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 The Maslin Family Notes compiled by Leith Garfield Maslin1908-1997 
 
 

Introduction 
 

 
I have always thought how interesting it would have been if my father had left a 

record of his journey to and activities in Australia. His feelings when leaving his 
home village of Frampton in Gloucestershire and travel with his parents, and 
younger sisters and brothers to the port of departure for Australia. One can imagine 
their feelings, leaving England in a tiny sailing ship facing at least four months of 
travel before arriving in South Australia in what must have been very cramped 
conditions. They must have all been apprehensive of the unknown. Strangely my 
father didn’t remember much about the trip out, except that he attended school on 
the ship and was taught with all the other children of school age by one of the 
passengers named Cromelin. He mentioned that there were births and death on the 
voyage. They were becalmed for several days on one occasion.  I questioned him 
often about the trip but he appeared reluctant to remember the experience.  

 
My youngest son James, agreed that it would be very interesting to have odd 

information about my early years and to record what I have been told about my 
parents and my own early experiences.  

 
Regarding the maternal ancestor’s mother is fourth generation Australian and 

can claim distant relationship to some very interesting people. One such person is 
Smith/Hall the father of Freedom of the Press in Australia.  He was jailed for 
publishing facts in his newspaper that embarrassed the then Governor Darling. 
Later he became first secretary of the Bank of New South Wales in 1817.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Out from England 1848 
 
I have no concrete evidence of the Maslin family before 1848. Job Maslin was 

born in England 1848 and married Rosanand Davis.  My father Frederick was born 
in Frampton in Gloucestershire on 4th July, 1870.  The family left for Australia on 
20th September 1883 on the ship “Berar”, captained by R J Toms.  Total passengers 
was 292 and the manifests lists Job Maslin 35 years, Rosanand 33 years, Annie 7 
years, William 5 years  Olive 2 years, (John E. infant) There was a separate entry 
for Maslin Frederick H. 13 years, as he was classed as an adult.  The shipping 
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company being paid ₤10 ($20) for every adult landed safely.  Four children and one 
adult died on the voyage.  The ship arrived in Adelaide, South Australia on 21st 
December, 1883.   

    
 
 
I believe my grandfather’s father was a miller. But conditions must have been 

hard at the time in England as my grandfather immigrated to Canada to establish a 
new home for his family.  He found the climate too severe and returned to England 
suffering from Ague (a fever related to Malaria).  I would think money or lack of it 
would have been a problem for the family.  About this time my father had an 
accident.  He fell out of a railway carriage when the door had not been properly 
secured and suffered serious head injuries necessitating a silver plate being 
inserted in his head.  My grandmother in spite of protests from her husband took the 
railway company to court and won considerable damages. I believe with this money 
the whole family immigrated to Australia 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

F.H Maslin  
Aged 13 
Original photo 1883 
Printed on Zinc plate 
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South Australia 
 

On arrival in South Australia they intended to  work for a cousin of the same 
name who had considerable land holdings in South Australia, along the coast south 
of Adelaide. A section of the beach in this area is now known as Maslins Beach and 
is reserved for nude bathers. 

 
My grandfather and father and no doubt the rest of the family worked for cousin 

Maslin for some time but it evidently did not work out as the next known fact was 
that grandpa Job had purchased a fair sized area of land near Adelaide and 
developed an orchard. My father at this time had started an apprenticeship as a 
baker in Victor Harbour in South Australia.  Grandpa Job developed his orchard 
with the financial help of my father. The area eventually became a prosperous 
suburb of Adelaide and he cut up the orchard as building blocks and sold it at 
considerable profit. My grandfather died in mid 1920’s.   

 
My mother had a very high opinion of grandma Maslin. She was of the opinion 

that Job owed everything he had to her.  She was a great worker with undauntable 
courage and a rare sense of humour. She was also a dedicated church worker 
throughout her life. She appears to me to be the driving force of the family. 

 
Western Australia 

 
Frederick, my father left South Australia in the early 1890’s for Western Australia 

with a friend Jim Vinicombe (who later married his elder sister).  They arrived by 
ship at the long jetty in Fremantle as the harbour had not been built at that time.  
They left for the Coolgardie Gold Fields soon after arrival and I understand that they 
walked from Southern Cross to Kalgoorlie.  I don’t know how they traveled to 
Southern Cross.  Neither of them had any experience or knowledge of gold and 
neither of them had come in contact with the rough element of the gold fields.  
Father stated that the whole area around the finds was scattered with tents.  
Absolutely no order to the pitching of same, just placed near convenient trees or 
supports.  He and his friend Jim had very poor sense of location and found it difficult 
to find their own tent. (They were both tea-totallers, so that can’t be the reason.) 
Any suggestion of approaching another miners tent would bring the wrath of the 
mob on the suspected offender with very serious physical consequences. They 
decided that conditions were too rough for them and returned to Fremantle. 

 
My father opened an authorized newsagent with distribution rights for the West 

Australian.  While working the agency he attended night school and in 1897 he had 
the necessary educational standards to enter the Public service.  He sold the news 
agency and joined the Government Analysis Department that was situated in 
Fremantle.  He remained in the government for the rest of his working life.  From 
the Analysis department to the Geological department he finished as the Inspector 
of Explosives for the Mines department until he retired in 1930.   
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In 1898 my mother Lucy Lydia Smith arrived from South Australia by ship with 
her sister Louise as companion.  She married my father in Johnston Memorial 
Congregation Church in Fremantle on 16th April 1898.  They lived in a rented house 
in Perth until their own home was completed in Livingston Street, Beaconsfield. 

 

 
Lucy Lyidia Maslin 1932 
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Smith Family history 
 

George Smith was born in Bristol England in 1815 In1858 with his wife Elizabeth 
and three children they emigrated to Australia on the sailing ship “North” of 1238 
tons captained by Andrew Boyd.. 
Arriving in Port Adelaide 28 January 1859 after a fair voyage. The children Louisa 
16 William 14 and Mary 12 all celebrated birthdays on the voyage. 
They settled in Reynella SA and William worked on a farm and gained experience 
in farming .He started as an apprentice to a blacksmith but did not complete it. 
He took a job on a mail run from Beautiful valley hotel to Stirling Hotel 3 miles south 
of Port Augusta. On one occasion he had breakfast with John McDouall Stuart the 
explorer.  
His Sister Louisa Smith Married Harry Wilkins and their youngest son George 
Hubert was born a Hallet in SA. Hubert was knighted for his exploits as an 
adventurer and explorer. He became a photographer and filmed the Balkan war as 
well as most battles in the First World War and was wounded on several occasions. 
In1913 joined Capt V Stefanson on a Canadian Artic expedition. Later in 1919 flew 
from England to Australia and Joined Amundson on his Antarctic Expedition to be 
first to South Pole; He also did an expedition with Shacklton. In 1926 he flew with 
Co-Pilot Ben Eielson from Alaska to Spit Bergen across the North Pole in a single 
Engine Lockheed aircraft. Hubert  had purchased 2 Focker aircraft for earlier 
attempts and sold one of his planes “Detroiter  to Kingsford Smith and he renamed 
it “The Southern Cross”.In 1931 he attempted to sail under the north pole in a 
submarine ”Nautilus” he brought from US Navy for $1 and was forced to turn back 
as his crew did not have confidence in the submarine. After many years as a pilot, 
when required to get a license he was unable to as he was colour blind. The original 
homestead in Hallet South Australia has been rebuilt in 2001 and it houses a 
museum to his exploits. The book “The Last Explorer “by Simon Nasht gives details 
of his many exploits 
  
Williams farther George had purchased the hotel in Victor Harbour called the 
Fountain Inn. William married Fanny Mary Stimson in March 1869 and lived in a 
small cottage near bark mill at Encounter Bay where their first child Elizabeth Ann 
was born. Later they took over running the Fountain Inn and four daughters were 
born Fanny Louisa, Patiance ,Lucy Lydia( my Mother), Amy May. 
 
 

Continuing with the Maslin Family History 
 

  Early at the turn of the century, the Analysis department was moved to Wellington 
Street, Perth.  This meant my father had a walk of one and a half miles morning and 
night as well as a 12-mile train journey each way. So my parents decided to sell 
Beaconsfield and purchased a property in Goldsworthy Road, Claremont in 1905.  
The house was the third on the left from Stirling Highway traveling towards the river.  
My younger sister Lorna and I were both born at this address.  In the same year, 
1905 my father purchased land from The Crown in Darlington.  The government at 
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the time opened up several areas of agricultural and orchard land as there was a 
recession after the booming days of the gold rush.  They encouraged office workers 
to go on the land and Darlington lots were surveyed into eight acre blocks and sold 
at ₤5 ($10.00) per acre.  My father purchased two. The condition of purchase was 
at least one acre in every eight would be immediately cultivated for orchard.  My 
parents built a small tin shack on the lower of the two blocks and fulfilled their 
clearing obligations and in about 1911 had a new house constructed on the higher 
block at a contract price of ₤600 ($1200.00 ) 
 
 

 
 

Darlington Block 1907 
 

 
 

Darlington block 1908 
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Darlington 

1912 
 
It was a hot summer’s afternoon on 10th January, 1912, one day before my 

fourth birthday.  My father aged forty two and mother aged thirty seven (who was 
six months pregnant) my elder sister Faith aged twelve years, Lorna aged six and a 
half  years packed our personal belongings for the trip to our new house.  Well 
loaded with the immediate necessities of food and clothing we left the house we 
had known as home in Goldsworthy Road, to walk to the Claremont Station and 
catch a train to Darlington (a distance of some 23 miles) 37 kilometers. 

 
The carriages were pokey and hot it seemed such a long long way for the tiny 

steam train to struggle against the steep grades at a snails pace, heading to the 
little siding of Darlington with its modest platform constructed of railway sleepers 
and a small shelter shed.  The only buildings in sight, two houses far in the distance 
in the direction that the train had gone.  We followed in the path of the train along 
side the railway line.  Walking was difficult on the gravel, as we had been used to 
hard pavements and sand. After passing steep embankments and rocky cuttings we 
came upon an open valley, revealing a large orchard and vineyard on the northern 
steep side of the valley and the rest was natural bush.  We left the line here, 
climbed through a post and rail fence onto a single track, through dense and high 
scrub which swished our faces as we walked.  A very old and deserted house was 
passed along the track it seemed to creak as we went by. We climbed through 
another post and rail fence, then a wire fence and came upon a small orchard 
clearing.  This we were told was part of our property.  A small galvanized shed was 
to be our home for the night.  Father pointed to the top of a steep hill and told us 
that our new house was up there.  We thought we could see part of the roof shining 
through the trees.  As the light faded after this very long hot day a strong easterly 
wind came up and rattled the leaves on the surrounding trees with a sound like hail 
on a tin roof.  Conditions and surroundings were weird for a small boy from the city.  
After a disturbed night and a hurried breakfast we all walked through the heavy 
scrub up and over a stoney ridge to the new residence at the northeast end of the 
blocks.  It stood raw and gaunt on long spinderly legs surrounded by trampled scrub 
and rocky outcrops. The bare rooms echoed hollowly as our furniture, due by horse 
drawn wagon, had not arrived.  

