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Darlington History Group Talk  by Pip Newman (nee Preistner) 

20th August 2014 

Hello everyone, 

After searching through my long term memory, full of wonderful impressions of growing up here, I 

have collected some of the memorable times and experiences that influenced me. My sister Helen 

and I think we are very lucky to have lived in Darlington in the 1940's and early 1950's and still feel 

connected to this place. Each one of us sees events and places differently and I hope you can relate 

to, or remember early Darlington as fondly as I do.  

John Pannell whose family were part of those days kindly offered to help me by reading some of 

Dad's poems which I have included. 

 

Darlington in 1940s and  early 1950s. 

In 1941 my parents decided to exchange houses with friends in Darlington who needed to be in the 

city for three months (it was 26 Hillsden Road, although in those days we had no numbers). It may 

have been because of the impending threats of invasion or it may have been reasons I will never 

know, however at the end of three months they decided to stay. It was a wonderful decision and the 

beginning of a memorable childhood. 

Our move to the hills must have been during the first autumn rains as I remember being frightened 

by the strange noises in the night. Frogs in the creek that ran through the bottom of the garden were 

in full voice. It was the year I turned five.  

There is something about Darlington that, when mentioned in conversation, so many people have 

associations with this special place in the hills.  Connections - we all like connections. Just look at 

how we are connected these days; Facebook, Twitter, email, Skype, mobile phones of all 

descriptions and so it goes on but I'm talking about a different kind of connection as it was more 

than seventy years ago. I am going to give you some of my thoughts as I remember what life 

revolved around in the 1940's and early 1950's. 

It was the train, the hall, friendships, music, the school, Owen's store, the Post Office, St Cuthbert's 

and other churches, the recreation ground and for me, horses. 

The train was an institution. It was the daily connection between the city and the hills. We heard and 

smelt it in the valley as it carried out its daily duties carrying the newspaper, the mail, stores, 

commuters, shoppers and at the weekend, picnickers. It marked the time of day. 

Many stories abound of the train. The bridge carriage, the school kids, the people from up and down 

the line, day trippers, the engine drivers who obligingly pulled the train to a halt at the crossing while 

a sheepish straggler climbed into an opened carriage door, wet nights with sand on the rails for 

traction or as has been suggested, First class passengers get out and walk, Second class passengers 

get out and push. 

When Mum heard the train coming up through the cutting in the evening it was time to make sure 

everything was ready for dinner when Dad arrived home. My father saw the humour in the 
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Darlington train and wrote about it memorably with his Morning Train and also the Railway Stakes, a 

witty commentary probably for a social at the hall, about residents emerging from scattered houses 

to join the race to catch the train.  

DARLINGTON RAILWAY STAKES  
(taken from the script of an original skit written by S.P.P. and re-worked by John Pannell) 

Good morning listeners – this is the mobile unit of station 6WC with another early morning broadcast 

of current events. This morning we are in a village in the hills and shortly we will be giving you a point 

to point description of a local daily event, namely the Darlington Railway Stakes. 

The course is about one mile, but it is somewhat unusual in that the competitors may join the field at 

various points instead of assembling at the barrier. 

We are stationed about half way along the course near the junction of the Tarmac Mile and Gravel 

Gully from which point we have a good view in every direction. 

The race is timed to start at 7.53 and any minute now – yes – it's ON. 

From the far end of the Tarmac Mile Williams, the Scratch man, has just appeared round the corner, 

doing about 120 strides per minute – big fellow, carrying top weight – big strides – the bushes at the 

roadside sway as he passes. 

Now competitor No. 2 – Sadlier, has shot out of his gateway just ahead of Williams and, executing a 

smart left-wheel, has settled down to a brisk pace. 

Competitor No. 3 has now burst through the bushes up Gravel Gully – it's Gray – hat on the back of 

his head – sure-footed on the downhill run – he and Sadlier are old Rugby players – they'll be worth 

watching in the scrum at the finish. Sadlier is still just ahead of Williams, but behind Williams a late 

starter has appeared –it's Gare – flat out and making good time. And now, coming down Gravel 

Gully, Bedford has rounded the bend and is overtaking Gray. 

Gray is now level with Williams and they are both overtaking Sadlier. Gray and Bedford are coming 

neck and neck down Gravel Gully. They'll all reach the junction together – they have - Gray has 

collided with Sadlier – Gare has fallen over them – Bedford cannoned into Williams but bounced off. 

Williams wavered slightly but is back into stride. Gray, Sadlier and Gare are up again and away but 

Gray and Sadlier are wearing one another's hats. Gare is looking for his lunch case – Sadlier's got it. 

Bedford is now leading the field a few yards ahead of Williams. 

I can hear the train coming into the station so I'll hand over to our reporter at the finish. 

Here we are now at the Station gate. The train is in, letting impatient steam. The tarmac bunch are 

coming up the straight in good style, Williams leading. This is going to be a close finish. Hell – what's 

this? Two more entrants coming down Breakneck Alley steps – hell for leather – Walton closely 

followed by Steele – now passing the store – Abbott coming out of the store – all racing down 

together…………. 

