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Blenheim: an historic home in Evandale Tasmania 
 

By Wendy Gollan (née Dean, and also married as Retallack)  
December 10, 2017 

 
Fig. 1. “Blenheim”, Evandale historic village, Tasmania, built in 1832 as the “Patriot King 
William the Fourth Inn”, photographed December 18, 2017.

 
Fig. 2. Kitchen to right and statues of three muses in backyard of “Blenheim”, Evandale historic 
village, Tasmania, photographed December 18, 2017. 
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Fig. 3. King William IV of England, who reigned 1830-1837, between George IV and Victoria. 
 
 

The Georgian house “Blenheim” in Evandale historic village (Figs. 1-2) was built one year 
after the Duke of York came to the throne in 1830 as King William IV (Fig. 3), and licensed as The 
Patriot King William the Fourth Inn in October 1832 (Fig. 2). [John Williatt held the license until 
1842, and it was taken over by Thomas Fall (1843-8), and then a man named Driffield, whose 
name appears on deeds.] A notice appeared in the Hobart Town Courier of June 16, 1844. “To let 
or lease from September 1 next, 1849. Those substantially built & extensive premises situated at 
Evandale, within 12 miles of Launceston known as the Patriot King William the Fourth Inn, now in 
full trade, established in 1832. The house is now larger & replete with every convenience, & 
requisite accommodation for a first-rate hotel. Cottage-brewhouse, cellar, commodities stabling, 
loose boxes, coach & harness house with lofts over the whole. Sheep and cattle yards & excellent 
water on the premises.” [In the 1890’s the house became the home of David Collins and his family. 
Collins was from a pioneering Evandale family and Warden of Evandale. He later became the 
Council Clerk. By then it was named Blenheim, recalling the German village at the famous 1704 
battle on the Danube and the eponymous Oxfordshire palace of victorious British General John 
Churchill, ancestor of Winston Churchill. By the 1920’s and 1930’s it was the home of Robert and 
Beryl Davidson, who raised a daughter Dora there.] 

With family of 6 children, my father Reginald Dean bought the house in 1928, the year I 
was born. It suited his various business pursuits, bicycle manufacturing (Sunbeam brand), love of 
woodwork, and engineering with garage. There was always the smell of petrol, which I still love. 
 [As an infant,] I was stationed in a large play box in the yard, enjoying many visitors, 
particularly the local minister (Fig. 4). It was ideal living for growing boys and their friends to mess 
around making boats and launching a canoe in the South Esk River nearby, where we all swam. 
This became the first canoe to travel down the Franklin River on the Tasmanian West Coast. My 
brother John took an active part in preventing and stopping the threatened damming of the Franklin, 
which the prime minister of the time (Bob Hawke) stopped together with Bob Brown (Tasmanian 
Green Party). 
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Fig. 4. Young Wendy Dean at Blenheim: (left) with Reverend Sheddon of St Andrews, Evandale at 
the old stables in 1930: (middle) with Reverend Sheddon in the garden in 1933: and (right), at gate 
in article for The Leader April 16 1938. 
 
 We were fortunate to have all the named circuses use our spare paddock, and they in turn 
showed gratitude by inviting the whole family to enjoy the show in the very best seats, deck chairs! 
Elephants wandered into the yards (Fig. 5), and I was given rides and was able to play with the 
monkeys. One peed over my shoulder while I was holding it! Topsy [a circus girl] made friends and 
invited me to visit the caravans, and yes, my future was decided. I was going to join the circus with 
all the glitter and glamour. 
 

 
Fig. 5. Circus elephants at Blenheim with young John and Wendy Dean. 
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Fig. 6. Dean family at Blenheim: (left) Dean children and mother at rabbit hutch: from left 
Geoffrey, Coralie, Margery, John, mother Amy, Wendy and Ray (with rabbit); (middle) war-time 
vehicle with son John Dean at wheel and father Reginald Dean in front; (right) father Reginald 
Dean (left) and son Ray Dean on leave (and in tie). 
 
 A new venture was begun by way of a large saw-mill where enormous logs were sawn after 
thick bark was removed. This was used by Ray [brother] to build a very attractive house in a huge 
gum tree, including upholstered chair, bench and electric light. It attracted a lot of visitors who 
were able to climb. John and I visited the millers as soon as we woke up each morning and were 
invited to join them for the day to see the bush where they felled the huge trees, and bullock team 
dragging them to the trucks for return home. When they lit the fire to boil the billy for their tea at 
lunch time, I noticed one was drinking from the billy lid, and realized he had sacrificed his battered 
mug so I could use it. His generosity was appreciated even though I didn’t drink tea at 4 years of 
age, that being my first. I didn’t realize there was a great depression at that time and things were 
very bad indeed, and then into another world was where relations were lost. We had a vast amount 
of wood for housing stacked from the saw-mill and mountains of sawdust. Fibro-asbestos houses 
took over as cheaper product for houses and the mill closed. 
 World War II began in 1939. Geoff and Ray [brothers] joined the newly formed RAAF. 
Being an instructor, Ray delighted us all as he dipped over our yard to let us know he was in the air. 
He was flying Tiger Moth planes at 7 EFJS Air Force Base two miles away. 
 Geoff was at Point Cook, Victoria for officer training. He was drowned, sailing in Port 
Phillip Bay, aged 21 years. Ray, my favourite brother, was killed in an air collision, during my first 
day at secondary school, one year later, also aged 21 years (Fig. 6). Marble plaques have been 
installed over the family pew in the church St Andrews, next door to Blenheim. 
 My parents died in 1979 and Blenheim was sold (Fig. 7). Visiting for [Marjorie] my sister’s 
80th birthday in 2005 with my sister [Coralie] from Melbourne, all three of us called to see the new 
owners, Robert and Victoria Clark, and were invited to wander through Blenheim on our own. It all 
looked wonderful having stately draped mosquito nets on 4-poster beds. [The Clarks have 
converted the two front rooms and garage to a gift shop and gallery, Amnesia Antiques and 
Tasmanian Stained Glass, and a loft in the garage to Blenheim Inn Bed and Breakfast.]  

I flew to Evandale to see my sister [Marjorie] and brother [John] in 2010, and walked 
across the road to Blenheim. In the kitchen a rabbit stew was steaming on the same old wood-
burning stove. The same Huon pine drawing board and re-enamelled sink were a pleasure to 
behold. Other improvements echoed a deep love for the grand old house. I was proudly shown an 
enormous mulberry tree two stories high, and thought of beautiful raspberries we had growing there 
where the dunny was always emptied! 
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Fig. 7. Auction poster for Blenheim May 18, 1978. 

 
 
 


