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DARLINGTON INDELIBLY 

Memories of RICHARD SADLEIR, born 1936, lived in Darlington from 1938 until 

1953. 

 

Everyone's memories are very selective and happy ones always tend to remain while others 
fade. I write this in 1999 at 63 years of age, over fifty years afterwards. Inevitably some 
memories will be muddled, but they are all generally so happy that I want to record them 
for my children and grandchildren. 

The Anglican Church.  

My parents were married there and my sister and myself were christened there. From 1944 to 1951 
we lived at Greengates, the house next to St Cuthbert's on Darlington Road. 

The parson was a Reverend Quinlin, much renowned for his addiction to the bottle, but always sober 
on Sundays for the service. He boarded with two sisters, the Misses Edmonson in a house on Owen 
Road above the hall. He drove a two seater large sports car, usually with the hood down. This car could 
always be seen parked outside a pub in Bellevue, just at the bottom of the Greenmount hill. This was 
always known as Quinnies Pub. 

The church was set, as it still is, in 
untouched native bush, with an old 
lych gate at the entrance. Quinlin 
paid me one summer to try and 
start some flowers in beds at the 
front of the church but I failed 
utterly in the hot weather. 

In the churchyard was a wooden 
bell tower, with an easily accessible 
rope. We utterly forbidden to ring 
this bell and it stayed as a great 
temptation until VE (Victory in 
Europe) Day in 1945. To our delight 
Quinny came over to the house and said we could ring the bell for as much as we wanted. I remember 
spending hours with my sister Rosemary ringing away until my arms were sore. This attracted other 
kids from all over the village and it must have rung for hours and hours. 

My sister and I slept in a flywired enclosed verandah on the side of Greengates closest to the 
churchyard. One night there was a major thunderstorm, which woke us up, and there was a sudden 
enormous explosion as lightening hit an old large red gum in the churchyard, less that thirty feet from 
where we were sleeping. We got a hell of a fright. The next day we saw the tree had been cleaved 
vertically to the ground. 

The Village Store 

This was on Montrose Avenue, above the railway station and run by Morrie Owen a fairly 
large Welshman.  

Photo 1 - Rev Quinlin & his car bought from Qld 
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Like all stores it was a very social place and all the mums would have good wongis 
(Aboriginal for chatting) when they went to buy the groceries. Out the back there was a 
huge barrel, or so it seemed to a small boy, of molasses or perhaps honey, with a tap from 
which Morrie would fill bottles or jars. If I was very quiet in the store he would let me run 
my finger round the encrusted old sugar inside the tap. Absolute heaven! 

Morrie originally delivered the papers on a horse all around the village, throwing them into 
gardens with some accuracy. Later on 
he would distribute them at the 
railway station before the 8 o'clock 
train left. 

He had a very good tenor voice and 
would sing as he rode along. He also 
sung frequently at the concerts in the 
village hall. 

Behind the store, until about 1944, 
there was a separate bakery, and I 
remember the lovely smell of the 
bread early in the morning. 
Unfortunately, the baker went broke 
because he got some sort of fungus in his wood-fired ovens and couldn't' afford to have 
them taken out and replaced. 

There was another store, beside the Post Office, down below the railway station but I have 
very little memory of what it was like. 

The Volunteer Bush Fire Brigade and Bush Fires.  

Darlington was heavily forested with almost every house surrounded by plenty of Eucalypts. 
It merged into the jarrah, redgum forest which covered the whole crest of the Darling 
Ranges. Bush fires were always a worry especially in late summer. 

If a fire was reported, the whole brigade, which consisted of almost every able bodied male 
and quite a few hanging-on boys like me, was summoned by a wonderfully effective 
method. At several houses on the periphery of the village there were lengths of old railway 
line hung from trees. Bashed with a hammer, these made a very loud peal and then all the 
others who had them would start to bash theirs and soon the whole village would know 

The brigade always met at the crossing, just below the railway station and then went off to 
the fire. All the equipment was very amateur, wet hessian sacks and knapsack pumps. I 
don't remember anything else! 

