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Findlay Kidman, First Written in 2010 
 

I was born south of Kapunda in South 
Australia on the fifth of July 1915, so 
I’m 95 now.  I met my second wife, 
Marion Freda (Freddie) in Perth; it 
was at the old Cottesloe Hotel I 
think.  I was travelling.  I came to 
Fremantle a lot.  

My step-daughter Robin, who  
also lives in Darlington, was born in 
Kerang, Victoria, up in the Malee 
country, and my step-son Peter in 
Kingaroy, Queensland.  Peter now 
lives in New South Wales.  I have a 
son John from my first marriage, born 
in Glenelg, South Australia in 1945, 
who now lives in Cornwall, UK.  He’s a professor of French. 

I think that we moved to Darlington the year after the passenger trains stopped.  
That would have been in the mid 1950’s.  The passenger trains had stopped, but the 
goods trains were still running, taking sleepers back as they dismantled the railway 
line from the far end (from Woorooloo, working back towards Midland). 

We’d previously lived in a house in Cottesloe for a couple of years.  Freddie worked 
as an interior designer for the Swan Brewery, and the house we were living in 
belonged to Swan Brewery, and they wanted to sell it.  We decided we didn’t want 
to live there, and we went for a drive one day and ended up in Darlington.  There 
was a house on the corner of Hillsden Rd and Darlington Rd for sale, and this place 
(in Brook Rd) too.  We didn’t even come inside, we thought “This’ll do”.  It looked ok 
from the outside and we bought it at auction the next week.  There were only about 
a dozen people and the auctioneer.  There wasn’t an Estate Agent’s office in 
Darlington then; many houses were probably sold by auction at the time.  These 
houses on Brook Rd. closer to the Pines were, I think, built sometime around 1918 - 
early 1920s, whilst some closer to the Post Office are much older.   So I’ve lived in 
this house in Darlington well over 50 years.   

I’ve seen a few changes.  The most visible is that the through road to Glen Forrest 
used to come down here by this house, (along Brook Road) straight through to the 
Post Office and then it turned right.  (The only Darlington  rail/road crossing at that 
time was at the junction of Owen Rd. and Darlington Rd, near the tennis courts; there 
was no way through at the top of Glen Rd near the Post Office.)     

 
 
 
 
 
 

Mr F Kidman -December 2010 
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Then on the corner past the post 
office, where Pip Colbourne lives, 
Cos Barnett the local carpenter had a 
workshop and shed.  He lived over 
there next to Williams’ place.  He 
was a great friend of John and Hilda 
Owens.  And old Mr Sharp had the 
little local shop here (now “the 
Pines”.)  It was quite small then.  You 
walked through the door, and there 
was a little counter opposite.  He 
only sold a few little things, lollies for 
the kids and things like that.  My 
wife always used to take him over a 
Christmas dinner every year.  The 
plate (held in the photo left by 
Robin), was given to Freddie by Mr 
Sharp as a “thank you”.  It had 
belonged to his mother. 
 
Where Karl Bailey’s surgery is now, 
(between my house and “the Pines”) 
there was an old broken down 
timber house which belonged to 
Olive Pell.  She’d brought it down 

from Kalgoorlie and had it rebuilt, but it was derelict even then.  A Scottish dentist 
called Andrew Lang later built a surgery with a small house there.  I think that Pip 
Colbourne was the agent who sold the land when he worked for MacDermott & Son.  
Then later Karl Bailey came and took over the house and surgery (around 1992).  The 
creek in between the shop (Pines) and the (dental) surgery used to run fairly freely in 
those days (running parallel to Beenong Rd, through the bottom of the O’Brien’s 
block).  It doesn’t run at all now, it’s dried up. There is still an old winery soak well on 
their block though. 

There weren’t any other shops in this area at all (where the estate agent, hairdresser 
etc. operate now.)  The ‘strip’ of shops was designed and built in 1968 by local builder 
Mr George Grayson.  Originally it was intended to accommodate a chemist and a GP 
surgery.  The first businesses to operate there included “Forrest Keep”, an antique 
shop which the Blankleys ran, and a hairdresser called “Bijou” run by Jill Campbell.  
Later occupants have included the estate agents Peet and Co (later MacDermott & 
Son, now Trevor Clark), and in the 1980’s Dr. Kevin Carthew ran his GP surgery from 
what is now the Pilates studio. 

We used to buy most of our groceries etc. from Owens’ Store (now the Liquor Store). 

