Four in Hand Mick.


Much of what has come to me concerning our Uncle Michael  Miley  is  from secondary sources . My own experiences of the man in his declining years were limited to a  small number of sightings  and as a witness to a lesser number of conversations.


Mick even  in old age retained the very clear complexion  , rosy red cheeks and cheerful if not gleeful facial expression  that would be the envy of any  film star.  Unfortunately for Mick  this countenance was projected fully at the roadway upon which he traversed as some deformation or extreme curvature of the spinal column prevented him walking upright. He was both a comic & mime and having  no stage related outlet for these natural talents used his immediate neighbors as the source for his material   and so earned their eternal ire.





In his youth ,like Charlie  he had been a traveling axe salesmen and unlike Charlie had met with some degree of success. He was handsome ,and is said to have broken many hearts (some  retired to convents others to far away places)  while he to the last, remained the one that got away.


He was a lodger at the Walker residence that fateful night …when Alexander Richard Walker died . He gave evidence at the inquest. The family was devastated and forced to return to Bright. Mick was to meet the poor widow  ( Grandma Walker/ Elizabeth Miley )and her little children ( Frank Chris Isobel Rosa Ritchie &Vincent ) at the Bright railway station and convey them and their few possessions to their new abode. But he never turned up! God bless his soul.





On an odd occasion in my youth I traveled with the Bakers Cart to the far flung domains of the family business. One such occasion resulted in me accompanying the bread and groceries to the residence of one by the preferred name of Mick Miley. What had once been an attractive white weatherboard cottage was  accessed by an overgrown pathway and appeared to be in an extreme state of disrepair. I was somehow  aware that  some type of family relationship existed between the aged customer and myself  ( I’m not sure actually ) but in any event as we sat in the kitchen  a conversation  initiated between the Carter & the Client which left me totally free to  take in the contents and furbishment of the kitchen. Out of all that I committed to memory  at that time there was a dry bunch of large mahogany leaves  tied together and hanging on the back of the kitchen door. I had no idea at the time  what they could be ,but some twenty years later I came to the realization that  Old Uncle Mick had tried his hand at Tobacco growing..  





And so it came to pass that Mick was on his last.


Mick at some point mortgaged the Smoko farm and then no doubt was unable to repay the sum when it was demanded by the private lender. The outstanding  arrears  of  the loan moneys were petty  (100’s ? )even for the times  and even against the actual worth of the property. All the land was under the mortgage  which included both the old orchard  with the old house on one title and across the lane on the Harrietville side another paddock of perhaps 25 acres with half cleared  At this point he came to Uncle Chris ( Walker ) to pay it out and  preserve the property. Chris demurred. refereed it to me who in turn put the proposition to my Father. Nothing was done . . The lender foreclosed and picked up the Miley Estates for a song.! Lost forever ! ( sometimes I wonder if due process of the foreclosure was observed …whether a public Auction was conducted  whether in fact the place could be recovered )


Mick deposited his remaining goods & chattels in the back of our vacant shop in Bright on his way to Melbourne at sometime when I was away at boarding school. Of the few items there was nothing of interest or value save for a most attractive biscuit barrel /container said by Mother to have come from Ireland  and now in the possession  one of my two sisters.





If you had the where withal  to own a horse and also had the additional capital to purchase a conveyance of some type  upon which you could ride, which in turn could be drawn by your horse you would be regarded by most as a man of means. I believe  that  such a conveyance  with the driver holding the two reigns  of his single horse would be refereed to as a ” two in hand”. And so it came to pass in the early part of this century that one Mr Michael Miley  ( the aged female storyteller was horrified when he was referred to as Mick) did pass through the Township  of Bright on his way to his  Estates at Smoko resplendent  in a ( white ?)dinner suit  complete with white gloves seated in his conveyance with  FOUR IN HAND.


