
From 
Homebush  
to Rochester 

Park

A Memoir

Bill Leahy



This edition first published for Bill Leahy in 2006 by
Memoirs Foundation Inc. (Australia)

2 Burwood Highway, Burwood East Victoria 3151
(03) 9888 9588

www.memoirsfoundation.org.au

Copyright © Bill Leahy 2006
All rights reserved. No part of this 

publication may be reproduced
or transmitted in any form or by any means 

without the prior permission in writing of the copyright owner.

The author may be contacted through the Memoirs Foundation.

National Library of Australia Cataloguing in Publication Data

ISBN No. 0-9775808-6-5

Typeset in 11pt Bookman Old Style by Synergy Publishing

Publisher: Arnold Bonnet
Project Coordinator: Mary Peries

Design: Ben Leong
Production: Wendy Wright

Printed in Australia 



Contents

Chapter 1: The Pioneers – 1850s 

 History: It’s a Long Way from Tipperary 1

 The Second Generation 7

Chapter 2: Boyhood on the Farm – 1930s

 The Third Generation: Bill Leahy 8

 My Childhood at Rochester 11

 Bill’s First Taste of Tobacco and Beer 15

Chapter 3: Boarding School in the 1940s

 Depression and War 19

 School in Melbourne and the WWII years 21

 Home on the Farm Again 25

Photographs	 34

Chapter 4: A Country Lad in the 1950s

 My Driver’s License 41

 The Kennedys 45

 So Many Friends 49

 More Good People 56

 Oh How We Danced 59

 The Silver Screen 62

 Of Whites and Willow 63



Chapter 5: Droughts and Flooding Rains
 ...and Sleeping in Gumboots! 65

Photographs	 73

Chapter 6: A Young Man’s Joy and Grief as  
Husband and Father – 1950s to 1970s
 Marriage to Myra Kennedy 79
 ‘Helen’ McCrae Finds Her Feet – and a Family 82
 Buying Rochester Park 83
 The Angels Take Myra 86
 And the Angels Send Maureen 88

Photographs	 91 
 Faith 95
 The Fourth Generation 98
 Monica Dies and Brian and Kate Arrive 99

Photographs 102

Chapter 7: Serving the Community  
– 1970s to 1990s
 Councillor and Shire President, Bill Leahy 107
 Council Support for Local Industry 111
 Council Amalgamations 115

Chapter 8: Exploring the Outside World  
– 1980s to 1990s
 The Northern Territory – 1986 117
 Our Friends, the Goddens 120
 Staff on the Farm 121
 Back to Travelling – France 123
 The O’Callaghans 127



 Mary Lou’s Solomon Islands Wedding 130

Photographs	 134

 Chapter 9: Milestones – 1990s to 2005
 Bill’s 60th Birthday 139
 And His 70th! 141
 The Billy Clan Poem 144
 Norfolk Island and China 147
 Fiji and Mary Lou 152
 Singapore and Penang with Ann Maree 155
 Maureen’s 70th – 2005 157

Chapter 10: The Family Today
 The Fourth Generation 163
 Family Get-togethers 184

Chapter 11: A Message for Family and Friends
 Bill’s Legacy: His Philosophy 187

Appendix:	Family	Tree 189





From Homebush to Rochester Park

�

Chapter 1:

The Pioneers – 1850s

History: It’s a long way from Tipperary

I’ll start with the history of migration from Ireland. The 
story I’ve been told is that Timothy and Margaret Leahy 

married in Tipperary, Ireland, and migrated to Australia, 
around 1858, and settled at Bullengarook which is between 
Bacchus Marsh and Gisborne. They had 160 acres there. 
I don’t know how they purchased this land, but they lived 
there for many years. They had nine children born at 
Bullengarook.

In 1875, my grandfather, Timothy, was killed in Bacchus 
Marsh. It happened one day when he stopped to pick up a 
neighbour along the way. His cart horse was very young. 
It had been broken into the harness, but as he got on the 
wheel to get up into the cart, the horse jumped forward 
and grandfather fell in behind the horse and the wheel of 
the wagon. It ran over his head.

At the time Timothy was killed at Bullengarook, there 
were eight children, all born in Australia, and a ninth son 
was in the womb. There was a bit of a problem with the 
son’s exact date, and we think he might have left two years 
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off his age. Records say the son was three when he arrived 
at Carag Carag and the death certificate shows two years’ 
difference since his father’s death!

Land settlement was taking place in the Timmering Carag 
Carag country and somehow my grandmother, Magaret 
Leahy, selected land, I would imagine from a map; she 
wouldn’t have seen it before she selected it. She selected 
320 acres in an area called Carag Carag near Corop. At that 
time, if the eldest child was 16 or 18, you could select land 
in his or her name. So my grandmother selected another 
320 acres in her eldest daughter’s name, Maryanne, joined 
it to the first 320 acres and migrated to Carag Carag with 
her nine children. She also brought along William Murphy 
from an orphanage to help on the farm. He later became 
a permanent resident of the district. In those days they 
called orphanages ‘asylums’.