It was much more of a general store, selling pretty much everything then. We bought 
meat from the butcher’s in Greenmount.  We’d ring them with an order (and in 
school holidays Robin confesses that she used to like to do the delivery rounds with 

Robin, with the “thank you” plate 
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the nice young butcher).  We had milk delivered to the house, there’s still a large 
stone by the gate where the milkman Arthur Dall used to leave it. 

My second wife Freddie (everyone called her Freddie, even Robin) worked in Perth, 
which is where we made our major purchases. (There was very little in the way of 
shopping in Midland then.)  She also used to travel around a lot, as she was the 
interior decorator for the Swan and Emu Breweries, who owned a lot of hotels 
around WA. 

The children didn’t go to school in Darlington when we came up here. They were 
already in High School.  The primary school here was very tiny then; the really old 
building was in use in those days of course.  Robin went to Presbyterian Ladies 
College in Cottesloe, and Peter to Christian Brothers College, (now Trinity).  They 
would have been around 12 or 13 years old then.   

There was a funny old bus service which used to run up and down from Darlington to 
Midland, then the children continued on to school by another (or even up to three 
more buses).  Robin recalls leaving home before 7am to get to school by 8.30am, and 
not getting home if she was playing sport (her big passion) until around 7.30pm.  

The bus back from Midland used to go up the highway to Glen Forrest first, then 
back to Darlington.   

I worked as a wool buyer, based in Fremantle and retired when I was 68, so I was still 
working when we moved up here.  I’d by-pass Perth to get to Fremantle, (going via 
Forrestfield around in an arc - there was no Roe Highway then.)  There wasn’t much 
traffic in those days.  I’d leave home about half-past six in the morning.  We used to 
have breakfast at the wool stores.  I was travelling all the time until I retired.    

I used to go to Adelaide, Melbourne occasionally, and Albany wool sales.  I was away 
two weeks out of three, more or less. 

I don’t drive any more, used to drive a lot, getting a new car every few years.  I 
taught myself to drive in South Australia, and had to have a test every year after I 
was 80, but when I first got my licence you didn’t have to take a test,  I sent a 2/6d 
postal order and got my licence back (through the post). 

This was once all vineyards around here.  All the lower part (of the hillside below 
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Brook Rd.), where the land drops away, was part of the vineyard originally.  There 
was very little garden here at all, we put in a terrific amount of work.  We must have 
carted a few hundred tons of ground soil and rock from the quarry for walls and 
steps down to the rear garden.  Of course the quarry was in operation in those days.  
They used to blast at ten in the morning and four in the afternoon.  A big siren would 
sound and then …“Bang”. 

We made a lot of alterations to this house, and the ¾ acre garden.  The house is on 
three levels.  The original drive here used to come in one gate (Western side), go 
around, and come out of the other gate (Eastern side of property).  At the time this 
front part of the house hadn’t been built on.  Some of the furniture here is a couple 
of hundred years old at least.  The old dresser (sideboard to Poms), belonged to my 
mother’s father.  It came out from Scotland with them in 1909. 

We’ve extended out a lot (at front, sides and rear); done a lot.  There were originally 
quite a few holiday homes built in Darlington, but they were older places, more on 
the opposite side of the hill across the road (above the Church).  These houses here 
were built I think when the railway line started, and people started to commute into 
Perth.  I don’t know all of the neighbours now, but Anna Wright and Trea Wilshire 
have been here a    long time.    

For bushfires there used to be a fire hydrant near the gate of our house, an old 
wooden post and a canvas hose hanging down.  I don’t remember many fires in the 
old days though.  People were much better behaved in those days, whereas 95% of 
the fires nowadays are deliberately lit.  Kids would never dream of doing things like 
that in those days. 

 

Rear of the house 
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I used to like to go for a drink.  When I was working we used to go to hotels in 
Fremantle.  Sometimes after work we used to go to the local store here for a drink 
(Liquor Store opposite top of Glen Rd).  There were a few steps down to a lower level 
cellar round the back.  We’d sometimes have a drink, maybe five or six people at 
night.  There was no such thing as ‘drink driving’ then.  People would think nothing of 
drinking maybe six or eight beers in the day. 

I used to play golf and before that bowls at the Mundaring Sporting Club.  Freddie 
and I joined there in 1973.  I was even President one year, and I’m still a member.  I 
won lots of golf trophies, both from Mundaring and from the Wool Buyers 
Competition.  They played on all the main courses.  I was also a member of the South 
Australia Cricket Association for 40 years, and a member of the WACA here for over 
50 years.  John and I used to have the odd game over at the Darlington Oval when he 
was here in the holidays.  When Freddie was still alive we went on a few cruises 
together. 