Well, that's it. What a race! What a finish! 
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One-time Greenmount resident, Kirwan Ward, the much loved columnist who wrote Peepshow on 

the back of the Daily News wrote many amusing anecdotes about the Mundaring Meteor. 

This is Dad's version of the Morning Train and I remember it being sung to the tune of Riding Down 

from Bangor. 

Morning Train 

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 'em 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 hurry – 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 see where I'm going – crash – bang – all fall down. 
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Now we're 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. 

 

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. 

         Sid Priestner   c. 1943-45 

 

In 1942 it was time for me to start school. I’d been to Playschool at a nearby church hall in Amherst 

Road with some of the other children but even so it was all a bit overwhelming although my big 

sister, Helen, was somewhere out there among all the other children in the playground.  

My teacher, Miss Jefferson arrived on the orange Beam Bus every morning. Its route was up 

Greenmount Hill to Donovan's garage on the corner of Bilgomen Road before coming down 

Darlington Road to the village.  

 Before we went in to class, the whole school lined up and sang a patriotic song, always followed by 

God Save the King. Land of Hope and Glory, Rule Britannia, Advance Australia Fair, and The Song of 

Australia were some I remember.   

We learnt to read from a Blue Beacon Reader. Betty and Ruth were urging Rover to 'Run Rover, Run.'  

In my years as a Year 1 teacher in the 1970's Dick and Dora were still telling their dog Nip to 'Run 

Nip, Run'.  I hope they got to wherever they were going.  
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We copied words from the blackboard and learnt to print, guided by lines marked with 'dots and 

soldiers' to get the spacing right. Clean hands and finger nails were important.  Each morning we sat 

with our hands on the desk and high hopes of being chosen as our teacher checked.  The winner was 

rewarded with a little ivory elephant brooch for the day. Having custody of the elephant was a big 

thrill and responsibility.  We had to have a clean hanky and this was often attached with a safety pin.  

During the first years at school I became aware that some children’s dads were away at the war. A 

VDC (Volunteer Defence Corps) was formed by those who were not enlisted, with responsibilities to 

stand by for protection in the community. They performed various weekend manoeuvres. Among 

other duties help was given when windows in houses were blacked out, car headlights were hooded 

and trenches were dug at the school for protection in case of an air raid. However, this would have 

caused a problem as during the winter the trenches filled with water and no one was allowed to go 

near them. Luckily, it never reached a critical stage and many children carried on through those 

times with little knowledge of the gravity of the threats to the WA coast. 

John P. recalled, when on an overcast day, a distant air raid siren was heard followed by a huge 

explosion from down in the valley. An unusual number of planes were in the air and the immediate 

thought was the worst, however as the day went on and residents ventured out to investigate, it 

was found the quarry had blasted at an unscheduled time and given everyone a terrible fright. 

An active Red Cross group ran a regular Red Cross shop in a little building beside the railway station 

to raise funds for the war effort. Food rationing was in place, with coupons needed for tea, butter, 

sugar, meat and clothing. However, careful housewives managed to save sufficient ingredients to 

produce all sorts of treats for sale. Pennies, threepences and sixpences could buy such delights as 

toffee apples, home-made cakes and biscuits. During times of rationing to ensure children kept well 

and healthy, school lunches or Oslo lunches, as they were known, consisting of a piece of brown 

bread, cheese or hardboiled egg, tomato, lettuce, carrot and a drink of milk were prepared and 

served by the Red Cross ladies (our mums) who also provided a canteen in the supper-room at the 

hall for the soldiers stationed at the army camp in Lionel Road. This army camp was there for some 

time and army vehicles were evident driving through the village. I came across this copy of a piece 

written about that time by Dad. 

Rationing 

If your old school tie is fading 

And your hat is turning green 

And your trouser legs are baggy at the knees, 

If you've had to trade your shirt in 

To renew the bedroom curtain 

Thus exposing part of your anatomee, 

Well - let's all be shabby together 

There's no-one better off than you and me. 
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Suspend your pants with binder twine or other substitutes, 

Stick bottle tops where buttons used to be, 

Emulate the local farmers 

Using chaff bags for pyjamas 

And wear your socks six weeks instead of three, 

And let's all be shabby together 

There's no-one better off than you and me. 

 

When you've got your ration tickets and you've tried to work it out 

How you're going to clothe yourself and family 

Don't let it get you worried 

If you can't be as you were 

Or alternatively as you'd like to be 

So let's all be shabby together 

There's no-one better off than you and me. 

         Sid Priestner   c. 1942 

 

There was the Knitting Circle on Thursday nights, when the ladies met at each other's houses and 

knitted socks and scarves for soldiers. Everyone knitted - in the train, on buses, at meetings and 

other gatherings. 'Just a minute, I'm counting stitches'. 

