
Base Hospital/Immigrants' 
Home soon to be gigantic 

Police Regional Centre

Arriving in Fremantle 100 Years Ago 
in 1924
The buildings on South Terrace featured (top) served as public 
buildings for over 100 years, and when Ron Hutchins arrived 
100 years ago from England (see extract from his book 
"Northcliffe & Pemberton" below) they were being used to 
house newly arrived migrants, in Ron's case, part of the land 
settlement scheme. Later they were replaced with the Stan 
Reilly aged care residences. The site was poorly managed by 
Fremantle Council and the state government simply marched in 
and took the site for their detested monstrous new regional 
police headquarters about to be built,  ignoring the World 
Heritage site nearby.

Most of us are migrants to Fremantle, and for those like Ron, 
the change was rather a shock, even if he was just passing 
through.

This is his account from 1924:

It is interesting to recall how, on that night of March 14, we had 
to walk with our hand luggage to the Immigrants' Home, 
crossing the footbridge near the CY O'Connor memorial, along 
Pakenham Street, High Street, into South Terrace and thence 
to our destination, just near the football oval entrance. It was 
quite a walk, especially at night. We reached the home at 10pm 
- no supper!! - Our training for the hard years ahead had 
commenced.

The next day we took stock of our new surroundings, it was 
bedlam; people running about with no settled point for family 
groups to meet and sort themselves out. The Immigration 
Home was formerly a hospital for service men during the 
1914-18 war; we were well packed in, probably the Japanese 
'train pushers' received their inspiration from this source. The 
food was very poor, but one pleasant memory of this subject 
was quince jam, we children ate it three times daily during the 
three days we were allowed to remain in Fremantle.

The toilets and bathrooms were a shambles, dirty and rusty, 
the walls well written-up with graffiti, some of it quite rude; one 
worth mentioning however read: "People of this institution, 
please put your contribution in the hole and not upon the floor."

After 28 days or so at sea, we children ran wild. We soon found 
the local beach and made good use of it. For us it was 
wonderful, the beach so clean, the water so warm. Uppermost 
in my memories of swimming in England was, how nice it was 
to get one's clothes on again!

Our stay in Fremantle had its moments of excitement; on our 
way to the beach, not far from the Fish Jetty of today, it was, at 
times, necessary to pass Australian children. There were the 
usual international relationships, with the throwing of stones 
and hard words; we usually staged a "British retreat", being, for 
the most part, outnumbered.

John Dowson
President
The Fremantle Society
0409 223622

Happy New Year!
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