Up until a few years ago I used to walk around every road and climb every hill in 
Darlington, up to Glen Forrest; I walked a terrific amount.  I can only get around with 
a stick now; I miss it badly.  The heat doesn’t worry me; I’d sooner have it hot than 
cold.  There are droves of bandicoots in the garden here, and we’re getting a few 
rabbits about too, and the odd fox.  There are possums about too. 

Someone got in at the side of Trea’s house (along the road) a couple of years ago, 
but otherwise it’s very quiet here.  Since they stopped the road going through the 
only cars down the road are those going the wrong-way.   

 

 

Findlay Kidman in his rear garden with visitors and the shrine from Japan 
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I lived here by myself for about twenty years after my wife died, and now Robin and 
my son-in-law Ray live here with me.  Freddie’s ashes are here in the garden shrine.  I 
don’t have many local friends now.  I never mix much.  I used to know a lot of people 
around here.  I like living here though, it’s nice and peaceful and quiet. 

I lived in South Australia until probably the1950’s.  I had no brothers and sisters.   

My father George Kidman worked for, and was later in partnership with, his uncle Sir 
Sidney Kidman (“The Cattle King” – see references).  George married my mother in 
1910, and they moved to Tinapagee Station in New South Wales on the Paroo River 
(owned at the time by Sir Sidney Kidman).  There was a big aboriginal settlement 
there, and my father managed the station.  My parents were there for five years, and 
then old Sid sold that place.  (He had about a hundred stations in his time.)  

 “Kidman, the Forgotten King” is probably the most informative book on the life of 
Sir Sidney Kidman. 

My parents moved to Kapunda not long before I was born.  They moved into Sir 
Sidney’s original house, just behind his later home Eringa (built in 1879) - which was 
later presented to the SA State Eduction Department, (becoming part of the 
Kapunda High School from 1923). 

Sir Sidney Kidman was married to my mother’s aunt Isobel (always called “Bel”).  Bel 
was a school teacher, whilst Sir Sidney never went to school, although you can see 
his beautiful copperplate handwriting on the final sale document for the sheep sold 
in 1917 – (see below).  The direct line of male descent from Sir Sidney ran out with 
his son Walter, who had two daughters. 

In 1915 my father went into partnership with Sidney and they bought 18,500 sheep 
from Oondooroo Station in the middle of Queensland.  Together with his brother 
Tom Kidman they were droving them down to Hergott Springs, South Australia.  
After being driven from Queensland they were to be sold to South Australian graziers 
and fattened up for the Adelaide meat market.   

They’d had terrific droughts in Queensland so they had to sell sheep up there, and 
they’d had a good year in South Australia with plenty of feed available. It would have 
taken about eight or nine months at least, sheep moving slowly.  Between Boulia and 
the Birdswood Track a big storm came up, the sheep scattered, and they had to work 
hard to keep them together.  My father picked up pneumonia, and he died on the 
edge of the Georgina River out in the bush.  His brother Tom was with him when he 
died.  He’s buried in Boulia Cemetery. 

Source: Notes from the Back Country by “Westerner” -: “Report on the death of 
George Kidman”. Photocopy of newspaper article kindly supplied by Mr F Kidman. 

 I’ve been up there, but it’s an unmarked grave.   When he died I was then a kid 
about ten months old.  My mother battled on.  I think she got about four thousand 
pounds out of her share of the sale of the sheep.  About three years later we moved 
down from Kapunda to Adelaide, where she bought a house. 
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My grandfather was one of Sid’s elder 
brothers.  He had quite a few brothers.  
There was Sackville; he was at Broken Hill.  
He had a big butcher’s shop there.  There 
was George: he got chucked off a horse 
and hit his head -  he was a bit queer after 
that.  Fred drowned swimming a horse 
over of the Queensland Fitzroy River.  
There was my grandfather Thomas, they 
were all together up in the Broken Hill 
area.  My grandfather with his brothers 
(they) owned original shares in Broken Hill 
Proprietary.  They were there when Broken 
Hill was discovered.    

Charlie, the remaining Kidman brother of 
the generation, is described as “a playboy 
and gambler, who died a pauper” – 
Kidman family papers. 

 

 

 

BHP Chronology 

1883.  Charles Rasp, a boundary rider on the Mt Gipps sheep station, believes he 
hasdiscovered black oxide of tin on the ‘broken hill’ in the Barrier Ranges in western 
New South Wales, Australia. 

