
 

 

WRITTEN BY EDNA GOODWIN C 1998 WHEN SELLING HER HOUSE AND LEAVING 
DARLINGTON 

EARLIEST RECOLLECTIONS COMING TO DARLINGTON TO VISIT MY AUNT & UNCLE 

My recollections of Darlington go back to 1923 or 24 when as a little girl I spent a lot of time with my Aunt and 
Uncle who then lived in Montrose Avenue (Josiah Charles Fenton and Millicent Maud (nee Harrison) . 

Darlington was a lovely little village, it was said at that time that to live in Darlington meant you must either 
own one thousand pounds or owe it, and the general opinion was that it was owed. However life was very 
pleasant indeed, the ladies (mostly elderly or approaching) visited for afte rnoon tea or bridge parties. The 
younger married women stayed at home and looked after their home and families, very f ew worked, at least 
not full time. My Aunt however was a business woman she ran a very successful Dressmaking Establishment 
in Perth and travelled there each day by train. Very few people ran cars in those days although there were a 
few in Darlington owned by the more influential. 

My Uncle had retired some years previously and enjoyed living in Darlington for the tranquility and beauty of 
his surroundings. He played golf a great deal, in fact I think was one of the foundation members of the Club. 
The Golf Club in those days was where the Saw Estate has taken over. It was also the paddocks for cows run 
by the local milk vendor, Mr. Ranger who lived in a large brick house in what is now Coulston Rd. There was 
an old tin shed on the "golf course" which was used as a Club House and on week -end afternoons the ladies 
would bring along afternoon tea and it became quite a social event.  

My Aunt's house was at the top of Montrose Avenue. At her front gate five or six stone steps led up to Mr. 
Huelin's house which was set back a bit from the road. Mr. Huelin was a Solicitor with an office in Perth. 
Further up a little track led to Mr. Mofflin’s home. Mr. Mofflin used to grow beautiful roses and was renowned  
far and wide. Further along from his place on the top of the hill the track led into what is now Hillsden Road. 
On the lower side of my Aunt's house there was a smaller house and then at the back of that and facing 
Darlington Rd lived Mr Curlewis who was then the Government Meteorologist (It was the Curlewis family 
weekender in Darlington). He had a family of three or four children and the younger girls who were a few 
years my senior used to invite me to their place when I was up. They lived in a fine local stone home built - as 
were quite a few in Darlington - by a stonemason named Mr. Moore (Moir). In fact most of the houses along 
the village end of Darlington and a few around Coulston Road were built by this same man. There was a fine 
orchard on my Aunt's property, apples, pears, stone fruit and of course the usual orange and lemon tree, she 
also grew violets and bulbs in profusion during the spring. If I happened to be up there at this time I would 
help her pick bunches and bunches which we would take down to the Perth Markets - open markets situated 
outside the Perth Station from the Ticket Office right down to the verge of Wellington Street from one end of 
the Station to the other. Of course the road then was not a four lane thoroughfare as now, it was just a single 
tarred road, and cabbies with black hansom cabs lined up outside the station waiting for the trains to come in.  

RANGER DAIRY ON COULSTON RD 

The old home has been lived in by quite a number of families since Mr. Ranger died, and a great deal of 
changes have been made. For instance the "road" in those days was just a track and from memory finished 
just beyond the house where the creek now intercepts the road into Saw Estate, He kept about four or five 
cows which he milked just at the back of the house, he sold milk & cream. It was usually my job when up 
there to collect the milk each evening I remember sometimes for the fun of it I would swing the billy over my 
head to see if I could do so without spilling a drop. One day I had a disaster and had to go back to Mr. Ranger 
for a refill. Mr. Ranger was also the local firewood merchant. Most people used wood stoves in those days 
and had open fires for heating in the winter. They would use a small primus stove to make the early morning 
cup of tea before lighting up the stove. Mr. Ranger would take his horse and cart out during the day to collect 
wood such as fallen trees and very often fence posts from unattended properties. Then he would return late 
afternoon to his shed by the creek where he had a circular saw, here he cut the wood into foot blocks ready to 
take around the village on deliveries. His wife was a very pleasant woman, she made lots of jams and 
preserves from the orchard and sold these from the house 