 

To be sung to the tune of The Cobbler's Song from Chu Chin Chow 

The Darlington Knitting Circle 1942 – 45 

(Original copy untitled) 

We knit and chatter each Thursday eve 

From the time we arrive till the time we leave 

Chatter and chatter; we don't care who 

Chatters the most (but most of us do) 

And we knit, as we chatter, a stitch or two 
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The more we chatter the less we knit 

What does it matter if socks don't  fit 

The less we knit, the more we say, 

 But work can only be done that way 

 

And as we ply our needles and wool 

We get the news of the village in full, 

Who did this and who did that 

Who's got the latest style of hat 

There's food for thought in an evening's chat 

 

Our husbands shirts and socks we know 

Stand in need of a stitch or so 

Why then worry what lies before 

What matters one stitch less or more? 

 

We knit and chatter each Thursday eve 

From the time we arrive till the time we leave  

Chatter and chatter; we don't know who 

Chatters the most (but most of us do) 

And we knit, as we chatter, a stitch or two. 

         Sid Priestner   c. 1942-1945 

 

The school expanded considerably as more families evacuated to the hills. Due to the increase in 

students there were two school sessions for a while with some children going in the morning and 

others in the afternoon. The church hall in Amherst Road came into use for the overflow from the 

school. Mr. McKenna was the headmaster. He taught Std IV  V  VI and maintained a high level of 

instruction in the school throughout those years, which continued on after he left. He earned a 

healthy respect from all students and wielded the cane when necessary. My sister especially 

remembers his love of poetry and the appreciation it gave her. Scholarships to Modern School were 

aimed for and often accomplished. 

I was in Std III when the war ended. I remember an announcement being made that we were to 

stand in silence for one minute to remember the soldiers who would not return home. It was a long 

minute’s silence that marked the occasion and as a nine year old I remember the mixed feelings of 

sadness and elation inside me. Later in the year every child in the school (and in Australia I should 
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guess) was presented with a Victory Medal which I still have. With the war at an end it meant 

families soon returned to their permanent homes, and numbers declined.     

 

Helena School, run by Miss Jones and Miss Ashbury, was established in Darlington in the early 1940s.   

At that time it catered mainly for boarders and as far as I remember none of the local children 

attended. I recently met a man who with his sister and other city children, had been sent up to 

Helena School during the war. It was not a happy time for him as a five year old being sent away 

from home. That was one occasion on which at the mention of Darlington there was a bad reaction.     

Miss Holt also had a Kindergarten Holiday Home in Lionel Road at this time which catered for some 

very young children.  

Everyone walked and although it wasn't unusual to own a car, there were never a lot of them on the 

road. At night you carried a hurricane lamp or a torch when batteries were available. One 

enterprising young lad, Barry Gibson made what we called a Gibson Glimmer. I think he charged 6d 

each for a bit of extra pocket money. It was a jam tin with holes punched along the long side and a 

wire handle attached from the front opening over the top of the holes to the back of the tin. He then 

stuck a short length of candle inside the tin, held (reasonably) firmly with melted wax. For some 

reason the candle stayed alight and produced enough light (merely a glimmer)to light up most 

obstacles. I wonder where they all went to? I later met him as the engineer in charge of building the 

Quairading Pool in 1958, so his engineering skills had developed well. 

Children walked to and from school, it was a long hot walk in the summer but in winter it was more 

exciting with lots to explore along the way especially when the creeks were flowing and the mud and 

clay was slippery. My sister Helen and I could go over the steps at the top of Montrose Ave or along 

Darlington Road and up Hillsden Road to get to our place. By then we had moved to 29 Dalry Road 

on the corner of Hillsden Road. The Pannell family, with my lifelong friend Mary, had moved in to 

our old house.  

From an early age we learnt independence and reasonable risk taking, avoiding the hazards along 

the way. We knew who lived in all the houses we passed and always felt safe. I have had a lot of 

pleasure from the recently published book on the Historic Structures and Buildings of Darlington, 

recalling different ones and remembering who lived there in our time. I can still visualise many 

happy occasions in those old Darlington houses; birthday parties, staying the night or sleepovers, as 

they are now referred to, or just going to play. 
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Darlington Children at Pip's Birthday Party in May 1945 or1946 

 
Joy Fletcher, Joan Middlecoat, Lorraine Searle, Marie Evans, Nancy Gray,  

Pip Priestner, Mary Pannell, Kate Mitchell (friend from Donnybrook) 

In front: Berry Bedford, Johanna Fewings( my cousin), Colleen Evans 

 

Children who were lucky enough to own bicycles, rode them to school. Bike riders learnt caution on 

the gravel hills as falling off on a gravel road meant a painful loss of skin and lots of cleaning up to 

remove particles of gravel. The Hillsden Road corner was one of the worst and brings to mind painful 

memories. A flavine covered gravel rash was evidence of yet another spill. 

The ‘big kids’ were in Mac’s class. With a drop in school numbers Mac now had Std III, IV, V and VI 

with probably up to fifty children in one room.  We wrote with pen and ink using our copy books to 

form letters correctly with up strokes and down strokes to give our writing good style. Maths, 

English, History, Geography, Drill and Art on Friday afternoon, filled our week. 

