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father) went to Denmark and was able to buy land about 25 mil es out of 
Copenhagen. As he was a man of great wealth, he had a mansion home built on 
it a.nd caned it "Kokkedal" . He married and had a family and in time estab­
lished indigo plantations which paid handsomely. When he died his oldest son 
William inherited Kokkedal, a nd his oldest son John (our G.Grandfather) was 
the last Broun to live there. He married Charlotte Dowling, daughter of the 
Chi ef Justice of India in Calcutta, in the early 1800's. They lived a life o 
great splendour at Kok kedal - often entertaining and being entertained by 
King Chri s tian of Denmark who was a pers onal friend. 

"Colstoun" has come down the female line since Culloden in . 1746 . The 
present owner in the 1970 's is Lad y Edith Braun-Lindsay, widow of Sir Humph­
rey Braun-Lindsay . This means that the Broun family had lived at and re­
tained "Colstoun" for nine hundred years in an unbroken line. A most ancient 
Scottish fami ly. Ma ny of our family (direct descendants) visit our Ancestral 
Home when travelling overseas and are a lways made most welcome and are shown 
the Treasures - some of them over 500 years old. For instance the Legendary 
Pear which is a lways kept in a si l ver basket in the safe . The legend of the 
"Colstoun Pear is a long and well known one. 

It is about one pear that was pi cked from a sacred tree in the grounds 
whi ch , if eaten , would greatly affect the Broun family and cause bad luck to 
its male members. It was placed in a si lver basket and kept whol e , till Qne 
day a young a nd wilful Bride took it out and bit a piece out of it. Not long 
after that, three brothers were drowned in the Lake near the house when 
their boat was overturned in a storm. 

It is always cons idered a great honour to be shown the Pear when visiting 
"Col stoun " . On one occasion when f(i ng George V and Queen l'lary toge ther with 
Princess Mary asked <when visiting> if they might see the Pear and it was 
shown to them. Just a hard core in a silver basket. The wrought iron gates 
at the entrance to "Colstoun" had the shape of a pear worked into the 
design . In World War II when Britain was almost on its knees in 1940, a call 
went out to all those posessi ng wrought iron to surrender it so it 
could be made into guns with which to fight the Germans . So that was the 
fate of the "Col stoun" gates. 

When my sister Molly and her husband Charles Kater and their daughter Judy 
visi ted the old home in the 1950 's , Sir Humphrey and Lady Edith Braun­
Lindsay were in residence and gave them a happy day . Molly and Judy were 
shown the Treasures , even the photo-graph of the Bride who bit into the pear 
- whilst Charles, be ing a land man, walked with Sir Humphrey to the paddocks 
a nd watched the fat catt le grazing . 

The Broun Crest or Coat of Arms consists of three human hearts, representing 
the three brothers who were drowned in the Lake . Three Fleur- de-li s denoting 
our early French Ancestors and a Dexter hand holding a sword aloft the motto 
"La virtue est seule Moblesse" - "Virtue is true Mobility". 

John Broun and his wife Charlotte lived happily with their famil y at Kokke­
dal till 1838 when someone invented a chemical dye and so the fell 
out of Indigo market and they began to lose money . At about th is time, 
Charlotte was left property in Victoria <Australia) and so they decided to 
come here . It was a big decision for John Broun to make - however he char­
tered a ship "The Marquis of Has tings'', sk ippered by Captain Simpson and 
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they sat sail for Australia with their nine children - all the family trea­
sures , furn iture and two servants, and arrived here in 1838. They s ettled in 
a r1ome at Parramatta called "Rose Cottage" wher e they lived for some time 
whilst G.Grandfather looked for and found a property he liked in the upper 
Paterson Valley. 

He bought it from Captain Townsend (the owner) and took his famil y there to 
settle and to live. 

He ca.lled it "Colstoun" after his Ancestoral home in Haddington, Scotland 
and Cas he was a man of wealth and aristocracy) they lived the life as to 
the manor born. 

About one hundred years after John Broun left "Kokkedal" in Denmark, our 
cousins Gladys and Leila Wade-Braun <when travelling overseas) visi ted the 
o ld home and were entertained by Admiral Richleau who was in residence at 
that time. Now in the 1980's we have ben told it was taken over by the 
National Trust and is a home for children. 

John Broun with his wife and twelve chi ldren li ved happily ar "Colstoun" 
till 1860 when he became ill and died at the age of 73. He was buried at 
Par~amatta where a memorial plaque to his memory hangs in St. Johns Church 
of England . The Lectern there i s also to his me mory and that of his wlfe 
Ch arlotte. After hi s death, our G. Grandmother returned to England and lived 
with he r daughte r Louisa Whitty at Tunbridge Wells where she later died and 
was buried in the cemetery there . 

Our Grandfather, Herbert Harrington Broun was their tenth child, born at 
Parramatta in 1839 , the first Australian born in the family. He had an 
adventurous life in the outback, droving cattle for a year or so but retur­
ned home a nd at the age of 20 maiTied Han- iet Jane · Lindeman,. \..1 1;:; oldest 
daughter of Dr. Henry Lindeman of "Cawarra", a large property adjoining 
"Colstoun" on the Paterson River and nea r t he little township of Gresford. 
They were the first couple married in the little stone church which was 
built on the bank of the ri ver, near "Cawarra". The Rev. Walsh was the 
Rector at that time . 

G.Gr andfather Lindeman started the vineyards on "Cawarra" in the early 
1840's a nd when Harriet was a little girl of two, he took her down to the 
vineyard and l et he r pick the first bunch of grapes that ripened. The old 
homestead sti ll s tands in its original state and part of the old stone 
cellar is s ti 11 there but no grapes are grown at "Cawarra 1' now. 

After their marriage, Grandfather and Grandmother lived at Parramatta for a 
t1me and then went to Stonehenge where Grandfather was to manage the pro­
perty "Bucklebone" for his older brother John. All their belongings were 
drawn up north by bullock wagon, whil st they rode on horseback. 

