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100 Years Exactly”

by Ruth Old 
First Prizewinner

Part of this story is as told to me by my father who was born in Willoughby and would have 
been one hundred years old in September, 1983. I also was born in Willoughby in 1909 and still 
live in the district.

My father, Harry Saunders, was one of six children and the youngest. He was born in a cottage 
in Penshurst Street near Laurel Street — in later years called “Pommy Lodge”. But the real 
name was POME LODGE, the first four letters being “Persons of My England”. The Lodge was 
originally the Congregational Church, but a new church was built on the corner of Church 
Street. Mr. Ernest Leafe bought the old premises and let it out to my grandfather. The family 
lived there for more than twenty years.

Grandfather Saunders hacked, with the help of his older boys, a way through bush to 
Artarmon, Gore Hill and St. Leonards to make a track for his coaches which carried passengers 
and goods. He only had the run for two and a half years when he died suddenly at the age of 43. 
The horses, coaches and equipment were sold by his wife. In later years Cobb & Co., took over 
practically the same track.

My father and five of his mates, Huggins, Reid, Neilly, Ern Saunders and Hannaford, started 
the Willoughby Fire Station. Mr. Neilly was the Captain. In 1925, those men who were still in 
the Brigade were presented with medals from the Fire Board, and gold pocket watches from the 
Mayor and people of Willoughby.

For their work, their first fire equipment was a reel like a huge cotton reel. The two wheels 
were about five feet across. A tee-bar from the centre was used to pull it along by the firemen 
themselves — not horses, and the hose was wound around the reel. The gear and uniforms were 
housed in a little wooden shed attached to an old wooden house next door to the present station.

When my father, Harry Saunders died in 1929, he had a proper Fireman’s Funeral. An engine 
sent from Town carried his coffin draped with a Union Jack and Australian flag with his brass 
helmet on top. The full fire brigade band attended, walking and playing from his home, past the 
station where the bell tolled — to Sydney Street. They then boarded two buses and proceeded the 
cortege to the cemetery where they again assembled and played.

Chatswood Fire Station was also started by one of my father’s brothers, but they were luckier. 
They had an engine pulled by horses. When the new Willoughby Station was opened, we 
celebrated with a party and dance, and were given our first ‘real’ fire engine — a “Sandford”. 
(This was a motor-hose carriage, it had narrow seat boards and firemen had to hang on tight as 
they whizzed around corners at about 30 kms. per hour! Ed.)

Chinamen’s gardens were plentiful and very popular. Where Hollywood Crescent is now, was 
our favourite. This went from Laurel Street through to Robert Street in High Street. You could 
get fresh vegetables, feather dusters, ginger etc. Another was on the corner of Laurel and 
Penshurst Street along Oakville Road and again another at the bottom of Mowbray Road to



where Eastern Valley is now. Weeks before Cracker Night we would build a huge bonfire in front 
of Laurel Street gardens and when lit, it could be seen for miles. The Chinamen enjoyed it also.

There were five large carriers in Willoughby with huge carts and drays pulled by beautiful big 
draught horses: “Scully”, “Millen”, “Saunders”, “Gates” and “Hoeys”, but once again 
progress stepped in and motorised trucks took over. They were a novelty for a while, but not as 
good as the horses travelling along the roads. A sulky cab service was started by Mr. E. Leafe, 
who employed young boys to drive them. My father was one. His regular passenger was a Mr. 
Forsyth, who he drove around quite a bit. The fare was “sixpence”, of which my father got “a 
penny a trip” .

Mr. Leafe had the large store next door to the school in Penshurst Street. He sold everything 
from needles to harness and groceries. The store was lit by large lamps hanging from the ceiling. 
There were chairs to sit on while waiting to be served and with each order of groceries, there was 
a bag of boiled lollies for we children. The original school rooms still stand in Penshurst Street, 
but our pride and joy was the headmaster’s two-storey cottage standing on top of a small hill in 
Mowbray Road where the High School is now. It was always so clean and white, it was such a 
shame to have been pulled down.

After Mr. Leafe’s store closed down the premises were taken over by a tinker who mended pots 
and pans. It was a children’s day out to be allowed to watch him at work. When that was closed 
down, it was taken over by the Scouts until it was pulled down.

Our streets were lit by gas lamps. They were lit at dusk and turned off in the early mornings, 
all individually by one man — a Mr. Green, and followed by the children of the area. He lived in 
a little weatherboard cottage on the corner of Oakville Road where the Post Office is now. He 
was called our local “Pied Piper” . We children were very upset when he died.

The bootmaker was a Mr. Knowles, in Oakville Road. According to us, he was the cleverest 
man we knew. He could talk and laugh with a mouth full of sprigs (tacks) and said he never 
swallowed one. He filled his mouth and took out one at a time to nail into boots. He always had a 
large audience of children who were sometimes late for school watching him. He was also the 
neighbourhood alarm clock at tea time. He would whistle loudly at this time for his family to 
come home, which also served to send the rest of us scampering home too, out of the bush and the 
trees.

A Pickle factory, which could be smelt for miles, was started in bush in where Willoughby 
Primary School now stands. It was the “3 Threes”, and is still on the market.

Electricity was turned on in April, 1916. We children were terribly exeited and couldn’t get to 
sleep, but it was many years before a lot of homes were connected.

The first Post Office was in a two-storey house. It was a lovely home with a large tower and 
turret on top, in Penshurst Street, opposite school. It was later demolished for one in the 
shopping centre near Laurel Street and then, our modern one. The postman came twice a day 
and once on Saturday. His whistle was welcomed.

Mr. Gillis was our furrier, where the Arts Workshop Gentre in Laurel Street is. We young girls 
just had to have a fur collar or stole, or we were not dressed — we bought the faulty ones, cheap. 
Two sisters, the Misses West in Eaton Street, were our music teachers and you just had to be a 
pupil or you were a nobody!

Another meeting place for children was Mr. Bill Canning’s blacksmith shop on Laurel and 
Penshurst Street. Watching the horses shod was good, but to be allowed to work the big bellows 
for the fire was better.

Our streets were swept regularly and kept clean by men with drays pulled by big draught 
horses. They loved carrots and apples and knew where those children would be standing, too. If 
at any time a child wasn’t there, it was a big job to make the horse move on. Mr. Moss and a Mr.



Springett were the drivers.
Our doctor was a Dr. Long who came here a newly married man and reared his family. He 

first started on a push bike. He died in Willoughby which he loved. He was lovingly nicknamed 
“Aspro”.

Eastern Valley Way was a separate street, divided in the middle by a Chinamen’s garden. The 
southern half was Eric Street and the northern part was Lyle Street. Artarmon Road was also 
two streets, divided in the middle by a cow paddock. The western half was Artarmon and the 
eastern was called Ryans Road.