OWEN’S STORE 

On the right-hand side going up Montrose Avenue was "Owen's General Store", a real old-fashioned country 
store carrying all the needs of those in Darlington. Mr and Mrs. Owen worked in the store and sometimes the 
two boys who were then school age would help too, when their father went out to deliver the groceries in the 
horse and cart. Mr. Owen used to deliver the newspapers on horseback carrying the papers in a hessian bag 
slung over his shoulders. He would stand on the platform in time for the 8a.m. train from Mundaring and 
deliver the papers so that the passengers would be able to read the news on the way down.    He was also 
there on the return train at night with the "Daily News". In those days the train went down to Bellevue where 
everybody had to change for the Perth bound train. Train travel was a very relaxing time. The carriages were 
first and second class, the first class having soft upholstered seats, a wider rack on the top for parcels and 
cases, more leg room between the seats and a mirror on the wal l above the seats and below the racks. Both 
first and second class had a table which could be pulled out from the inside of both side doors, and on these 
the bridge fanatics would while away the time going to Perth. Each group used the same carriages each day, 
and everybody knew everybody from each station along the way.  



 

 

All the roads in Darlington were of course gravel, most of  them only tracks. The little old school- very small 
weatherboard two rooms I think - was there and a couple of old homes in Amherst Rd and a farmlet beyond. 
There was a boarding house in Leithdale (where I heard D.H.Lawrence the author s tayed when writing a 
book) but I used not to go down that way so much. I used to go to the butcher shop which was situated 
where the "Pines" is now - just a tiny little shop - only open a couple of days a week (probably the meat was 
brought up from Midland), and I went up to my Aunt's friend Mrs. Burges who lived on the corner of  
Coulston Rd and Darlington Rd, it was on the way to Mr. Rangers. Further up Darlington Rd. there was a 
house on the left and nothing more until Dalry Rd, a little old house on the corner of Dalry and Darlington 
and then up to the creek and the rocks where I used to play (and where later I came to live at Lot 4, later 
No.39. Just beyond the creek the track went to the left and was in fact the Road into Darlington from the Old 
York Road - Great Eastern Highway was not in existence then. 

DEPRESSION YEARS  

Life in the depression years was enjoyable in Darlington most had an acre of land at least and had their own 
orchard and vegetable patch and kept poultry and some had a cow. Bread was obtained from the little 
bakery behind Owen’s Store (which later became a Nursery after a very long retirement) and as most of the 
residents had some private means or work in the city a very unhurried and pleasant life was lived. There 
was a village gardener who went around doing daily work for a very modest rate. My Aunt had an old 
retainer called "Con" who occupied a two-roomed shack in the grounds, he did all the heavy work in the 
garden, looked after the poultry and milked the goat and did other odd jobs around the house  - no pension 
in those days. 

I ceased to go to Darlington on a regular basis by 1931 when my Aunt moved back to Perth after the death 
of her husband but in 1933 when I first met Fred (later to become my husband in 1939) we used to come up 
to Darlington sometimes on one of the "Railway Hikes" or in a party of f riends for picnics during the spring. 
Fred also loved Darlington as he used to holiday there sometimes with his parents who used to stay at a  
Boarding house in Glen Road. We probably crossed paths at some time during our rambles.  

THE MOVE TO OUR HOUSE AT LOT 4 AND WHO BUILT IT 

I might mention here that Lot 4 (Greenmount 53) was built commencing 1920 for a Mr. Vern Hayles (Hale) a 
veteran of 1914 war. It was a "War Service" built home but Mr. Hayles also employed his own Architect. He 
was advised by his doctor to live in the hills (as he had contracted TB. whilst on service).  

Unfortunately the effort he put into establishing the house and grounds plus 
the walk back and forth each day to the train (he worked in the Titles Office 
in Perth - a colleague of my father, although this was not known to me at 
the time we became involved in the house) became too much for him and 
he became very ill and died soon after. His young wife returned to Victoria 
(South Australia) to her family. However a few months after we came to live 
there (early 1940’s) she visited us one day with two young daughters of her 
second marriage - to let the children see the house she lived in years ago - 
and which until the time of our purchase had been let. (The house has 
been let to the local bus driver and was in rather a poor state.) 

