of
action in the Straits, they essayed to attempt the
impossible and landed in three spots at Gallipoli
between March and August to augment the initial
naval thrust.

The Turks, soldiered by Germany’s Liman
von Sanders and motivated strongly by Kemal
Ataturk (whose statue overlooks Ataturk entrance to
Albany Harbour) were focused and very strongly
entrenched. It was downhill going for the Turks,
while the British operated on formidable uphill
terrain and under perhaps,
poor Generalship.

Kitchener later visited
Gallipoli and said one word –
evacuate. This they did over
December and into January
1915. This had a galvanising
effect on the Turks; they had
seen off the mighty British Navy and the Allied
Army in less than a year. They loudly proclaimed
this as their victory and almost straight away had a
crack at taking the Suez Canal. The Allied Army
saw them off in this effort smartly and regrouped in
Egypt.

Due to the vicious attrition of the French
Army at Verdun, the British Command pressured
General Murray to promptly dispatch the best
troops to the Western Front to help relieve the new
pressures on the British there. Thus, many men
went off to the quagmire of France. Hamilton bore
the blame for Gallipoli and ultimately, so did
Winston Churchill – both fell. Hamilton was put out
to pasture and was never again employed by the
British Army. General Birdwood narrowly escaped
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the odium. A brave man who often visited the front,
he was eclipsed later by General Monash and left in
lesser command.

General Sir Archibald Murray, one time Chief
of Staff to General (later Field Marshall) Sir John
French in the early war in France, now set out on
the slowest advance in history. His advance to
attack Palestine to dislodge the Turks there was
through the Northern Sinai Desert wastes and he
had perforce to build as he went, water pipelines,
railway lines and metalled roads in order to get his
guns, men and horses over. He got there and had
two attempts to take Gaza, of which the nett result
was, that taking so many men out of Egypt to
France and fearful of another Gallipoli, the British
detached General Edmund Allenby from his efforts
at Ypres and sent him over to re-invigorate things in
Palestine.

A very unlovable and contentious man,
Allenby is generally believed to be the British
General that CS Forester based his remarkable
novel, ‘The General’, on. It was published the year
Allenby died; nevertheless, Allenby was very lucky
to escape the morass of France and the collective
blame for such an unimaginative campaign there
and to have the totally unshared glory of a rise to
fame and fortune, by commanding a force rich in
cavalry, something he was very good at. The army
generally believed that it was Allenby’s orders that
precipitated the madcap charge at Beersheba. In
actual fact, Sir Harry Chauvel had made the key
decision and ordered the charge earlier in the day.
The rest is history, glorious history, for the
Australians there on the day.

In my younger days on the farm at Wagin, I
often heard the charge discussed. My father,
Hubert Nelson, and other Waginites were there.
Dad’s strongest memory of that day was rounding
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up the prisoners from the main and secondary
trenches. He said there was a milling mob of
riderless horses everywhere, absolutely
everywhere. Because of this connection, in the late
sixties I usually attended the annual Light Horse
Memorial Service, held at their monument, west of
the main war memorial. The old Light Horsemen,
many of whom I knew at least by sight, laid wreaths
of flowers for their mates and touchingly, tiny
sheaves of hay for their horses, calling their names
as they laid the sheaves: Jim, Tiny, Trooper, Brown
Bob, Ginger, etc. The horses, as is widely known,
thousands of them, were shot in the desert at the
end of the war, except one, that a (presumably)
moneyed trooper brought home. It’s in the history
books, but I’ve never tracked down the details.

The old soldiers, characters to a man, would
stand and chat around the
memorial after the service. I
remember Sergeant Evan (Enie)
Bain, a Katanning farmer and
later of Woodlands Station,
Meekatharra. A very tall man;
he buried his brother at Gallipoli.
He told me, or the group, that
bored soldiers in Egypt used to jump the boat in
Alexandria and find their way to the 10th Light Horse
camp on Gallipoli. About 15 years after this
conversation, he wrote his memoirs and I quote
from these:

‘One most vivid in my memories was Tom
Lakeland, who reported to the orderly room, was
put on the mat for deserting the Horse Lines in
Egypt, where his job had been feeding horses and
exercising them for five months, and was fined a
day’s pay for desertion. The Sergeant Major sent
him to my troop with instructions to be put on the
strength of my troop and issue him with rations. I
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issued him with rations and told him to join a
lookout with others of his mates. Twenty-four hours
later, one of his mates came in to say Tom
Lakeland was dead; killed by a sniper. Tom lasted
just long enough to pay his fine.’