Milk came in a spring cart with a tank and taps. Your billy can was filled from the cart, and 
hardly ever measured. There were five dairies, Fitzsimmons, Powers, Warners (2) and Fosters. 
We were allowed in Foster’s dairy to see the cows milked by hand, and if you got too close, the 
cow kicked you or you got a squirt of milk. Foster’s were where Channel Nine is now. The cows 
used to roam the streets. Everything was delivered to your home then — ice, butcher, baker, 
grocer, greengrocer, produce, soft drinks, icecream, eggs and butter, props, cleaners, milk — you 
name it and it was there. Young boys, for pocket money, also helped on these carts.

A maternity hospital of seven beds was opened in Laurel Street by the local midwife. Nurse 
Norton, but mothers were still wanting their babies born at home and so the hospital had to close 
with the owner stoney broke, so — it was back to midwifery. Many a baby in Willoughby was 
delivered by her. The hospital was later opened again by another nurse and did a little better.

A very big Russian, kindly and popular with kiddies, named Baiderkoff, opened our Fish and 
Chips shop in Oakville Road. We all thought he was the biggest man we had ever seen, but his 
heart was just as big. He loved all children and if you had no money, you still got four chips. It 
was a very sad day when he died. Our laundry was run by a German family, well liked and they 
loved Australia. But he was injured during World War 1 and never returned. A Japanese family 
then took over.

Tyneside House in High Street was in its day, a beautiful home, with a large ballroom along 
the side. Since then it has been taken away from the northern side. The beautiful frocks on the 
ladies at Balls and parties were a picture. In later years we would have parties in there also. The 
original hall for the Presbyterian Church in High Street was a long, grey army hut, brought there 
in parts and reassembled. It stood along the northern fence on piles for many years.

Five picture shows were the order of the day: “The Royal” at Mowbray Road, “Arcadia” and 
“Dreadnought” at Chatswood. The Dreadnought was open air. Another was in Penshurst Street 
and also one in Northbridge. The first “Royal” had to be demolished and a new one built on the 
corner. It had a dirt floor and it got full of fleas so no one would go there. A mini golf course was 
later built on the site.

Tanneries were plentiful too, but the main attraction was blackberries — big luscious ones. 
But there were snakes too. You could fill your billycans to the brim in an hour and then home, for 
Mum to make pies and tarts. Purple hands were a trademark as well as your mouth all the 
season, but well worth it.

A creek ran from Flatrock under the road to the old Suspension Bridge. It was a good place for 
tadpoles. The more daring would swim stark naked — on the way home from school — or 
perhaps walk along the top of the bridge. We others watched with our hearts in our mouths, but 
no one seemed to fall. When the trams came across, the same boys got more daring and scaled 
the trams, jumping off as they slowed down, coming up the hill. There were a few broken arms 
and legs for this episode.

Many brick pits, particularly around the Artarmon area, were a delight to us. Their steep sides 
to the bottom with rocks and shrubs sticking out, didn’t deter us. An old sheet of corrugated iron 
made a good toboggan to go sliding down on — it was our magic carpet. Our mothers didn’t



know why some of us were not killed or maimed. I shudder now when I think about it!
Election time was a great time. Candidates on soap boxes, telling us what they would do for us 

— no radio or television — just a crowd on the street corner, looking or clapping. We would 
follow the speaker from corner to corner just to get the crowd’s reactions. If it wasn’t election 
time, there would be Salvation Army and other bands playing on these same corners, and at 
Christmas time when we would also have carol singers. If the carol singers were outside your 
home, you gave them money for their church or pet charity, as well as a soft drink and something 
to eat.

Life was never dull. We would hire a horse and wagon, or, in later years, a motor truck, strap 
seats and sides on to it and then pile in. We would sing along the way for miles to a picnic, come 
home tired but happy — and sunburnt. Perhaps we’d go to someone’s house for piano sing-song 
or a gramophone, to finish an enjoyable day. If someone had a birthday, we would gather at their 
home for a sing-song and games. The boys supplied the soft drinks and the girls the eats. We 
would get there about seven o’clock and leave at ten, week nights, or 11.30 p.m. Saturday — no 
Sundays. These were kept for church or Sunday School and later a walk with your family. If you 
had visitors, they went with you.

The terrible plague hit us in 1919. We all had to wear white gauze masks, hanging from your 
ears with loops, and woe betide you if you were seen without it. Schools, picture shows, etc., were 
all closed. The schools were opened as soup kitchens. If the plague was in your home, you would 
be given a yellow flag to put in your front window for everyone to see and leave a billycan out to 
be filled with soup. Many people died in the same street. Flat, rough wooden coffins were used 
and marked, and collected with horses and drays for funerals. The undertakers were having 
trouble trying to cope.

Friday night or Saturday in some areas, were for late shopping. It was a night out for all the 
family. Bands played, buskers on corners doing their own thing, shops crowded to capacity, 
trams packed and hard to get into. So, we nearly always walked, singing along our way, the little 
children tired, but still dancing along. Trams only ran to French’s Road at one stage, then a 
single line to Victoria Avenue. When it became a double, a single line went on to the station. The 
service was half-hourly and you were well looked after by the conductor and driver. They kept 
their tram clean, sweeping it out at every trip at the terminal, before starting again.

Lucky children rode bikes or horses to school. The rest walked, but we made it quite an 
adventure, searching creeks and bushes, learning quite a lot of Nature Study in the process — 
but, often late for school where caning for girls as well as boys was in order. A combined school 
sports day was held every year at Chatswood Oval. Free sweets, drinks, ice-cream and orange, 
with a sandwich and a small cake. You went home tired, dirty and hoarse from cheering your 
own school and, waiting for next year.

Windsor Gardens in Mowbray Road, was the home of the Coffey family. A body was found 
under the front stone step during alterations and it was a wife of a family years ago, who was 
missing. Also another large home in Edinburgh Road was supposed to be haunted by a 
murderer! Both these houses were given a wide berth by we children and wild horses couldn’t 
have dragged us past the front gate!

Tennis was our main sport, with courts in Stanley Street, Oakville Road and Anne Street, to 
name a few. To get a game you were on a waiting list, as it was very popular.

Castlecrag was dense bush with only a track down to the water at the bay, or through to 
Northbridge baths the other way. English families settled out there for a while and planted many 
apricot trees. For years after the families had gone, the place was called “Apricot Flats”, and if 
you were lucky, you got enough fruit to take home to make jam. The first mast for the 2 FC was 
built there, but blew down in a severe wind storm. The first home built by Burley Griffen was an



attraction for many, every Sunday. It didn’t matter which way your family took you for a walk, 
you seemed to finish out there.