(Fred and Edna rented the Butler’s house in Dalry Rd after they married in 
1939) 

The Butlers returned shortly afterwards and we relinquished our rental on 
"Kanangra", we were very sorry to leave and the Butlers were sorry to see 
us go, but required their holiday home back again, We were very excited 
however as we wanted to get on with renovating and I discovered I was 
pregnant, so we did not  immediately take up residence but stayed in Perth 
and worked on Lot 4 as it was then known at week-ends and spare time for 
a short while until we did a few immediate jobs. 

ORCHARD COTTAGE  

A few more houses had sprung up along Darlington Road by the time we came to live. One was called 
"Orchard Cottage" and occupied about an acre of land (Lot 19 Hillsden Estate) on the right hand side going 
up Darlington Road, between Coulston and Dalry Rds. Here two women lived who took in children to foster. 
One of these women had apparently been a nurse (or at least liked to give that impression) she was always 
decked out in a trailing heavily starched Nurses veil, a white starched apron, and in the winter a red flannel 
cape. The other was a very large raw-boned woman who always wore a brown dress black woollen stocking 
and black boots. They had an old Hansom cab drawn by an equally old and boney horse, and they would 
bring the two little boys, aged about 4 years I should think, up to the vacant land opposite our place to cut 
firewood, which with the use of a small cross-cut saw they cut into blocks, and the little boys pushed and 
struggled to put into the cab. They were the cause of much amusement in the village, but everyone was 
sorry for the poor little kids, who looked so thin, they were always very clean, but dressed in the oddest of 
cast offs. One day a few years after we first came to live, the boys (who were living at Orchard Cottage at 
that stage) ran away. Everybody turned out to find them. That night about 8 o'clock I was sitting up in bed 
with my two children reading a story to them, when I heard a voice at the window say "There's a young 
woman in there with two kids but one is a girl." Eventually the children were found quite unharmed. An 
investigation was made and then it was noticed that "Orchard Cottage" was up for sale. 

Photograph 1 - Vernon Hale, 1916 



 

 

OUR EARLY LIFE IN DARLINGTON 

We had not been in Darlington long before we were inundated with visitors. Our young friends from Perth 
loved to come up and spend the day or a weekend sometimes. We would go for picnics and long walks. It 
was during one such long walk we discovered the "Strawberry Man". He owned a property on the Helena 
River - at the very end of Darlington. He grew strawberries on the slope and during the fruiting season he 
would sit outside his cottage and watch his strawberries being picked by eager customers who for l/6d (one 
shilling and sixpence or 15cents) could fill a Kero tin or equivalent (approximately 4 gallons or about 5 
litres) with luscious small dark red strawberries far more flavour than the large fruit of today. It became a 
favourite place to entertain our friends, and started me on jam and preserve making. We had no success 
ourselves in growing strawberries, we found the bobtails and bandicoots managed to consume them before 
we had a chance to pick, but we loved to have these around us and so decided to give strawberry growing 
a miss. 

In 1939 when Fred and I first came to Dalry Rd, Darlington Road was still gravel and very narrow but went 
straight up the hill to meet with Great Eastern Highway - previous to that just beyond the creek outside 39 - 
and the track went to the left and was in fact the road into Darlington from the Old York Road — Great 
Eastern Highway was as then unknown. What is now Mayhew 
Road was then (1939) just a little track (not in quite the same 
location) called Strettle Road and it led up to Glen Forrest 
through thick tea tree scrub. At the left on what is now 
Darlington Road was Mount Street just a track leading to a 
property owned by the Hort family, the road finished at their 
place. Mr and Mrs. Hort had a large family (a second marriage 
for Mr Hort) He was the foreman of the Road Board, a very hard 
working and likeable fellow (but to his wife's despair - a religious 
woman - rather a heavy drinker on occasions, but he was always 
keen to help and in fact if any of the residents wanted something 
done they did not bother to approach the Road Board they just 
spoke to old Sam Hort and he would be down to fix it in no time. 
Mrs. Hort was equally hard working, attending to most of the 
domestic work in the village. As the girls left school at 14 they 
each in turn took over the domestic work and under instruction 
from the mother, who went with each a few times when first starting out, they did a very thorough job 
indeed, and were in demand for domestic work throughout Darlington. 