 After spending a busy morning cleaning up generally, my father left with two 
buckets to carry some water from a rainwater tank at a house owned by people 
named Allen, situated half a mile away in a north westerly direction.  He returned 
about half an hour later looking very worried.  The strong easterly wind had dropped 
and dense smoke from a bush fire was visible to the west, the direction from which 
we expected the wagon and horse team carrying our overdue furniture to arrive.  
The track from York Road (now Great Eastern Highway) consisted only of worn 
wheel and hoof marks of horse drawn vehicles meandering through the bush.  We 
ate a hurried lunch, using the side verandah as a table, and father set to cleaning 
up dried scrub that was scattered around the house.  
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 The wind freshened from the west and brought dense smoke billowing over the 
house.  Two men came from the large orchard to the east and suggested my 
mother and we three children take refuge in their house which was safe right in the 
middle of ploughed orchard.  As the flames were now visible and there was no 
available water with which to fight it we were quick to respond.  The lady of the 
orchard Mrs Bullen was very kind and assured us everything would be alright, even 
when late in the afternoon the new house was surrounded by roaring flames and 
dense smoke.  A truly terrifying experience for children who had never been out of 
town.  The fire died suddenly as soon as it reached the orchard and we returned to 
the new house to find it still intact.  The furniture had arrived and had been 
unloaded.  Mr McGregor the wagon driver and his son said they had noticed the 
smoke in the hills from Midland where they had stopped overnight to rest his team.  
As the easterly wind was very strong delayed his departure to Darlington until the 
wind had dropped.  After he had turned off the York road the wind freshened from 
the west and turned the fire in his direction.  He found himself surrounded and by 
cutting the fence around Dreyghorns orchard he ran his wagon and team to safety 
on the ploughed paddock until the fire passed.  His horses fetlocks were singed and 
some of our furniture bore scorch marks which reminded us of our first experience 
of Darlington for many years to come. 

   
 
 
The first night, we three children slept in our own beds in what was later to 

become the lounge room.  It appeared huge with just the three beds in a room, 7.2 
metres long by 4.8 metres wide and 3.6 metre high ceilings.  Through the large 
windows myriads of tiny sparks could be seen flying from the burning trees and logs 
that surrounded the house.  It was very eerie.  Father spent most of the night on 
watch as a large Jarrah tree in front of the house had caught alight at the top and 
was showering sparks over our new house.  It was not until the easterly winds came 
up early in the morning that he managed to get any sleep.  I will never forget 
daylight the first morning, a scene of utter desolation and the cawing of the crows 
seeking carrion among the ruins of the forest.  The caw of a crow still brings 
memories flooding back.   
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Wootoona1908 

 

 
Wootona 1921 
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Wootoona 1928 
 

 
Rear Wootona 

 
 
 

   
   Lorna                                       Faith                                        Leith 
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                    Front Gate Wootona 1928                                         FH Maslin 
 
 
 
We soon settled down to the routine of my father, who was not a physically 

strong man, walking the half mile each way to collect two four gallon buckets of 
water every day.  Then catching the 8 am train to work.  My two sisters started 
school at Smiths Mill, now Glen Forest and this meant a two mile walk each way 
through the bush.  My job was to walk down to the railway line, about half a mile 
away, and pick up a parcel of meat thrown from the train by the guard.  The meat 
was sent from the Midland Junction butchers.  A Coolgardie safe was the only 
means of keeping food reasonably fresh.  A Coolgardie safe was a light metal frame 
with hessian walls and a water tray top and bottom about 50mm deep.  The top tray 
was filled with water with strips of flannel which slowly transferred the water to the 
hessian to keep the walls damp.  Any breeze cooled the hessian and food in side.  
As you can imagine it wasn’t very efficient but it only kept butter just spread able in 
hot weather.  

 
 
 
 
1913 
 
The town had slowly grown and with twelve children at school age we were able 

to apply for a Government school.  I was rung in as a six year old although I just 
turned five. The owners of Leithdale House, a beautiful old building, south east of 
Darlington station let a room to the government as a school room for the first year.  
Our teacher was a red headed, well covered, middle aged lady, a product of old 
England and I doubt she had any qualifications as an instructor. To be fair it was 
difficult as she had twelve pupils ranging from five to twelve in one room.  Towards 
the end of 1913 the government built a one room school at the corner of Amhurst 
and Glen Road and we moved in before the year ended.  It must have been 
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amusing to see all the furniture and desks piled on a horse drawn wagon and each 
pupil carrying a small article of furniture.  I carried the clock.   

 

 
 

Fancy Dress at Liethdale school 
 
 

 
Bridge at start of Liethdale Rd 

1914 
 
The first full year in the government school saw several more children enrolled.  

Father purchased a horse from Wells, the grocery store in Mundaring and a 
Phaeton, (a secondhand American carriage) from Mr. Bateman of Bateman’s store 
in Fremantle.  Congregational church was completed during the year, Sunday 
school each Sunday at 10 am and church service at 11.15 am when the train was 
on time.  The church depended on visiting lay preachers who arrived by train from 
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the city.  They consisted of printers, engineers and a fitter and turner to mention a 
few. But looking back they were soapbox orators with more enthusiasm than 
religious conviction.  At that time, the Johnson family or my parents undertook to 
feed and entertain the preacher and escort him back to the railway station to catch 
the train.  On a few occasions we ventured to travel to church by horse and 
Phaeton, but as my mother was an experienced horsewoman and drove with 
confidence and perhaps faster than was wise down the steep inclines, my father 
thought it wiser and safer to walk.  August of this year saw the start of the Great 
War in Europe ( World War I). 

 
1915 
 
The war dominated village life.  The few young men and some older ones 

enlisted in the Army.  I remember traveling to Blackboy camp with my parents to 
visit some of the locals.  Blackboy camp was situated between Greenmount and 
Swan View and was the main training camp before soldiers embarked for overseas 
service.  The area was interlaced with six foot trenches used as a training 
battlefield.  There were highly emotional farewell parties for the departing soldiers.  
The war was very real.  My younger sister and I imagined we could see the 
enemies camp fires at night, of course this was impossible.  The year ended on a 
note of tension and fear.   

 
 

 
Punishment book Darlington state School  1915 
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1916 
 
The war news dominated the year.  My father’s younger brother Gomer was 

killed in action in France.  My paternal grandmother died soon after he was killed.   I 
remember the tension during the battle of Jutland, one of the greatest sea battles in 
history.  The action continued during Sunday and much praying was done and tears 
were shed during the Sunday service.  Prayers that the enemy would be 
vanquished.  No doubt the Germans were praying for the same results from the 
same God.  One wonders whether our powers of prayer were stronger or whether 
the Germans heart was not in the conflict.  But when in my interpretation of events 
as historians recorded it then the German navy was well ahead on points, they 
turned and fled, never again to face the British fleet in combat as a fleet.  During the 
winter months one of my jobs was to meet the evening train (3.2 kilometres round 
trip) with a hurricane lantern to light my father’s way home from work.  The village 
was growing up and it was no longer possible to leave the lantern in the good shed 
in the morning and expect to find it at 6.15 pm when the train arrived in the evening.             

 
1917  
 
The war was still a slogging match.   Each side winning a few and loosing a few.  

One of the highlights of the year was when one of the local residents purchased a 
car for private use. (A black T Model Ford Tourer.)  Cars were a very rare sight in 
the village and I was privileged to have a ride in it during the year.  It had no self-
starter and springs like a cart but in our eyes it was sheer luxury.  At the end of the 
year my parents decided that my younger sister and I were not progressing 
satisfactorily scholastically under Miss Hogan’s guidance and that following year we 
should attend school in Perth. 

 
Highgate and the big city 

 
1918 
A very eventful year.  My sister and I started school at Highgate State School, 

Lincoln Street, Highgate.  What an adventure after living in a backwater like 
Darlington for some years, we had never seen a flushing toilet or caught a tram 
before.  Each morning we would walk to the station (1.6 kilometers) catch the train 
to Perth station and a one penny tram ride to the school.  The return journey we 
walked to the Perth station as our train did not leave until 5.27 pm.  From Darlington 
station the walk home made a long day for a ten year old.  There were many 
fascinating things to see in Perth.  Between what is now Royal Perth Hospital and 
Barrack Street a flying fox ran across Wellington Street carrying coal.  A man sat on 
the conveyance and lifted coal from railway trucks along side the main line and 
moved it high over Wellington and Murray Street to be used in a gas works situated 
at the end of Murray Street.  

 
Then there were the markets at the north west corner of the intersection of 

Wellington Street and the Horseshoe Bridge where the bus terminal now stands.  
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Everything was sold there fruit, vegetables, fish, meat, live chickens, the lot. One 
stall even had a monkey on a lead to attract attention.  It was built in a circular 
shape with a high dome in the middle to let the light in and the smells out. Looking 
down Barrack Street from the Beaufort Street Bridge one looked into a maze of 
posts and wires.  All telephone lines ran above ground, not to mention electric light 
and two tram wires overhead.  I doubt that a bird could have flown through at some 
places.   There were motor cars and a few trucks, but most town deliveries were still 
done by horse drawn vehicles.  Milk carts were two wheeled horse drawn, with a 
couple of large milk cans with a tap on each protruding through holes on a tail 
board. Most unhygienic by today’s standards as the drips of milk from the taps were 
a great attraction to the flies.  Bread was also delivered by horse drawn cart.  The 
horses new the round as well as the driver.  The baker just ran from house to house 
while the horse and cart waited outside.  Then there was ice carts, one horse four 
wheeled vehicle with tin lined insulated body.  The ice man was always popular as 
he was usually good for a piece of ice if you asked him nicely.  The side streets at 
this period were not sealed.  The council provided four-wheeled horse drawn water 
carts to spray the roads throughout the summer months to alleviate the dust 
problem. 

    
A vegetable man also carried his produce from door to door in a small two-

wheeled canopied cart with a set of spring scales swinging from the canopy at the 
back.  Then there was the knife sharpener in his strange cart.  He had a peddle 
driven grinding wheel and called his trade in a loud voice, sharpening everything 
from knives, shears, scissors, hedge clippers, etc. Of course there were many 
street sweepers with their small push along trolleys and big brooms sweeping up 
the horse droppings and other refuse. 

   
Another interesting sight in the winter months was a man on a bicycle with a long 

lighted taper over his shoulder, lighting the gas street lights.  The railway carriages 
of this period used oil lamps and a porter ran along the carriage roof when the train 
was stationary carrying a long handled billy-can type vessel and a lighted taper 
lifting a lid on each compartment lamp to lit it.  The Swan River was also used at 
this time commercially.  The Swan Brewery had a tug towing two barges plying 
between Fremantle and the brewery regularly.  There was a continuous barge 
service from Fremantle to the main Perth wharf at the foot of William Street.  A 
Customs House was situated on the western side of William Street and overseas 
cargo was cleared here. Horse drawn four-wheeled wagons were mostly used to 
distribute the cargo around the city.  Regular ferry services ran from the Barrack 
Street jetty to Coode Street and Mends Street, South Perth, Como and Applecross.  
Residents living on that side of the river had no other means of traveling to work in 
the city. 
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Highgate Class1919 LGM center in front of tall girl 
 
 
The Great War ended in November 1918.  There was much speculation to when 

it would finish.  The Darlington Progress Association decided to celebrate the 
signing of the Armistice, for the children it was a fire works display.  As we had no 
continuous telephone service in Darlington arrangements were made with the 
manager of Greenmount Quarries who had a phone extension from the quarry to 
his residence in Darlington to give the news of the signing to V. K. Jones who would 
then fire three shots from his 303 rifle to let the village know that the war was over. 
The three shots rang out at about 9 pm and we all rush to the railway station, the 
common meeting point, to celebrate.  Of course the children were expecting a fire- 
works display but the very sober and prude adults ruled that it was too late and that 
they would be on the following Saturday.  