The Scout Hall in Laurel Street, land and buildings, was given by a Mr. Joey Griffiths, who 
lived in the home called “Laurel Bank” on the corner of Laurel and Penshurst Streets. Black and 
white tiles and beautiful wrought iron lace are still a feature of the fence, with two large stone 
lions guarding the entrance to the front door. Mr. Griffiths and his wife attended St. Stephen’s 
Church in Mowbray Road and had their own pew to sit in. They rode around in a four-wheel 
carriage, pulled by two beautiful silver grey horses, and a coachman driving them. It was a lovely 
sight, never to be forgotten, to see them go out. The horses and coachman lived in the stables at 
the back, which are still standing. Two of the tallest pine trees ever to have been seen — one in 
the grounds and one opposite — were landmarks. One was chopped down to make way for the 
Masonic Hall, and the other was struck by lightning. The trunk of about one metre is still 
standing in Laurel Street.

The Scout Hall was opened by Billy Hughes (M.P. and later Prime Minister). In his speech he 
mentioned that the hall was a fully paid up gift from Mr. Griffiths. This was on one condition: 
that it was never to be let out or hired to anybody but the scouts and guides, never to be used for 
outside parties, dances, functions, meetings etc., and if this condition was broken, it would go to 
St. Stephen’s Church and Scouts would lose it. They could run dances, parties, bazaars etc., to 
raise money for themselves. To my knowledge, that condition still stands.

Up near the Pacific Highway, the beautiful Christmas bush at the Chatswood Bowling Club 
was grown by Harry Saunders. He was an expert on wild flowers. His black boronia, ferns and 
waratahs were a picture. The Christmas bush is now over 56 years old, and a landmark.



'‘‘A W i^ g h ^
’ ^  ' f 'iy ' c  -r *

A /,.. J. ,•' , \ '

^  L. Firth 
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I was born in Chatswood in 1915, moving “over the border” to Willoughby shortly after and 
living there until I was married in 1940. My Dad had lived on the north side of the harbour 
nearly all his life and attended Naremburn school. At the age of fifteen he was taken on as an 
assistant by Mr. R.T. Forsyth, then an ‘up and coming’ young Real Estate agent. Dad stayed 
with that firm until he retired in 1948. His father was caretaker of Willoughby Council Chambers 
for some years before his death in 1922. He lived in a sort of flat behind the Town Hall. Dad’s 
mother died in 1910 and her sister Bell Byers had a shop in Forsyth Street at one time. Mrs. 
Beyers was a great friend of Henry Lawson and he was staying with her when he died. But by the 
1920s the old shop was derelict.

My Mum was Head Milliner at Witchells, a large emporium in Chatswood. She made hats in 
the days when it was a superior art, blocking shaping, trimmming, making flowers and bows and 
frills by hand to suit individual tastes. She and a girl friend were living at a boarding house in 
Willoughby — when a young man with nice teeth and a funny name joined the boarders. Ashley 
Nix was well worth a laugh. However, within a year they were married and within a year I was 
born, the eldest of four.

Our house in New Street was bounded on the south side by Chinese gardens. In fact, 
Willoughby WAS a Chinese garden area. “Chewey’s” garden stretched to behind the houses 
facing Laurel Street down to Penshurst Street. He was supposed to be mean, but we lived well on 
the vegetables handed over the fence. Dad and his boss were friends with all the Chinese in the 
district, helping them with offical forms and writing their letters. Sometimes they even went to 
Court to explain to a magistrate that a cleaver-wielding Chinese didn’t really mean to chop up 
bad boys stealing his melons!

We children were often taken by Dad to visit the Chinese. Their gardens were all similar. 
There were neat rows of vegetables, some strange to our eyes; raised up ponds of water about four 
metres across with dirt walls heavily packed and making a ramp, probably two metres high. The 
gardeners watered each plant at least once a day, summer and winter, rain or shine, from very 
large wooden buckets carried on a yoke across the shoulders. The men ran up the side of the 
pond, dipped each bucket into the water and tottered down the steep slope. They were small men 
to carry such heavy loads. The ponds always had goldfish and “Chewey” used the creek at the 
Laurel Street end to grown enormous ones which were beautifully coloured carp, destined for the 
pot.

The houses of the Chinese were also similar. They were low, shed-like affairs, with small rooms 
opening off a central work area. Each room was a bedroom with a zig-zag opening “to keep out 
the devils” Dad said. The men were always smilingly pleased to see us small children, pressing 
gifts of crystallised fruit into our hands. Sometimes, one of the wits would threaten to chop us up 
for stew, flourishing those enormous cleavers and poking faces and dancing threateningly. After



the adults had a good laugh, we would stop bawling and be appeased by another handful of sweet 
things. They repaid kindness in the only way they could. Every visit meant a chaff bag full of 
vegetables, jars of tea, ginger, fruit and other goodies — alas, not always appreciated by 
Australian housewives. Their New Year was always a gift-giving time and a letting-off of 
fireworks time. We could hear them carousing late into the night. I loved the visits to these gentle 
people and the delicious smell of their food cooking. They were so clean, vegetables washed many 
times, and their living quarters so tidy.

After the First World War, as after the Second, there was an immense development of the area 
and Willoughby changed from almost rural to a suburban sprawl. Chewey gave way to Lea 
Avenue and Owen Street and rows of small mass-produced cottages were built, opening New 
Street into Mabel Street and taking that name. By the end of the 1920s, all the Chinese had gone.

By the time I was old enough to be sent messages, the row of shops bounded by Lea Avenue 
and Owen Street had been built. A barber, grocer, greengrocer, fancy shop and Rideout the 
butcher, who, as Mum said, made the best sausages in the world. The Ginns family were the 
greengrocers. Later the shops from next door to Dr. Florence up to Oakville Road were built. 
They were very modern, and the White Provision Sotre a showplace — all white tiles and paint. 
They sold all sorts of exotic delicacies. We called it a Ham and Beef, a forerunner of a 
delicatessen.

I remember when the Post Office was on the opposite side of Penshurst Street, further along 
from the Produce Store, closer to Mowbray Road, in an old house where the front window was 
the counter. When the new houses were built opposite, the Post Office moved there and then 
later to the corner of Oakville Road.

My mother wished that I could go to Roefont School — a small private school in Mowbray 
Road. Probably finances altered that plan, so off I went to Willoughby Public at the age of about 
seven. My first teacher caned me first day for talking, then daily for the same offence. I did not 
like the cane but I could not control my tongue!

Later I went to the new school facing Oakville Road. It was so big and so modern and the boys 
and girls were completely separated.