The art was to get to the fire quickly so as to put it out in the shrubbery down on the 
ground. This was done by lines of men beating it out or starting backfires. I was one of 
several water boys whose job was to get waterbags to hard working and dehydrating 
fighters. I remember one bad fire up near Glen Forrest that the Darlington brigade helped. 
This was a crown fire, right up in the treetops and a very scary sight. I remember being quite 
amazed how fast some professional axemen from logging companies could fell trees to 
make a firebreak. 

Photo 2 - Owen's Store in 1950's in Darlington 
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Another terrible fire I went to with my dad, Nix Sadleir, my grandfather, Dick Boyd, and my 
uncle, Garry Boyd was not actually in Darlington but down in Swan Valley where another 
uncle, Jim Niven, had a vineyard. A fire had been burning for several days in forest north of 
John Forrest National Park and not causing much concern. Then late one afternoon, the 
wind changed to an easterly and we received a frantic telephone call from Jim. I shall never 
forget driving quickly down Greenmount hill and then turning north to Swan Valley. As far as 
you could see the whole crest of the Darling Ranges was alight and burning and the fire was 
rapidly descending the hills on very long front. We fought this fire in dry stubble wheatfields 
with a howling wind which would carry it back over the burnt ground in little willi-willi's of 
fire. The fire got within a hundred yards of the first vineyards when Mother Nature took 
over and the wind suddenly switched to a delightful westerly and very soon it started to 
rain. 

Trains, the WAGR and the railway station 

Most of my really vivid memories are connected in some way or other with the little narrow 
gauge (3 ft 6 in) railway that ran through Darlington. It was a loop line, leaving the main line 
at Bellevue and coming up through Greenmount and Boya to Darlington and then on to Glen 
Forrest and through to Mundaring. I think the line then went on to join the main one at 
Chidlow's. There was a spur line from Mundaring south to Mundaring Weir. 

The coaches were always the old fashioned "dog boxes” with no corridor buck doors 
opening on each side and the fixed seats across the train. Outside there were two "running 
boards” which the guards would climb along as the train travelled to collect the tickets. In 
the very old coaches there were discoloured sepia photographs of WA scenes. I remember 
one of Mundaring Weir. The light bulbs were enclosed in an inverted glass dome which 
could be unscrewed and which was occasionally full of urine! 

The engines were small dirty tank 
engines, quite low in power and 
often belching brown smoke from 
the much-maligned Collie coal. 

It was a very friendly sort of 
railway, the train sometimes 
waiting at the station if a regular 
hadn't turned up yet. It often 
used to stop again at the crossing 
to pick up a few sluggards. On the 
way up the hill from Boya it 
travelled so slowly that people on 
the west of the village used to 

simply jump off. 

During the war (WW2) the main line was very busy hauling troops and materiel from the 
Eastern States for transshipment at Fremantle. That line used to go through a long tunnel in 
John Forrest National Park. Sometime in 1941 there was a big train smash just below the 
tunnel because some of the load of an up train caught on the tunnel roof, the train stopped 
and at least two railway men were gassed to death by fumes. The train then ran backward 
and smashed. This caused a huge delay so that for several days. Then sometime I think in 1944 

Photo 3 - Mixed train arriving at Darlington Station 
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some WAGR genius tried to run the new Garratt locomotive with a long train up this line. Below 
Darlington station was a very deep steep sided cutting with a very tight bend. The Garratt was a long 
locomotive with a bull nosed water tank in front of the locomotive. Much too every small boy in 
Darlington's delight, this water tank couldn't make the curve in the cutting, smashed into the bank and 
derailed the locomotive. This gave the WAGR people a major problem because no cranes or heavy 
equipment could be brought close. I remember it took at least two days to clear up that mess, with 
lots of little boys watching all the time from the top of the cutting. 

All the school kids used to put pennies and half pennies on the line near the station to get them 
flattened. There was a slightly mentally disadvantaged boy at the school and some primary school 
devilish genius persuaded him to put a dog spike between the points where the train came into the 
station. Much to our delight this gently derailed the engine but there was hell to pay as a result with 
police detectives asking questions around the school. 