  
The following Saturday night we all congregated at a point on what is now the 

corner of Dalry and Allistree Roads and found a vantage point on the large granite 
rocks that are there. A stout, very senior official took charge and after a speech of 
some length officially started the show by lighting a Roman candle and holding it 
with  spurting flames, he accidentally dropped it in a large box containing all the 
fireworks.  

    
Well everything happened at once, rockets rocketed in all directions, double 

bangers, Catherine wheels, you name it the lot went up. The stout one along with 
many other official bystanders made a funny sight dashing through the bush with 
rockets after them.  I really thought it was much more fun than having a 
conventional fireworks display. 
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 Darlington as wine growing area 
 
From memory I have listed details of the wine industry in Darlington area 
 
 The first official record of grape cuttings in WA arrived from Cape of Good Hope 
in 1830. They were property of a Me Mc Fall and planted at the foot of Hamilton 
Hills some were later sold to Mr. Jeeks and planted on the small strip of land at 
bottom of Mt Elisa (Kings Park) The rose and Crown hotel in Guildford was 
established by the same family The grapes in question were sweet water variety 
probably originating from Spain 
 
The first hills vineyard was established in Mundaring by PA Gugeri. It is on record 
that he received an order in 1875 from the French Man O War named the Curilux 
for 750 gallons of wine 

 
The Darlington Vineyard was established in 1880’s by Dr A.R.Walen and the Hon 
J.G.H.Amherst   Grapes had been grown successfully at the time in various 
areas of WA for over fifty years and WA was establishing a good reputation as a 
wine growing state. 
In 1887 Dr Waylen exhibited the best sample of dried raisins at an Inter Colonial 
Exhibition and won the only medal granted to the colony. At a Paris Exhibition Dr 
Waylen and Bishop Salvardo (of New Norcia) received honorable mentions. 
It is on record that a Café in Berlin in 1883 sold Australian wines exclusively. 
The outlay to establish Darlington Vineyard must have been considerable as 
there were forty acres of vines plus a couple of acres of apricot trees a beautifully 
built two story cellar and a managers cottage. This cottage was originally mud 
brick but later faced with brick and in 1940 Janet Curlewis (Garg) and it was her 
home until she died. 
The area was heavily timbered with Red Gum and Jarrah  an area of about 2 
acres at the lower end of what is now Beenong road was enclosed with split 
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Jarrah slabs set into the ground to form a large pig sty. The Cellar now known as 
the lesser hall has been added to in add hock fashion over the years and lost its 
charm 
Darlington grew mostly black grape verities and produced Red Wine the 
production was considerably less than that of Swan Valley only producing about 
one hundred and fifty gallons per acre as apposed to 280 gallons per acre. Later 
the main goldfields railway was built through the northern boundary and about a 
mile further up the line a valley and hillside had been cleared. Our family had a 
close association with the then owner Mr. J Hawter as our property flanked his 
western boundary  his residence was of solid stone construction with a packing 
and storage area under the house. Other sheds were built on western side of the 
house from the house down to the railway line was irrigated by a steam power 
pump and this area was used to propagate thousands of vines for distribution all 
over WA. It is interesting to note that even in 1890’s Mr. Hawter fumigated with 
hydrocyanic gas all plants to stop pests being distributed.  
In 1912 it was no longer a nursery but an orchard,vineyard a large variety of 
grapes and fruit trees were grown all table except for six rows of black wine 
grapes these were sold to Glen Hardy vineyard in Glen Forrest. The table grapes 
were mostly sent to the goldfields as a teenager I had a job picking and packing 
in school holidays at seven shillings and sixpence (75 cents) per day which was 
top money then. 
In 1990 looking over the property from the end of Bertram St not a fruit tree or 
vine to be seen just grassy paddocks 
 
 Glen Hardy Vineyard situated at end of Hardy Road was established by RW 
Hardey about 1880 he had thirty five acres under vines ten white and twenty-five 
red. 
He transported his Grapes to the Peninsular on the Swan River where stood a 
fermentation house and presses in 1896 he established a massive cellar that still 
stands forlorn tucked into the hillside. 
Another vineyard was established in 1880s and was called Helena Vineyard it 
was pioneered by a man named Lauffer and was situated in a shallow valley 
between Grt Eastern Highway and what is now Marnie road. It did not produce 
good wine as the area was poor soil and subject to frosts 
In 1912 it was owned by a Mr. McGlew who with his son ran a vegetable round in 
Darlington. 
The Property Leithdale had an extensive area under vines to the east as well as 
a citrus orchard. 
 On 5 Feb 1836 at the quarterly meeting of the Agricultural Society Held at the 
Cleikum Inn Guildford fine specimens of fruit were shown mostly grown on banks 
of Swan River. 
There was a good demand for table grapes around 1839 as they sold at be 
between one and three shillings a pound then later in 1844 the going rate had 
fallen to two to eight pence a pound  
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At the Annual General Meeting of the Agricultural Society in 1841 held at 
Derenish’s Hotel Guildford a prize of ₤2/10/00  ($5.00) was offered for the best 
example of not less than one gallon of wine made from colonial grapes.  
 
It is interesting to note Septimus Rowe the Surveyor General of WA exported 
grapes from his Caversham property packed in cork as far back as 1840 and in 
1858 table grapes were exported to Colombo packed in sawdust. 
 
 
 
 
1919-1924 
 
School days at Highgate until the end of 1921 and Perth boys school until 1924.  

There were few highlights during these years.  The Highgate school had won a 
shield for sport from all the other metropolitan primary schools that it had become a 
permanent possession of the school.  In honor of our record, we had a guard of 
honour chosen from our ranks for Admiral Lord Jellicoe on his visit to our school.  
We were very proud to be chosen and have such a close view of the Admiral of the 
Battle of Jutland.  The Prince of Wales visited the school in 1920.  A choir was 
chosen from suburban State school to sing patriotic and welcoming songs.  A large 
wooden stage was built for us at Perth railway station for when he first arrived and 
another at Kings Park for a later official function.  My sister and I had to walk from 
Darlington to Bellevue to catch an early train so we could be there in time for the 
assembly.  I remember it was a very  cold morning and when it was light enough to 
see the railway sleepers were white with frost.  

 
The head of Highgate was a great believer of the cane and I was often the 

recipient of this punishment.  On one occasion I was late back from lunch, we were 
catching gilgies in the irrigation channel in the Chinaman’s garden at the corner of 
Beaufort and Bulwer Streets and didn’t notice the time.  After the two of us were 
lined up at the Headmaster’s office expecting the worst but he inquired what our 
misdemeanor was and we explained that we had been catching gilgies and showed 
him our catch from our pockets.  He was so interested in the gilgies he instructed us 
to go next door to the school-house and show his wife.  This time we got off with a 
caution. 

  
There was grave concern after the war with so many people returning from 

overseas that Quarantine regulations were probably overtaxed.  Bubonic plague 
was rife in Western Australia and Woodman’s Point Quarantine station could not 
cope with the strickened people and make shift hospitals were set up at various 
centres. Many died.  A yellow flag was set up outside every house that was infected 
and we gave such areas a wide berth on our way to school. 

   
From Perth Boys School, I joined the Y.M.C.A. in Murray Street.  At that time the 

YMCA had the only indoor swimming pool in W.A.  During the summer months we 
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spent every lunchtime and after school swimming. In the wintertime playing table 
tennis.  I attended a couple of weekend hikes with the YMCA but living in Darlington 
was a bit of a disadvantage as after hiking for a couple of days I had to walk from 
Bellevue station late Sunday night as there was no train to Darlington. (A distance 
of some 10 kilometres.)  I also attended a YMCA camp at Rottnest for a fortnight 
during Christmas holidays in 1923.  It was good fun but a little too organized for my 
liking.  Cricket in the morning, every morning, and organized swimming or hiking in 
the afternoon.  Rottnest was very rowdy even in those days, and celebration so 
willing on New Year’s Eve that portion of the tearooms was demolished.  

 

  
Later that same year I was invited to go camping with the father and two sons of 

a family from Darlington who had just taken delivery of a new Dodge Brothers 
Tourer.  The Dodge was a very popular vehicle at that time and in great demand by 
station owners. It was usual practice to deliver a car unpainted at that time, only the 
bonnet was painted black and the rest was grey undercoat.  When the car was run 
in and went for its first service it was painted the required colour.  We drove to 
Mandurah for our camp but it was not a great success.  Although the camping 
equipment was first class, the majority ruled it was too much trouble cooking meals, 
so we dined every night at the Hotel.  We had use of a boat, and the fish were so 
plentiful, it was boring just pulling them in.  The rough road to Mandurah was 
constructed of limestone, which was very trying on the eyes on hot summer days. 
Holiday time in Darlington over the years was great fun.  We younger people nearly 
all had ponies and went riding far and wide in the winter months and in the summer 
out to the Helena River where there was a large crystal pool.  The river at this time 

Leith Maslin 
1921 

Aged 13 
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ran all year round and Piesses Brook was not drawn on for irrigation.  Our ponies 
were very sure footed as we rode straight along what is now Glen Road towards the 
river and looking at the steepness of the valley I wonder that we live to tell about it.  
Our ponies were mostly brumbies caught in the bush country behind Mundaring 
Weir.  A couple of young fellows caught them at weekends and sold them at ₤1-0-0 
($2.00) unbroken and ₤1-10-0 ($3.00) roughly broken in. 

 
At the big pool, on the Helena River we had home made canoes and if we 

paddled upstream it was quite common to see fresh water tortoises and cobblers as 
well the occasional wild duck.  The discoveries and inventions made during the 
World War I were having an influence on everyday life.  There was talk of radio 
being possible for entertainment in the average home.  A transmission mast was 
being erected at Wesfarmers building in Wellington Street and King Street.  In 1924 
Cletrac and Holt caterpillar had adapted the war tanks tracks to farm tractor use.  
Farm tractors were beginning to displace the horse and as tractor power increased 
farm machinery was made larger.  Internal combustion engine had made great 
strides and many cars and trucks and some areoplanes were seen about and over 
Perth.  A Major Brierley gave a demonstration flight over The Esplanade in winter of 
1919.  The westerly wind was so strong that he was only just making headway 
when traveling in that direction. He landed on a rough strip of reclaimed land on the 
area now known as Langley Park. (I must state that the first flight recorded in Perth 
was in 1911.)  An aerial service for mail to the northwest area was started towards 
the end of 1924.   

 
A Mr. Woodwood started a char-a-bunc service to Darlington it was a Reo truck 

chassis with an elegant tourer like body with about six rows of seats.  Each row of 
seats had its own door.  It was a great stride forward for Darlington as we could now 
travel home after a night show in Perth.  The last bus left Perth at 11 Pm each night.  
Darlington was connected to electricity in 1923 and the first night it was on every 
house in the village was a blaze  of light. 

   
Xmas holidays in 1924 I worked in Hawter’s orchard and vineyard next door to 

our home, picking grapes for seven shillings and sixpence 7/6 (75 cents) per day.  
Good wages at the time. I started at 7.30 am, had an hour for lunch and finished at 
5.30 pm.  The grapes were the hardest work, they were all sold as table grapes and 
every bunch had to be cleaned of dried or bird pecked fruit.  When one had filled a 
three quarter dump case, your off-sider helped you hoist it onto your head and you 
carried it over steep rough ground to the central packing shed. (Very hard on the 
neck). All fruit and grapes at that time were being railed to the Kalgoorlie market.  

