lF you had been in Northern
A

Queensland twenty years B&go,
you mey have seen & man standing
by a waterfall. Through his mind
were passing visions of a Spanish
castle, of shaded paths through
jungle fern and foliage, of a softly-
lit dance floor and the water power
that would supply him with light
A hundred other ideas passed before
his mind. This was to be his huie,
his ideal—this was to be Paronella
Park. :

The waterfalls were those of Mena
Creek, twelve miles from Innisfail,
North Queensland, and the man was
a Spaniard, Jose Paronella.

To-day we may sce the partial ful-
filment of his dreains. Strengthened
by unswerving determination aud »
mind that could at one and the same
{ime .embrace the functions of
builder, engin¢er, draughtsman and
horticulturist, Jose Paronella built
this beauty spet superb. ¥From the
turret-topped buleconies of his con.
crete castle to the hydro-electricity
unit below the falls, it is the achicve-
went of just one man.

It is hard to realise this us we ap-
proach Paronella Park. Set just off
the road, we leave our car and walk
down rough concrete steps and along
¢ winding path past bright beds of
flowers. %’assing under a pagoda of
coloured lights, we pause at a snall
rock pool and envy the equanimity of
the eel that lives in its twelve inches
of water. Thence into the castle it-
self, through arched entrances
draped with curtains of rope-
threaded bamboo.

Here we are met by Senora Paron-
ella and her daughter Teress, who
ingist on our inspecting the castle—
only, of course, after we have been
provided with refreshment on the
patio overlooking the falls. Here we
sit and look out across turreted bal-
ustrades to where the falls tumble
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ddenly over the brink and cascade
wn {o the zrut ‘gool fifty feet
low. Ntairy descend the ubeer cliff
«roin the castle, enabling sight-seers
to reach twu buleonies, from which

i be had 4 shrilling cloge view of
the falla,

There are ¥winaners in the pool,
ad o well bost ig availsble in
*bich visitors sy row into the
cave-like recesses behind the wall of
water. We are told that some of
the Wore venturesome swimmers
even dive from the balustrades, Afty
t;et cbc;ve the dark green waters of
the pool.

Finishing our refreshments, we
are first shown the theatrette, Yes,
& theatreite, showing regular motion
pictures cvery Saturday night for
the local cane farming cdmmunity.
In additivn, with canvas chairs re.
moved, the ball is & favourite venyse
for dances and parties. A uaique
feature is the great ball, eom!?riud
of hundreda of tiny mirrors, whieh is
supended from the ceiling. With
spotlights of pink and blue shining
on the L)l from the corners of the
hall, it is rotated slowly, produei
s coloured snowflske effect sroun
walls, floor and ceiling.

We are luken up & narrow fight
uf steps. through the movie pro? 2-
fion roow und up yet snother flight
tv & sl room in which is house:!
the Paronelln musenn. Here we fland
wteresting spevimens of local mine
eraly, woudx wnd presious wtones, ux
well an cuing of all lauds, and the
visiting curde of people from alwost
every nation of the world. A glimpue
from this upper window gives us yet
unother aplendid view of the falls.
From this room we mount further
weps ou to the uppermost tower
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where it is possible to see, a3 well as

the falls jungle fairyland that
lies behi:’ad the;e::ﬁ}o. i

A path running round the side of
the great house brings us to the
head of the stairway which leads
down, in s single flight, to the lower
level on whieh is spread the re-
wainder of the Paronells domain, At
the bottom of the stairway is the
lowez tes-garden, where vigitors it
at artistio comcrets slsb tables snd

look out across the great 1 and up
at the falls frest pos

A little further along the j
path is & kiosk, in the same S
tradition, made of the same rough

concrete and with the same balus
traded roof garden on an .blycr
storey, Symmetrically laid befors
it are two elliptieal gold fish pools
and beyond, two temnis courts, sur:
rounded by & maze of vine-entangled
coconut palms. is truly an
amazing place. One feels thst here
is surely the perfect ble of the
inventiveness of man with the
beauties of nature,

But this is not all. Beyond is & traet
Fuviting poths wad vhe poad ooly by
iuvi an us 0

‘ﬁf.‘ here shidows and

it i
oli mi 8 mosaie whols, w
wam e?ehlnted. moats.

Rougn  mest
hewn from the native timber lay
along the pathside: A tunnel pens-
teated a small hill. Ahove its en-
trances were the delightful stone
work balconies once more. The
Teresa Falls, small, Lut delicately
sttractive, we found sround yet sn-
other bend of the path. ‘A -
land on earth’” was the only ade.
quate description, _

Yet I have said it was only the
partial fulfilment of Jose Paronells

water flowing over his
and his determination was uo
powerful, He had