A BUSY LIFE WITH A YOUNG FAMILY AND THE START OF THE WAR 

Fred was called up for Army duty in 1941 and we were then operating a Commercial Business in Perth , 
going down on the 8am train each day and returning on the 5.30 from Perth, sometimes we would go by car 
but petrol was rationed and we only did this if we intended to work late. At Fred's call up we had a little 
daughter and I was expecting another child in a month or thereabouts. I continued going down to the office 
to liquidate the business with the intention of reopening after the war. Time was very short for me then, we 
had acquired quite a farmyard of livestock which needed feeding and attending to night and morning, 
including milking a cow. I soon came to the conclusion that I would need help in the house so decided to 
take one day off a week and employ one of the Hort girls to clean the house and do the ironing. Pat, the 
last to leave school, was made available to me. She was very willing and above all affordable. She would 
come running down the hill at 7.45am to start work at  8am sharp, 
and would work through until 6 or 6.30pm for which I paid her the 
Hort rate of 1/- per hour (10 cents) or 10/-($1.00)  for the day. It was 
absolute heaven for me.  

Pat was such a very pleasant girl, wonderful with the baby and the 
house was so clean and shiny when she had finished work. All the 
floors at that time were bare boards, polished by hand. The kitchen 
floor was lino and this too was scrubbed within an inch of its life, and 
then polished until sparkling. With care I was able to keep the house 
looking bright and tidy until she arrived the next week. After a while 
when the house was to her satisfaction she would look for other 

things to do such as collecting wood for the fires, raking up leaves 
and taking care of the baby whilst I milked the cow or fed the 
animals. She dared not return home until after 6pm - that was the 
rule of the house - "Mother's Rule" by which the family lived. 

At that time there was no subdivision at the back of our place, a large stretch of land extending from 
Darlington Rd. to Lionel Rd., and from above Strettle Rd to above where Stone Crescent is now. Part of 
this was owned by Mr. Hugo Fischer who with his family lived in a fine old home on the corner of Lionel and 
Hillsden Rds, it is still there but the land of course has been cut up into small blocks and Pauline Fischer 
the last of the family to remain in the house has since moved away from Darlington. Peter Fischer the 
younger son operated a poultry farm and also ran cows and horses on the property, he was a very keen 
Polo player and he and his wife commenced a Pony Club on the village oval some years after.  The lower 
section of the property nearest 39 was then owned by Mr. George McMillan a family of long standing in the 
area. This combined large area originally belonged to a Mr Duval who later lived on the river at 
Bassendean. There had been a vineyard and orchard established there and a large home was in the course 
of erection for his son, who was called up for duty in the 1914 -18 war but unfortunately failed to return. His 
family was devastated and the property sold along with the unfinished home. The old house was still 

Photograph 3 - Edna Goodwin and daughter Jan 
in 1941 

Photograph 2 - 39 Darlington Rd house,1947 



 

 

standing when we first came to Darlington, the children of the village called it "The Haunted House". On a 
clear day, and at that time most of the days were beautifully clear, a wonderful view was to be seen from 
the upstairs verandah - sometimes as far as Rottnest - which seems hard to believe, but seeing is 
believing. 

(see DHG “Historic structures and buildings” book, page 28, for the full story of the Haunted House) 

FISCHER HORSES 

There was a deep gully running from the foot of the old house down to the back of 39  - where the house 
facing Henzell Rd now stands. One day while I was in the fowl run I could hear a strange noise coming 
from that area which upon investigation I found was caused by Peter Fischer's wonderful white horse "Tiger 
Lil" which had fallen in the gully. I raced back to the house to phone Peter and later that day he and a large 
crew of helpers managed to get the poor thing free it looked very distressed and took quite a long while to 
make a full recovery. 