 
First job 

1924-1927 
 
I left school at the end of 1924 and worked at Hawter’s orchard until the end of 

March 1925. Jobs were very hard to come by even then and through the influence 
of  a business friend of my fathers I was able to start work at W.A. Trading 
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Company, Wellington Street, Perth.  On the 1st April, 1925 wages, 12/6 ($1.25) per 
week, hours 9am to 5 pm Monday to Friday and 9am to 12 noon on Saturday.  The 
main business was supplying wrapping and printing paper, toilet rolls, and 
greaseproof paper but the proprietor had many other agencies.  Stainless steel 
table knives, E.P.S. cutlery, harness and shoe leather, grinding lines, fountain pens, 
turquoise pencils, Clag paste, suit materials, upholstery springs, three-ply, Irish 
ginger ale.”Rossa”  It was an interesting job and I must have been satisfactory as I 
received three 2/6 (25 cents) rises in the first six months.   

 
The proprietor had a Dort car for his own private use and a 1914 model 

Hupmobile in the back of the warehouse that he used for urgent town deliveries.  It 
was a four cylinder, side-valve motor with a gate change gearbox as big as a four 
gallon drum and most of it sat above the floor level.  A long lever as big as the 
gearshift activated the starter motor but it never worked in my day and the only way 
to start it was by cranking by hand. Only the back wheels had brakes, they were not 
very efficient.  

 
 
 
 

 
Old Hupmobile 

 
 Even in 1925 the old Hupmobile was quite a talking point.  The boss would leave 

it in the laneway during the day to give us more room in the warehouse and we 
boys had to push it in every evening before we closed up.  I found it much easier to 
drive than to push and had driven it in each night for some considerable time before 
the boss caught me at it.  Instead of the expected rumpus he expressed surprise 
that I could drive and took me out next day to see how I handled the traffic. I did not 
tell him I had not driven anything before.  However, he was evidently satisfied with 
my performance as from then on I did all the urgent deliveries around town.  I still 
had five months to go before my 18th birthday at which time I was eligible to sit for a 
driving license.  He undertook to pay any fines if I was caught driving without one. A 
point of interest. The week after I got my license was the only time I was pulled up 
and the police officer asked me to produce it.  I asked him if I had been doing 
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anything wrong and he said “No, I don’t remember you sitting for it”, then added 
upon looking at it  “Oh, you only got it last week and I was on holidays so that’s why 
I didn’t remember you”. 

   
I enjoyed the odd delivery and after I had been working for about 12 months, the 

boss took me to Fremantle wharf with him to show me how to clear Customs with 
our imported items, mostly craft paper from Sweden.  It had been his practice to do 
his own clearing rather than pay Customs Agents fees.  As he often told me it is not 
the profit one makes it’s the savings that are important in business.  The Customs 
Department like most government departments was never in a hurry and one 
needed the patience of Job to get a shipment cleared.  First one called at the office 
of the Ships Agent and collected the necessary papers.  Then after waiting to have 
ones Bill of Lading examined at the main office, where it was assessed, one queued 
up to pay the necessary fees at the Cashier’s desk.  Then it was off to the shed in 
which the goods were stored, often quite a walk, and then it was necessary to find 
an unengaged cooper to handled the bales and open any on demand of the 
Customs officer.  

 
The coopers were freelance workers recognized by the Customs 

department and charged by 5/- (50 cents) per hour or part thereof.  A customs 
officer would not attend to you unless you had engaged a cooper and when you 
had found a cooper there was not a Customs officer available for well over an 
hour.  If a lunch or tea break intervened one had to make a fresh start. I think the 
Customs officers and coopers worked together as it always took three hours for 
ten minutes work.                               

  I was very lucky as on my first effort at clearing on my own, I 
came across a Senior Customs officer, who, on seeing my name asked if I was 
related to F.H. Maslin (my father) and as they had been great friends for years I 
never had any Customs problems from that day on.    

 From 1924 until the great depression in 1930 many makes of 
cars came onto the market.  The first Motor show I attended was in the Army 
Barracks drill hall, Francis Street, Perth and some of the cars at the show have 
long since been forgotten.  The models I remember were:- Oldsmobile, Oakland, 
Cleveland, Gray, Dort, Graham Page, Jewet, Overland, Erskine, Case, Essex, 
Hudson, Willys Knight, from America and from Britain, Sunbeam, Napier, 
Armstrong Siddley, B.S.A., A.J.S., Jowett, Amilcar, Crossley, and others I don’t 
remember.  

Renault cars were not popular in Perth, although Sandovers’, the 
local hardware merchant, had a fleet of Renault trucks, and was also the agent 
for Michelin tyres. The price of cars at this time, “T”  Model Ford was ₤199-0-0 
($398.00) and a Chevolet four-cylinder was ₤208-0-0 ($416.00).  The basic wage 
was about ₤3-0-0  ($6.00) per week.   

 My elder sister and I were keen on music and used to attend 
musical shows at His Majesty’s Theatre when we could afford it.  The top gallery 
(the cheapest seats) were known as the Gods and it was a case of first come first 
served once the doors opened.  The result was that all those seeking cheap 
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seats and there were plenty of them queued up in King Street, any time from 4 
pm onwards.  Of course, we could never make it until after 5 pm and often went 
without anything to eat until after the show.  A seat at the early doors “ as they 
were called was about 2/6 (25 cents) for a world famous artist and cheaper for 
lesser shows.  The doors were not open until 7 pm and a character known as 
“Percy Buttons” used to do acrobatics to amuse the crowd while they waited.  Of 
course he took the hat around, but I don’t think he did very well as we all had little 
money. Another chap with an eye for profit came around with a cart    containing 
empty fruit crates, which he would hire for three pence(about 3 cents) as seats 
for the queue waiting for the doors to open. After the people had entered the 
theater he would pick them up from the street. 

About this time I started to build a Tennis court On the western side of the 
top block as it was solid rock to level it meant blasting as father was in charge of 
the explosive department and the would batch test cases imported into the state 
there were always plenty available. Father would bring home a dozen or so sticks 
of gelignite  in bag and travel in the train with them . I would spend a couple of 
hours drilling a hole with a jump bar a crow bar with a chisel point and picking it 
up about 8 inches and dropping it rotate it every time . It took many months to 
complete but was worth the effort.  

My father two sisters and myself were traveling to and from 
Darlington by train every day. The train fare was 1 pound 11 shillings and 11 
pence ($3.20) for a monthly ticket. My elder sister and I hatched a plan to 
persuade father to buy a car and pointed out that if we pooled our train fares we 
would have more than enough to pay the running costs. Father was not car 
minded but eventually gave in. We purchased a second hand Chevrolet 4 
cylinder tourer known as the Chev Superior It was a 1925 model and had 5000 
miles on the clock costing ₤105 -0-0 ($210.00 ).  
 

 
 

1925 Chev Four 
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The scheme worked well and made life much easer especially for my father who 
was getting on in years and found the walk up the hill from the station 
increasingly difficult. We purchased our fuel in 5 case lots from “Texaco” each 
case contained 2 x 4 gallon tins (20liters) at 1/6 gallon (4 cents a liter) As time 
went on it became dill cult to coordinate all traveling together so as I was the only 
driver at the time I purchased a motor bike, an AJS  OHV 23/4 HP for ₤80 
pounds ($160). I would drive the others to the station then back up the hill get on 
the bike and ride to Perth the repeat this in the evening.  
 
 
 
 
 

The beginning of the farming adventure 1928 
 
 

I could see little future in the job at WA Trading as the proprietor had two sons 
joining the business, which left me in a dead end as far as advancement went. 
I had been keen to be a farmer ever since I could remember. I decided to branch 
out and obtain a job on a farm to obtain some experience while I was still young. 
There were opportunities to manage farms once one had some experience At the 
time I was earning ₤3-0-0 per week ($6) at 20 years off age from the Trading 
company and my decision to quit and go to work on a farm did not meet well with 
my parents I had pleader some years before to be allowed to attend Narrogin 
Agricultural Collage without success. When it became clear that my mind was 
made up to go farming all the “experts “ had friends or relations that were good 
churchman and I should work for this one or that one. My thoughts were not 
considered in the equation so without further ado I called employment agencies 
on a Tuesday and stated I had no experience and wanted a job as a farm 
labourer. They had the very thing 11 miles south of Wyalkatchem 30 shillings 
($3.00) per week and free food and accommodation start Friday. As you can 
imagine there was quite a to do when I announced that I had taken a job with a 
farmer the family knew nothing about and I was leaving in two days   
I left by train from Midland Junction early on Friday morning. It was a crisp cold 
autumn day. It was a slow but interesting trip and at 2 pense (2cents) per mile a 
cheap way to travel but not fast about 15 MPH average. After leaving Northam 
the distant horizon fascinated me, as living in the hill the horizon was only the 
next hill. The train arrived at Wyalkatchem just before 5 pm. I was somewhat 
apprehensive as to what my new employer would be like as no doubt he was, as 
to the quality of his new hand. There were a few odd bods about but no 
expectant employers so I sat on the platform and waited. After about half an hour 
I decided to make some enquiries when I noticed a T model Ford coming along 
the south road, it was my boss. With his wife and two children a boy about 5 and 
girl about 3 .He apologized for being late (I later found that he was poor at 
keeping appointments) and said I could call him Percy and when I told him my 
name was Leith he appeared almost shocked, and said he couldn’t call me that, I 
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would be Len to him if that was ok so I was introduced as Len to his family and 
was know as Len in that district from then on. Percy was a small wiry individual 
and his wife was taller but did not look very robust. He told me he had some 
machinery parts to pick up and then some stores before we headed home. He 
picked up the parts and had a long chat it being almost sundown when we 
headed east on a road beside the railway line. The family in the front and me in 
the back it was getting very cold I thought this store was a bit far out of town. It 
turned out to be Forbes Store at Konnelocking a siding seven miles down the 
line. I learned latter that Percy met his wife while she worked at the store so 
always dealt there. We picked up the provisions and after Percy usual long chat 
left for the farm a distance of 16 miles well after dark. The farm was a four 
roomed weather board house with a narrow verandah, standing in an acre of un 
cleared land with sparse scrub and cleared paddocks all around. The stables 
were rough timber with thatched roof and a large haystack nearby. I was shown 
to my quarters a small room some distance from the house about 8 ft X 10 ft with 
iron roof and Hessian walls and dirt floor. The Hessian on the west side was 
badly split and the wind howled through the walls, a camp stretcher and three 
kerosene cases as a cupboard made up the furniture. After settling my few 
possessions Percy came in with a hurricane lantern and me to help feed the 
horses while he milked the cows, tea would be ready when we finished .He 
showed me how much chaff to give each horse when finished we went up to the 
house for tea. The only food I had taken since an early breakfast was a pie at 
Northam so I was ready for a good solid meal. It was very disappointing a mega 
amount of cold meat potato salad and very solid sour homemade bread .The only 
deeming feature was plenty of hot tea., not a good start. The food from then on 
was fairly good. Percy had trained as a baker and made beautiful bread but when 
he was short handed Tory short for Victoria made thru bread and methinks she 
made a point seeing that it was never successful. Cleaning up after the meal and 
the giving the horses there sheaf of hay for the night it was after midnight I fell 
into bed Darlington seemed a long way away. 
Next morning Percy woke me at 5.30 am and after dressing we went to feed and 
groom the horses, paying special attention to the shoulders were the collar for 
the pulling harness would sit. After feeding and watering the horses we 
harnessed them fed the pigs and made our way back to the house for breakfast. 
The dams were still dry and all the water was carted buy horse and dray. With a 
good breakfast under our belts Percy showed me how to harness the eight-horse 
team to a sunder cut plough ten discs in pairs in spring-loaded arms. This was 
my first experience at driving an eight-horse team and as you can imagine there 
is a knack to getting all the horses moving in the one direction.  
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Typical horse team 
 