‘Homebush’ was the name of the property where 
my grandmother set up camp. She had to live on both 
properties. The properties were right across the road from 
one another on Fraser Road, Carag Carag. They built a 
bark hut on one side, which became the kitchen. At night 
time, they’d cross over to the other side of the road, where 
they’d built four or five rooms to sleep in. That’s how they 
overcame the situation of having to live on the property, if 
you had selected it.

They had twenty years to pay for the property, assuming 
an acre, but they had to be inspected, they had to clear 
the land, which they paid for in those days. They wouldn’t 
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get a title to the property until the twenty years were up 
and they had fulfilled their contract of clearing the land 
and growing crops.

When my grandmother arrived, she employed labourers 
and, with the help of her family, they cleared the land, and 
grew crops. They milked thirty cows by hand, and they 
set the milk in a creamery in a shed that had a thatched 
roof and a chimney. They would scrape the cream off the 
dishes of milk that were set around the walls. They would 
send the cream to the creamery and feed the skim milk to 
pigs. The creamery was at Bazeley’s Hill as we called it, on 
Winter Road, and all the settlers would take their cream 
up there, about twice a week.

There’s an area called Timmering, where there was a 
Timmering hotel, a school, a blacksmith’s shop and a 
Presbyterian church. That’s as far as the town of Timmering 
went. It was only a settlement area.

After the selection of the 1870s, and as the years went 
by, all the settlers arrived in the Timmering Carag Carag 
area, and settled on their properties. Some of the properties 
were very small. Nanna Leahy had a nursing background, 
and she became the midwife for all the settlers. When the 
babies were due to be born, Margaret Leahy would be 
called to attend to the birth of the babies, as there were no 
doctors around in the new settlement.

My father and his brothers farmed in Timmering and 
Carag Carag. As time progressed, farming on the Leahy 
land proved successful, but the other settlers decided to 
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leave because their areas were too small. Over a period 
of years, the Leahy brothers and Grandma Leahy bought 
out all their neighbours and increased their holding to a 
considerably larger area. We now still own the original 
selections and they have remained in the family’s hands 
since the selection days of the 1870s.

The Leahy brothers grew wheat, which would be put into 
four-bushel bags. With no fences on the property, and no 
harvesters or winnowers, they would winnow the chaff out 
and produce four-bushel bags of wheat. I don’t know how 
many acres they cropped, but they would load the four-
bushel bags on the wagons and travel to Rochester where 
the railway was. Corop was one of the original towns, 
but there was a railway that went through Rochester, so 
the Corop area died out. The wheat was transported to 
Rochester in the summer heat and, so the story says, they 
had wheel grooves in the dirt roads on the way. After they 
unloaded the wheat, the brothers might have a pint or 
two of ale. The horses would know their way home; they’d 
lead the wagon home by following the wagon grooves and 
they’d end up back at the property. Whoever was driving 
the wagon team was probably sleeping half of the way 
home.

Those days were very difficult for pioneers; they all helped 
each other to a certain extent. They recalled that when 
they first arrived at Carag Carag, there were Aborigines 
in the area. They were very friendly; they used to pass 
through and there was never any trouble from them.
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The Leahy brothers split up their partnership in the 
1920s to 1930s, and divided the property up into different 
sections. Then modernisation came and headers and 
trucks were updated. After years of being in the district, 
they experienced a flood. The Wallanjoe depression filled 
one morning, and a flood flowed through. It must have 
been caused by a contributory that flowed through part of 
the property to the Goulburn River near Echuca. Then over 
the years many floods ran through this area. Grandma 
Leahy died in 1914 at the age of 83, during a flood. It was 
the 23rd of December and they said that they had to bring 
the coffin out through the flood water in a dray.

Being the only child, I inherited the whole property, but 
as time went by, I had to buy it all over again because 
of probate, a government tax on your assets. Whatever 
money you inherited, or whatever the value of the inherited 
property was, the value of assets, the money in the bank, 
you had to pay this tax to the government. Thank Heavens 
probate tax ended a few years ago, but it was still going 
when I took over the property. Although some of the debt 
had been paid off before I left school, I had to pay the rest 
of it off. After the death of uncle Timothy, I had to pay his 
probate too.

My grandparents from my mother’s side were Ted 
(Edward) and Annie Hogan. Pa Hogan was a very big man, 
an engine driver with the railways. I didn’t see much of 
them. I do recall being there with my father one time. I 
don’t remember whether my mother was still alive then. 
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They had one of those famous iron beds and I managed 
to get my head caught between its iron bars. My father, 
being a strong man, was going to tear the bed apart, but 
my grandfather decided. “Don’t be too strong. We’ll get it 
out some other way. He got it in; we gotta get it out the 
way he put it in there!”

Pa Hogan never forgave my father for my mother’s 
death. She died of childbirth problems – a more common 
occurrence then – under the local doctor in Rochester, 
whereas she had given me birth four years earlier in 
Oakleigh in Melbourne. I suppose medical care was better 
in Melbourne in those days.