They had a nice home with s ervants to wait on them and again lived in the 
good old English style. Uncle John, riding about the property on a beautiful 
horse in riding t ogs- top hat and gloves! !! 

It was a sheep property and as they had no e xperience with sheep, it was not 
a financi a l success , s o our grandparents did not stay there for long. 
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They returned to live a t "Ros e Cottage " where father , their oldest child, 
was born in 1867 and was Christened Herber t Lindema n Broun. It was not long 
after this that Grandfather inher ited "Colstoun" on the Paterson and so made 
his home there . They reared a famil y of si x , two sons and four daughters, 
and li ved the li fe of the l anded gentry in great luxury. 

Grandfather was a man of many parts with a l ot of drive and initiative but 
no idea of the value of money . However they f l our i shed for some time and he 
acquired f our mor-e properties further up the river, "Strathsal a", "Gypgal ­
lon", "Carrabola" and "Lostoc k". These Wl?r-e us ed for gr azing purpose mostly, 
whil st at Col stoun they had dairies, orange orchards , a topping off paddock 
c lose to the homestead which was called the f a ttening paddoc k. 

Mil k from the dairies went to a cheese factor y at Gresford until Grandfather 
bought the fir st separator into the Di str-ict <a n "Alpha Laval"> to separate 
the cr-eam from the milk, and so , when other- far-mers followed suit, the fir-st 
butter f actory was built a t Gr-esfor- d . 

He was a l so the fir-st man to import pedigree Jersey cattle into the State 
and made quite a na me for himself in this way . 

A lot of the Jersey s tud cattle in t hat area came form the original stock he 
impor-ted, "Silver Bell", "Pear-l Shell" and others . He also imported from 
Wales a Welsh Cob pony stallion and s ome mares and s tar-ted breeding a very 
sturdy type of pony, noted for their s urefootedness and beautiful action, a 
number of which were bred a nd sent each year to be s old at a horse and pony 
bazaar established by him in Sydney under the name of H. ~. Broun and Co. 

Dr-overs would take them by road as far- as Morpeth, where they would 
shi pped and taken to Sydney , l anding at Wooloomooloo. Then they would 
her-ded up to Macquar-ie Street and down Mar-tin Pl ace (wh ich was gr avel 
in these days) to the yards at the bottom end of George Street where 
would be sold at auction . 

be 
be 

t-oad 
they 

His brand was a club wi t h the figure 8 underneath and all the s tock bred by 
him became known as the "club eight" breed . 

The Welsh ponies proved to be a great success and were bought mostly by the 
P. M. G. Depot for postal and tel egra ph deliveries in country areas . 

Lif e at "Col stoun" flowed on merril y with s ervants and outside labour to do 
t he work . 

Two stockmen - a rowseabout, a cook a nd housemai d who were all paid about 
ten s hillings a week a nd keep . The rowseabout was a small man - an Engl ish­
man cal l ed Bill Hic ks and his wife Li zzie was housemai d - a stirling couple 
they were. They r emai ned loyal a nd true to our fami ly till the e nd of their 
days . Ted Fur-ner was the head stockman an d Susan - hi s wif e - t he cook . He 
a nd father had many great rides together r ound the hills of the Pat erson and 
furthe r up on the Mount Royal Range drafting catt l e . Father was a notabl e 
horseman - fear l ess to a degree - nothing would daunt him. Of course he 
always had good horses to ride and he expected much of them. He would put 
them over the old post a nd rail f e nces without any trouble and if a wire 
fence blocked him , he would place hi s coat or s hirt over the top wire, ride 
back a bit, then turn a nd take hi s horse over in a flyi ng leap. Later in 
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life he wrote some beautiful poems about his favourite horses. He survived 
several falls- one a bad one - when his top lip was sp lit open, but he made 
a name for himself as a stockman and rider . When we revisited the old dis­
trict after many years, a couple of his old contemporaries told us great 
ta l es of famous rides they had over rough country . 

Father had a wonderful young life and had a ll that it needed to make it so. 
Tall, slim and handsome and filled with old world courtesy , charm and good 
manners. He was also full of fun and had a livel y wit . 

I remember when we were children how he would sit at the piano at night and 
vamp accompaniments to his comic songs . He was the type of person who would 
attract people to him - old and young. Some of his yarns and e xperiences 
were fascinating and he never lost in the telling. Born the oldest son and 
led to believe he would inherit "Colstoun" and be wealthy always, hence his 
inability las with Grandfather a l so) ever to assess the value of money. It 
just flowed like water through their pockets . 

He was educated at the East Maitland Grammar School where he made many 
friend~ and amongst them Walter and John Eales, sons of the Han. John Eales 
of "Duckenfield", Morpeth where he spent many o·f his holidays. This was also 
a home of lavish spending and hospitality . 

Later on in life when times were harder and he seemed depressed, we 
always rai s e a smil e from him if we mentioned "Duckenfield" . He would 
"Ah , those were the days ... " . 

would 
say 

When he lef t school at eighteen he took over the management of "Colstoun" 
and properties whilst Grandfather put all his energies into Poli tics. He 
<Grandfather) had been nominated to put up for the Electorate of Durham as 
Libera l Party Member and won. He had an unbroken period of 23 yea r s as their 
representative in the State Parliament. The Durham Electorate covered Mait­
land , Paterson, Dungog and Gloucester Districts and most of the Hunter 
Valley. He was a popular member - never given to make long speeches and s o 
~>'las nicknamed "The Si 1 ent Member" ( or "The Dummy" as the opposition called 
him) but he was considered the best road and bridges man they e ver had. He 
got things done. He knew all the people of note and was a personal friend of 
many, and so was always ab l e - til l the day he died (he l ived to be 90 years 
of agel to wield a lot of inf luence and give helpful advice where it was 
needed . He was responsible for many diviations and new roads being made in 
his Electorate and bridges built which enabled new country to be opened up. 
He was overkind and generous to a fault which contributed to his financial 
crash in 1902 . 