A highlight of my years at Willoughby was the concert in the Chatswood Town Hall when I 
was one of several dairy maids in the “King’s Breakfast”. We wore pretty pale pink party frocks. 
But, my mother thought her taste better than anyone else, sewed black velvet bows to mine. The 
cow got lost in the wings and we gave audible instructions to the proper dairy maid where to 
look! We were surprised when the audience laughed — it was not meant to be funny!

The best day in every year was Empire Day, 24th May. We went to school at the proper time, 
but did no lessons. Instead we waited impatiently till playtime when we were lined up, given a 
corn beef sandwich, a rock cake or jam tart, a drink of warm red cordial, a twist of lollies and then 
led to the Picture Show on the corner of Mowbray Road and Willoughby Road. Here we sang 
patriotic songs and listened to the local dignatories extolling virtue. There was always a little 
“fooling” in the dark, out of the reach of teachers. A holiday in the afternoon, fireworks at night, 
finished an exciting day.

Like all mothers and fathers, mine wanted me to be a pianist. Miss Pender in Lea Avenue tried 
her best to instil an ability I didn’t possess. I was also sent to learn elocution somewhere near St. 
Stephen’s Church, emoting “How Now Brown Cow” and “I went down town and found a 
pound”. As I got no further and didn’t even learn to recite “My Little Rosa” my Australian 
accent was allowed to develop untrammelled. In those days, a lot of people wanted to have 
“refined English voices” .

On the corner of Laurel and Penshurst Streets was Cannings the blacksmiths. It was a 
demon’s cave of heat and clanging and the smell of burning hooves. Mrs. Canning later taught



some of us to dance, clumping to the Maxina, Pride of Erin, Foxtrot, Jazz Waltz. She was a fairly 
large woman and clasped each in turn trying to get us to lift our feet.

I loved going to Dad’s office at the Estate Agents. It was lined with narrow shelves of boxes — 
their filing system. They had a copying press where each hand-written document was copied 
exactly, written in indelible ink, dampened, then the press handle was turned and turned, until 
the copying was done. It was then left overnight to dry.

Our “Rabbit-o” was a very handsome big man whose rabbits, gutted but not skinned, were 
“sixpence a pair” . With deft fingers he would skin them and place them so nice and pink, on a 
plate. He was missing for some weeks and turned up again with an enormous scar down his face. 
He had been a victim of the razor gangs. With the Clothes Prop Man there were always itinerant 
hawkers selling from trays, tawdry stuff, boot laces, moth balls and feather dusters. We didn’t 
trust those.

Grocers came for orders, but if by chance you went to their shops you received first class 
attention. A chair was drawn up, a lolly for the kids. The shops smelled of spices and other 
exciting things. Mr. Heffernan was our Chemist, the only one in Willoughby I think. His shop 
had large bottles of coloured liquid, smaller jars with copybook labels. In those days chemists 
really dispensed each medicine and tablets.

Oh, the memories flood thick and fast — the visits to the tanners, the search for aboriginal rock 
carvings, the many facets of my life. Where do I stop? Right here, don’t you think?
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Eastem Valley Way. Early start to the road during the Depression

Mowbray House Chapel, formerly Willoughby Council Chambers



Willoughby Rd. Narembum — the last of the trams.

North of Fuller’s Rd. Harry Campbell, Farrier.
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Victoria Ave. West-early 1930s (Arcadia Theatre on left) Looking towards Pacific Highway.

Chatswood Railway Station — 1910.



Looking east from Chatswood Railway Station 1920s.

Old home, Mowbray Road West “Turalla” built 1906. Photo 1910



‘Sixty Years Holds a Place in Memory’

by May McDonald 
Third Prizewinner

In 1925 we moved to our War Service home in the gully at the foot of Eddy Road, Chatswood 
West. Fifteen minutes uphill walk took us to Chatswood station, past many vacant building 
blocks covered with native shrubs and gum trees.

The creek that ran in the lane outside our back fence made its gentle way to the Lane Cove 
River near Fullers Bridge, but in wet weather, it became a raging torrent. Wildflowers were not 
cherished as they are today. Tall gums often were cut down, fruit trees and vegetable gardens 
planted and rocks broken up for garden edges and paths. A small area near the back fence was set 
aside for a ‘fowlyard’ to provide a few eggs.

In the bush at the bottom of Beresford Avenue, a winding track followed the creek past a 
sewerage farm and joined Lane Cove River. When in the 1930s a sewerage system was installed, 
the site of the sewerage farm became part of Chatswood Golf Course.

During the 1920s, weather conditions on secondary roads from the then Gordon Road (now 
Pacific Highway) held up deliveries, especially of building materials. Eddy Road could become a 
bog. Footpaths were non-existent and paspalum became a menace. During this time the West 
Ward Progress Association was formed.

Hordern Bros., of Pitt Street, Sydney, owned a fine estate bounded by Centennial Avenue, 
Dardanelles Road, Eddy Road and De Villiers Avenue. A large part of their property was a 
thickly wooded bluegum forest with a freshwater creek banked with wattles, willows and clumps 
of bamboo. We used to cross the creek for a short cut to Chatswood shops and school. The 
“Hordern’s Paddock” as it was called by the locals, with its gracious home and gardens, was the 
pride of the neighbourhood for years. When the old people died, a petition was canvassed around 
to save the bluegum forest as open space for the future. Finally it was saved from subdivision. 
The Education Department acquired it and later the present Chatswood Co-Educational High 
School was built. The beautiful old house remained and was used for a time and then 
demolished.

Beaconsfield Road West was undisturbed bush with a few scattered houses. One near Greville 
Street was the home of the late Mr. Alcorn, Mayor of Chatswood-Willoughby. As more homes 
were built, roads kerbed and guttered and footpaths built, a plan was suggested by residents for 
the beautification of the streets. It was decided to plant trees or palms in Beresford, Lone Pine 
and Dalrymple Avenue and Eddy Road., Steep areas like Pearl Avenue were great places to race 
in home-made billy carts. Motor cars were rare so no traffic danger for the children.

Bread was delivered by horse and cart. The greengrocer called two or three times a week. The 
old horse fell asleep sometimes and collapsed, upsetting the cart and scattering fruit and 
vegetables. Grocers called for orders in sulkies or on bicycles one day, and delivered the next day 
by horse-drawn van. Ice carts called daily and the man lifted a block of ice with steel hooks and 
carried it, wrapped in a hessian sugar bag, to the back door and put it in the ice chest. If



Customers failed to leave the door unlocked, it would be left melting on the doorstep outside!
One baker used to visit the Chatswood Pub after his rounds. His horse would stand patiently 

in the shafts of the cart. Should the driver linger too long however, the horse would whinny softly, 
then louder and louder until his master came to drive home. The last horse and cart to be seen in 
Chatswood I believe, was driven by two old men employed by the Council to sweep the gutters. 
Their horse was a favourite with some housewives who fed him apples. If he saw one particular 
lady anywhere he’d walk onto the footpath and follow her expecting a pat and an apple!