The points at the station were at either end of a small shunting loop opposite the station. I can just 
remember picnic trains coming up from Midland Junction on Sundays. They would leave coaches 
sitting on the loops for the picnickers to return to. 

I remember four trains a day, one about 7 am for the workers, mainly in the railway works and 
factories at Midland Junction and one at 8 am for the businessmen travelling to Perth. They came back 
up the line about 4 pm and 6 pm. 

One of my most vivid memories is lying in bed on wintry, rainy evenings and hearing the engine of the 
6 pm train struggling up the very steep grades between Darlington and Boya. You could hear the 
engine racing as its wheels slipped. Eventually the engine would give a long double toot so all the wives 
knew what was going to happen. The engine would then back down to the stop at Boya, disconnect 
half the coaches and then proceed back to Darlington station and up to Glen Forrest (there was 
another, even steeper grade just above Darlington). There the engine would leave those carriages, 
travel back down to Boya, pick up the remainder, travel back to Glen Forrest, reunite the train and 
proceed on the Mundaring. 

Dad and several others used to play bridge and poker on the train with the hands on briefcases on 
their knees. 

There was one memorable occasion when Dad and Mike Steele, for some reason caught the early 
Saturday midday train from Perth to Midland Junction, went across to the Railway hotel for a beer ( 
Dad always said it was a stinking hot day ) and then missed the only midday train up to Darlington. 
Unfortunately Dad was the organizer and Mike was the chief umpire for the annual school sports day 
which took place that afternoon. I am sure the wives had something to say about that one when they 
arrived very, very, late! Syd Preistner immortalized this in verse. (* see p 11 - 13 for poem 1) 

The most important thing in my childhood happened on Darlington railway station. My 
father had enlisted in the 2/16th Battalion of the A.I.F in June 1940 when I was nearly four, 
and had served in the Middle East, being wounded in 1943. He returned home March 1, 
1944. I can still see that figure in khaki with kitbag and boots getting off the train at the 
station. I ran to greet him for the first time in nearly four years, and was stopped dead by his 
very strong body odour. He hadn't been able to have a bath for over a week! and the troop 
ship only had salt-water showers. Nevertheless my Dad's return home was the most 
wonderful thing that ever happened to me as a child. 



5 
 

I wasn't very accident prone as a child but I did have one on Darlington station. I was 
climbing with some other kids on the picket railings behind the platform when I fell and 
caught my leg at the ankle between the palings. I couldn't haul myself up and was trapped. 
In getting me out the other kids scraped my ankles to the bone on each side and it hurt like 
blazes. 

I remember one picnic we went as a family to Mundaring weir. This was a great place 
scenically and for a swim. We went up by train, I think on a Saturday morning and spent 
most of the day there. Dad took me over to see the first of the pump houses which lifted the 
water on its way to Kalgoorlie. It was driven by a wood fired steam engine and I remember 
the huge piles of logs outside and the power of what seemed to me enormous pumps. Then, 
on the trip home, Dad spoke to the engine driver and, wonder of wonders; I travelled back 
to Darlington on the footplate of the engine. Mum said afterwards that I was covered in coal 
dust and floating about three feet off the ground! 

The Village School. 

This was down Glen Road where the present school stands but in my days I remember it was 
just a two-room weatherboard schoolhouse with a small verandah on one side, Across the 
bitumen playground and assembly area there were two open sheds, the girls shed and the 
boys shed. 

The headmaster was an older man who I think my Dad said had served and been wounded 
in WW1. At any rate he was a very cranky individual and very free with the ruler which he 
would crash down on your knuckles. 

I must have been a pretty goody-goody little brat because I remember getting weekly prizes 
for clean fingernails. 

We had a succession of very young female teachers and I remember that I thought they 
were all quite beautiful. I really fell for one lass, Miss Jefferson, and, despite catcalls from 
my mates, actually brought her flowers!! 

Strangely one of the things I remember was how very hot it would get inside the school on 
summer afternoons. Apparently there was a Department of Education ruling that if the 
temperature, taken by thermometer on the verandah, exceeded 100 F. the school would be 
closed for the day. Some of the older kids would light matches under the thermometer but I 
don’t think the headmaster was fooled. 