He lived in Sydney most of his time as a Member, which must have cost quite 
a sum for he always lived in style, and in those days before Federation , 
~1embers were not paid any salary, they did it for the "Honour and Glory" so 
to speak . 

In 1898 he was defeated in an election by the Labour Representative for 
Durham , Mr. Walter Bennett of Dungog. This caused a lot of bitterness at the 
ti me , but Grandfather had had a fair innings - nearly a quarter of a century 
in politics a nd a change had to come some time . Mr Bennett proved to be a 
good and lasting Member of Parliament and in later years - when we al l lived 
in Sydney - he became a good and highly respected friend of Grandfather an 
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all our- family. 

When Father was 23 year-s of age in 1890, he mar-r-ied Mar-y Adeline Bar-nes at 
St Peter-s Chur-ch of England, Eas t Maitland, who later- became our- beloved 
Mother-. She was the youngest daughter- of Mr-s .

1 
~ar-r-iet Bar-nes (nee Har-r-iet 

Robinson), the widow of Thomas Bygr-ove Bar-nes, who had been a student of Law 
at Cambridge Uni ver-sity , England . 

Granny Bar-nes was a woman of gentle birth and of cu l tur-e, char-acter- and 
cour-age a nd s he needed a ll thr-ee for- Gr-andfather- (who died a young man) was 
a poor- pr-ovider and left Gr-anny with a large family to r-ear- and educate, but 
she was for-tunate enough to inher-it sufficient money fr-om England to enable 
her- to r-ai se the family in comfor-t and gi ve them a good education. When 
Father- and 1'1other- wer-e mar-r-ied they lived at "Colstoun" in a unit attached 
to the homestead which was speciall y built for- them. 

There they spent twelve happy, carefr-ee years and wher-e Toby, Bert , Arlie, 
Lor-na , Ulr-ic and I wer-e bor-n. 

The enter-taining was endless. Many r-elatives and fr-iends spending their­
ho lidays ther-e and some staying for- months at a time. Grandfather- would send 
up cases of beautiful food and wines, r-egar-dless of cost . 

On one occasion he invited a Cr-icket team to come and stay at "Colstoun" 
where they wer-e housed in a 1 ong bui 1 ding near the hDLise called "The Bar­
r-acks" and a r-ight r-oyal time they had. Father- acted as host and they wer-e 
driven to var-ious par-ts of the distr-ict f or- a game and then enter tained in 
the big homes at night . 

The mode of tr-anspor-t "The Sociable" , dr-awn by a four- in hand and Father- -
delighted in being the whip. He dr-ove a t a ndem team exceedingly w2ll too. 

I r-embember, being a child li ving at "Leeholme" , it was one of my special 
delights to go with him into Maitland in the sulky behind Dor-is ~n Dolly (a 
pair- of cr-eamy mar-es) dr-iven as a tandem team . 

And so life at "Colstoun" went on its mer-r-y way, but there wer-e sam anxious 
moments too , one time in particular- when the abor-iginals Jim and Joe Gover- ­
nor- with their- mate Jackie Under-wood murder-ed a family up nor-th and then 
became dang er-ous bushr-anger-s , terr-oizing people in the ar-ea . Thes e two boys 
gr-ew up in A Blacks ' Camp on the Pater-son River-, near- "Colstoun". They wer-e 
about my Father-'s age and on occas ions he would swim in the river with them, 
and Gr-andfather- - in hi s gener-osity- always saw that they had r-ations and 
was kind to them. As they grew up they lear-ned the art of felling trees , 
spl itting t he timber- and making pasts and rails for- the old post and rail 
fences that wer-e built an all the pr-operti es in those days. They wor- ked 
the ir way Nor-th, getting contracts wher-e they could. They reached Gilgandra 
where they made a contr-act with the owner- of "Br-ee lang" Station <Mr. Mawbyl. 
They camped on the job and Jim's wife <a white woman) would go to the 
Homestead once a week far rations and on occasions the folk there would 
"chip" her- for hav ing marri ed a "blackfeller". This caused tr-oubl e but they 
conti nued with the wor-k till it was completed and then went to Mr. Mawby far­
their- pay . He told them the job was badly dane and r-efused to gi ve them any 
money . So they went "bus h" an d made camp and each night would go back to the 
site where the fence was being built and when it was finished a nd all the 
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pos ts and rails used up, they again went to Mr . Mawby and demand ed their pay 
which he still refused to give them - s o they set upon him and hi s wife and 
a School Teacher <Miss Helen Kertz) who was boarding with them and killed 
them all with an axe . 

After this they started out on a rampage of hate and fury - stealing, 
pillaging and str i king terror into the hearts of a ll the peopl e living in 
the area. Police and blacktrackers were called to hunt for them and a reward 
of one thousand pounds was offered for their capture, dead or alive . They 
were at large for some time when one morning a man named Wilkinson spotted 
them and he shot Joe and captured Underwood and collected par.t of the 
reward . One morning at Col s toun when Mother was alone with the servants, a 
Mounted Policeman arrived at the door a nd said it was thought that Jim was 

· making his way back to their old camping site near "Colstoun" and he had 
come to warn us all to keep watch as Jim might cause harm to someone. 
Mother , who was carying me at the time, was so afraid she asked the Police­
man to stay with her till the men folk returned , which he did. 

The news soon got round the area and that night - and for sometime after­
wards - some of the farmers and neighbours came to keep watch. Father and 
his brother Sidney kept vigil with a gun from dark till dawn. It was a 
frightening time for all. However, Jim was captured before he got so far 
south and was taken to Darlinghurst Gaol to face trial and was hanged jar 
Murder on 18th January, 1901. When he was awaiting trial he was told that it 
was thought he might return to his old camp and cause harm to my people at 
"Colstoun" and so he asked the Warden to writ;e to Grandfather (who was in 
Sydney at the time) and say he "would never have caused any harm to an y 
member of his family for they had never received anything but kindness from 
them", and he signed it Jim Governor . 