Hammond’s, the butcher on the corner of Gordon and Moriarty Roads, was the first butcher 
shop in Chatswood. There was a stable at the back for the horse, cart and sulky. It had a 
sawdusted wooden floor, chopping blocks and stumps of huge trees, carcasses of beef and sheep 
hanging from rails. The butchers wore blue and white striped aprons and belts with cleaver, knife 
and steel hanging like a sword from it. Next door to the shop stood the cottage occupied by some 
of the family.

Further along at Mowbray Road corner, was the same Great Northern Hotel and the same old 
English-style Methodist (now Uniting) Church, with its graveyard at the back as it is today. 
Opposite the hotel were a few shops and cottages, the largest a mixed drapers and grocery store 
owned by Reids, a brother and two sisters. Lady customers wanting underwear or haberdashery 
were discreetly led to the drapery counter past the kitchenware clutter in the middle of the floor, 
the division between the long counters. The genteel sisters presided over the old fashioned stock. 
But, invariably after a thorough rummage, produced to one’s surprise, the articles one sought 
and had no hope of finding elsewhere.

Nearby was a blacksmith where small boys lingered to watch horses shod and the bellows 
fanning the furnace. Years later a garage opened with the life-sized stone lion in the front. North, 
along the Gordon Road, the main shops began opposite Chatswood School. The Fire Station, a 
mixed grocer and confectionery, a paper shop, greengrocer (Rudds), a bootmaker with half of the 
small space as a lending library! Rudds sold frozen oranges (good to hide under a desk and suck 
during lessons) and toffee apples made from ‘speck’ fruit which were also sold cheaply by the 
bagful. Down Victoria Avenue past Benjamins store and opposite the Railway Station, the 
“Oasis” Cafe was opened in the 1930s. Then a “Ham and Beef’ where butter came in wooden 
boxes and had to be weighed in portions and pattered into shape with two wooden bats. The 
assistants wore collar and tie and white cotton coats. Sawdust on wooden floors helped them to 
slide swiftly along behind the counter when trade was brisk. The Misses Burns had a small ladies 
wear shop next to the R.S.L. and former Post Office.

A day at the beach meant walking uphill to Chatswood to catch a tram to Balmoral, a train to 
Milson’s Point and the ferry to the Quay and then the boat to Manly. But, a visit once a week to 
the pictures was a favourite pastime. The Arcadia Theatre on the west side of Victoria Avenue 
was our pride and joy. When the second Wurlitzer Organ in the State was installed, Eddy 
Horton was sent from America to instruct our Mr. Robbins. He remained for many years to 
delight patrons with his brilliant performances. On Saturday nights, people arrived early to 
enjoy the musical treats provided before the films. Mr. Crisp was the manager and requests were 
played and audiences enthusiastically joined in the choruses. Empire Day was celebrated there 
and pupils attended. After speeches and patriotic songs came the Mickey Mouse cartoons the 
kids had been waiting for. Anzac Day was another big occasion celebrated at the Arcadia and 
also special Sunday lectures. When coming home from the pictures on dark nights, down the hill, 
you had to be careful not to fall over a sleeping cow. They often strayed from White’s dairy 
nearby.

Near the station, Willoughby Council owned the vacant wasteland. After World War Two 
broke out, trenches were dug for air raid shelters. The rest room and children’s library were built



after the war ended. The the R.S.L. suggested the creation of the beautiful Memorial Garden. 
Roses were sent from Picardy and after a long period in quarantine, they were planted as a 
tribute to those killed in France in two wars.

The Chatswood West Kindergarten stands in a corner of a park in Dalrymple and Sharland 
Avenues. Don Campbell was a West Ward alderman married with two young children when he 
enlisted in the Second World War. Singapore fell and he among hundreds of others was taken 
prisoner to work on the Burma Railway. Until war ended, it was not known if he had survived. 
The news came at last that he had died and Campbell’s Park was named in his memory. A small 
triangular park at the junction of Pearl, Beresford and Lone Pine Avenues is also a memorial 
with its one pine tree and inscription on stone to Wallace Park who was killed at Lone Pine, 
Gallipoli in the First World War.

The motor car has changed the pattern of living so that no longer do you hear footsteps of 
people walking home late at night from work or from the “pitchers” . Nowadays, people need to 
walk through its streets to see Chatswood. As a Senior Citizen, I walk through Chatswood in my 
mind.



"A Penny on Saturday’

Highly Comm ended  
E. H ayward

The child peered through the paling fence, watching the stooped figure work his way along the 
long row, the hoe in his hand rhythmatically rising and falling as he dug and weeded. He 
appeared oblivious of the curious eyes that watched him so intently. The girl was fascinated by 
his appearance: the loose baggy trousers and jacket of nondescript colour and a strange looking 
conical hat tied under his chin. When he watered the vegetables with two buckets on each end of 
a bending pole, the thin shoulders were hunched and he ran with curious jerky movement, yellow 
stick legs bowed.

The gardens stretched from one main road right through to the other — from Penshurst Street 
to High Street. There were two huts, one at each end. Charlie lived alone in the top hut and 
about three Chinese lived in the other. They worked hard every day from sun-up to sun-down. 
Sometimes the three would visit Charlie and they would all sit outside his hut, smoking their 
pipes.

One year, the girl got a great surprise. It was Christmas Eve and her mother was bringing in 
some washing from the line. “Hey, missus!” Charlie called to her. When she went over to the 
fence he handed her a jar of ginger saying, “for the little’un!”

Every Christmas after that, a jar of ginger, with its luridly coloured pictures on the label, 
would be left just inside their fence where one of the palings was broken.

And then Charlie died. His hut was closed and looked forlorn and sad for a whole year until 
Charlie’s spirit had gone. His body was sent home to China.

I was the child who loved to watch the wild kittens dart in and out between the vegetables and 
I tried to coax them over the fence. Our house was the third to be built in Horsley Avenue in 1928 
and butted upon the market gardens. As children, my two brothers, sister and I, were always 
excited when we saw another house was going to be built in “our” street. It meant new 
playmates for us. It also sometimes meant we lost a favourite vacant allotment where we had our 
cubby houses and hiding places.

A word I often heard, and only dimly understood, was “depression” . I had seen the shuffling 
patient line of shabby people outside the soup kitchen in Penshurst Street. I asked my mother 
why they didn’t cook in their own kitchens. She explained to me that these people couldn’t get 
work and didn’t have any money. I knew that at school some children never seemed to bring any 
lunch, and didn’t pay the “sixpence” a week school fees. Mother said we must always share our 
sandwiches if asked. We were lucky because our father was in the police force, so there was a 
regular wage coming in.