I recall having some art work sent to the school at one stage, and told it was done by native children 

using the Reeves Pastels that I always found so messy. I was impressed by the brilliant skies and the 

black silhouettes. It was many years later during a Festival of Perth, after a collection of this work 

had been discovered in New York and displayed at the festival, I came to know it as the Carrolup 

School of Art. Several of the child artists developed in later life to make a name for themselves and 

their unique style. How these pieces came to be displayed at Darlington School back in the late 

1940s I do not know but the impression they made stayed with me for many years and 

understanding their significance so many years later made it a memorable experience for me.  
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Carrolup School of Art  Barry Loo  ''On the Alert"  c.1945-53 

 

 

Carrolup School of Art Keith Indich "The Colours of the Setting Sun"  c.1945-53 
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Our favourite school games were Rounders, Red Rover All Over, Brandy, Fly, Letters and Colours, 

Marbles, Hoppy and Skippy in all its forms, which came round seasonally. 

I think Mac left Darlington School in 1946. 

The wonderful feeling of childhood freedom and independence was balanced with strict rules about 

telling parents where we were and always adhering to it. We had to be home by 5.30 and the 

blasting from the Boya quarry at ten past five, as I remember, kept us to time. There was always a 

feeling of security and safety as we walked or rode to play with friends, making cubbies, climbing 

trees, catching tadpoles, damming the creek and exploring the bush. Everyone knew each other. 

Our next headmaster was Richard Hardwick. He was well liked, a fair disciplinarian and brought 

some new life to the school. A basketball court was established on the top oval and we played 

matches against other schools such as Mundaring and Parkerville. The team travelled to these 

schools in the back of Mr Crawford's truck. It was lots of fun as we hung on to the high wooden sides 

with the wind blowing in our faces. Hardly an acceptable mode of transport in this day and age but it 

worked for us. 

We had weekly visits from scripture teachers, and occasional visits from Gould League enthusiasts 

talking about birds, and Temperance League members urging us to sign the pledge. Not so exciting 

was the school inspector, Miss Sheath the sewing inspector and the school doctor. Treatment of 

school sores and removal of tonsils seemed to be high on her list. The up-side was we heard you 

could only eat ice-cream and jelly if you had your tonsils out.  

Parents went to P & C meetings and helped at annual sports days with some tales to tell. 

The closest swimming hole which was a long walk away at the Helena River, was the Little Pool. The 

Big Pool, further up was the best place to swim and a favourite picnic spot but a very long walk. St 

Cuthbert's Sunday School picnic at the Big Pool was a memorable occasion with plenty of 

wildflowers and adventures as we made the long walk. Chop picnics and school holidays went 

together. 

St Cuthbert's Sunday School Picnic at the Big Pool, Helena River. c.1945 
 

 
Eddie Leyland, Margaret Leyland, Betty Adams, Vicki Lyons, Judy Wakelam, Sally Gare, Pip Priestner 

In front: Valda Noble, David Wakelam, Dawn Griffiths. 



 

12 
 

St Cuthbert's Sunday School Picnic at the Big Pool, Helena River 

 
Dawn Griffiths, Pip Priestner (behind) Betty Adams, Joy Edmondson (Sunday School teacher)  

Margaret Leyland, Sally Gare, Helen Priestner. 

 

 
-?, Connie Edmondson(Teacher-in-charge), Margaret Leyland, Vicki Lyons, Pip Priestner,  

Valda Noble, Betty Adams, Eddie Leyland, Sally Gare, Dawn Griffiths. 

 

In the hot summer months we were very aware of the bushfire risk, especially from sparks from the 

train. Burning off was part of the spring preparation when leaves were burnt and areas near the 

house cleared. We stood by with wet sacks and green branches controlling the dry grass. That was 

fun but a proper bush fire was frightening especially if it happened to be in bush close by. The well 

organised Bush Fire Brigade was always at the ready, alerted by the fire gongs at strategic positions 

around the village. We had one at our front gate; a length of railway line hanging from a wire with a 

huge bolt to hit it for a good strong clang. Smoke or the glow of even a small fire on the hillside 
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towards Kalamunda put everyone on the alert. Volunteer Fire Brigades are in my opinion still the 

unsung heroes of so many communities these days. 

It was during the late 1940s that the 1st Darlington Girl Guides was started by Kathleen Skipsey. She 

introduced the girls to a whole range of fun and practical knowledge. The hall in Glen Road bears her 

name and is a reminder of her contribution to so many of us, all connected with Darlington Primary 

School, growing up in Darlington at that time. 

First Darlington Girl Guides by the tennis courts at the Recreation Ground 
 

 
Helen Williams, Delys Williams, Pip Priestner, Valerie Short, Sally Gare, 

Margaret Leyland,-? Shirley Crawford, Faye Warne, Alison Willoughy, Betty Adams. 

When Cecil Bros Circus set up for an exciting performance on the Recreation Ground it was a dream 

come true with ponies, dogs, trapeze artists, acrobats and clowns providing entertainment like we 

had never seen before. Guy Fawkes night with a few burnt fingers and unhappy dogs suffering most 

as crackers exploded were some of the things experienced by children who attended Darlington 

school during the 1940s.  I left Darlington School in 1948. 