When Grandfather received this letter he went to see Jim at the Gaol and 
spoke wi th him. And later , as children we asked him one day:"Granty, what 
happened the day you went to see Jim?" and as he was always an emotional man 
he waved us aside. and said: "Don · t ask me, I can· t speak of it". He carried 
the letter from Jim in hi s wallet till he died and he lived to be 90 . 

If the Governors had only received fair treatment at "Breelong" Station all 
this might never have happened. 

Other times of stress was when s ickness struck in the 
course it did quite often . The nearest practicing Doctor 
at Maitland and the only means of transport the horse and 

district - as of 
was 30 mi les away 
buggy. 

On many of these occasions, our Grandmother would be sent for - generally by 
"bush wireless". Being the oldest daughter of Dr. Lindeman she had quite a 
knowledge of medicine and in addition to that was a grand woman of stirling 
c haracter and plenty of ability , so off she would go on horseback - in all 
weathers - riding sidesaddle with her medical supplies in saddle bags atten­
ding the sick, delivering bab ies and holding the Fort till a Doctor or Nurse 
could come. She was loved an d revered for this . She was a practical woman 
a nd worried about the lavish spending of money at "Colstoun" and would 
sometimes confide in Mother and say "Mary, this can ' t go on , I'm sure we 
aren't making all this money, we must be living far beyond our income" . And 
Mother, who was al s o a practical woman felt too, that this must be so . 
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And sure enough, one day in 1902 , a Bailiff arrived by coach with the news 
that all properties were heavily mortgaged and must be sold to pay the debt. 
This came as a bombshell to all the family as Grandfather had never made any 
indication that this was so. He endeavoured to get home before the Bailiff 
arrived with the sad news, but was delayed in Sydney , trying to get guaran­
tors - which proved impossible - and so he arrived home the next day. 

In addition to living in the grand manner, he had overbought other proper­
ties, four of them, which apparently did not pay for themselves. They were 
all mortgaged for fifty-f ive thousand pounds which was a lot of money in 
those days . It is hard to imagine the effect it had upon all the ~amily. It 
was as if everything had been swept from under their feet overnight. 

Within months the properties were cut up - subdivided - and sold, the sale 
realizing sixty-three thousand pounds which gave a surplus of eight thousand 
pounds after -the mortgage was paid. The greater part of thi~ was used to 
purchase a comfortable home which stood on about 30 acres of land lower down 
the river, near the village of Paterson . This was to be the home of our 
Grandparents till the end of their days and also for their two single 
daughters Charlotte and Lilian, though Grandfather continued to live in 
Sydney most of the time. 

There was a l so sufficient money left to invest in housing properties . at 
Paterson to provide them with a suitable income. 

the home "The Cottage" which was comfortable and pretty and they 
were able to live graciously with a maid to cook and "do for them". They had 
a buggy and sulky and horses and ponies to ride and drive and although the 
days of lavish spending were over, they were able to live happ y and conten­
ded li ves . 

Uncle 
Aunt ) 
gift 
Uncle 

Sid <Father's brother) who had married Muriel Clift (a much loved 
l ived nearby in the lovely home "Kalimna" which had been a wedding 

from her Father George~l1ft, a gentleman of standing in Maitland. 
Sid was C.P.S. at East Maitland for some years and so hi s financial 

status was a lright. 
~ 

Father was ab le to secure the lease of a 600 acre property called "Leeholme" 
at Woodville on the lower Paterson River, on which stood a magificent two 
storied home, and so we went there to live. 

was the two year old baby at the time and did not remember the move. 
Father took with him the pedigreed Jersey heard, other cattle, horses, 
ponies, mares, a pedigreed stallion, two of his much l oved horses "Dunshea" 
and "Richard" and his share of what was left of the money, eight · hundred 
pounds. This was not s uch a bad start out of the crash at "Colstoun". 

~ 

It was our s tart at "Leeholme" - a good start real ly, and it was a , dream 
house to live in, a beautiful home - quite the most spectacular in the 
district, originally built for John Leonard Lee of Maitland who s pared no 
expense to make it a home of beauty. It stood about half a mile from the 
main road, seven miles from Maitland on a rise overlooking the lovely willow 
lined Paterson River. 

Terraced lawns covering acres of l and s wept down to the river bank where 
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many rare bulbs were planted including the brightly coloured (freezia like) 
"Baby Annas" which flowered in the springtime, making the whole sl ope a riot 
of colour. Lining one side of the home was a row of ornamental trees, on the 
other side a fruit orchard grew beside the windmill, which pumped water to 
the house and gardens. Two large M4reton Bay fig trees grew on each side of 
the house, under which we played as children on the hot afternoons. 

The house was two storied with a - tower in the centre from which could be 
seen a l l adjoining properties . Big wrought iron gates marked the entrance to 
the driveway which swept past the garden to the front door. On each side of 
the steps, wrought iron flower baskets set on stone pillars would be gay 
with ge raminums . La Ligne windows and fanlight lined the big cedar door with 
its amber door knob. Tiled halls and verandahs, a cedar winding staircase, 
the doors with hand- painted door knobs and finger rails . Italian marble 
mantle pieces of different shades with fenders to match were in every room, 
large and small . A Ball room which was used for special occasions. Servants ' 
quarters with a separtate strairway, s toreroom, wine cellar - the lot. Trul y 
a house fit for a King to live in. Poor old Mr. Lee spent ten thousand 
pounds on its erection in the 1880 ' s which was a lot of money in those days 
a nd tried to live it up i n the grand manner, but after about ten years or 
s o, his money ran out and he lost all . He was forced to leave it just about 
the same time we los t "Colstoun" and so Father was able to secure the lease 
of it and it became our home. We loved it and were happy there. Father ran a 
big dairy farm on it and did some grazing as well. 

The first great sorrow in our family whilst living at "Colstoun" was the 
loss of our oldest brother Toby, who died of Diphtheria at the age of four. 
The Doctor came all the way from Maitland but arrived too late to save him. 