We never wore anything on our feet even though many of the roads were gravel. I must 
have developed a very thick corn pad undermine because when the first bitumen roads 
came we would walk over them and get a layer of tar on the soles of our feet. My mother 
recalled this very clearly, as she had to use petrol to scrape it off before we could come into 
the house and mark the floors. 

The school desks were the old sort with cast iron frames and wooden seats and desks with 
lids. Each desk had a china inkwell and we used steel pens. The inkwell was great for ink 
soaked paper pellet fights and for dipping girl's pigtails in. In the first primary years we 
actually used chalk on the old slate boards to make our first letters. 
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Schoolyard games were tag, racing round the yards, and interminable games of marbles, 
either by placing all in a ring on the group and trying to knock them out with big "glassies" 
or "thumbing" them along a series of small depressions in the ground. Every kid (male) had 
his marble bag and as most of the games were for "keeps" we measured our success by how 
many marbles we had still in the bag. We also played some sort of game where about three 
boys would stand braced against a fence and then see how many others they could support 
before collapsing all in a heap. 

Other Childhood Activities 

We always seemed to be building "forts" of one sort or another from old bits of timber or 
cardboard boxes. These were defended against the other team. In those days, because of 
the War it was either "Poms" versus "Jerries" or "Aussies" versus "Japs". 

No self-respecting kid would be seen without his catapult although we always called them 
"Gings" or sometimes "Shanghais". From time to time someone would get a bad bruise from 
a pebble and there would be a parental ban on them but they always reappeared. I 
remember that the rubber bands were of thick round rubber and we tied this to the fork 
and to the little soft bag for the pebble with thin leather thongs, often ex shoelaces. Some 
of them were really quite powerful and I remember hitting tins at over fifty paces. One 
reason that parents relented and let us use them was because of the magpies, of which 
more later. 

Then there were the hill trolleys. Darlington was well supplied with hills .An old wooden 
box, four wheels, usually off an old babies buggy, a piece of rope tied on either side of the 
front pivoted axle, and a stick attached to one side which could scape along the ground as a 
brake and you had hours of fun. We would race each other down the hills, I particularly 
remember Montrose Avenue when it was still gravelled and come to a skidding turn to stop 
dropping down into the station yard. For several years of my childhood I was never without 
a gravel rash on the sides of my legs or arms and especially on my knees and elbows. 

Later on we had two wheel bikes and visited far and wide on them, often riding down to the 
Helena river for a swim. Again they were treacherous on gravel roads and there were lots of 
spills. 

The small streams in Darlington only ran in the winter but we had lots of fun trying to build 
dams and channel the flowing water down different passages. In some of the larger streams 
we would fish for fresh-water crayfish we called "gilgies" by a piece of meat on a long string. 
The idea was to jerk the gilgies out land once it had started feeding on the piece of meat. 

Plants and animals 

Darlington was a wonderful place for wild things as the village was really inside and 
surrounded by the bush. 

My most vivid memories were dodging magpies or "maggies" as we called them when they 
were defending their nests during laying. It was really scary for small children to be "dive-
bombed" by these birds. When we lived in Greengates, the milk was delivered early in the 
morning in bulk and my job was to go up to the back gate on Hillsden road to bring down 
the billy full of milk. In nesting season, like all kids, I waved a stick in a circle around my 
head, but once a maggie got through my defenses and tor a two inch piece of scalp away. I 
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remember my Mum's concern for me but also her complaint that I had split all the milk in 
the process! 

We would often find the shingleback lizards wandering around or "stumpies" as we called 
them. They were pretty harmless provide you didn't get bitten as they would never let go. 
Strangely I have absolutely no memory of snakes in my childhood but I suspect there must 
have been some around. 

We did have enormous ants we called sergeant ants which lived in loose nests. They were 
really vicious and would attack your bare feet and had a very painful bite. We would stir up 
the sergeant ants' nests with a stick and see who was the bravest in jumping back the 
slowest! 