Day to day life continued throughout the 1940s both during and after the war, with roles reasonably 

well defined; men going to work, now with those returned from the war and women running the 

household and caring for the children and the family needs. That did not include driving them round 

to the extent they are today. Petrol was rationed still, once the war ended as far as I remember so a 

ride in the car was saved for times of real necessity and distance. Huge ungainly gas producers were 

attached to some vehicles to overcome the rationing of fuel. 

Crops from neighbour's fruit trees were shared for bottling, and made into jam; home cooking was a 

way of life with delicious smells coming from the wood stove. Sewing clothes, knitting jumpers, with 

patterns and hints shared with others, kept housewives busy. Washing day involved a copper full of 

hot water, a packet of Persil or Rinso, a blue bag and a hand wringer. The last in the trough was 

usually the dog who at the first whiff of Velvet Soap took off down the road. Everyone had a dog 
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which sometimes led to unexpected consequences. You might enjoy this story of one such event. In 

our well connected community there wasn't much went unnoticed.  

 

Aspirin  

Some folks can't eat tomatoes, - they can't drink scalded milk 

Can't bear the smell of sunflowers or wear singlets made of silk. 

They are what is called allergic – such things they must avoid 

And this applied to Aspirin – and Richard Stuart Boyd. 

 

Despite all advertising of its cure for many ills, 

Its claim to be superior to other patent pills, 

Whene'er he tried to take it he complained it made him sick, 

And though other folks swore by it, it was just no good to Dick. 

 

But once he woke at midnight dark, and called out to his spouse, 

"My dear I'm feeling awful – is there aught within the house 

To dispel a splitting head-ache and a touch of fever too, 

And a nasty sinking feeling (groan) I think I've got the 'flu". 

 

From slumber deep his faithful wife at length aroused herself, 

And groped her sleepy way out to the bathroom, to a shelf 

Whereon are kept the various kinds of homeopathic cures, 

(There's one of these in every house – no doubt there's one in yours) 

 

"Let's see" she said "what have we got – two bottles of hair-oils, 

A tin of Zambuck, Beecham Pills, some patent stuff for boils, 

Boracic Acid, Phospherine, some ointment for sore toes 

I'll have to give him ASPIRIN – there's nothing else – here goes". 
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Into the glass the powder went, with water added quick, 

Then back she hastened to the bed and handed it to Dick. 

"Here, drink this down – don't ask me what it is – it's quite all right, 

And once you get it down I'll guarantee you'll sleep all night". 

 

So Dick sat up and down it went – he swallowed every grain, 

Relief reflected in his face – then down he went again, 

In less than thirty seconds all the pain had left his head, 

And he'd passed to peaceful slumber.   Mrs. B. popped back to bed. 

 

Next morning he awoke quite bright. "That's wonderful" said he. 

So out he got and took his wife a cup of morning tea. 

"My dear" he said ''although last night I felt most awf'ly bad, 

That stuff I took has put me right. What was it that I had?" 

 

So Dick went off to catch the train – but scarcely had he gone 

When Mrs. B. (who by this time had come to think upon 

The happenings of the night before) sat suddenly upright, 

Leapt out of bed, and rushed into the bathroom in a fright. 

 

"My goodness gracious" she exclaimed "where is that packet – quick – 

What HAVE I done – Oh dear, oh dear, I might have killed poor Dick, 

Yes here it is – oh dear IT WAS (her cries becoming louder) 

I've done an awful AWFUL thing – I've given him DOG POWDER!!". 

 

Poor Mrs. B sat down and thought – "Now shall I send him warning – 

No – p'r'aps that might upset him – he was quite all right this morning, 

In fact it worked like magic (though it's given me a fright) 

I think I'll just await results till he comes home tonight. 
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Her decision was a wise one – for when the evening train 

Deposited its passengers, there was old Dick again, 

No sign of any ill effects, and sparking on all plugs --- 

She welcomed him upon the porch with several extra hugs. 

 

And never has she told him how, just by a lucky break 

She cured his funny complex through an innocent mistake: 

But it only goes to prove what we have been so often told, 

That the Scottish Constitution is as hardy as of old. 

 

So Dick now takes his Aspirin, and never turns a hair. 

And Mrs B. says "When you want it, always look just THERE. 

It's always at the right hand end – for if the place is fixed 

You'll know just where to find it – and you cannot get it mixed". 

 

And Dick finds it gives him quick relief whene'er he feels a pain, 

But one thing always puzzles him ---he never can explain 

Why, only on that first dose, which he took at midnight dark, 

Did he ever feel the urge to growl and wag his tail and bark. 

         Sid Priestner   c. 1949-1950 

 

Owen's Store supplied most of the groceries and other necessities. Standing where it is today, it 

faced Montrose Avenue with the house beside it. Inside the shop behind the main counter were 

shelves displaying tins of fruit, jam, condensed milk, sardines, beans, camp pie, and other mysterious 

things in packets. Tins of biscuits, and bags of goods on the floor waited to be weighed out in brown 

paper bags and tied with string.  A magical twist and a tug and the string snapped. 