Our school, St. Thomas’s in High Street, had been built in 1926 and doubled as a school and a 
church. During the week the altar was hidden behind a curtain. On Friday afternoons the older 
boys had to put back the seats into rows, ready for Mass on Sunday. The main hall was divided



in two by a folding wooden partition, with two classes, taught by one nun, in each. The verandah 
was also a classroom. Later, a small separate building was built for kindergarten — known then 
as the “bubs” . Our playground was the big paddock across the street and at every playbreak we 
were lined up into a crocodile of two’s to be marched across to it. Only 6th and 7th classes were 
allowed to cross alone, or to visit the shop across from the school. The littlies could go only if a 
“big” girl accompanied them.

As a special treat I was sometimes given fourpence to buy my lunch. Lessons suffered that day 
as I considered delicious possibilities. A meat pie for tuppence was a “must”, and also, two 
pieces of fruit for a penny. It was the remaining penny which caused all the heart-searching. My 
indecision wavered between a delicious cream cake or two lollies. Generally the sweets won, as 
my practical mind told me they lasted much longer. Then I had to decide between a “Kurl” 
(chocolate covered toffee) or two gumballs! Gumballs were fun because they could be 
continuously taken out of the mouth to see what colour they had changed into!

I was often sent ‘on a message’ to Steel’s, the grocers on the corner of Penshurst Street and 
Crabbes Avenue. Dad would say, “Get me a packet of Fine Cut, ready rubbed Wild Woodbine.” 
It was rather a difficult thing to remember and I would repeat it over and over until I got to the 
shop. The shop was cool and dim, with sawdust on the floor and a delicious smell, a pot-pourri of 
the big cheeses kept under the glass counter, and the yellow butter kept in the icechests. The 
grocer used to cut these with a wire cutter. Bags of flour and sugar were on the floor. I would 
stare resentfully at the pretty child in the Pear’s advertisement. She always looked like a 
pampered pet. By contrast, I felt gauche and unlovely in my navy serge school uniform. 
Sometimes I would ask for a ‘penn’th’ of broken biscuits and it was exciting to dig down in the 
big bag searching for bits of the fancy kinds, the expensive ones my mother never bought.

It cost sixpence to go to the matinee at the “Royal” on a Saturday afternoon. I saw Laurel and 
Hardy in a haunted house. Skeletal hands came out of the panelling behind their bed and 
hovered over their sleeping heads. I had nightmares for weeks afterwards. Best of all was going 
on a Saturday with Mother. Once, we stopped at a draper’s shop in Penshurst Street and I 
acquired a pink beret to wear to Mass next morning for “one shilling and sixpence”. It was 
exciting to come out of the pictures into the unaccustomed dark. When the tram ground up the 
hill from French’s Road, everybody began to push and shove, trying to climb up onto the running 
board. Somebody said: “Let the lady get on” because mother was carrying me and she had to 
look over her shoulder to make sure my sister and brother got on as well.

The boys in our street did a dreadful thing one day when they turned on the taps on the back of 
the milkman’s cart. Creamy milk ran everywhere and flowed down the gutters. I hurried home 
and got my cat but it was too frightened to drink and scampered away when I took my hand off 
it. There were a few punishments handed out that night when fathers found out what the wasted 
milk would cost them!

The icecream man blew a trumpet to attract customers. His cart had a canvas awning to keep 
off the hot sun, and he often took the opportunity while serving, to slip a nosebag on his patient 
horse. The ambrosial smell of icecream was often lost to the more pungent one of horse manure! I 
liked to stand at a safe distance from the horse and watch how its skin rippled against the 
annoyance of the ever-present flies and I was fascinated by the snuffling, snortling noise it made 
as it sifted through its feed. The “Rabbitoh” and the “Clothes-Props” men called their wares and 
the baker called daily. Once my young brother, for a dare, managed to slip under the canvas on 
the back and eat six bread rolls before slipping off, replete and unobserved, later.

We loved to spend whole days playing in the bush. It was not far away, at the end of 
Edinburgh Road. We had to watch out for snakes, but only ever saw one slithering into the 
undergrowth. We would go right to the water’s edge near the south end of Sugarloaf Bay. Once



we became lost, and it was beginning to get dark as we stumbled around. There were no houses 
we could take our bearings from. Although the older boys tried to pretend and bluff they knew 
where we were heading. Being the youngest, scratched and tired, I started to cry. It was with 
great relief we saw the top of “Innisfallen” through the trees — we called it “Willis’ Castle” and 
knew what direction to take. Mother was watching anxiously for us as we walked wearily up our 
own dear familiar street. We did not tell her we had been lost however — that might put a curb 
on future excursions. Far better to get into trouble for being late!

We had an aunt who lived in Garland Road, Naremburn. Her back fence overlooked the valley 
and was about opposite the Burley Griffin incinerator. In the valley were secluded pools with 
dragonflies hovering over them and slippery rocks we could clamber over. The water was 
running and therefore fresh, bounded by ferns and overhung with shady trees. Once my sister fell 
and sat down in a shallow pool with the air trapped in her skirt causing it to collapse slowly 
around her like a descending parachute. But when I lost a new shoe in what I breathlessly told 
my mother was quicksand, the cost of replacement was no laughing matter, but my obvious 
fright lessened somewhat the scolding I received for an expensive prank.

At one time, further up right under the Suspension Bridge, there was deep water and lots of 
sharks. The ‘jumping-jack’ trams used to go across the bridge until they were stopped in 1936 as 
it was deemed to be unsafe. In about the year 1937, a mongrel dog of nondescript appearance, 
had the honour of making the first parachute descent from the bridge, aided and abetted by my 
young brother and a friend. Happily, it landed safely in soft mud and the sheet tied to its back 
was smuggled back into my mother’s laundry basket. Whether the dog was aware of the 
importance of this great “first” is not known!

The hill from the “Royal Theatre” down to the bus company — the site of the former 
Hallstrom’s Refrigeration Works — was a great place for a race in home-made billycarts. Here 
the boys would ask for some oil for their wheels, ignoring the jibes about “why don’t you scrape 
some off your faces and -arms?” There was the big Foster’s dairy in Artarmon Road. We would 
lean over the fence watching the cows, daring anyone to slip over “for a free squirt” . A less 
favourite place was the tannery in Stan Street, where the bus depot was later. The smell was so 
acrid and unpleasant. The iceworks belonging to McDonald Eklund was another favourite 
haunt, particularly on a hot day where we would cadge “Can I have a bit of ice, mister?” 
Threatened with: “If you kids don’t behave yourselves you’ll be locked in the cooler!” Delicious 
thrills of terror would prickle our skin and had nothing to do with the lovely coolness of the lofty 
building. We sometimes got a block of ice delivered for the icebox and loved to chip off a piece to 
suck.