Another time concerning horses was when the bus used to travel down Darlington Rd. Fred (who was on 
leave) and I were asleep on the side verandah (it was safe to do so in those days and many did.) when the 
last bus from Midland came rushing down the hill. There was a terrible screech  of brakes and a loud bang. 
We jumped up to see the bus over on the rocks. On our rush across we found the cause of the accident. 
Peter's draught horse was sitting on its haunches, with its tail spread out  like a fan on the road for all the 
world like a bronze statue - very dead. The driver of the bus was pinned behind the wheel conscious but 
shocked. Fortunately with the help of the one and only passenger, a man from the other side of the village, 
we managed to free the driver and rang for an ambulance. He had broken ribs and severe bruising, but was 
back on the job later. The horse remained on the side of the road for some days before the Road Board  
(under Sam Hort's direction) dug a great hole over by the rocks and with a great deal of trouble managed to  
drag the horse to its grave. It later transpired the Victorian army camp which was situated at the top of the 
hill (where Bilgomen Pool is now situated) had been doing maneuvers and cut the fence to get their 
vehicles through, without bothering to let Peter or any other land owners know. The members of this same 
unit made away with six fat turkeys I was hoping to sell for the Christmas market - they were not very 
popular in the area.  

THE WAR YEARS AND HOW IT AFFECTED DARLINGTON 

During the war years Darlington became invaded by Suburbanites, mostly people from Dalkeith, Nedlands 
and other elite areas. Houses were bought rented or leased and the women and children came to live. 
Fathers who were in manpowered employment, doctors and others in high Government positions lived at 
home, coming up to Darlington at weekends, and women and children of men in the forces came away from 
the towns and city. It changed the tempo of Darlington completely, becoming more social and Theatre 
conscious, it was during that time the Drama Group commenced. In a little cottage down towards Dalry 
Road, Nora Colstaad (the then renowned concert pianist) came to live with her son Severin whilst  husband 
Dr. Crisp the Pediatrician continued on with his practice in the city. Also Nita Pannell, the wife of a doctor in 
Perth came to live in the little house Fred and I had rented for our honeymoon. Also living in Darlington 
Road was Mrs. Gaze whose family owned Ezywalkins the shoe shop in Perth, which had a branch in 
Fremantle and Midland (the Midland shop being where Helena Arcade, opposite the old Court House - later 
Uniting Church) is today. The Gaze home was very fine (it subsequently became the home of Mr. and Mrs. 
Jennings in the 1960’s) Mr. Jennings was the headmaster of the Darlington Primary, The time Mrs. Gaze 
owned the home the block was larger, going up to the corner of Dalry Road and running down to and 
including the creek at the back. She had a permanent gardener employed and used to open the house and 
gardens for charity during the war and also gave wonderful "fancy dress Christmas parties" for the children 
of Darlington. Another home at that time was owned by Mr and Mrs. Fisher -Beard (Cairngorm), he owned 
and ran the emporium in Fremantle now known as Pellews. Both he and particularly his wife were very 
community minded people and used to have special afternoon teas at their home for soldiers invalided out, 
as did Justice and Mrs. Draper who lived in a fine home with large grounds at the top of Hillsden Road (at 
the end of Dalry Road). I along with other women in the district used to go and help with the preparation for 
these events, which were always very well attended and appreciated. The Draper home was later bought 
by some “high flyer” of the time who built so called chalets in the beautiful grounds and let them out to 
American soldiers to entertain their lady friends.  

This was very unpopular with the long standing Darlington people who protested that it lowered the 
standard of the District, which indeed it did. This person at that time ran a Night Club "The Blue Room" 
probably one of the first in Perth, it was in what is now Northbridge which in those days was definitely, most 
definitely not a nice area 

SELF SUFFICIENCY 

During the years Fred was in the army, and after I had transferred the remainder of the office business to 
finalize at home, I kept up our other hobbies, I had at that time five little pigs, in a sty at the very back of 
the property. Fred used to go to the slaughter yards in Midland and bring home weaners in a bag he carried 
in the front of the motor bike which he used at that time he was stationed at Helena Vale Race Course, 
which was situated where the Industrial area is now in the Farrell Road Stanhope Gardens location. I would 
first know of the arrival of another little pig when I heard a loud squeal as the bike approached the house . 
We would fatten these up on the skim milk from our cows and stale bread and vegetable scraps Fred would 
bring up from the camp kitchen. When the pigs were at their prime a friend from the camp, who had been a 
farmer on his father's property would come and help to butcher it. After killing it had to be prepared and 
"hung" until ready for butchering. It so happened that there was a small General Store "Evan's Store" just 