Every week we dropped in an order and Bob Woods delivered it by horse and cart. Whether you 

were home or not it was always left on the kitchen table. Doors weren't locked. Mr. Owen had one 

horse for the deliveries and another which he used to ride to deliver the papers. With a hessian bag 

full of rolled up papers hung across his shoulder, we heard him cantering up the hill and then a 

thump as he threw the paper and went on his way. My dad said the papers were rolled in the shape 

of a boomerang which he caught on the return flight. Dad could never find our paper. Remember 

the radio drama Search for the Golden Boomerang or was it the paper one? 

Meat came from a butcher in Mundaring. Dougie Painter on his motor bike delivered this week's 

order and wrote down next weeks. Chicken, eaten so regularly now, was for special celebrations like 
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Christmas when we got a chicken from Peter Fischer. We also got our eggs from Fischer's farm and 

often 'cracks, and pullets'. Our mother was a careful housekeeper. 

There were interesting things to see, horses to pat, cows being milked, cream being separated, eggs 

sorted, and sometimes the chance to see a chicken hatching through the glass door in the incubator. 

We carried our eggs home balanced on an open egg tray. On one fateful occasion my sister tripped 

over an open drain as we were leaving the packing shed and broke most of the two dozen eggs she 

was carrying. The Fischer's dog had a feast!   

Every evening we hung the milk billy on the hook beside the front gate and the milkman would 

arrive carrying his milk can from the back of the ute and ladle out the milk into the can. I remember 

Arthur Dall delivering milk. My sister found out about centrifugal force and used to delight in 

swinging the billycan round in a full arc and not spilling a drop. I tried it once! 

Mrs. Walker had a shop next to the Post Office at the top of Brook Road. She used to make penny 

ice-blocks which were a treat. She also sold vegetables but keeping them fresh was quite a problem. 

We made the most of our Coolgardie safe with its damp hessian sides until the exciting day when we 

got our first refrigerator.  Later the shop was owned by Mr. Crawford. 

Mr & Mrs Leedman, ran the Post Office, sorted the mail, sent the telegrams and dispatched the mail 

on the train.  On the way home from school we went in to collect the mail. It was the usual thing to 

collect for other people who lived nearby and drop it in to them on the way past. It was some years 

later that letters were delivered by Major Reg. Caulfield on his motorbike. 

A phone box was outside the post office and was the only public phone in the village. Not everyone 

had a phone in those days. Children ran errands and took messages instead. The calls to Perth were 

trunk line calls and had to be booked through the telephone exchange at Midland. Our first 

telephone was on a party line where several houses were connected to the same line. I'm not sure 

how it worked but you had to be sure you didn't listen to anyone else's conversation. 

I should also mention the Sanitary Man, as I heard him delicately referred to. He drove the Sanitary 

Cart and changed the pans every week. What a job –the Dunny man. Kids held their noses and ran 

off making rude comments whenever he came past. I hope he had someone nice to go home to. 

What would we have done without him? 

The Darlington Hall was the scene of much of the community life in Darlington. It was built as a wine 

cellar for the Darlington Vineyard in 1890 which explains its heavy stone walls and small windows. I 

knew it as a stand-alone building with a small detached supper room built to the side of the main 

building. 

Plays, musical performances, concerts, dances, Progress Association meetings (or was it the anti-

progress Association - be sure to turn up or you could be elected President), fancy dress balls, fetes 

and picture shows were all held here. Later open air pictures in the paddock beside the hall were 

very popular. The Annual Darlington Art Exhibition started there about 1949-50. At a young age I 

remember being taken to an exhibition of Guy Grey Smith's work soon after he came to Darlington 

and having trouble making sense of the lollipop trees and the way he used colour. He showed me a 

whole new way of looking at the world. It was a special experience to see the exhibition held at the 

WA Art Gallery this year covering the full range of his life's work. His early works are still my 

favourites. We also watched him throwing pots on the wheel in his studio in Stone Crescent, up the 
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hill from where we lived and still have some of those pieces in use at home. I recently visited the 

studio of his son Mark, the sculptor, in Pemberton and we talked of those early connections. 

Images of these two early works are taken from the book  
Guy Grey-Smith Life Force by Andrew Gaynor 

Helena Valley 1953,   Blackboy Grove 1950 
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Other events that come to mind are the Maypole dance that Dot Evans spent hours teaching us at 

after school sessions until we were able to magically weave the coloured gauze streamers into 

patterns down the pole. The following year the streamers were used to create costumes for fairies in 

the play Soot and the Fairies presented in the Darlington Hall. 

Costume for Soot and the Fairies a play presented in the Darlington Hall c. 1948 

 

Apart from radio, most entertainment was made in the local community. The Repertory Club 

flourished. Sets were made, sound systems were rigged up, props were built, lines were memorised, 

rehearsals carried out and the hall was filled with appreciative audiences. Names that come to mind 

are Nita Pannell, and Brian Curlewis. They brought a very polished final performance to early 

Repertory Club productions. Nita is well remembered for her performances and contribution to 

Perth theatre especially for the One Day of the Year which played in venues across Australia as well 

as in London, and in later years, The Swan River Saga written with Mary Durack. So many memorable 

people were involved, too numerous to mention, but each contributed special skills and spirit to the 

success of this active community. People valued each other's company, talents, contributions and 

camaraderie which kept spirits high especially through doubtful times during the war.  