 
The plough depth leaver is raised and the team swung in the direction of least 
resistance then once all are moving the team be straightened up and the discs 
lowered and away we go. It was a beautiful morning and a wonderful experience 
to hear the hiss of the soil, creaking harness and smell the newly turned soil. One 
wonders if a present day plough man sitting in an air conditioned cab listening to 
pop music would have any idea of what he is missing. Percy came out to see 
why I was taking so long I had reploughed the corners to 40 ft as it looked better 
but he only wanted 10 ft but had not told me so. Returned the team to the stables 
fed and watered them by 11 am. 
The program for the afternoon was to take the team and wagon to Kings Dam 
some 15 miles away to get water. I was underway by 12.30 armed with a mud 
map of how to get there and it was after 5 pm when I arrived and set about 
pumping water with a Simac Number 7 semi rotary hand pump 55 strokes 
moving about 30 gallons(136liters) Percy arrived in the T Ford about 6 pm with 
Tea and some mutton sandwiches he took over pumping while I ate my tea. By 
about 7 pm we had filled the 5 x 200 gal tanks (900Liters) and Percy headed off 
leaving me to drive the team back to the farm. He was waiting to give me a hand 
to unharness d feed and water the horses when I arrived back about 12.30 that 
night . After supper and some hot tea bed was most comfortable  
The next day was Sunday no work except feeding the horses so with Percy’s 
permission I set about making my accommodation more comfortable. The was a 
large stack of empty petrol tins beside the shed and when opened out made a 
reasonable sizes sheet of tin about 900 mm x 400mm these t nailed on the 
weather side of my room to keep the rain and draught from coming inn. With the 
aid of some washed super bags I rebuilt the camp stretcher bed making it much 
more comfortable. Percy had started a new batch of bread while I was coming 
back with the water and we had beautiful fresh bread from then on. The farm was 
not large about 900 acres all cleared on the homestead block and another110 
acres about a mile away north of the Wyalkatchem  - Yorkrakine Road 
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I settled down to the routine and enjoyed life on the farm and was treated as one 
of the family The house was fitted with petrol lamps which gave a very good light 
except for the constant hissing noise. A heavy gauge cylinder was housed on the 
verandah and small copper pipes ran through the ceiling to each a glass 
protected mantel was fitted to each outlet. The container was partially filled with 
petrol then air was pumped into the space with a hand pump mounted on the unit 
a pressure gauge indicated the correct pressure. I was permitted to sit with the 
family for the evening meal and read until bed time which was no very late A 
congregational Church service was held in the Elaskin school house (now 
abandoned) once a fortnight. Tory insisted on going and Percy invited me along 
for company. The parson an ex Welsh minor traveled up from Yorkrakine where 
the manse was situated. to take the service. He tendered his flock in an ancient T 
Ford   which was always breaking down I’m sure his parishioners over the years 
pushed him further than he drove .His services were quite unique as he was 
endowed with more enthusiasm than intelligence. The harmonium played by a 
young farmer was old and had many notes missing and it made the most 
common hymen almost unrecognizable. These fortnightly services became a 
highlight of my social life as one met other farmers from the district an in 
conversation picked up useful information about farming. On some occasions we 
invited to dine and spend the evening with other farmers I came to the conclusion 
that Percy was not the most clued up of farmers. He purchased Holt Caterpillar 
tractor expensive petrol driven tractor capable of pulling a twelve-horse load but 
all his equipment was eight horses so there was no advantage in the extra 
power. The first time I cut chaff with him he told me we had to work quickly as the 
stationary motor driving the chaff cutter would stop once it got to hot. I pointed 
out that it was a Kerosene powered unit and the small fuel tank was for starting 
on Petrol then switch the three way valve to kero once it had warmed up. He said 
he thought the small tank was a reserve. After this it worked fine. As well as this I 
learned about Disc and Moldboard ploughs, combines, and drills as well as 
fencing rabbit control root picking and most things to do with the day-to-day 
running of a farm. 
 
In September I was rather rattled to receive a letter from my father to come home 
and he had arranged with a financier friend named Jones to purchase a 3000-
acre virgin bush at Walebing south of Moora. Despite my protests that at 20 
years of age and six months farming experience I was hardly qualified to clear 
crop and develop a farm from scratch. On my own. I lost the argument and left 
Percy in October he was unable to pay me the ₤39 pounds owing ($78) until after 
harvest in January. We called the property Bulladong  and had a picnic on our 
first visit 
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Picnic at Bulladong                        Light timber country 

 
 On arriving back in Darlington I found my farther had purchased a Chevy 1.5 ton 
capacity truck from a churchman who in my opinion was a doubtful dealer. I went 
to town to get a truck drivers license and pick up the vehicle but when I looked at 
it was a heap of junk although the body looked good the spring shackles were 
worn out I’m sure it had sawdust in the gearbox to stop the noise and at ₤128 
nds ($256.00) when a new one was ₤200-0-0 ($400 )it seemed to dear so I came 
home without it. However a lecture from my father who new nothing about things 
mechanical on not going back on an agreement saw me pick it up next day and 
spent the next few days replacing spring shackles and as money was tight 
patching up as best I could. An old cottage had been destroyed by fire an a 
property adjoining ours down by the railway line and with permission from the 
owner I carried the iron up through the bush the 1 kilometer by hand as there 
was no way to get any closer by road. Although burnt the iron was heavy gauge 
and quite good. It is surprising how much equipment and materials one needs to 
construct a hut in a remote location I took sawn timber for the roof and banked on 
getting bush wood for uprights and walls. I would have liked to visit the property 
to get an idea of what I was up against but time was short. I had to clear the 
firebreaks around Darlington house for summer as my father had been sick and 
unable to do hard physical work. My eldest sister was getting married in 
November to add to the confusion. My sister was married on the 29th November 
1928 and on the 3rd of December I headed off with my first load very overloaded. 
It was only 98 Miles north but the road was rough, the truck doubtful and the 
weather hot. 
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Loaded for the Farm 

 
 
 I decided to go up the main road via Bindoon  and while  doing a quick double 
clutch to change down the accelerator pin on the carby broke and the engine 
died. The brakes would not hold the truck in reverse and I managed to swing the 
wheel so it ran into the bank on the high side stopping the truck but most of the 
load slid off. Repairing the pin and restacking the load I got going again and after 
a couple of punctures arrived at the block about sundown. After a quick meal I 
unloaded the truck and settled down for the night under the stars the night noises 
were strange in this area I heard foxes Kangaroos and the strange drumming 
sound of Emus. With so much wildlife around I was sure there was surface water 
near by. I left for my return trip at first light with no spare and no spare tube left 
but made it OK purchasing a new tire and tube in Midland. Loaded up and was 
ready for an early start on Wednesday morning. Not a heavy load but awaked as 
I had my motor bike It was a hot sultry day and before I reached the Muchea 
turnoff the new tire had gone flat on close examination I found fatigue cracks in 
the rim near bolt holes holding the rim to the spokes and tightening the bolts had 
no effect. Luckily I had my wood working tools on this load and cut wooden 
spreaders from bush wood to tighten the rim and stop the tyre turning and pulling 
out the valve stem. 
I had no more problems although a couple more punctures. This time I decided   
against Bindoon Hill and went via Mugumba I was repairing my third puncture in 
the early afternoon heat a few miles south of Mugumba when a young chap in a 
new Ford Utility stopped and helped me fix and blow up the tyre (by hand of 
course). He gave me a cheery wave as he drove off. About 10 minutes later as I 
approached Mogumba he emerged from the hotel with two large pots of cold 
beer although still under the 21-year legal age I made short work of it and this 
was the start of a friendship that lasted more than 50 Years. His kind thought was 
my first taste of the real mateship of the bush. The afternoon became 
oppressively hot with the approaching storm and with still 8 miles to go to the 
farm the rain came bucketing down so heavy that it made driving very hard with 
one hand operating the manual windscreen wiper the other steering on a twisty 
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road. I dared not stop as the creeks were rising rapidly and I had a good chance 
of being stuck all night. When I arrived at the block it was still raining with the 
storm appearing to be coming back from the direction of Wongan Hills to have 
another go. I had dumped my first load near the foot of a Granite rock about a 
mile from the road now there was a lot of surface water running off the rock 
making the area very wet. I relocated to higher ground and rigged a frame in the 
form of a lean too set up my bed to stay off the sodden ground and went to sleep. 
I was wakened early next morning by the carouse of Butcherbirds ,Magpies, 
Smokers and Twentyeights ,the bush was sparkling after the rain. I was camped 
in a park like area of Casuarinas and Jam trees On walking to the top of the large 
granite out crop one could see a long way to the east towards the Geraldton 
Highway (a dirt track) but the other directions were obscured by hills and timber.  

  
 

                  The rock                        Great northern Highway( Geraldton Road) 
 

One problem was solved the rocks had a large depression forming a natural 
reservoir I filled my containers with clear rainwater. 
 After breakfast I rode my motorbike to Moora 20 miles to replenish my tyre repair 
outfit and a few odds and ends. When I arrived the town was deserted no sign of 
anyone in the main street I later found It was only 7 o’clock and the no one 
moves until 9 am. I found the garage was owned by the brother of the young man 
who had been so kind the day before and they told me I could get bread and 
meat delivered to the Walebing PO about six miles up the road from my farm 
(block). On the way back I called to make myself known to my nearest neighbor 
about 2 miles from my camp. He was a bit older than me and had about 100 
acres of crop ready for harvest and was waiting for an Aboriginal who had not 
turned up as a helper It was a good opportunity to learn about harvesting so I 
volunteered to help him for nothing not letting on that I had never seen or worked 
a Harvester before. I managed to pick it up and was now more confident I could 
manage my own equipment when the time came. He had a stand of nice straight 
salmon gums at the back of his block which he let me cut for my uprights to build 
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the camp. The saplings for the frame were wired together by a couple of half 
hitches with fencing wire then the iron nailed on after a week I had my shack built 
with the old rusty iron roof and walls and a dirt floor it was luxury 
 

        Shack with seed wheat                                         
 
 
The government well known as Mandina well was on a small reserve beside the 
main road opposite my block it was useless for drinking water as it usually had 
one or two dead Kangaroos that would fall in and drown. I was fortunate to meet 
a local Aborigine who said for a small consideration he could show me where to 
find good water. He pointed to a spot near a clump of trees an on digging down I 
came across the timbers of an old soak that had been lined with bush wood. I 
don’t know whether he had native instincts or a good memory but it was₤1-0-0 
($2.00) well spent. 
I had a permanent supply of good water and I believe to this day it is still called 
Maslin soak. The world depression started the first year I was on the farm and 
the problems and hardships were many. Money was short even for food but we 
lived in a land of plenty with Rabbits, Kangaroos and Bustards (scrub turkeys) for 
the meat part of the diet plenty of wild honey we lived well. I managed to have 
175 acres of our property cleared and ready for crop by May 
 

 
First Crop 
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 Two businessmen named Marden and Wally Cross purchased 4000 acres over 
the highway to the east of my property and with unlimited capital set about 
clearing and fencing the lot As lack of money was my problem I offered to 
contract clear 115 acres at 12/6 per acre ($1.25) cut down by hand and burn 
logs. The Mandina Pastoral Company as it was called had a workforce of two 
well sinkers ex miners a gang of building contractors as well as laborers and one 
of the owners Wally Cross and his son Dick. To the east was sand plain country 
and a team of Italians was employed to clear black boys and trees to big for 
scrub plough. Within a few weeks they had a weatherboard house built wells 
sunk and windmills in with much area-cleared ready for ploughing. After spending 
much time in solitude life was considerably brighter with the company of new 
neighbors. During the weekends we built a clay tennis court 
Using the dirt from ant’s nests, which packed down to a perfect surface. And 
played bridge to while away the long winter months. Football and Cricket teams 
formed in the district as well as the first “drive in!” pictures At Piawaning hall the 
proprietor would hang a double sheet on the side of the hall and project the 
movies from the back of his truck. Being silent movies no speakers were needed 
and we would sit in or on our cars and trucks to watch the show.. 
Work and play continued throughout the next few years some of the more 
interesting things that happened during these times  
 

Farm Incidents 
 

Heading for Bolgart with horse and cart to pick up a calf I came upon a 
group of well-dressed people whose car had become bogged when they slipped 
off the muddy road. They were heading for a wedding reception. Using the 
chains from the harness I managed to tie in front of the back wheels a thin fence 
post. Then by moving forward a quarter of a revolution the car was lifted clear of 
the mud and we packed wood and rocks under the tyre, removed post and drove 
back to hard ground. I was covered in mud from crawling under the car and the 
great full driver gave me a Pound ($2) for my trouble not bad for ½ an hours work 
as I only received 12/6d ($1.25) per acre for contract clearing i.e. chopping and 
burning.  

