


I am the Bridge, 

The Dickabram Bridge, 

Proudly spanning the Mary River, 

Providing a vital link, 

Between east and west, 

For 125 years. 

With ageing comes remembering 

ones past. 

I am ageing now -I am 125 years old! 

So I have been remembering 

my past-

I am an original Dickabram 

survivor 

So I have much remembering 

to share! 

<Jlie <Dick,a6ram (]Jriage CJ?_fmem6ers 
Jfas 6een written 6y SliirCey Lipsett-Jf.dams 

Sliirfey is tlie great granddaugliter of one of tlie district's origina{ sefectors 
'Wlio tliemse{ves saw tlie 6ridge 6ui{t from conception to compfetion 

Jf_nd tlie affection for tlie stru.cture and tlie gratitude for its exf.stence 
liave 6een lianded down tlirougli tlie generations. 



rrlie <.Beginning %ars 

In the latter half of the 1800's, 
before I was, 

The first settlers came, 
Clearing the virgin scrub, 
Building their slab huts 

with shingle roofs, 
Working the rich soil with hoes, 
Planting their crops -
Potatoes, maize, pumpkins -
Establishing their lives, 
Raising their families. 

But the Mary River was a barrier 
To these settlers struggling to get 
produce to market. 
To overcome the Mary's varied moods, 
A bridge was needed, 
A sturdy bridge, 
A high level bridge 
A rail/road bridge, 
to cater for the new railway line 
Being built to Kilkivan. 

I was to be this bridge! 





The Kilkivan line was soon in use 
With trains running a regular service 

across me 
Carrying farm produce to Gympie, 
Bringing in goods needed by the settlers! 
Already I was proving my worth 
And enjoying being busy! 

However, my road section could not 
be used-

Funding for the approaches - who should pay? 
Very serious men's business this! 
I was a road/rail bridge, 
So I waited ..... half-used ..... and waited! 
Finally three years later .... .I could be 

fully used. 

The bridge builders had moved on; 
I watched Dickabram Township dwindle 

to Dickabram Siding; 
Miva then became the district hub. 

Productive farms now lined both sides 
of the Mary River, 

With cattle and horses grazing on the 
river flats near me. 

In those days, horses were the mainstay 
of the settlers 

While cattle provided milk and butter 
and even cheese. 









CJ'lie q[orious %ars 

During the Beginning Years, 
Through the good times, 
Through the harsh times, 
I served the district well -
Yet, ever so slowly, 
The Glorious Years were evolving! 

The Glorious Years were heady times, 
The district abuzz with people 

and progress. 
I continued to prove my worth 
With a daily succession of steam trains, 
Laden with all types of produce, 
Puffing their way across me. 
I remember them all so well -

K8 - 1.00am 
KIO - 6.30am 
K7 - 6.30pm 
K9 - 9.30pm 

----► To Kingaroy 

----► From Kingaroy 

Two railmotors, the Peanut (Kingaroy) 
and the smaller Proston, 

Carried passengers on alternate days 
To and from Maryborough and Gympie. 
The railmotors were very busy, 
Rattling across me, with children 

leaning out the windows 
To catch a glimpse of the Mary! 



There were the "specials" as well -
Smelly cattle trains, 
Well notified "poison" trains! 
A loud whistle warned the gate-keepers -
"Train coming! Don't open the gates!" 
Sparks flew everywhere 
As the fireman shovelled coal 

into the furnace. 
(I watched those sparks carefully -
I didn't want to get burnt down!) 
A trail of dark smoke often lingered 
After the toiling engine passed. 

I could see Dickabram Siding 
just along the line from me; 

I could not see Dickabram Cemetery 
up on the hill; 

But we were original Dickabram 
survivors, 

Together we were perpetuating the name, 
Dickabram! 

What a contrast! 
I, a massive, high level bridge, 

spanning the Mary River; 
Dickabram Siding, a humble railway 

shed, 
Standing alone by the line! 
Dickabram Cemetery, a block of land, 

up on the hill, 
Often invaded by b ladey grass! 





These strong, sun-scorched railway men, 
They were my friends. 

I too was well maintained 
during these years -

A Bridge Maintenance Gang came 
through the year 

To keep me safe. 
A Painting Gang came every three years 
To keep me spruce. 
I was so proud ofmy red arches 

and black pylons, 
I enjoyed these visits from the 

maintenance men! 

Dairying became a major industry
in the district; 

Cream was sent by rail motor 
from Dickabram Siding. 

The Calibar guernsey cows grazed near me 
on the river bank, 

Often lingering in my shade on hot days. 
Young calves and pigs were loaded 

weekly at Miva 
Into special, double compartment wagons 

- pigs in one, calves in the other.
I can still hear the calves, newly 

separated from their mothers, 
Bawling loudly as K7 crossed me! 







I always shivered and swayed a bit 
As I felt the water 
Creep ever higher up the flood gauge 
On one of my pylons 
Would the water rise above 

the 72 feet level of '93? 
Debris would pile up against me, 
Tempting the foolish to walk on it. 
The flood of '55 was a worry. 
Haystacks came down the river 
Disintegrating on hitting me, 
Sending their rat, snake, mouse 

passengers 
Flying in all directions. 

Suddenly 1986 arrived! 
My century of being had passed 

so quickly -
Where had all the years gone? 
Centenary celebrations were carefully 

planned. 
A brief history of the district was 

prepared-
My photo was on the front cover! 
On the day, so much happened -
So much attention - I certainly 

enjoyed every moment! 
Spooked scouts recounted their 

ghostly encounters 
Of the evening before -






