 

 

outside the camp site - opposite the hotel and the young man there used to allow us to hang the pig in his 
coolroom and for this he usually received a good roast. The rest was cut into roasts, chops and other cuts 
and after I had taken some to give to our parents and some for myself the balance would be distributed 
amongst our good helpers. This was very well accepted as meat was hard to come by during those years 
and precious coupons bought very little meat. I also gave our families and helpers milk, cream and butter 
which I made from our two beautiful little Jerseys.  All in all life was full to the brim, lots of work and worry, 
but plenty of fun and friendship, but we were as happy as we could be in those disturbing days. Later when 
Fred was transferred from Helena Vale and unable to get home either on leave or A.W.O.L., some of his 
friends who were still on duty there used to come up to help from time to time which was great.  

TRANSPORT PROBLEMS 

I must digress a minute and go back to the train, just to show how really wonderful life in Darlington was 
then. One day it was necessary for me to go to Perth to transact some business.  I then had a daughter 16 
months and a son some 5 weeks old. I had risen at five as was usual  in order to milk the cow and feed the 
stock before the children stirred. Then I cleaned up, had breakfast, fed and dressed the children and was 
ready to leave to catch the 8.a.m. train. It had rained quite heavily during the night and a large puddle had 
appeared outside the front gate. I had both children in the large pram, all dressed up in white woollies. As I 
came out of the gate (in a hurry of course) I got stuck in the mud and pushed - overturning the pram and 
depositing both babies right in the puddle. Oh! No! I just stood for a few minutes in despair and a few tears- 
what to do - I would miss the train, however as I bent to pick up my family a car came up the road and there 
was Mr Fischer Beard on his way to Fremantle. He stopped in dismay and came over to help. "Go in and 
change and clean up the children" he said, "I will wait and take you down to Perth", which he did, saving 
the day, because it would have been impossible for me to get to Perth after missing the train. 

Another time I was running late I just got to the crossing when I saw the train approaching the station. I 
stood on the crossing and waved. The train stopped and out jumped the guard who scooped up the pram 
and put all three of us and the pram into his van, waved his flag to the driver and off we went- no fare paid 
that day. Can you imagine anything like that happening today? After that the driver and train guard always 
kept a watch out for me, but fortunately I did not have to repeat the performance, and managed to be on 
time. 

PEOPLE OF DARLINGTON 

Enough of the Goodwins at 39, let’s go back to what was happening in the rest of the district. At the back of 
the Gaze property and at the top of the "golf course"(later Saw Estate) there was a large house owned by a 
Mr. Vincent of Vincent Paving Co, he originally owned the quarries at Boya and I believe crushed from 
there the first metal to be used on some of the Roads in Perth. Some years later this house was bought by 
Mr Stan Williams a widower with a teenage family. He subsequently married Jean Maxwell who then lived 
with her aged parents in the house opposite Orchard Cottage and next door  (40’s) to the Gare’s who came 
to live in the old "Saw residence" which adjoined the Gaze property. The Gares were a very close knit 
family and Mrs Gare was a leading light in the many fund raising activities  carried on in Darlington. Many 
years later daughter Alison (Sally) was to take over "Helena College". Prior to the war Helena College was 
in Peppermint Grove, but relocated to Darlington as a safety precaution for the students. The College was 
conducted by two spinsters Misses Jones and Ashby, two very dedicated ladies who made a home and 
provided an education and upbringing for girls whose families live abroad or too far away to attend other 
schools. I had known of them earlier when I used to visit with my mother a young cousin  who attended the 
College. The Helena girls led a happy life in Darlington and students from the district attended as day 
students. The college girls joined those in the Darlington Girl Guides whose group was led by  Mrs Skipsey 
who then lived in Darlington Rd. on the low side of Dalry Road in the house originally owned by Miss Augh 
(Ould a Niece of Mrs Crows) who worked in the city and had as a permanent live-in 
companion,housekeeper May Hort the eldest of the daughters. The Skipseys were a wonderful addition to 
the life of the young people of Darlington. Some years later however Mrs. Skipsey died as a result of an 
unfortunate fall in her home. The Girl Guide Hall was named in her honour  