The method used to clear for farming around Moora was to chop down all 
the trees ranging from 100mm to 500mm in dia then cut out any straight sections 
for fence posts. The larger diameter logs would be split lengthwise making five or 
six posts using several steel wedges and a sledge hammer. With the post 
removed we would pull a large steel roller about a ton in weight behind the tractor 
to knock down all small scrub. Then after a week or so when the broken bush 
and trees had died off, set fire to the area. It was when a helper was driving my 
1925 iron wheeled Fordson tractor that he caught the roller on a large stump and 
did not put the clutch in fast enough causing the tractor to rear over back wards. 
Lucky for him he fell between the wheels and was not hurt. We then had the 
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problem of righting  the upturned unit  this took all day with the help of a tractor 
borrowed from a neighbour 
 
 
 

Lizzy turns turtle with scrub roller 
 

Living in the camp I had constructed was fairly lonely and the local animal 
life friendly .It was on a visit from town that my father first encountered one of my 
friends. He was sitting at the kitchen table eating his breakfast and I had my back 
to him cooking when he let out a tremendous yell and I turned in time to see him 
scrambling onto the table. There in the doorway was Sam the 1.5meter Bungara 
Lizard looking for his morning saucer of milk and bit of toast. I did not realize he 
looked so ferocious but to a person from Darlington where the biggest lizard is a 
300mm bob tail I suppose he was a bit intimidating. 
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F.H.Maslin 
 

Another pet came to a sad end it was my cat who would always follows 
me  around the camp and settle down near where I was working. This day I was 
construction a shed out of logs and iron and while putting up a roof beam I 
slipped and the beam landed on the cat killing it instantly.  
Life was tough in the bush. 

 
 

A snapshot of farm life 
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I acquired Fox Terrier dog that had more courage than sense. He would 

chase Kangaroos and Emus .Although the roos were too quick a few times he 
caught  hold of the Emu’s tail feathers. Off cause the emu did not worry about a 4 
kg dog hanging off it tail and would race off . A while later the dog would return to 
camp looking disappointed he could not bring back his catch. 
A large old established property some miles down the road was a favorite haunt 
of a niece of the lady of the house who usually invited her girlfriends up from 
Perth for tennis and riding .On occasions we were invited to squire the girls to 
local dances at Yaeeawindi hall some miles south of New Norcia. We must have 
behaved ourselves as we were invited to join the “ Glentromi” (the social group of 
the district) party to all the local functions.  
By 1934 the depression was crippling the farming industry and although I 
managed to clear 500 acres ready for crop we could not raise the money or see 
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the future in putting one in the sale price for wheat at the time was 1/6 per bushel 
(15 cents) 
The bags cost 1/- (10 cents for 3 bushels) freight was 4d (4 cents a bushel) 
With the prospect of 8 or 9 bushel per acre Tractor fuel for seeding and 
harvesting as well as seed cost made position hopeless the prospect of outlaying 
$680 for a possible return of $600 not including anything for labour  
I was finally told we could not go on and as an auction of the farm machinery had 
little chance of a sale I approached Father Ubec the monk in charge of there farm 
At New Norcia, he sent a couple of monks up to have a look and they brought the 
lot. It was a sad day when I finally left the farm after so much hard work and 
nothing material to show for it but it was a character building experience of 
mammoth proportions 
 
Return to the City 
1934 
I returned with my few belongings to Darlington intending to go north to Port 
Hedland and work on a cattle station. This was not to be as my parents had gone 
to South Australia for some time leaving the house in care of an unfinancial 
acquaintance who had let the place run down My father by this time was in poor 
health and they persuaded me to work the property and give my father an 
interest in his retirement. As well as an excuse to get rid of the “squatters” who 
had never paid rent in the two years they were there. I refenced the property and 
planted  
Maze and Lucerne before leaving for a farm called Goodlands to earn money 
from harvesting, I stayed on after harvest to build a mud brick schoolroom for the 
children of the property who were taught by a governess. My wages of ₤2-10-00s 
($3) per week had accumulated to a ₤50-0-0 ($100.00) cheque when I returned 
in February 
In 1936 my father died an I continued to look after the property with my mother  
 Over the next few years despite the world depression I built the property up to 
run 3 milking cows 10 breeding pigs ,200 laying hens and with fruit and home 
grown vegetables made a good living. In season sold Strawberries, Tomatoes, 
Runner Beans for a bit of cash. Eggs ranged from 11d to 1/8 (11cents to 
17cents) per dozen The local store purchased home made butter at 1/- (10 cents 
a pound (500 Gram) Pigs fetched 25/- ($2.50) at 3 months and strawberries 9d a 
punnet (10 cents) over the period I averaged ₤4-10-00 per week ($9.00) well 
over basic wage at the time.  

  
 
Bottom Paddock Darlington                                      Pig sties Darlington 
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1937 I married Judy (Kathleen) Curlewis 
 
 
 
The history of Curlewis  
 
Judy’s  Father Harold Burnham Curlewis married Janet Jeffery Tassie at the 
Presbyterian Church Havelock St West Perth August 1901 
The Curlewis has some interesting relatives:- Georget Campbell Curlewis arrived 
in Australia in 1812 and took up land in Parramatta NSW  
He married one of the four daughters of Edward Smith Hall who started one of 
the first newspapers in Australia and was instrumental in getting Governor 
Darling recalled by publishing details of land allocations for his mates ,rigging of 
the justice system by paying the jurors and highlighting his bad financial 
management. Although sued for liable and imprisoned he kept fighting and 
eventually received a pardon from the King. 
When the bank of NSW was formed he was the first secretary in 1817   
 
One of his sons Edgar Burnham Curlewis marriedLouisa Friend who became 
mother to Harold. Another grandson followed law and became a Judge and 
married Ethel Turner author of  several children’s books including  Seven little 
Australians  
Their son Adrian also became a well know judge and one of the leaders in the 
surf lifesaving society   
Harold graduated from University of Sydney with an Arts degree mid 1890 and 
came to WA in 1897 to take an appointment at the Observatory of WA at the 
corner of Havelock and Kings Park Rd (The building is still there set behind 
Dumas House) He and his wife had  six children all born at the Observatory 
which had a residence attached to the building 
Copy of Obituary in Western Australian News paper 1970 
“Observatory Pioneer Dies 
H B Curlewis 1877-1970 
He was Government Astronomer from 1920 until he retired in 1940 and was in an 
acting position for 8 year before his official appointment. He led a joint WA ,SA 
expedition to fix the bounty between the two states starting from Ecula one year 
and heading North the following year the landed by ship in Wyndham and 
surveyed South. 
 Astrographic Catalogues which set the position of hundreds of thousands of 
stars 
for this section of the Southern hemisphere had been completed under his 
supervision. This was part of the biggest international research project 
undertaken in the history of astronomy. During his team with the Observatory in 
WA he photographed the passing of Halley’s Comet in 1910 which is only seen 
every 76 years  He left a widow and one son by his second marriage and six 
children by his first marriage. 
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                                                     Curlewis Family 
 
 
 
 
 Janet Jeffery Curlewis1879 to 1961 ( Nee Tassie)was Judys mother. She was a 
big woman standing six foot tall with snow white hair I knew her for forty years 
and she always had white hair. Because of her size and voice she had a 
commanding presence although walking with the aid if stick. In her younger days 
she was a good athlete winning Kings Park Ladies tennis championship as well 
as swimming and diving  She was fond of flowers and worked about her garden 
usually with silver beet tomatoes and strawberries planted among her rose 
bushes Garg as she was known by the family was an accomplished wood carver 
painter and fine needleworker her fingers were never idle. She started the 
Country Women’s Association Library in Darlington but her main love was music. 
During the depression years she started the Yong Woman’s Christian 
Association Choir in Perth .On one occasion she trained a choir of very young 
children from the Darlington sate School when they performed before an 
audience there were very few dry eyes. She sang in the ST Cuthbert’s church 
choir in Darlington  She founded the Darlington Glee Club later it became the 
Kajamabar singers  
For many years they dominated Hills Festivals and the Perth Eisteddfods  and on 
several occasions sang on live radio 6WF.I was privileged to sing bass inn a 
quartet with her for some years winning competitions on several occasions. 
Garg had a great sense of humor and her  hearty laugh could be heard by the 
neighbors Tom Her youngest son called it her double yoker. 
In 1936 she brought herself an Austin 10 sedan and was taught to drive by a 
couple of car salesmen Her garage was on steep land behind the house in 
Darlington with a three foot retaining wall to make the floor level .On the first day 
she garaged the car she did not stop and finished through the back wall with the 
wheels dangling over the wall  she thought it was a great joke but usually let 
other people drive her from then on. 
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She was still an active member of Darlington ladies choir under the baton of Mrs. 
Ashton until a few months before her death in May 1961 in her Eighty second 
Year 
 
 
 
Leith and Judy Maslin 
 
Married in 1937 and spent our honey moon at a beach side shack at Triggs 
Island  
 
 

 
  Austin 10                                 Trigg Cottage                        Trigg Island 
 
 

  
 
 
 
   
 In 1938 our twin sons Richard and Burnham were born unfortunately Burnham 
only lived for six days. 
During this period I was “invited” by my mother-in –law to join the Glee Club a 
local singing group that she conducted. We won the hills Eisteddfods as a quartet 
and as a choir member 
Also through my mother-in-law my wife and I joined the Perth Philomonic Society 
And sang with them on many important engagements on two occasions under 
the baton of Sir Malcolm Sergeant a famous English Conductor. The Messiah 
being one of our favorite pieces. 
The Darlington Glee Club had a good reputation for classical music and was 
often invited to sing live on the ABC radio network. The radio station was housed 
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in West Farmers building at corner of Milligan and Hay Streets (hence the station 
call sign 6WF) Later they moved to a tiled roof bungalow in St Georges Terrace 
about where council house is today.  
The Second World War broke out in 1939 and with my wife crippled with arthritis 
and the prospect of a full time job at Tates press I decided to sell the stock and 
my mother who owed the Darlington property put it on the market.  Judy and I 
rented a house in Guildford but after several months without any serious offers 
my mother offered the place to me at the asking price interest free but I 
continued paying my mother well after the agreed price had been met. In 1940 I 
went to Cue for a few weeks to relieve the Tates Press agent in the town At this 
time the Big Bell gold mine was in full swing with modern town Hotel and 
Swimming pool  
The mine was a kind of open cut with the ore blasted from the walls and then 
lifted to surface with a poppet head the same as underground mines. 
 