There were many many birds around. I remember galahs, twenty-eights and occasionally 
the large red-tailed black cockatoos. The latter would crack open the cones in the pine trees 
which used to stand near the crossing and drop them to the ground with a crash. 

Darlington was quite amazing for wildflowers but as kids, they didn't seem very much to us. 
I remember large patches of Kangaroo paws, of boronia and of the beautiful blue 
Leschenaultia. What we called "Black boys" but now the more ‘politically correct’ grasstrees 
were a great source of spears from their long flower spikes once they were dried. 

Once, in the rocks up the hill from the golf course halfway down Coulston road, I saw three 
animals I found out later were rock wallabies. 

Boy Scouts 

I started as a Lone Wolf Cub; doing all the exercises and earning badges by correspondence. 
Then when Jack Skipsey moved into Darlington (House on the corner of Darlington and Dairy 
roads) he formed the Darlington Scouts in about 1945 and I became the scout leader. 

First we met up at Skip's house but soon had a shed in the railway yard which we fixed up 
and used for meetings. 

Skip, (and his wife for the Guides) was a tireless worker for the Scouts and always had 
something planned. We built bridges, a hoist and all sorts of fires and did lots of work in 
First Aid. 

I remember we used to go off on local camps under canvas over weekends with ghost 
stories and singing around the campfire 

Occasionally there would be formal appearance of the troop at church parades or Anzac day 
services. 

The Village Hall  

This had been once the old wine cellar from the vineyard on the slope above Pine terrace. I 
am pretty sure that I can remember, as a very small child, seeing the stumps of the old vines 
in lines on the vacant lot near the hall. 

All village occasions were held in the village hall and sometimes there were film shows. 
There were village meetings and the hall was used for badminton. 
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There were also concerts mainly put together from local "talent". I remember my Dad, (and 
also I think, Mike Steele, Syd Priestner and Ted Walton) in a marvelous sketch. Dad and Syd 
were frequent writers of doggerel verse and they wrote a long song, to the tune of "Riding 
down from Bangor " entitled " Riding down to Boya" which described, in a very funny way, 
the usual incidents on the morning train. The stage in the hall had been set up as the inside 
of one of the dog-box railway carriages. Dad had a hopeless singing voice and could never 
carry a tune so he must have mimed the whole thing! (*See page 14 for poem 2) 

Characters 

Tony Badapples (I think his really name was Boccacio). He was an old Italian recluse who 
lived in a small hut right down the bottom of Pine terrace. We kids used to tease him 
unmercifully and he consequently was very bad tempered towards us. He did odd gardening 
jobs around the village and always smelt of garlic. 

Larry Pell.... Larry was a very old man who lived with his wife in a cottage right on the corner 
of what is now called the Pines. Mum and Dad took me into see him once before he died 
and I remember him showing me his heavy red serge uniform and round pill box cap that he 
had worn when he fought in the Sudan War of 1895. It amazed me when my Dad explained 
he could easily have spoken to a man who fought at Waterloo. 

 

Some memories added in 2013 after reading my 1999 document, I am now 77 years old. 

 

War memories 

Charcoal burners on cars. I remember largish metal structures attached to the back of 
private cars which burned charcoal which somehow ran the cars ? They were very smelly 
and inefficient as I remember the cars travelling slower than usual. 

Bren gun carriers. At one stage the troops in Black Boy camp went on exercises and drove 
down Darlington roads using tracked Bren gun carriers. We thought it wonderful when they 
would deliberately swerve up onto the banks at the sides of the road to grind their tracks 
upward. In retrospect I think this must have been done to amuse us watching children !! 

I mentioned in previous memories the village hall. Some of the concerts were put on for the 
troops in the camp, some local talent and other by semi-professional concert parties. My 
mother told the story of having to take me screaming out of the hall when I realized that a 
cross-dressed performer was really a man!!! 