Broken Hill Mining Company (private company) is established by a syndicate of seven 
from the Mt Gipps sheep station. The company is dissolved on incorporation of The 
Broken Hill Proprietary Company Limited (‘BHP’) in 1885. 

Source: www.bhpbilliton.com/bbContentRepository/docs/bhpChronology.pdf.   

My grandfather Thomas later sold his shares and bought land in South Australia at 
Naracoorte and that’s where his family were brought up.  My grandfather had ten 
children, five from his first marriage, and five from his second.  My father George 
was the eldest from his first marriage. My father was quite a horseman; they were 
more or less born in the saddle in those days.  I didn’t ride a great deal myself, 
although we went back in the holidays to Kapunda, and I spent a lot of time there. 

When I was a kid I used to go to all the cattle and horse sales.  They used to have 
huge horse sales in Kapunda. There were wild horses and they used to bring them 
down there, there could be four or five hundred wild horses galloping down the 
main street.  I remember the saleyard there, they used to sell them and the Indian 
Army used to buy them for the cavalry.  It was quite an event to see the horse sales, 
which used to last over two days. They’d been brought down overland from the 
bush, pretty much unbroken.  They’d have a couple of rough riders who would jump 
on them and ride around once or twice. 

Each share was ₤3293 – 09d (copy of original accounts 
ledger entry, kindly supplied by Mr. F Kidman) 
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I used to go out to the abattoir to the cattle sales too.  When I was twelve years old, 
during school holidays (1927) one of the drovers took me up to Alice Springs on the 
first cattle train on the new Alice Springs – Adelaide Railway, to bring cattle down for 
sale.  (As mentioned earlier, many sheep were also taken to Kapunda.)   Of course all 
the saleyards are gone now. 

I was probably 18 when I first started work.  After school I had a couple of years at 
Adelaide University, but I didn’t like it much there.  The first firm I worked for was 
Bennet and Fisher.  I had to start at the bottom and work my way up to become a 
wool buyer.  I worked over in the wool stores, and first became a wool appraiser.  A 
bale was shown out of each lot of wool in the wool stores.  There’d be rows and 
rows of bales of wool.  We’d put a valuation on each lot based on the sample quality, 
and it would be sold at auction.  They don’t do it that way now though; they’re all 
laboratory tested – no skill at all required now, all the results are there for you.  We 
used to have to estimate. 

I wasn’t in the forces during the war (WWII), as I was a wool buyer.  We were all 
employed by the British Government, it was a reserved occupation.  During the war 
we only operated in South Australia and Western Australia.  We’d fly between the 
two.  There was wartime petrol rationing for motor vehicles, a small allowance for 
work travel.  The British Govt. took over the entire Australian wool clip, all of it. The 
wool couldn’t be shipped of course; it was all stored in Australia.  It took years and 
years before the resulting stockpile was cleared, as the surplus from the war was 
gradually fed in to the marke 

Although we no longer worked for the British Govt. it wasn’t difficult to find 
employment after the war ended in 1945. I started buying wool for a Japanese 
company. 

There were very few qualified wool buyers. I was one of the very youngest.  I used to 
go to Japan every couple of years.  In the end, Japan sort of controlled the wool 
market here for about fifteen to twenty years, took most of the clip. I used to buy a 
lot of wool for Japan.  I had to go to Japan fairly frequently during my working life. 
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And so, in the early 1960’s with my wife Freddie plus Robin and Peter, Darlington 
became my home for so many years to come. 

(Findlay celebrated his 100th birthday in 2015 but passed away on the 23rd February 
2016) 

 

SOURCES 

The main source of material for this biography is a series of interviews with Mr 
Findlay Kidman and his daughter Robin Drew, arranged by Anne Harrow and 
conducted by Anne Harrow and Ann Barber.  

These interviews took place between November 2010 and March 2011, on behalf of 
the Darlington History Group. 

The authors would like to thank Mr Kidman and Mrs Drew very much for their time 
and cooperation, plus permission to use family photographs, and would also like to 
thank Mr Pip Colbourn and Ms Maggie McKay for their help with supporting material 
on the Darlington shops. 

Recent photographs of Findlay Kidman, Robin Drew and the house and garden, were 
taken by Anne Harrow. 

Text is mostly verbatim from our interviews, with light editing and some clarifying 
material in italics – Ann Barber.  

 

REFERENCES 

Ion Idress 1936 The Cattle King   Pymble Sydney NSW   Angus and Robertson 

Jill Bowen 1992 Kidman, the Forgotten King   Pymble Sydney   Angus and Robertson  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:angus@robertson
mailto:angus@robertson