Our ne:< t great sorrow was when another brother, Ulric, died at "Leeholme" at 
the age of nine of Rheumatic fever . He was ill for some time but in the end 
his heart failed and he went. I was seven when he died and he and I had 
always been mates, we rode the old chestnut mare "Chessie" double bank and 
did lots of things together. 

I will always have vivid memories of the night when Ulric died. I was 
awakened to the loud sobbing of our oldest brother Bert who was 15 at the 
time . I can hear it now as I write and of going into the bedroom where Ulric 
lay - to see the awf ul grief stricken look on Mother ' s and Father ' s face and 
of my other sisters and brothers. And Mother s ·aid: "kiss your brother good­
bye" and frightened a nd numbed by it all, I ki ssed him goodbye. 

The n there was the funer a l from the front door when all the School Children 
came f rom the the "Iona" Public Scool nearby and form ed a guard of honour 
near the wrought iron gates to bid him f arewell. It took. us all a long time 
to t r y and rise above that grief . 

I t left s even of us to grow to adulthood, five girls and two boys; Bert, 
Arl ie , Lorna , myself, John, Ever- ill and Moll y . 

As I s a id Ul r i c and I were mates, f or in a wa y - although we were and are a 
loving and united family - we went in groups . The three oldest, Bert, Arlie 
a nd Lorna did things together, s uch as going to dancing classes in Maitland 
a nd parties that I was not cons idered old enough to go to, and the tree 
youngest - John, Rillie and Moll y were a lways called "the kids " and they 
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played together whereas I, the middle one, became a bit of a "Loner" after 
Ulric died, and I buried myself in books. 

It was then that Father - realizing my loneliness - took me over and apart 
from School, would take me riding whenever he could. 

Just before I was born he had read a book by Ralph Connor , called "The Sky 
Pilot'' and in this book was a girl who knew horses and was a great rider . 
Her name was Gwen and so he said to Mother: "If this one is a girl I'd like 
to call her Gwen". It was a girl and I was called Gwen . And so, being a 
noted horseman himself, he set out to make me a good rider. 

There were days when he would say: "Come on Gwendy, we will saddle up and go 
over to the back paddock where I will teach you how to round up cattle, 
crack a whip and j ump logs". I learned quickly and loved it and I always had 
good ponies to ride. Father had a beautiful Chestnut stallion called "Toss" 
and some mares so that every spring we could look forward to seeing foals in 
the paddock, a lovely sight. 

don't think that I disappointed Father for I rode in the Maitland St.ow 
from the age of ten years and when I was twelve, I rode in the under thir­
teen class against a girl call-4!~ Hi 1 da Russel, who was the r::: 1ampi on Profes­
sional Rider of the State and when the other riders werR put aside, she And 
I were put through our paces several times and &n the finish, the judges 
split the Blue Ribbon and gave us each hal• . It was a proud moment for me. I 
kept that ribbon for many years. ~2 had other entries in the show always. 
Our pedigreed Jersey cows, the little taffy pony "Topzy" who had perfect 
action and was the fas~~st trotting pony in the Ring. Father's grey horse 
"Richard" w.:.:; also entered and took prizes in several events and of whom 
more later . 

The Mait~and Show was always a great event for us to look forward to . The 
State - Governor was always invited to open it officially and every one dres­
sed in their best for the occasion. 

I remember how lovely our Mother always looked, she had great taste and a 
very proud bearing and a warmth about her that people loved and admired. 
Father and Mother were a handsome coup le, we were so proud of them. They 
were our friends and counS~llors as well as our mates. We had a wonderful 
childhood with them at "Leeholme" . 

Many ups and many downs, but through it all happiness shone . It must have 
been hard for Father when - at the age of 35 - he had to turn to - after 
living in the grand manner in all his life - and by his own efforts make a 
living for us all . But he had plenty of grit and courage and we got by 
"nicely, thank you". He ran a big dairy farm, milking about 80 cows in the 
summertime . The mil k was separated and the cream sent away in ten gallon 
cans to a butter factory at Raymond Terrace . It was collected by a steam 
boat, which came up the river as far as the village of Paterson three times 
a week . Sometimes as children we would enjoy a trip in thi s boat up the 
lovely willow lined river to Paterson (about six miles) and be back home by 
lunch time . 

But 
good 

being on the land we had all the elements of the weather to take, 
times and some bad ones with drought and bush fires. Food for 
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horses 
the mud 
Rattler" 
and hand 

and cattle not always easy to get and seeing some of them bogged 
round the dams - having to harness the draft horses "Captain 
to pull them out with ropes , then building crates to s upport 

feed them till they were strong enough to s tand up and walk . 

in 
a nd 

them 

Then floods that would overflow the banks and tear through the plowed ground 
a nd pastures and wash it al l away . All part of life on the land. 

An old paddle s teamer "Anna Maria" wound its way up the river too, negot ia­
ting all the bends, col l ecting farm produce - pigs, calves etc. It coul d be 
heard from some distance, paddling its way up and down the stream . An d on 
the road, two opposition mail coaches ran each day between Paterson a nd 
Mait land - the Cobb & Co type - drawn by a four-in-hand. The competition 
between these two privately owned coaches was keen and at times bitter 
rivalry existed between the owners Bert Fry and George Duggan. Quite a 
number of people along the way used the coaches for transport when they 
wanted to do some shopping in Maitland and as the first coach pic ked up the 
passangers they raced one another along the road and at times the going was 
e xc iting. If we travelled with them - as we did at times -we always fa­
voured George Duggan and if Bert Fry's coach was in front when they came 
towards the "Leeholme" gates , we hid behind the cluster of pine trees there 
till i t had passed and then hurried out and hailed Duggan's coach. This 
pleased the old man so much that he would often put us up on the Box seat to 
ride with him to Ma itland. We enjoyed the excitement of it all . 

The first memory I have of "Leeholme" was when I was four years old. Father 
had lifted me on to the old mare "Chessie" down at the dairy which was 
a lmost 100 yards away from the house, an d as I was riding up towards the 
hous e I thoug ht : "I wonder i f I caul d stay on if I made her canter" . So I 
dug my heels into her ribs and she broke into a canter and I held on so I 
thought : "Good, I can ride". From the n on I spen t much of my time ri ding and 
car ing for ponies and hor ses . 