Others in the group around the memorial
included Claude Ainsworth, Adjutant to the 10th

Light Horse. A very brisk officer, Dad said. Claude
joined up among many at
Northam and later
managed the Wagin Co-
op from depression to
wool boom times; Harry
Riseborough, the tough
old Dongolocking farmer,
who carted his
machinegun around the

desert on a black pack horse; Jack Holland, original
10th Light Horse, who ran a men’s hairdresser and
billiard saloon and bookmakered at the trots. In
Wagin Jack said, the very worst privations in his
group was when, due to too many horses and too
little water, that after the charge, they rode a 36
hour waterless stage back to their original supplies.
Stan Bilston from Wagin was usually there and
added to the tales.

In getting them talking, I was able to drag up
some interesting reminiscences from these old
soldiers; for example, who was their biggest
hardcase? Zeb Green, they said. Shown a flame
in a mosque that had reputedly burned for 300
years, Zeb said, “Time it was out then,” and snuffed
it with the brim of his slouch hat. It started quite a
riot. Zeb, they said, was unlucky; kicked in the
stomach by a Transport Command mule at El Arish.
Died on the spot. Some of the hardcases said they
were tempted to tether the same mule outside
General Allenby’s quarters.



29

What was the most interesting sight? They
plumped for the
thousands of dummy
horses that Allenby
caused to be erected in
the Jordan Valley in
1918. They were
designed to fool the
German Airmen scoping where the main body of
horse was. The idea, helped by men driving
wooden sledges behind teams of mules to create a
dust storm of movement, was, it seems, very
successful.

What was the most
impressive sight? Allenby
entering Jerusalem on foot
via the old Jaffa Gate.
Hugo Throssell from
Northam, the only Light
Horseman awarded a VC,
headed the Honour Guard.

The most humorous sight? This, they all
said, was without a doubt, the feat of Ground Scout
Trooper Tom O’Leary from Maryborough
Queensland. He was one of the two troopers who
galloped the trenches into Beersheba 80 yards
ahead of the main charge, jumped both big
trenches and galloped into the centre of Beersheba,
capturing a Turkish gun and its six man crew.
When his unit officers caught up with him, he and
his prizes were in a Beersheba side street. O’Leary
was sitting on the gun, .303 gun cocked in his hand,
while the gun crew took turns at holding his horse.

“What’s this?” the Captain asks.
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“This is my prize,” O’Leary says. “I made the
Jackos pull it into this side street in order that it not
be claimed by another regiment.”

O’Leary made his point well. The army sort
of swapped him a military medal for it. It’s in
‘Gullets War History’. In later years, the locals
would ask him how he won his medal and O’Leary
reportedly would always reply, “because I stuck to
my gun.” The locals would say, “Don’t you mean,
stuck to your guns?” “Not at all,” he would reply,
“by gun I mean singular, not plural.

Hopefully, this account of casual
conversation by very well-known soldiers, now no
longer around, may see their reminiscences in print.
In the wash up of the famous desert campaign,
Britain made some major territory gains, such as
Cyprus, Egypt and Palestine. Overall, the Young
Turks involvement of their country in war cost them
80% of the former Ottoman Empire. Nevertheless,
they went on to found modern Turkey.

Of our men? They certainly made the major
contribution that saw Australia come of age.
1

1 This article contributed by local writer, Lloyd Nelson, is in the
records of the Australian War Museum in Canberra.
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A Walk Around Wagin – an ANZAC Tribute
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Snippets of Don’s Life and his War

First World War Embarkation Roll – John O’Donald
Cronin
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Western Mail (Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954),
Thursday 22 October 1936, page 10

Great DroversGreat DroversGreat Drovers

222

2 National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article50051008
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Western Mail (Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954),
Thursday 5 November 1936, page 3

3

Western Mail (Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954),
3 National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article50059334

Don Cronin

Dear ‘Non-Com’,
I am enclosing a photo of Don

Cronin, my uncle, who is known to
you as a rough rider, ‘the chap who
stutters a bit’, and ‘a teller of tall
yarns’. But, ‘Non-Com’, he has
another side to those of us who know
him well. He is good-natured to a
fault, the sort of man who, if he only
had half a loaf of bread, would
willingly give it to the other chap and
tighten his belt another hole. Many a
kindly action he did for us; my sisters,
brothers and myself when we lost our
mother when we were very young.
Don was always the hero of all his
little nieces and nephews, and today
he is still the hero of his grand-nieces
and nephews.
I do hope he was able to attend the
Highwaymen’s dinner. He had every
intention when he left here a few days
ago. He has just been home for two
months’ holiday; the first time for 16
years.
He had a wonderful time, as we were
all so glad to see him.