 

Sawmill & golf course 

A few hundred yards down the road to Boya was a sawmill, run, I think, by a Mr Ranger. It 
was run only intermittently cutting local jarrah. There was a timber joining works up by the 
railway station which used to turn out axe handles. I remember being fascinated by the 
automatic lathe which followed the shaft of a metal axe handle exactly. 
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One day a friend and myself were mucking around in the small stream which ran beside the 
Boya road and through the golf course when we came across a patch of plants (not the 
usual onion weed) with big bulbs which we chewed on because they were tasty. At home 
Mum was most distressed because we stunk of wild garlic!! 

Haunted house 

There was an old abandoned house quite a way 
back from the road about halfway up Darlington 
road on the eastern side which we kids called the 
haunted house. The younger children were quite 
terrified of this place and would never go up 
there. I remember plucking up courage with two 
mates and being very disappointed when we 
actually visited what was only a wrecked house. 

The long bus ride home from school 

Over some years in the afternoon I would get on 
a bus at Midland junction to travel home. They 
were never very well powered and took for ages 
to climb up the highway near Greenmount. The most annoying thing was that the bus would 
always travel up the highway, past the Darlington road turn off and continue up the hill to a 
garage at the corner of what I now think is called Bilgoman road. There the bus driver would 
wait (what seemed an interminable time to a tired hot schoolboy!!) before, at last, driving 
back down the highway and turning into Darlington Road and home. I was always annoyed 
that the bus did not go to Darlington FIRST!!!! 

The Dunny Man. 

In the 1940's most houses in Darlington had an outside toilet (always the dunny when adults 
weren't listening !) with rolls of toilet paper (luxury) or more commonly a pad of ripped up 
squares of newspaper. There was also a small tin of lime to be scattered to keep off the 
flies. There was a common myth that red-backed spiders would often hide under the dunny 
seat and even my ultra-fastidious mother would wave a stick under the seat before sitting 
down! I never actually heard of anyone being bitten on their rear!! 

I do remember that, once a week, the dunny cart, an old flat-backed truck would trundle 
round the village and two collectors with inverted flour sacks over their heads would hoist 
the full containers on to their shoulders and carry them to the truck, accompanied by clouds 
of flies. Even as a child I thought this was a terrible way to earn a living. 

More photos are included at the end of this document. 

 

  

Photo  4 - Ruins on Stone Crescent called the 
haunted house 
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* POEM 1 – “WEEKEND TRAGEDY” – Syd Preistner 23/10/1944 

(To be recited in Lancashire dialect for preference) 

 

Our train on a Saturday mid-day  

Is always a bit of a crush 

And folks who get out between Perth and Bayswator  

Say "Nuts to the blokes from the bush". 

They swarm in with parcels and baggage 

And spread  'em all over the place 

Till Sadlier squashed in the far corner seat 

Can't distinguish a two from an Ace. 

 

While Steele looks both pained and embarrassed  

And loudly remarks "What the Hell –  

Must you sit on my Stetson and tread on my feet  

And leave windows open as well?" 

So Steele observed one day to Sadlelr 

"I have an idea that might work, 

To Midland we'll go by an earlier train, 

Dodge the crowd, get good seats in the "jerk". 

They tried it.     It worked as they figured 

Said Sadlier "Steele this is great. 

But why should we sit here and twiddle our thumbs, 

We've nearly ten minutes to wait. 

 

His eye wandered over the land-scape  

And he suddenly had an idea 

"By gum, there's the pub - it's a bare hundred yards,  

Come on - we've got time for a beer!" 

So out through the far side they hopped it, 

Skipped the rails, jumped the fence, crossed the stre 

Had a beer, crossed the street, jumped the fence, 

skipped the rails, Into carriage, and back on the seat 

. 

"Nice work" they exclaimed "what a brain wave,  

That was good.  We must do it again.  

This is far away better than shoving and pushing  

For seats on- the regular train." 

 

And so when the rag tag and bob-tail  

Arrived by the twelve twenty-three 

They'd find these two blighters all set in good seats  
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And looking as smug as could be. 

 

But one cannot depend on the Railways  

Sometimes there's a little delay 

And it's sad to relate that what happened to them  

Should occur on the Children's Sports Day. 