 

 

 
Big Bell Mine, Town and Pool                                Camel traders at Cue 
 
 Returning from Cue while I was at work one day my wife was visited by some 
army officials who asked lots of questions and in due course I received a letter 
advising I was exempt from army service and Manpowered into the new Minision 
factory in Welshpool. Later I found out that my mother-in-law played bridge with 
General Martyn the chief of manpower in WA and the interfering old biddy had 
pulled strings much to my annoyance 
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During the time at munitions I still kept working at the Press part time . The 
factory at Welshpool made high-grade 303 cartridges for Machine guns and was 
built from an English plan down to snow traps over the doors. I through myself 
into the work taking it seriously and was soon at loggerheads with the union 
officials. Doing things that should be done by a tradesman or working two 
minutes longer to finish a job. On one occasion a union official picked on me 
outside the gate and got king hit for his trouble dislocating my thumb. I was on 
report to the manager next morning who told me to look concerned but thanking 
me for hitting the brat because he wasn’t allowed to. I became leading hand after 
some short time and worked shift work so could manage to get time to continue 
at the press 
One of the problems was fuel was rationed and could only be used for essential 
services and of course betting did not come under this heading. I took a job for 
Nicholson’s music dept collecting and this gave us a fuel allowance to run a 
motorbike The job paid a bit but the fuel was important, some extra was 
smuggled from the farm but we had to have a legitimate supply as well. After the 
War I returned to the Press full time.  
 
. 
Tates Press  1937-1960 
 
 
During my time in Darlington I was paid a visit by Dick Cross the neighbour from 
Walebing who wanted me to help him run his fathers press agency while “ 
Popper Wally” was in hospital recovering from a traffic accident. This I took on as 
a part time basis but after a couple of years in 1940 I was offered a full time job. I 
accepted  
 
The name was originally States Press Agency and it was owned by a cunning old 
gentleman named Wally Cross. The during the war government passed 
legislation to prohibit the name State on business not owned by the state of WA 
so Wally crossed off the “S” and everybody still called it States Press. There 
were no direct phone links overseas and most country towns had an independent 
news paper, Tates press were the Reuters agent for WA. and  received 
Telegrams each day from overseas agencies telling of world news. This would be 
assembled each morning and sent to the country papers. 
An adjunct to this was supplying the local horse racing results to the papers and 
each local SP bookmaker. SP bookmaking was not illegal in WA although it was 
frowned upon by the race clubs who had some political influence. The police 
would try and charge SP bookies for obstructing traffic or other unrelated items to 
discourage them. The bookies formed an association to gain some political 
power and with regular “donations” several hundred pounds a month to the 
political party of the day  the pressure was greatly eased 
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Cat & Mouse games 
 
The starting price and results had to be obtained and relayed back to the central 
office within a few minutes of the completion of each race. This had to be done in 
secret as the race clubs employed course detectives to ensure it did not happen 
but for 17 years we never missed a result. 
At one course the toilets backed onto the car park and for ages we had our man 
inside the course pass the results out a gap in the wall. Each week we would 
employ different people sometime six, so one leaves after each race bringing out 
the results I mostly employed women, hair dressers, nurses and even the wife of 
a turf club member. They got free entry and a ₤1-00-00 each ($2.00) which was 
an average days wage for a few hours work. I think they enjoyed thrill of the 
challenge.  
A telescope from a ships gun site was mounted in the front room of a house, we 
rented every Saturday across the river from Ascot. This gave a perfect view of 
the betting ring and result boards. When the turf club banned the radio station 
from broad casting an important race we set up a landline and race caller in our 
room and he called the race from there. Because he could not see the finish line 
he took notes then called the race a couple of minutes behind the action and by 
the time he called the finish the results had been posted and he had a perfect 
result. 
There were no portable radios and he did such a convincing job no one new 
where he was and turf club officials combed the track to find his vantage point.   
 
 After the war business was booming and there was a rumor another press 
agency may be starting so we started our own rival, Suburban press that was in 
a different location and some client’s switched allegiances I ran both units as 
though they had no connection but we used the same information from the track 
and the profits went in same pockets. 
 
Country race meetings posed a problem because of small crowds that new each 
other. At Pinjarra a farm paddock and trees ran right next to the racecourse and 
we arranged a formal lease form the farmer for part of his paddock on race days. 
Although he thought it silly and offered us the use of it for nothing but we needed 
the documentation 
 
For several months we worked undetected until spotted by a course detective 
who realizing I was on private property called a policeman to move me. I was 
perched about 1.5 meters up in the fork of a tree when they approached .The 
policeman in his most authorities voice “Hay you up there you’re  trespassing I 
must ask you to leave” I reached with glee into my pocket and handed down the 
lease agreement and said “You are welcome to stay but I must ask the course 
detective to leave” he looked at the document and shrugged his shoulders you 
are perfectly in order, and left with the detective mumbling loudly. 
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 The  PMG (Telecom) were good allies, it may have been something to do with 
generous Christmas presents and donations. In the country they would connect a 
bud phone, which was a self contained portable phone used by technicians to 
check lines, to the overhead wires. Then leave it connected on a pre-arranged 
post giving us a phone where we needed it and at a different location each week. 
 
One Friday there was a fire in a junction box putting half the city phone lines out 
of action. A call to the right person saw a line run from the exchange building 
along the street into our office so we had a service for Saturday. The rest of the 
city waited four days to get phones going 
(A point of interest the press agency had the first private Telex machine in WA) 
 
 
After the war the company purchased an ex Army dispatch riders Harley twin 
cylinder motorbike with a hand gear leaver mounted beside the petrol tank. 
It was a terrible bike to ride the rear piston would seize if you traveled too fast 
and it was heavy and hard to handle on anything but good bitumen roads. 
With this bike I would attend all the country race meetings leaving Perth at 9am 
arriving Bunbury 11 am riding back and forth from racetrack and then trotting 
track at night for every race, then ridding back to Perth arriving about 1 am,a 
hard days work. 
 
In 1949 when riding the bike home from work I was involved in an accident and 
slid under a semi trailer truck and out the other side breaking my leg. This was 
very inconvenient as we were agisting six trotting horses on our Darlington 
property .The horses needed hand feeding night and morning and the stables 
were a considerable way from the house. My son Richard who was11 at the time 
took over the job ably with doubtful helps from his younger brother. 
With my leg in plaster from hip to toe it was hard to get about and using a bit of 
wire and wooden handle I rigged a hand accelerator to the Old Morris car this 
enabled me to operate the clutch with my good leg and accelerate away and 
once moving use my good leg on throttle and change gears without using the 
clutch. This worked well for the 8 weeks I was in plaster.  After this Wally decided 
it was too dangerous to ride a bike and purchased a side valve Ford Anglia as 
the company car 
At this time I received compensation for my motor bike accident and purchased a 
new Austin A40 Devon for the princely sum of ₤750-0-0 ($1500) trading in the 
1929 Morris Cowley for more than the₤55-0-0 ( $110) we had paid nine years 
earlier 
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r  
Austin A40 

 
Dick Cross who had inherited the business still had his farm at Walebing and it 
was being poorly run making a loss of $1000 per year and he was thinking of 
selling it. I new the potential of the area an persuaded him to let me manage this 
investment for him. I could control the farm as long as I did not call on more than 
$1000 P/A .The first year I persevered with the existing manager and made the 
mistake of advising him each time I visited and only broke even . On one 
occasion I dropped in at seeding time and found them all having breakfast at 
8am  A new manager was found and in three years the Mandina Pastral 
company showed a profit of $24000 for the year. But the accountant had a finger 
in the real estate market and talked the owner into selling the property making a 
good commission in the process. I received satisfaction at the good results 
returned by the farm. 
 

  
                         Mandina 
 
 
 1943 our second son James was born and as the boys grew up we thought it a 
good idea to have a family interest so we joined the WA Horseman’s Association 
who ran monthly meetings at corner on Great Easter Hwy and Kalamunda Road. 
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The aim was to encourage young people to ride in Show events I purchased a 
pony called “Peter” for the boys but although both learned to ride neither was 
keen, their main interest was cars so we sold the hoarse and started following 
car racing at Mooliabeenie an old air strip near Gin Gin and Caversham another 
emergency air strip opposite Whiteman Park entrance. We saw the first Cooper 
JAP a 500cc rear engine car propelled by a motor bike engine. The for runner of 
the famous Cooper Climax of the late 1960’s 
 
Soon After we were married I purchased a 1926 Morris Cowley which we called 
Gert  This car saw us take many outings and served us well for several years 
 

  
                          Gert                                                    
 
 
In 1948 Judy and I took the train to Adelaide and did a tourist bus trip along the 
Murray and on to Sydney 
 
 
1947 saw us holiday in Mandurah at Gibbs cottages about 500 m north of the 
town  The foreshore was all bull rushes and a rickety narrow walk bridge over the 
mud flats connected to the Peninsular Hotel   
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Mandurah 1947 
 

  
             

Mandurah 1948                                       Highway 1 Coast road 
 
1950 at we spent summer holiday at Siesta Park Busselton 

          
Siesta Park 1950                                                      Under Busselton Jetty 

 
1951 while on holidays staying at the Ship Hotel in Busselton we traveled down 
the gravel road to Augusta.. A notice in local shop advertised an Auction of 
Crown land with upset price of ₤40 ( $80.00) . They were ¼ Acre blocks in the 
forest about 1 k south of Hotel . The auction was to be held in the hall that 
afternoon so we decided to have a look and I bid for some of the early lot and 
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had one knocked down to me at ₤102  ($204.00). With our paper work in hand 
and wondering how we would rake up the money we found the block in Stane St 
by name put just a rough track 
Over the next few years we built a cottage and enlarged it to a holiday house 
which we named Jrilka Made up of the family names with a couple of voles 
added and spent every holiday down there enjoying the fishing and tranquility  
   

 

 

 Camp when building Augusta ,Railway Stn, Partly competed , Jarilka 
 
 
January 1955 our eldest son Richard took up an apprenticeship with the RAAF 
and left for Wagga Wagga NSW only returning every six months or so for 
holidays. Although mother and I were not very happy with his decision Richard 
did very well in the 20 years with the service and it turned out a wise decision 
after all. 
 
In 1957 we drove to Kalgoorlie and put the car on the train to Port Pirie the drove 
along the Murray river through the Snowy Mts, Canberra and arrived at Wagga 
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for Richards Graduation Ceremony. He received a Rolls Royce and Lockheed 
awards for outstanding apprentice and innovation on servicing Lockheed aircraft 
We were very proud parents 
 

  
 
 
 
A friend Don Kenner was a member of the Northam Car Club and as Darlington 
was less than a hours drive we joined. They held driving completions on farms 
and timed track races for standard road going cars. We used our Worsley 4/44 
and James started competing unofficially at 14 year of age and with the 
exuberance of youth usual beat many older drivers 

 
    Wolseley 4/44 
1960 
 
After a couple of royal commissions into off course and SP bookmaking the TAB 
was formed and the need for the press agency finished. As I was secretary of the 
Off Course Bookmakers Association I was heavily involved in both royal 
commissions with my friend Ken Hatfield QC as legal advisor. The actions of 
prominent political figures lying under oath was common and every document 
that was not required for taxation purposes was shreaded well before anyone 
could see them. I always had an interest in legal proceedings and these two 
commissions proved to me beyond doubt that money and political power can buy 
any result that is required.  
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And they only act as a means to appease the public on decisions already made 
 
 
Well at 53 years and with no formal qualifications I needed a job and Ken 
suggested I become a private Investigator as he had a need for one and had 
good contacts in insurance work. With Ken help on the paperwork 
“Leith G Maslin Private Investigator” was open for business. 
It was an interesting job mainly on false workers compensation claims mostly 
filming with an 8mm movie, people who claimed the could not work working. On 
one occasion I was filming a person (too incapacitated to walk without crutches 
or do a desk job) chopping wood but the footage I took over my shoulder while 
running away, with  the axe wielding claimant in hot pursuit was enough to have 
his claim rejected. 
 