Music played a big part. We couldn't down-load music on iPads or Walk-mans; people made music 

with others and shared it socially at home or in the hall. All the family took part singing, playing 

instruments or reciting at musical evenings held at friend's houses. A concert in the Darlington Hall 

was a special event for all ages with lots of good fun and witty and light-hearted humour as well as 

quality performances. Mrs Curlewis's choirs were legendary, especially the Katjamaba singers. There 

was encouragement for the younger people in the community to perform on these occasions and 

sometimes friends from the city would come up for the evening as visiting artists. There were so 

many talented performers I won't start to name them. I'm sure that could be the subject of an 
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entertaining talk recalling those events in more detail and remembering the people who contributed 

so well. No doubt there are programmes from those evenings still to be found.  

I found a piece written by my father on the death of Morrie Owen who not only ran the store but 

gave so much musically. 

M. Owen 

In Memoriam 

 

Stand silent, ye who knew him, reverent 

in tribute to the memory of one 

beloved by fellow men, who lived and worked 

amongst us here the while – and now is gone. 

 

Think not in sadness – rather recollect 

his cheerful mien – his laugh, his charity, 

his skilful fingers which so oft have made 

sweet music as we joined in harmony. 

 

His love was Music and with us he shared 

that precious Gift which only God can give. 

Let this then be our thought – that here on earth 

he lived in concord. May his soul so live. 

S.P.P 

 

Mr & Mrs Benn, who ran the Post Office, after the Leedmans left, played for the dances in the Hall. 

Popular dances were the Fox Trot, and old time dances like the Barn Dance, the Progressive Barn 

Dance the Veleta Waltz, the Pride of Erin, the Gay Gordons, and the Boston Two Step, always 

finishing the evening with the Modern Waltz and God Save the King. 

The Badminton Club was active in the Hall and met regularly. There was the squeak of Dunlop 

rubber soles on the floor boards and the thud of the shuttlecock as games went on during the night. 

The Darlington Younger Set was a group that may ring a bell with some people. 

The Recreation Ground, which was the site of a large part of the original vineyard with its line of 

huge pine trees on the railway side of the ground, was the scene of various sporting events. 

The tennis courts were well used with a tennis club that had been in existence for a long time and 

always remained very active. I guess it still is. Always a popular social game, many of the original 
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houses had a tennis court.   The cricket pitch didn't have the same attraction as far as I remember. I 

spent most of my time at the Recreation Ground on my horse. 

Horses. My first memory of horses in Darlington was at Miss Dale-Smith's Riding School which 

operated for a short while early in the 1940s. My sister went there for riding lessons. John P also 

remembers going for riding lessons and long rides towards Glen Forrest. Her riding school was in 

Leithdale Road up past Nyannia Creek. I suppose I was too young to be included in the riding lessons 

but remember loving stroking the horses.  

Pip on a log over Nyaania Creek. Miss Dale Smith's riding school was up the hill c. 1943/44 
(Stone walls still on the property 2014) 

 

Quite a number of families had riding horses or for use in carts. Mr Ranger had a horse and cart with 

a wide variety of uses, the most memorable being moving our piano. In 1946 we moved to what is 

now  22 Dalry Road which Dad and Mum owned until 1963. 

We were moving across the road from 29 Dalry Road down the hill to 22. Mr. Ranger knew of an old, 

now overgrown cart track up to our house from when he had shifted the original building from 

across the road many years before. After urging his horse through what may have once been the 

track, the piano was loaded into the cart and he proceeded back through the bush to the road. 

There was a considerable drop down to road level but undeterred the horse sat down on its 

haunches slid down on to the road and the cart followed with a thump and a rattle, the piano 

bounced into the air, landed back in the cart and proceeded across the road to its destination. 

Sister Burns drove what I think could be described as phaeton, covered in and with four huge 

wheels, it was black and very mysterious, as she was too. Peter Fisher drove his horse and cart to 

take goods to and from the station and I liked getting a ride up the hill with him. Cars were still used 

conservatively for some years after the war ended. 
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It was my dream for Helen and me to have a pony of our own to ride. When we moved to 22 Dalry 

Road with a paddock attached, our hopes grew and one Sunday morning our parents took us to look 

at a horse at Caversham. Oh joy! my sister rode it home to Darlington. It took her a long while and 

was getting dark by the time she arrived. About this time Mary who lived next door, also got her first 

horse and a whole new life began for us. 