I was the outdoor girl and the "Tom boy" of the family . 

Another thing that clings to my memory i s the little de w pond I found one 
morning in the home paddock , when I was running the farm horses into the 
stable for work that day. It was early in the morning and the frost was 
still on the ground and there it was at the foot of an old tree, the little 
pond was about three feet across and it had a thin layer of ice on top and 
through the ice, several little clumps of wild violets in bl oom were held 
fast. A joy to see - just one of the love l y th ings around "Leeholme". 
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In those days we did not have fruitfly and Mr. Lee had planted along the 
river bank (and with the bends we had about a mile of river frontage) every 
kind of fruit tree. Peaches, plums, figs, oranges, mandarins, apricots, 
pears and lognuts. One morning (when I was about five years old), I was 
riding my white pony , "Snowball" along the river bank and stoppe d to pic k a 
ripe lognut from a tree and there I saw a small bird's nest with some 
younglings, just hatched, and out of curiosity I lifted one out of the nest 
to look at . The little Mother was i a great state, fluttering her wings and 
churping and in my agitation, I let it fall to the ground. This caused me 
great concern as I thought: "I must have ki 11 ed it". So I got off my pony 
a nd picked it up and it lay in my · little hot palm without any movement so I 
thought: "I '11 ask God to save it", and I kne l t on the ground with the bird 
in one hand and the bridle rein over my other arm and prayed. It must have 
been an earnest prayer for I felt movement in my hand and whether -it was the 
warmth of my hand that saved it or God 's answer to prayer, I will never 
know , but I scrambled back into the saddle and put the birdling back into 
its nest and left the Mothe r bird of t ake over and comfort it. It was the 
beginning in my faith in prayer and it has s tayed with me ever si nce. 

I have often thought what a wonderful picture that would have 
gi rl kneeling on the grass beside her white pony under the 
ho lding the birdling in one hand, praying for its recovery. 
viv id memories of my past . 

made . A little 
lognut tree, 

Just one of my 

I remember lif e at "lona " School under Headmaster Mr. Fred Bridge, who was 
strict a nd taught us well in a ll s ubjects, concentrating on English as . it 
should be spoken. I am sure he would have had no time . for the present 
"Ockeri sm". 

Later on Mr Bridge was replaced by a f~i,ry little man, called Uriah Hughes, 
and becaus e of hi s quick temper, we were a ll a little afraid of him at 
times . He had one great outlet that he was able to indulge in at week-ends 
an d th a t was following the gee-gees . He was quite a punter and attended 
nearby race meet ings wh enever possi bl e . Father <knowing this) wrwte him the 
following l etter when our younger brother John (who was a shy boy and hated 
the thought of attending School> had to face up to it: 

"Dear Hughie, 

As John i s facing the Barrier for t he "Gymerach Stakes" I ' d be glad if you 
would let hi m si t wi th Gwen for the first few days , or he may be left at the 
pas t. 

H.L. B." 

I - (knowing what was in the letter) watched our School Master 's face as he 
read it and saw the smile come over it. It put him in good humour for the 
rest of the day . 

John however sat in hi s own class and soon became one of the lads. 

The bright l ight of our school year was the picnic, whi ch was held on Empire 
Day (Queen Victoria's birthday) the 24th May . When after singing patriotic 
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son~s around the flag pole, saluting the flag and listening to speaches, we 
would troop along to a cleared spot in the timbered part of the "Leeholme" 
back paddock, which Father always made available for this occasion. I remem­
ber the lashings of food - all home cooked - brought along in clothes bas­
kets and hampers for us to enjoy. There would be many competitions - run­
ning, jumping and skipping - organised by the parents, and prizes for all. 
The day was filled in till sunset when we all set out for home, tired but 
happy . I wonder if they have them now!!! 

I wonder too if some of the oldies remember the moonlight concerts that was 
held at "Leeholme" in the early part of the first world war to raise funds 
for the lads overseas. This was attended by people from miles around and 
proved a great success and fun for all. 

The front verandah was the concert platform and the lawn in front was set up 
with forms and seats, borroweed from the School and School of Arts. A great 
Marque was erected on the side lawn with tables and chairs inside where 
refres hments were served. Artists came from Maitland, Newcastle, Paterson 
and local areas. Our dear cousin John Brown, who had a lovely tenor voice) 
was one of them. Father in his usual big hearted way bought gallons of beer 
and demijohns of whisky for his own bit of en tertaining when the concert was 
over and this was a "wow" of a time , some of the menfolk going home slightly 
mi xed. Arthur Waller who lived near the Dunmare Bridge to the south of us 
and our cousi n Ron Brown who lived to the north, harnessed up the wrong 
horses to their buggie~ and on driving home, each wondered why the horses 
they were driving wanted to turn in the wron direction after they had dri ~en 
through the main gate onto the road. 

Each man turned up at "Leeholme" the neHt day with a sheepish grin to change 
horses and no doubt to "get a hair of the dog". 

Par t of my Saturday routine was to ride to the Post Office Store at Woodvil­
le to collect our mail. This was run by a big , happy, jovial type of man 
called Bob Wilshire, who made it a port of call for the whole di strict. The 
store was built on a corner just back from the road, with a full length 
verandah running along th front, about three feet from the ground. This was 
a meeting place for many of the local farmers to get together in the eve­
nings to talk about the weather and the crops . They would sit along the 
veran dah and yarn for hours. The post office section was in a little room of 
its own at one end of the verandah and had a small window through which we 
were given our mail. 