AUTUMN HINTS, Katanning.

CTes, Don attended the
Highwaymen’s Dinner, also the
Digger’s and he got a rousing
reception when he was introduced to
both companies. ‘Non-Com’!
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Thursday 19 March 1936, page 7

Western Mail (Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954),
Thursday 5 August 1937, page 10

4

Sunday Times (Perth, WA) 24 February 1924, page 15

4 National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-37770769



46

Northern Standard (Darwin, NT: 1921 -1955),
Tuesday 25 January 1927, page 4

5

Western Mail (Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954),
Thursday 14 January 1937, page 13

The West Australian
(Perth, WA: 1879 – 1954),
Saturday 24 July 1937,
page 20

Western Mail
(Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954),
Thursday 5 August 1937,
page 10

5 National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article48037284

The Socialism of
today is not a
scheme or device of
anyone; it is a
scientific philosophy,
and rests upon an
historical, economic
and scientific basis.
-Rev. Charles H. Vail

Is there any working
class individual who
will dare to say that
he has benefitted by
the war?
-JH Thomas, British
Labour MP
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The Daily News (Perth, WA: 1882 – 1950),
Friday 23 July 1937, page 1

Western Mail
(Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954)
Thursday 19 March 1936,
Page 7

6

Western Mail
(Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954), Thursday 25 July 1935,

Page 8
7

The Daily News (Perth, WA: 1882 – 1950),
Saturday 22 January 1927, page 7

6 National Library of Australia
7 National Library of Australia
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8

Northern Standard (Darwin, NT: 1921 – 1955),
Friday 21 January 1927, page 2

9

8 National Library of Australia
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Canine Sagacity. OUT OF LUCK
-----------

Darwin January 22
Mr Don Cronin was badly
mauled yesterday at the
Adelaide River trucking yards
while trucking bullocks for
shipment to Manila by the
cattle freighter Antonio. A
bullock gored him and
dragged him some distance
on his horns.
Cronin was brought to Darwin
Hospital by rail motor,
maintaining on the journey
the cheerful disposition
which he demonstrated after
the injury, though during the
last few months he sustained
injuries through a collision of
his motor lorry with a tree
near the ten mile. On that
occasion he was lying for
hours on the road before
being picked up and his
recent festive season was
made glummer by several of
his horses being struck by
lightning at Parap and killed.
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The Empty SaddlesThe Empty SaddlesThe Empty Saddles
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page 7



65

Western Mail (Perth, WA: 1885 – 1954), Thursday 11 June
1936, page 7

Northern Times
(Carnarvon, WA:
1905 – 1952),
Friday 27 October
1939, page 3

HERE AND THERE
After the most successful race meeting held in Onslow
for many years, we regret to learn of the visit of two
bushrangers --------------- who are now gone over the
sandhills with all the horses they could muster. These
well-equipped wranglers are now heading from our town
to Kimberley ------- we think: but ‘calling all stations’, we
cannot track them down. Look out all along the border
for the notorious Stewart gang. It is rumoured that the
famous ‘Don Cronin’ is out after them and it is
understood that his blood-cousin ‘Dinny’ is with the
gang.

Onslow, October 25
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Epilogue

Don left this life in November 1955.

He is interred at the Katanning Cemetery; preceded
there by 13 other Cronins.

Leaving the cemetery, in the vicinity of the Piesse
graves; FH Piesse being the commercial founder of
Katanning, a local man, quick with a quip said the
following;
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‘Well, that’s goodbye to Don’ – he continued –
‘Wwwwwwwwwwe wwwwwwwill nnnnnnnever
seeeeeee hhhhhhhhhis lllllike again.’

Another man then said, ‘Irreverent, but entirely
appropriate.’

The joint collators of this brief history are

Last Word – About the 10th Light Horse’s only VC winner.
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Extract from John Hamilton’s ANZAC Book,
‘The Price of Valour’,
Published by Pam McMillen

In 1998, a group of Northam citizens, led by Lloyd Nelson,
decided it was time to give Hugo a memorial. Their vision
was to have a life-size statue of the hero overlooking the main
thoroughfare through the town. But they ran into opposition.
As Nelson said, ‘Memories are very long in country towns.
They never forget. If you took a vote, half would be for him
and half against.’
Eventually, on the 28 August 1999, the governor of Western
Australia, Michael Jeffery, officially unveiled the Hugo
Throssell VC Memorial.
He said that, ‘it is probable that rejecting the values of his
peer group was the reason no memorial existed [before] for
Throssell’.




