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STREWTH! WHAT’S THIS? Kangaroo
cutlets in Chelmsford? Crocodile kebabs 
on Canvey? 

There is obviously something going on.
You don’t get Skippy much in commuter
country or salties cruising the Blackwater.
In which case we are probably talking
introduced species here. 

In fact we are talking authentic bush
tucker, as dinky-di as Dame Edna or Rolf

Harris. We are talking indeed the authentic
taste of Far North Queensland, brought 
in to exploit possibly the only benefit of
global warming: the rising amenity of the
UK climate to the great Australian
barbecue experience. 

Dwayne Watkin is a bushie. Raised on a
dairy farm near the small township of Millaa
Millaa in Queensland, he trained as a
boiler-maker but stayed in touch with the

farm. It was a nice place; lush country, 
a climate not too hot because of the
altitude, and it had a river. And the 
river had Mungulli Falls, the name 
being an aboriginal word meaning Fruit 
of Black Plum Tree. And it also had white
water rafting. 

One day in 1991, a lady from Chelmsford
called Jennet dropped by on her grand tour.
So Dwayne asked her if she’d like to go

Bonzer bloke
Dwayne Watkin is an Essex-based Australian with a mission – to show the Poms how
to do a real barbecue. John Worrall meets up with him for a bit of a chinwag