In 1963 - nearly fifty years after we l eft the district - my sister Rillie 
and myself with our husbands made a pilgrimage back to the old haunts and as 
we were driving through , stopped at this old store and to our joy and 
amazement found it had scarcely changed at all. The shop, though slightly 
modernized, was much the same, but the P.O. section had not changed at all. 
Everything was as it had been when we were children, and as I walked along 
the verandah it was just as if time had stood still, and I was going to 
collect our mailas of old, with my pony tied up to the paling fence. Memo­
ries of earlier days . It was being run by Bob Wilslhire's daughter who 
remembered us so we had a great old yarn . 
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I s Bid earlier that I would write about my Father 's horse Richard so this is 
his story . 

Richard was a flellPitten grey, 16 hands high, his wide forehead and small 
ears showing descent from the Arab breed. He was gentle and easy to manage -
and one of the best all-rounders of his day. 

My f a ther, a superb and well - known horseman, bought Richar~ as a two-year 
old in 1900. He bought him from an old friend who also lived in the Upper 
Paterson , in the Hunter Valley of N.S.W. - Tom Richardson of "Bingleburra". 

Father, a member of what was the known as the landed gentry, owned a lot of 
good horses . He had many favourites, but Richard was the last of them and 
the most loved. 

In 1902 we sold our property "Colstoun" and came further down the Paterson 
Ri ver to li ve on a 600-acre property called "Leeholme", seven miles north of 
Maitland, our home town. 

The house was two-storied with a tower which had an uninterrupted view which 
included the graceful bends of the willow- lined river. At ''Leeholme" we 
children spent many happy years with our loved parents. The move from ''Cols­
toun" was a big one, and it was at this time that Richard was tested as a 
stayer . 

Father had to attend the court at Singleton as a chief witness in a cattle­
stealing case and the date fi xed for the trial was the day of our ~ove. · We 
others were transported in what was the n known as a "sociable", drawn by a 
four-in-hand . 

Father set out on Richard at 6.30 am, rode 35 miles to Singleton in time for 
the case to begin at 11 am . Richard was stabled, fed and rested until the 
hearing was over and father had lunched, when they set forth on the 30 miles 
from Singl e ton to Maitland, arri ving there just before 6 pm. 

Aga in they t ook time to r est and eat and then covered the 7 miles to ''Lee­
holme" by 9 pm, both tired but in good shape . Not bad going - 72 miles in a 
day with a 12 stone wei ght on your back - when 40 miles is considered a good 
day's travelling for any horse . 

Before I was s chool age father would sometimes say to me "Come on, let's 
saddle up and go over to the back paddock. I'l l teach you to jump logs and 
r ound up some cattle''. These were e xciting days. Richard would fly over the 
high logs while I tackled the lower ones on my pony. 

Once during a bad drought cattle used to become bogged round the waterholes 
and one morning, to our horror, we found Richard had 9one down a steep bank 
of the river to water at low tide and become stuck in the mud. 

How to 
beside 
stream 
safel y . 

rescue him safel y? It was decided to go out in our rowboat and 
him till the tide was high enough for him to be led out into 
behind the boat, a nd swi m him to a sandbank where he could 

stay 
the 

land 

This was done (with prayer s in our hearts > s uccessfully. He was rubbed down, 
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tug~ed , stabled, fed and cared for until he was back to normal, none the 
wurse for this experience . 

Richard was also the most perfect stock horse I have ever seen or ri dden, 
and I rode him many times as I grew older . Once he knew which beast had to 
be cut from the mob, he would stretch out his neck, put his nose on its rump 
and twist and turn until he got it away; then turned back and tackled the 
next one. He loved it and one had to anticipate his every move and ride with 
him, or you would be off. 

He was also a perfect hack. His easy canter was like sitting in a rocking 
chair. He could jump, high as well as long. I have seen father lead him by 
the halter to the lucerne patch for a feed and, holding the halter rein 
beside the two-rail fence, would say "Over, Richard", and he would stand on 
his hind legs and leap over like a deer. 

When he was 15 he was entered in several classes at the Maitland Show. He 
took first for 12 stone hack, second in the Ladies' Hunt, a nd to cap it all 
cleared 28 feet in the water jump, a record at that time. He was a great 
all-rounder, a real champion. We all loved him and spoke his name with 
pride. 

I have seen father go up to him in the stable yard and whisper to him about 
the wild rides they had chasing strayed cattle over rough country near Mount 
Royal in the good old days, and the old fellow would nod and listen as if he 
understood every word. 

In 1916 we left "Leeholme" and went back to the Upper Paterson. The follo­
wing year Richard developed heart trouble, and we knew that the end was 
near. He died with his head on father 's knee only about a mile from the 
paddocks of "Bingleburra", where he romped as a foal. 

Father later wrote these lines to Richard: 

Richard the lionheart - honest game and true 
Thanks for the happy days i spent when riding you. 
You died with your head on my knee , old mate, 
and when you breathed your las t 
it brought back the years we'd battled together. 
The memories of the past. 

You carried me for fifteen years . 
In the days when the world was wild . 
You never funked your job, old mate . 
Or faltered in your stride. 

I long to feel the thump of your heart 
under the saddle flaps . 
I long for another gallop 
From Mount Dismal to the Gap. 
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I long to feel your swinging stride 
As we left the miles behind us. 
I' ve longed to race so fast and far 
That death could never find us. 

But we'll meet again on the other side 
And I ' ll greet you as of old: 
"Come here you flaming old beauty, 
You are worth your weight in gold". 

<-Herbert Lindeman Brown> 

***** 

While we lived at "Leeholme", Uncle Tom <Mother's brother> lived with us for 
a time. 

We all loved him, he was full of fun and on moonlight nights would play 
games with us on the front lawn, "Bushi es and ~obbies" most l y, but what we 
enjoyed most about him was his love ly tenor voice . Many times we would 
gather round the fire at night and listen to him sing funny songs and 
sentimental ones sung so tenderly he would have us in tears. Someti mes he 
would sing at the local concerts held in the School of Arts at Woodville • • 

These were a lways well attended as there weren't many other forms of enter­
tainment in these days. I remember one evening after he had sung the old 
song 

"For old times' sake let us forget and forgive, 
for old times' sake dont't let our enmity live, 
Life ' s too short to quarrel 
and hearts are too precious to break . 
Shake hands and l et us be friends, 
for old times sake . ·" 

Two brothers of the Vollmer family, who lived at Woodville on separate 
farms, and who had been bitter enemies for some time, were present, each 
sitting on opposite sides of the dance floor. They looked at each other, 
rose and wal ked towards each other with outstretched hands to shake in 
brotherly love . It was a very emotional but happy occasion for all there. 