School concerts at the end of the year were both dreaded and looked forward to with an awful 
anticipation. Sometimes held in the school hall. Father Darby in the place of honour in the front 
row, would make funny faces at us, causing nervous titters and forgotten lines and Sister Imelda 
in the wings wouldn’t know what had come over us. Concerts at the Chatswood Town Hall were 
much more exciting. Firstly, they were held at night — a thrill in itself Secondly, when our turn 
was over, we would clamber noisily down the staircase on the outside of the building to Sister’s 
frenzied “Girls! Do be careful and less noise please!” We were allowed to sit with our family in 
the hall still in costume and make-up. How self-conscious we felt, preening and pouting and 
looking around to see if we were being admired, convinced we were as glamorous and wanton as 
any Hollywood starlet!

We did not have many outings so excitement ran high when Dad called out, “All hands to the 
pump! We’re going for a picnic!” We ran around getting in the way until all were finally aboard 
the 1928 Chevrolet. I always hoped we would not have to cross the harbour on the punt. My 
brother regaled us with stories of cars which “he knew for a fact” had slipped over the edge and



sunk to the bottom of the harbour. My joy was great if we headed north up through French’s 
Forest and the ‘real’ country where cows and horses grazed in the paddocks. We always expected 
to get a puncture and would sit patiently by the side of the road while Dad got out the tin with the 
rubber and glue to mend the inner tube.

Monday was ALWAYS washing day. It was my job to cut up into flakes the home-made soap, 
ready for the copper. When the washing was finished — and the ‘blueing’ and starching — it was 
an unofficial race to see who got their washing on the line first. The hot sudsy water with caustic 
soda added, would be used to scrub the boards of the back verandah. In time, these became 
bleached and off-white.

We looked forward to Saturday when we were given a “penny to spend” at the “old man’s 
shop” in Penshurst Street. Even in 1932, considered the worse year of the Depression, Mum still 
managed to give us our penny. At the time of course, we didn’t realise how hard it must have 
been for her.

Children have an uncanny knack of knowing everything that goes on in a neighbourhood. So, 
we were there in 1929 when the Willoughby Park was opened and received our share of free fruit 
and lollies.

There was an innocence about those times. Parents struggled to keep the home going for love 
of their children. Pleasures were few and therefore appreciated. People helped each other. 
Children thought themselves lucky to get even one present on a birthday or at Christmas. Girls 
made peg dolls and boys had crystal radio sets. Radio was new and we loved to listen to “Tarzan 
of the Apes” . We looked up in wonder when we heard the drone of a byplane overhead. 
Grown-ups talked about Phar Lap and Jack Lang and wondered whether the span of the Sydney 
Harbour Bridge would meet in the middle. We had love — and were content.



^Once Upon A Time — in Willoughby’

by Joan Spencer 
Highly Commended

I lived in the Willoughby Municipality for three years as a small child and later attended 
school there for four years.

When we moved to Willoughby in 1920 we lived in a cream-painted stucco house called 
“Kirkliston” — No. 10 Edward Street. It was a place I hated, as the former tenants had left a 
pair of antlers there and they really scared me.

In No. 8 on the corner of Edward and Lucknow Streets, lived a Mr. and Mrs. Matthias. Mr. 
Matthias was a plumber and had designed and built a tiny bath-heater called, I think “The 
Magic” . One of these was still working perfectly when removed from this present house in 1965, 
having been there I am sure, since it was built in 1916.

We moved around the corner into Lucknow Street to a house called “Alberta” which was 
demolished a few years ago. This was close to Artarmon Road, a very steep hill then known as 
Ryan’s Road and possibly called after the owner of the dairy on the left at the top, where Channel 
9 TV station now stands.

From 1928 to 1932 inclusively, I attended the Chatswood Church of England Girls’ School 
which stood on the corner of Centennial Avenue. Before the first World War, the school was 
known as “Astrea College” . In 1928 or 1929 I can remember there was some excitement because 
a “trackless train” was to come along the Highway and we all lined up to see it. (An advertising 
stunt by a large American film company — possibly MGM. A large truck was ‘done over’ to look 
like a train. It was later seen even in South Australia. Ed.)

Another great attraction on the Highway was a shop called Ghatswood House which sold 
stationery and possibly many other items, but I only really recall my introduction to ice blocks! 
They were home-made in a cup shape and we had to juggle them in a white paper bag. They 
must have been the very first of the ice block breed. Mr. Prendergast, the shopowner, did a great 
trade — he was opposite the Public School!

About the end of 1929, the first school house was sold and was for a time occupied by a doctor. 
The school built a row of classrooms behind the second school house which was the boarders’ 
residence. They were lengthways along the Oliver Road fence and next to a detached room which 
was the Kindergarten. In this section only, also enrolled were small boys. Two who went on to 
become famous were Marcus Loane and Gough Whitlam.

For Speech Day, we all wore white frocks and a formal invitation card was sent to each family. 
Annual Sports Day was held at the Chatswood Oval. At the Annual fete, we again wore white 
dresses. The ordinary uniform was navy blue box pleats on a square yoke worn with black shoes 
and stockings. White, long-sleeved blouses with collar and school tie went with it. Compulsory 
wearing was the white panama hat and navy gloves. If you forgot your gloves, you received a 
‘detention’. At major examination time — the “Intermediate” and “Leaving” candidates 
exchanged goodluck charms. These were pinned in rows on the tunic yoke — rabbit’s feet, little



enamel pins and brooches and tiny bunches of plastic charms on coloured strings.
The 1932 Speech Day program bore a message at the bottom of the back page: “The School 

will re-open as Astraea on February 7th, 1933.” The headmistress, Miss Florian Elkington, took 
over on her own and moved with a small number of pupils to a house which had a studio in the 
back garden, possibly on the corner of Centennial Avenue and Whitton Road. It did not last very 
long after that.

The boarders’ house later became a Guest House for many years and bore the name “Astreae” 
on the front. As is usual today, both lovely old two-storeyed homes were eventually demolished to 
make way for home units. A Mobil service station occupies the land that was a spare block on the 
corner of the Highway and Centennial Avenue.

The former School’s Sports Ground still stands. The netball field is now the croquet ground 
alongside the railway line.

In the late 1920’s school excursions were almost unheard of So a trip to Jenolan Caves for 
about 19 pupils and 3 teachers was really an event. We went in a coach, complete with curtains 
at the windows and stopped for the usual photograph to be taken outside the Hartley Court 
House. Fashions of that day for the teachers were strap shoes, waistline at hip level, pudding 
basin hats with small brims worn well down over the eyes and top coats sporting fur on the 
collars and cuffs. At that time there was an active Old Girls’ Union which also ran a Dramatic 
Society. Many former pupils did very well. In the late 1930s one girl was Australia’s only woman 
woolclasser. Two I remember well, were in top positions in the Australian Museum and a large 
Advertising Agency. That would be nothing unusual today, but it was then.