To get back to Helena School. Miss Jones lived to a great age many years after her retirement. As is well 
known Sally Gare took over the running of Helena College, she was very qualified, and had a wond erful 
way with young people. She later married Tom Herzfeldt and they greatly improved the quarters and 
enlarged and improved the old school, later opening a High School at Glen Forrest.  

THE BEEKEEPING BUSINESS 

Fred was manpowered in mid -1945, but instead of going back to our business (the time was not right at 
that stage) we decided to enlarge our hobby interest in Beekeeping, and go  into Migratory Beekeeping. 
This proved more difficult than anticipated - it meant giving up our livestock, breeding up more bees, buying 
up equipment etc and being away from Darlington for extended periods. The children then nearly five and 
four thought it would be great fun, and so it was at times. We all loved the bush but missed the comforts of 
home. We continued in this way for some years coming back and forth to Darlington, our living quarters in 
the bush had improved with a well equipped caravan and portable shower. While we worked the Karri Flo 
1947 - 48 we rented a house in Manjimup where we stayed for 10 months. The children attending the very 
good school there. We were visited one afternoon by the Headmaster who urged us to consider Jan's future 
schooling as he said she definitely showed signs of being an excellent student. This gave us some thinking 
to do, it had worried us since she and her brother had started school I did not like the thought of having to 
move about so much and interrupt their school but Fred did not like  working alone, we had employed 
helpers from time to time but migratory beekeeping is not a job  for the feint hearted or those keen on party 
going, and besides he had enough of being away from his family and home during his war years  and never 



 

 

wanted that again. At the end of the Karri season our finances had improved somewhat. Fred was 
President of the Bee Keepers Section of the Farmers' Union at that time, I took over from him the job of 
Secretary which meant we had to spend a great deal of time in that direction so eventually we leased our 
hives and made tracks for home for good having made up our minds to go into the Honey Packing 
Business. Our children were then 9 and 8 and we were expecting an addition to our family in a month or 
two. 

DARLINGTON PRIMARY SCHOOL AND OSLO LUNCHES 

Darlington hadn't changed much during our absence. People had moved others taken their place. The 
children returned to school. The P & C was very active and changes had been made to the school. The 
Tennis Club was still very active, so was the cricket Club as were the Guides and Scouts and  so life in 
Darlington went on. Amongst the newcomers to come to Darlington during the war years was a family Mr 
and Mrs. Silbert and two sons. They ran a group of Fashion Houses in Perth. Both husband and wife were 
very community minded. The P & C decided to commence "Oslo Lunches" for the school children, such 
lunches had become very popular in the Suburbs. The Silberts were very keen to help and as Mr. Silbert 
was very well known in the Perth business world he organized with  the Perth Markets for fruit and salads to 
be sent up on a regular basis, meat arrived from a Midland Butcher, bread rolls from a Baker, milk and fruit 
drinks were forthcoming and the Local shop next to the Post Office, cleaned out and gave the use of their 
store room. Trestle tables and chairs were set up and each day a roster of mothers gathered to prepare a 
first class luncheon eaten in leisure - for the children. Mothers also made biscuits and little cakes as afters. 
Our Aga and other large ovens produced lots of scones with honey, little pies or sausage rolls and soups 
during the winter. All the Mums and Dads worked together to make the project a success. A small charge 
was made per week to cover some of the expenses, but the time and effort put in by the organizers and 
helpers was very much appreciated, particularly by the children. The Kindy children on their "full day" also 
participated. 

Fred was elected as President of the P & C the following year of our return and during his office the 
renowned aboriginal artist Mr. Albert Namatji ra came to stay a few days with the Gare family. Elsie Gare 
was very involved at that time in assisting the "Allowah Grove" aboriginals who then had a cluster of 
cottages in Queens Road Guildford on the land owned by the Airport. Fred approached her with a view to 
having the artist visit the Darlington School and talk to the children, which proved to be a wonderful day 
(1957). 