We left "Leeholme" early in 1916 to go to the Upper Paterson again to live 
on a property called "Lewinsbrook" about four miles out of the small town­
ship of Gresford, and l ater that year our lovely oldest sister Arlie married 
William Boydell of "Caergwrle", who was in uniform and ready to go overseas 
to fight in the First World War. He was the great grandson of the first 
Bishop of Australia, Bishop Broughton. The old home "Caergwrle" has a dear 
little old stone church built on the property and consecrated by t he Bishop. 
Then not long after that, our oldest brother Bert enlisted and sai led for 
Egypt with his mates in the 6th Light Hor s e . 

Both men returned safely, Thank God, but later in the second world war, 
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A~l : e·s oldest son William, who was born when his father was fighting in 
France, was ki lled by the Japaneese at Gona CN.G.> on his 25th Birthday, the 
8th of December 1943. Sad indeed. 

We lived at "Lewinsbrook" for ten years, when in 1926 1 Father retired and we 
all came to live in Sydney and settled into a flat in Darling Point. Those 
ten years of ''Lewinsbrook" were good in parts. The war years. were times of 
anxiety - for apart from our own, we had many friends and relatives away 
fighting and lost three of our closest friends at Gallipoli. 

At home we took part in many concerts given to aid the Red Cross and other 
war time Charities. 

Our cousin Harry Lindeman of "Cawarra" was very musical and organized many 
of these, and it was in one of these concerts when, at the age of 16 1 I 
first appeared as a singer. Now at the age of 82, I am still singing solos 
in our local Club, and I am asked for more. Glory me!·!! 

I remember when the war ended and the Gresford people arranged a big thanks­
giving concert in the open ai~ from Andrew Lawrier's home on the hill 
between East and West Gresford. It was a lovely night and practically the 
whole district turned up for it . I sang Rule Britannia and the Marseillaise 
and received a great ovation. I was 18. <In the twenties when in Sydney I 
had singing lessons from an Italian Mae s tro Tossati - who taught me all I 
know about singing>. 

Peace, 
lived 

the 

We had parties in most of the big homes in the district to celebrate 
and my siste~ Lorna and I had a g~eat friend - Perce Legoe - who 
nearby and who used to take us to the lovely Balls that were given in 
Maitland Town Hall. 

Those were Halcyon Times. Pretty long frocks to wear, and the excitement of 
seeing old friends and making new ones, Claret cups and Hoch Cups in large 
bowls - nothing stronger to drink then - and the dancing. Lovel y . Wonderful 
memories to have. Then at home, the Church Se~vices once a month in our big 
dining room, when the folk from nearby farms would come to take part and 
stay for a yarn and some supper afte~wards. 

The wife of one farmer played the piano and so played the hymns for us 
always beginning with "The Church ·is one Foundation". The Rector of St. 
Annes Church of England at Gresford and his wife were friends of ours (Cliff 
and Bea Stretch) so after the Service it was always a social occasion with 
time to get together for talks. 

Of course in the Country, people always have animals to love and care for, 
especially horses and dogs, and we also had a pet Magpie and I want to tell 
his story here. 

We found him - a young Magpie - bedraggled and with an injured wing on the 
creek bank one morning in the Spring of 1916. 

He was to tired to move as we walked towards him, so we picked him up and 
took him home and put him into an enclosed garden near the kitchen. He 
wasn't interested in the chopped up meat we offered him at first, so we dug 
in the garden for worms and fed him those. 
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l n a few days, when he had gathe~ed st~ength, he made an effo~t to fly over 
the wall, but fell back weak and dejected, so we nu~sed and cared fo~ him 
till his wing had settled back into place and he was able to fly ~ound the 
ga~den; then we let him out thinking he would fly back to his natural home, 
but he didn ' t want to leave- he just stayed and adopted us and after some 
weeks became part of the family. 

We grew very fond of him and called him "Mag", and as time went by he would 
give us his call of "Caw Caw" as he walked along the verandah. 

We were a big family and our home was of the old Colonial Style - a slate 
roof - with wide verandahs all round. The ~ooms all opened to the verandahs, 
with French doo~s and windows and green shutters; these were h~~dly eve~ 

closed, and so "Mag" developed a habit of coming round to the bedrooms at 
daybreak and, jumping on to the side of the bed would gently rub his beak 
between our cheek and pillow to wake us up. This was taken as an act of 
devotion to us all and we loved him for it. 

Of course the First World War was on at that time and our eldest brother 
Bert enlisted and was accepted in th 6th Light Horse Regiment and after he 
had completed his training he came home on final leave - a sad time for us 
all- ''Mag was with us as we said a tearful fa~ewell, but that night he went 
bush and we neve~ saw him again till 1919, when our brother returned from 
t he war, and on that ve~y day to our su~prise and delight, the~e was dear 
old "Mag" to welcome him home. 

Now was this instinct o~ coincidence? We will neve~ know. Have they some 
keen knowledge in thei~ heads that we humans do not possess. It was great 
joy to have him with us again, but he only stayed a couple of days - perhaps 
to make sure that we were all together again - when away he went. 

and 
young 

us and 
wanted 

We didn't see h~m again till one mo~ning in Spring we heard him call 
the~e he was, pe~ched on the clothes line with his mate and three 
members of the family, as we stood and watched them he flew ave~ to 
walked along the verandah, "Caw cawing" as he came. I'm sure he just 
us to see that he was now happy with a fami li y of his own. 

We neve~ saw him again, but for those of us who a~e left, the precious 
memory of thi s dear bi~d and his uncanny instincts will stay with us always. 