 
Helen on Bill by the front gate at 22 Dalry Road 

 
Pip with Bill at the front gate of 22 Dalry  Road   c. 1948 -1949 

On the right is one of an avenue of huge pine trees which ran across the front of the property. 
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Peter and Win Fischer gave us advice about our horse's needs as neither of our parents was very 

knowledgeable in that area. Riding became the focus of my after school activities. We rode up and 

down the road outside the house, we rode around the village, through the bush, we rode to do the 

shopping we rode to Fischer's farm and on one occasion my horse was hitched into a borrowed cart 

to deliver biscuits in aid of the Girl Guides. I still talk about those days with my friend Mary who I 

stayed with in Brisbane a few weeks ago. They were wonderful adventures and exciting times, 

especially moonlight rides. How we talked our rather cautious and caring parents into agreeing to us 

sleeping out in the bush at the top of the golf course one night is still a mystery. It was scary but fun 

and we felt safe with our horses tethered on ropes close by. 

 

 
In Dalry Road, ready for a ride, Helen ?, Mary Pannell, Lindsay Silbert, Pip Priestner  c. 1950 

It was at this time that Win and Peter Fischer saw the need for some organised horse activities. Keen 

riders met at the Recreation Ground and we talked about caring for horses, saddling correctly, riding 

well, feeding and looking after horses' feet, (Mr McGlyn was the blacksmith in Brook Road opposite 

Bishop's Saw Mill.).  We heard about the WA Horsemen's Association that held Gymkhanas at South 

Guildford and rode there through Helena Valley past the old skin drying sheds, to compete. 

Later at the instigation of the Fischers and with help from interested but non-riding parents, the 

Eastern Hills Horsemen's Association was formed at a meeting at Fischer's house.  I was made 

secretary under the careful guidance of the President and committee. I had just started to attend 

Business College in Perth and was learning typing. I felt quite grown up. 

Holding a gymkhana of our own on the Recreation Ground with flag races, bending races, best rider, 

jumping events and best kept pony  events, complete with blue, red and gold ribbons was 

wonderful. 

 

Gymkhanas on the Recreation Ground in the early 1950s 
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Jumping 

 

 
Flag Racing 
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Flag Racing 

 

 
Horse and Rider events 

 

About this time Karl Jurenak and his family came to live in Darlington. He was a Hungarian Army 

Trained Horseman before he left his home country to come to Australia. His riding instruction was 

very disciplined and formal as he introduced us to the finer points of riding and early stages of 

dressage. 

We soon became interested in playing polocrosse which was becoming very popular at the time.  

Girls and boys all played and we fielded several teams. Other clubs were at Guildford and 
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Cannington and we paid reciprocal visits. At least once we travelled to Bunbury with a stock 

transport float taking our team away for a most exciting weekend. 

 
Polocrosse Matches on the Recreation Ground c.1953-57 

 
Throwing for goal 

 

 
End of chukka 
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Time for discussion 

 

Without the knowledge and interest of Peter and Win Fischer, with the help of others, Kelvin and 

Ann Prater come to mind, the Horsemen's Club and the events they organised would never have 

happened. 

Although our family moved back to Nedlands about 1953, and our house was tenanted, we 

maintained a good contact with Darlington especially as far as I was concerned spending most 

weekends with the Fischers and riding activities. 

There was Parkerville Show, Mundaring Show, Swan View Show which were all exciting events to 

attend with horses transported in trucks or sometimes ridden there to take part.  Teenage years and 

riding were a very special time for me. 

When I think back about that period I realise how lucky I was to grow up in Darlington. It was a 

memorable village in the hills Life was simple, people had time for each other, challenges were set, 

our surroundings were valued and there was a real sense of belonging to the wonderfully supportive 

community. 

Darlington – a sense of place – expressed beautifully, I feel, in Dad's poem. 
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Evening 

Helena Valley 

Faint smoke and fading sunlight in the glen, 

A haze of misty blue and golden rose, 

A scent of bushland permeates the air – 

Late summer day is drawing to a close. 

 

Cool evening shadows smooth the craggy scars 

Across the valley on the rising hill 

Where bush-fire, burning in the heat of day, 

It's fury spent, now smoulders.  All is still. 

 

A magpie's flute-like carol echoes forth 

Rising and falling:  from his perch on high 

Among the branches of some nearby tree 

A kookaburra chuckles in reply. 

 

The Sun's last rays caress the spreading tops 

Of gum-trees, heavy clad with blossom white, 

A clicking bat flits by – a mopoke calls 

As Day retreats before oncoming Night. 

 

The dusk descends.    Upon the distant plain, 

Glimpsed thro' the silhouetted trees that screen 

The hillside with their branchy filigree, 

The tiny winking city lights are seen. 

 

Pin points, they glint, they grow, until upon 

The spreading soft dark velvet cloth of Night 

Like jewels scattered by some giant hand 

They lie in rows and clusters, sparkling, bright. 
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Down there, amid the hum of busy streets, 

The throngs of eager intent folk will move, 

But, ringed within that brilliant dazzling blaze, 

Scarce see the spangled dome of heaven above. 

 

No far in measured miles – but what a world 

Apart seems this secluded quiet vale, 

Where only light from countless twinkling stars 

Illumines faint outline of hill and dale. 

 

        Sid Priestner   c. 1950-1953 