Our two eldest left Darlington Primary and attended Governor Stirling Senior High School, although for the 
first year of High School our daughter attended what was then The Midland High School located on the 
corner of Viveash Road and Great Eastern Highway, the following year it was relocated at the present site 
in Third Avenue West Midland, the old school is now The Enterprise Centre. The following year our younger 
son commenced at Darlington Primary under the Headmastership of Mr Jennings, the years flew away, we 
were very busy and many of our friends left Darlington, some of the old residents stayed, and some who 
had spent the war years at Darlington returned to take up life in the hills again. There were no major altera-
tions in the area. The Pines changed hands several times, Owen's Store was given a face lift and the old 
Bakery was abandoned, more and more people owned cars and wives went out to work and so picked up 
their provisions in Midland or elsewhere. 

Our youngest finished primary school and went to Eastern Hills High School , the hills area being 
reorganized to allow for the increase in population of high school aged children.  

PROGRESS COMES TO DARLINGTON 

The new subdivision behind 39 was opened up and before long we were no longer a sleepy little village but 
had become a minor suburb of the metropolitan area. The bus route was changed no longer going down 
Darlington Road but turning off at Mayhew Road to service the new area.  

We progressed very well in the Honey Packing business but by late 1957 it became evident that a return to 
our commercial business was warranted - so on our 18th Wedding Anniversary we recommenced opening 
up in Midland this time. At the same time we continued with the packing business exporting to Malaysia but 
in 1966 whilst away for a few days some boys who had been catching gilgies further up the creek decided 
to cook them and lit a fire (in late February) which raced down through the back setting fire to our Factory 
(which of course housed beeswax) and also our garage/workshop, completely demoli shing the shed and 
doing irreparable damage to the factory and equipment, a very sad loss and an expensive one. Fire 
brigades from as far afield as Subiaco came and as the water pressure was so poor at that time, all the 
swimming pools in and around Darlington were drained to help with the fire fighting. We did not hear of it 
until the next day, there was a full paged spread in the "West Australian" - poor consolation. 

We continued with our business in Midland retiring when Fred's health started to de teriorate in September 
1976. We had rebuilt the Garage but this suffered the same fate in 1976 when set alight by young 
adventurers, once again during our absence. 

SAD MEMORIES 

There were lots of happy times and some sad times too, such as the untimely death of young Mr  Bunney 
who lived in Lionel Road. He ran a taxi service, the only private one known to have operated in Darlington. 
One day whilst making a hurried trip to Midland, he ran off the road on Darlington Road near Coulston 
Road, skidded across the road and bashed into a tree just at the turn-off. He was killed instantly. (25 year 



 

 

old Ken was in an accident in Belmont in May 1954 where he collided with a utility, suffering injuries that 
resulted in him being admitted to hospital where he died the 
next day). 

Then some years later a young teenager was missing from 
her home in Padbury Rd or thereabouts (in the 1970’s). A 
search party of residents was organized, Fred and I joined 
in with three or four others and combed the area between 
Dalry Road and Mayhew Road. Just after we had been 
taken over by another group her badly mutilated body was 
found hanging from a tree, high up on the hill amongst 
dense scrub and trees. The culprit was later taken into 
custody. This episode caused a gloom to fall over 
Darlington and started the custom of driving children to and 
from school. 

FINAL REFLECTION ON MAJOR MILESTONES 

September seems to be month for the Goodwins. Fred and I 
first went out together in September 1934 (we had met much earlier but I was not a llowed to go out on a 
"date" until I was older) We were married in September 1939, Commenced Migratory Beekeeping in 
September 1946. Recommenced Commercial Life in Midland September 1957 on our 18th Wedding 
Anniversary, Retired September 1976 and I finally left Darlington in September 1998, fifty nine years after 
first coming to live at 39, but seventy-five years since my first association. Now it is your turn to carry on 
and very Best Wishes for lots of joy and happiness there, I do hope your dreams come true.  

Photograph 4 - Ken Bunney’s business card from early 
1950’s 