 Sometimes I was required to serve supeners or sumons for civil maters . On one 
such occasion I received a call from Sydney requesting me to issue a warrant for 
a person on a cruise liner .It appears he had skipped from Sydney with a large 
amount and as the ship was due to sail that afternoon Sydney air freighted the 
Warrant and with the assistance of local police we escorted the reluctant 
passenger off with less than an hour to spare.  
Tracking a person whose last address was 22 Newcastle St was an interesting 
case. I found he had gone to Kalgoorlie and on arriving there found he was 
working at Rawlina 400 k out on the Trans line at Rawlina was told just missed 
him he’s gone to Esperance. At Esperance found he had caught bus back to 
Perth I found him staying at a guest house in Newcastle St less than a Kilometer 
from his old address. But at 10 c a mile and $10 an hour it was a profitable chase 
 
Another case had me beaten for a while a chap was claiming compo but driving a 
sand truck carting for the construction of Narrows Bridge. I observed him hourly 
right throughout the day and next night for 24 hours straight. Then after I had a 
few hours sleep he was still carting load after load. I checked with the tally clerk 
and he showed no breaks for several days. Then I talked to an old lady who lived 
over the road from him and she let slip that he and his identical twin were doing 
very well carting sand. They both wore same cloths and know one new who was 
driving. 
  
As Ken was a defense lawyer he often had requests to check on evidence on 
one occasion he wanted to know how much of a country road could be seen from 
the bathroom window of a particular farm house. This was a tall order but by 
dressing as a country farmer and driving the old Morris Ute with Northam number 
plates I was able to “Breakdown” just past the Farmers gate and with greasy 
hands knocked at the door to use the phone the lady of the house said you had 
better clean up first. From the window I could see only small part of the road  the 
claim made by the farmer later in court was challenged by Ken and he had to 
admit he could not see the part of the road in question. The case was won on this 
small bit of evidence 
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Many of the people claiming false insurance claims took work at the Metropolitan 
Markets as it was casual cash jobs starting at 3am. To be able to investigate 
these people I took a job with Moony and Son Auctioneers in the fruit and 
vegetable section . This enabled me to watch the claimant and get paid by 
Insurance company at $10 an hour and Moonys at $5 an hour . I rather liked the 
early starts so stayed on working there and it did not interfere with the day jobs 
as I was home by 8 am. 
 
In August 1964 we packed up and left the Darlington home just over 52 years 
since I first arrived. A lot had happened in those years. Our new home was at 96 
Hendsman St South Perth opposite the Bowling Club. 

 
                                          

96 Hensman st 
 
 The brick and tile house was sound but run down the back yard a jungle. 
Because of the state of the surroundings we purchased it at a good price₤ 4500 
pounds ($9000). 
After clearing a track down the back lane, that had not been used for years we 
set about removing all the overgrown vegetation from the back yard and must 
have taken 20 –30 loads in the Morris Ute to the tip off Douglas Ave on the South 
Perth foreshore. After the 18 acres of rocky Darlington, gardening on this tiny 
sandy block was a breeze. James and I built a 20 ft x20 ft flat roofed garage 
behind the house with access down the lane. I carried on with the Investigation 
business, which was much easer because of the central location. We found living 
close to the river was great as we could take the dingy out in the evening and lay 
a 150 ft set net near the end of Herirsson Island and get a good feed of Yellow 
Eyed Mullet, Bream and a Cobbler or two when we picked the net up in the early 
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next morning. Prawns were plentiful in summer months. James had his 21-
birthday party a few weeks after we arrived.  
 
 
Retirement 
 
In Aug 1966 I decided to retire and we sold the place for $12,000 not a bad profit 
for a couple of years. We moved to our beach house in Stane St Augusta in 
September 1966  while Harry Challis built our new place at corner of Hardy Rd 
and Allnut Terrace .completed in May 1967. 

 
 

Hardy Road House 
 

During the next few year much time and effort was spent building the garden 
around our new house in Hardy Rd. James would pay a visit on long weekends 
when not pursuing his Rally exploits. On one such visit he offered to take me for 
a quick run in the rally car and a well graded track in and out the trees to the local 
tip seemed the ideal road. Well at 100kph with the car in a continues slide from 
left to right as we twisted through the forest it was quit a ride. I will never forget 
the two men with a chainsaw cutting fire wood just off the outside of a corner as 
we came bearing down at great speed, they dropped the saw and ran, ”no 
confidence” was James only comment as we flashed by. 
 
Being retired at Augusta was great as we lived almost off the land with a full 
range of vegetables ,chooks ,ducks and fish anytime we wanted it a life of luxury  
. 
1973 James got married and the visits became fewer the when Gregory came 
along we only saw them a few times during the year. 
 



 54 

 
 With my eyesight and Judy’s health deteriating we decided to move closer to the 
city as Augusta was fairly remote and if I could no see to drive we would be in 
trouble. As Janet and James were building a new house and wanting to sell the 
place in Sunbury Rd Victoria Park it was a good central position so we purchased 
from him. And moved in November  1975 
 
 

 
 

65 Sunbury Rd 
 

From Victoria Park we did several trips including two weeks to Broome in the 
Peugeot 404 it was a fantastic trip  
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 Just before Judy Died in 1989 we sold the Peugeot to a young chap Chris Torpy 
for $2000 about what I had paid 24 year earlier he went on to lovingly restore it 
and has since won an Australian competion for most original car of the era  
 
In 1996 Sylvia and Richard took me to a Smith Hall Reunion in NSW this was an 
adventure in history’ 
 
 

Kathleen Burnham Maslin 1903-1989 
 

Kathleen , known as Judy throughout her life was born at a maternity home in 
Hay St, Subiaco in the vicinity of PMH on Tuesday 20 Jan 1903 
The nick name Judy was given by an uncle who remembered that Judy’s mother 
when a small girl had a favorite doll called Judy. 
Judy was the eldest of a family of six children and as there was a range of 
sixteen years between the four eldest and the two youngest, the care of the 
young ones became very much her responsibility. Her Grandmother Mrs. Tassie 
senior returned from a holiday in UK and took Judy back to South Australia for an 
extended holiday, Judy often spoke of the happy times she had in South 
Australia, attending school, and the company of her uncle Gemmel nick named 
Duke who was only eighteen months her senior Duke and his wife Dorothy 
visited us on several occasions. He was a GP and came to WA on his holidays. 
Judy was of very cheerful disposition and had many friends in the village in spite 
of being very outspoken to the embarrassment of a few of the local at times. 
The St Cuthbert’s Anglican Church was kept in apple pie order by Judy and her 
friend Mrs. Hawkins they arranged the flowers each Sunday and sang in the 
choir conducted by her Mother. Judy was in charge of the Girl Guides for a while 
as always helping with charitable organizations, played golf and was involved in 
armature theatrical with a wonderful way with children she read stories so 
realistically that children would listen spellbound. Her rich contralto speaking 
voice was an added attraction 
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It was a cruel twist of fate which struck Judy with Rheumatoid Arthritis just 
eighteen months after our marriage, causing extreme deformity in her arms 
hands and feet a skilled surgeon succeeded in reshaping Judy’s feet in the late 
fifties, making it possible to move about with more comfort. The last few years of 
her life she had the added discomfort of Osteoarthritis in her hip joints. In spite of 
these disabilities Judy always remained cheerful and we managed many 
interesting trips throughout the state in latter years. 
The twenty three years we were granted after my retirement during this time we 
owned a very comfortable Peugeot 404 and traveled the Perth Augusta route 
many times as well as day trips. 
 
 
 
 
Judy requested that her ashes be scattered near the big pool in the Helena River 
just below the diversion dam as the area had many happy memories for both of 
us this was done on Sunday the 8th Oct 1989. 
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Judy at 12,13 and 21                                          With Richard 1938 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A nostalgic visit to Helena River 
 
It was a clear Sunny Sunday afternoon in August 1986 when Judy and I decided 
to go for a drive in the Hills. We were naturally drawn to the Helena Valley a 
favorite location from earlier days. The valley from south of Darlington runs for 
about ten Kilometers through beautiful natural bush land along the ever changing 
river .We parked just off the pipeline track above the Big Pool. The surrounding 
hills with bush wattle in full bloom looked like they were clothed in gold, but what 
disaster had befallen our lovely river and its surrounds. A large concrete dam 
was built across the valley just below the junction of Piesses Brook. The long 
pool was inundated the remaining river was no more than stagnant ponds with a 
mass of Watsonias taken over from the natural bush. At this time in August the 
river would be in full flow with white water cascading over and around the rocks. 
With the pipe head dam Mundaring wall raised thirty feet it was just a trickle... 
We just sat in the car remembering how things were. 
The long pool was a great place for canoeing and as you drifted slowly along it 
was possible to see turtles basking in the rocks fresh water cobbler in the 
shallows, kingfishers in the overhead branches and a wild duck would take off 
with a clatter of wings. 
It was a quiet place maiden hair fern once lined the river banks and the valley 
floor was carpeted with smooth grass in places. A mile or so further up the hills 
squeezed the river through a narrow valley. The forested rocky hills rose for 
several hundred feet and the placid river would become a raging torrent through 
this narrow channel .Once through the gorge the river opened to form an 
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extensive valley. A vineyard with old stone cellar snuggled into the hillside was 
visible in the distance. There were many stories connected to the Old Hardy 
Road vineyard it boasted a murder having been committed there many years ago 
and of course the associated ghosts. 
On one occasion after a successful concert in the Darlington Hall when we 
presented Coleridge Tailors “Hiawatha’s Wedding Feast” a difficult work for our 
Glee Club with its synerpated rhythm, it was decided by the club to arrange a 
hike and picnic up the valley, as an interesting entertainment for a visiting tenor 
soloist who was spending the weekend in the village. After hiking up the valley 
for some distance we found a section of river containing a large flat rock dividing 
the river into two cascading streams. So set up our picnic lunch It was a beautiful 
spot with the water chuckling over the rocks and after lunch we sang several 
choruses from the work and the soloist sang “On-away Awake Belovered” what a 
setting as he sang the words 
“ Then my heart is sad and darkened 
As the shinning river darkens 
When the clouds drop shadows on it 
When smilest my beloved 
Then my troubled heart is brightened 
As in sunshine gleam the ripples” 
 
It was a never to be forgotten experience. 
 
 
Sitting there enjoying our reminiscence we had a little man in uniform 
approached us demanding our name and address stating that we were 
trespassing.  
Judy in an authoritative voice that would more than do justice to the late Queen 
Mary demanded to know what authority he thought he represented and perhaps 
he was not aware of the fact that this area had been proclaimed a recreation 
area for the people of Darlington by the local Member Mr. R.S Sampson and the 
Chairman of Greenmount Roads board Mr. H.E Moflin. At a public meeting in 
Dalington Hall but failed to mention that was in 1926 some sixty years ago. If he 
cared to look at the records he would find the land was purchased from the 
crown about 1896 by an English gentleman who had failed to pay the rates and 
the Roads Board had the power to sell the property but decided to declare the 
area a park for recreations The little man in a voice shattered with emotion 
croaked Piss Off and we did having a good laugh on the way. 
 
 
 
 