 

This day from the same train as usu'l  

They crossed to the Darlington "jerk"  

Then out through far side, skipped the rails, jumped 

the fence And away on their regular lurk. 

But barely were they inside portals 

Of pub, when the guard's whistle shrill  

Announced that the "jerk" was about to attempt  

Its spasmodical climb up the hill. 

The engine went "Toot" and then grunted 

And gave an asthmatical cough, 

The passengers picked themselves up off the floor 

And the Darlington Flyer was off. 

 

Said Sadlier to Steele "Have another, 

I just feel like a couple of quarts".  

Said Steele "Hic - alright - same again thanks old boy  

Hic - here'sh luck to the Darlington Sports." 

They staggered at length to the entrance, 

And there they stopped dead on the track 

"Good heavens" said. Steele, "Whassa Marrer" said Sad, 

We mush "ave come out at the back." 

"Don' be shilly" said Steele "here'sh the entrance 

Do you think I don' know it again." 

Sad replied "Yesh, you're right - there'sh the 

Shtation yard, too – 

But tell me, ol' boy, where'sh the train?" 

 

"By gad" exclaimed Steele  

"it'sh departed It'sh gone, dishappeard'":, done a bunk. 

In plain base (hic) English, my bibuloush friend,  

The train'sh gone without us - we're sunk. 

What Sadlier said has been censored. 

We couldn't repeat such things here. 

But we would, like to think the expressions he used 

Were just the result of the beer. 
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He wanted to fight Station Master 

Who said to him "Look 'ere young man 

Take a look at this 'ere St. John's Ambulance badge 

Would you like to go ‘om in the van?” 

 

Draw a veil on ensuing proceedings, 

They got home about half past two. 

They'd made explanations by phone in advance 

But they still had to face interview. 

 

What their wives said will never be published  

It's a purely domestic affair 

But some of the lads have been heard to remark  

With a grin "Ee - I wish I'd been there." 
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*POEM 2 – “RIDING DOWN TO BOYA” Darlington Days Syd Preistner 1940’s 

 

Rattling down to Boya on the morning train, 

Blow the whistle, slam the doors, off we go again. 

Pull up at the crossing, brakes on with a grind, 

Pick up several stragglers- leave the rest behind. 

 

Here we are at Boya. See them short and tall, 

Climbing up the footboards like flies upon a wall. 

Can’t wait any longer, engine gives a cough, 

Half of them are inside and the rest of them fall off 

 

Rolling down from Greenmount, see the pigs and sheep, 

What a pretty picture- but don’t breathe in too deep 

Or you will regret it and you’ll swear, “oh heck 

No more chops and bacon, no more ham for brek” 

 

Get your money ready – now we’re at Bellevue, 

Leap on to the platform, dash into the queue 

Don’t get in a panic – you’ll get a ticket soon, 

What’s the blooming hurray – we’ll be in Perth by noon 

 

Rattling into Midland – crashing through the points, 

Concertina coaches creaking at the joints. 

Now we stop and back her – stand aside you clown 

Can’t you see where I am going – crash – bang – all fall down. 

 

Now were really going, now we’re in the straight, 

Drop young Boyd at Guildford -hope he isn’t late. 

Rattle on through Bassendean, sweating in the heat, 

Sailing past the silos full of last year’s wheat. 

 

Next we stop at “Bovril” where the windmills spin, 

(Sorry folks – Mt Lawley) what a state we’re in. 

Rushing on at twenty, whizzing round the bend, 

Bairds is on the skyline – know it’s journey’s end. 

 

Just outside Perth Station, what the hell is this, 

Signals dead against us, pull up with a hiss, 

Cannot understand it – happens every day. 

Up the Gov’ment railways – that’s what makes ‘em pay. 
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Down at last goes signal – steam is getting low, 

Speed the last two furlongs consequently slow, 

Overshoot the platform, pull up near West Perth, 

Up the W.A.G.R – poorest show on earth. 

 

 

                     
Richard's parents on their 

wedding day at St Cuthberts, 
1935 

Stella Harke at Greengates 1936, 
prior to Sadleirs 

Below: Richard (left) and Storry Walton 

 


