The Ausiralian Bird Bandos
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Not many banders would have known of
Tohn Hole and few had e privilege of
meeting him, yet we will have good cause (o
remember him. He was appointed o bander
m his cightieth year but died about w year
iter. A Memoir Tollows,

His interest in the Association and his dedi-
cation to banding, even for this bricl period was
evideneed nearly three vears alter his death
when advice was received that he had bequeathed
52,000 1o the Association and o cheque Tor that
amount was reccived last January.

The Committee isinvestigating  the  various
aspects of mvestment and use of this most gener-

ous boguest,

Hon. Editor.

John Hole, Naturalist

A Memoir

I cin time T omet him
as Ib e were yesterdav. a big mun. standing
creet as on the parade ground. though he was
then in his seventy-ninth year, with the clear
ol a much min. Sonwe tinwe
previously he had seen on television a feature
about  Australiun bird-banding, <o he had
written it to beeome a0 bird bander,

rementher the lirst

cves vounger

As he was completely unknown in oritho-
logical circles. Bill  Lane  was requested. s
Revional Organiser, o find out more, amud Bill
had asked me, ax John Hole's nearest banding
neighbour, o accompany him. When we had
mtroduced ourselves, John excluimed. “You are
the first ornithelogists T have ever met™, and this
wits [iterally true, Tfor he was entirely self-taught.

The block which he had chosen Tor his retire-
ment, some dozen or more vears previously, ran
down o the edge of what was then one of the
finest arcas of natural bushlund amoong Sydney's
northern suburhs, stretehing trom the grounds of
the Pennant Hills Redemptorist Monastery south
e Epping and castwards 1o Tarramurra awd
Wahreoonga, He once told me with pride that
i the sears while he hiad been there, s tran-
quilits. had never been disturbed by either fire
or shooters, AL least he did not hive o see it
broken inta by “developers™,
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He was full of surprises. In a smatl Angopheara
m his front lawn was a log housing a colony
of stingless native bees, which he had found in
the bush some vears previously and  brought
honee, bees and all, In the trees at the foot of
his block he had put, kigh up, some nesting boxes.
but was sadly disappointed when they were taken
over by sugar ghiders.

Bill soon assured himself that John Hole not
only had an cxeellent knowledge of the birds
of his locadity. but that he had the keenness of
vision and suppleness of dingers to make bim
as proficient o bander as most. So. after o few
preliminary  lessons, o banding licence was is-
suced: then followed cleven months of  steady.
dedicated banding, interrupted carly in the year
by o cardiac itlness, but bzfore long he had
returned to his banding with undiminished en-
thusiasm. Then, on 21 November 1965, the bush
he loved so well turned traitor. In the morning
e went for his regulur walk in the bush, and
when he failed to return at the usual time: they
went to look for him. But when they found him,
he was dead. And so the curtain came down
for this remarkable old man. who had taken up
bird banding in his ¢lghticth year, at the close of
a fTull and eventful life.

It was my privilege to have known him bricfly,
andd my loss that our friendship was cul short
<o prematurely. What had motivated his interest
in natural history? This 1 never learned, but
Mrs Hole told me that he had alwavs been
interested in such things. He had grown up in an
Cnglish county, and lor 20 years had served
in the runks of the British Army. for the first
13 with the 2nd Royal Fusiliers. and for the
sceond [3 with the Irish Guards. Early in this
century he was in a detachment which went 1o
Lbhasa, where he was fascinated 1o meet the
ptarmigan on the Tibztan hills, He landed from
the River Clvde at Gallipoli, and later served
in France. He told me how once he was standing
in the snow above the trenches on a moonlit
night when he saw what appeared at first t
be a cloud shudow udvancing over the snow.
But as it came closer it was a hord: of rats.
He stood perfectly still as they pourcd over his
boots and between his fegs. paying no atiention
to him. Then he went back 1o the dugout and
told bis mates, but. he added, “you know, they
weren't the least bit interested™. He had much
more to tell, but it has gone with him.

A M. Gwyan