Visiting teachers came to the school for Piano, Elocution, Physicitl Culture and Drawing 
lessons. School fees for day pupils aged 12 years and over were “Six pounds, sixteen shillings and 
sixpence” per term and about Thirty Pounds for boarders.

Close to the old Post Office in Victoria Avenue West there was a very nice Drapery shop. A 
member of the family married a kindergarten teacher from our school. AboveVhis shop, or just a 
little further along, the Misses Farley taught dressmaking. In more recent times, I hope 
somebody can recall the date when a man ran a homemade chocolate shop calleq “Gardenia”, in 
Victoria Avenue west. It was a wonderful place!



The Origin of The Chatswood District Centre 
Envisaged in 1948 by Mr. Hugh D. Robb, M.C., R.S 
A.M.I.E., F.A.P.I., andthe Centre’s History

Compiled by Lachlan C. McLean 
Special Award

Soon after the Second World War, when development, which had been at a standstill for over 6 
years, once again commenced, the State Government under the leadership of Premier Joe Cahill 
introduced legislation embodying the Town Planning and Development Act in 1946; this Act 
became operative in 1948.

Willoughby Council at this time had an Engineer, Mr. Hugh D. Robb, M.C., R.S., A.M.I.E., 
F.A.P.I., M.I.S., who was blessed with great foresight and saw a splendid future in Chatswood as 
the Centre of a District for the whole of the North Shore, extending from Crows Nest to Hornsby.

Hughie, as he was affectionately known to many, undertook a Town Planning course at 
Sydney University and when the Act was implemented, he was duly qualified for the envisaged 
position of Town Planner, the first on Willoughby Council, taking the dual position of Engineer 
and Town Planner.

In 1948, under the Mayor, Joe Bales, L.L.B., J.P., Hughie set in action his vision ofa majestic 
Chatswood District Centre.

Following upon a great deal of work, much in his own time, he produced an elaborate report 
accompanied by plans which were placed before Council. A copy of the original plan is attached. 
These were somewhat sceptically received by some Aldermen because of the magnitude of the 
scheme, others with sufficient foresight were enamoured with the scheme, generally the proposal 
was viewed favourably.

The author is the only surviving Alderman of that period and has a firsthand knowledge of and 
is conversant with the origin of a District Centre for Chatswood.

A brief resumé of this proposal was:
The Centre was designed to cover an area bounded on the north side by Victoria Ave., named 

after that Majestic Queen, and on the south side by the adjacent parallel thoroughfare, Albert 
Ave., named after her Consort, and extending from Neridah St. in the east to Dalton St. at the 
Railway Station on the western side.

An appropriate name for this centre and one in keeping with The Royal Tradition expressed 
above would be “ELIZABETH CENTRE”.

Within these confines was envisaged a landscaped garden setting for the whole area. Law 
Courts were to be included, a Police Station with Government Offices allied thereto. A Civic 
Centre with an Associated Reception Centre and a Postal Centre for the Northern District. A Bus 
Terminal for Chatswood Station was included with buses radiating to North, South, East and 
Westerly directions from this terminal. Some of these were to districts at that time undeveloped, 
but on the way, such as Frenchs Forest, Belrose, Northern Beaches, Ryde and north thereof, 
Hornsby and Hunters Hill. Whilst many of these were then bushland areas, his foresight has 
today, some 35 years later, become a reality, buses radiate to all these districts. The District 
Centre was to be beautified with lawns, ornamental trees, shrubs, flower beds with rest areas for



the residents and visitors. Departmental stores and associated shops were to be developed on the 
surrounding land by private enterprise. Residential development was to be maintained in the 
area surrounding the complex. On the whole it was a grandiose scheme, one worthy of the 
abounding districts and of considerable benefit to the North Shore in general.

In July 1951 the County of Cumberland District Planning Scheme incorporated Chatswood as 
a District Centre, one of 19 in all in the County of Cumberland.

This required Council to prepare plans to develop a business and commercial Centre for the 
surrounding districts. Various provisions were provided in the ordinances appertaining to such 
planning for setting up a Statutory Planning Road Committee including Aldermen of Council 
and business men under the leadership of Hughie Robb, Town Planner.

Council immediately set about acquiring land within the Centre’s confines; this comprised 
mainly land with occupied houses, many with nice gardens. The trees seen in the parking area 
between Anderson and Spring Streets are some remains of these and a reminder to older 
residents of the gardens that once thrived in the area.

Time marches on, it is not so long ago, in early 1900 that this and adjoining areas consisted of 
orchards and vegetable producing properties. That was how Orchard Road got its name.

Some of this land was readily acquired, other sections took time, the negotiations were drawn 
out. However, it is a credit to Council of that period that all the land, some of which was occupied 
with shops such as in the Dalton Street Orchard Road section, was acquired by negotiation, with 
one exception which had to ultimately be resumed.

The District Centre over this period of time having become well and widely known, became an 
attractive proposition for investment. Whilst Council was successful in being able to acquire a 
large area for Municipal purposes, much was lost to developers including that vital section on 
which was to have been the site for the Civic Centre, Law Courts, etc. The Personnel of Council, 
unfortunately from a point of view of planning, changes each term and the incoming Aldermen, 
not being conversant with the planning which had gone before, thereby lose trend of the 
envisaged proposals, so gradually those visions fade into the dim distant past. In the case of the 
District Centre it is a tremendous loss, because with such inspired vision and planning the 
Chatswood Centre could have been one of the show places of Australia, likened to the inspiring 
settings one sees in those majestic cities of Ottawa and Victoria, B.C. I am the only Alderman 
remaining from that period who is aware of this magnificent scheme with such potential and 
consequently am recording the details for posterity.

It took 19 years to have the plan finalised, it had to be approved and adopted by various bodies 
and following this lengthy delay, the Governor’s consent was finally obtained.

Early in 1960 the boundaries of the Centre were extended beyond those originally chosen 
because of the encroachment of other organisations into the area. The new extremities included 
the western side of the railway line to Pacific Highway, with Day Street in the north and Albert 
Avenue in the south. Help St. was included in the eastern extremity, all of which was embodied 
in the Cumberland County Plan.

In 1960, Alderman Laurie McGinty, M.B.E., L.L.B., became Mayor and immediately set 
about the task, in conjunction with Hughie Robb and the Council, of preparing a draft Planning 
Scheme in accordance with the Law at the time, for the whole of the Municipality of Willoughby 
and this included the District Centre.

The Mayor implemented a proposal to transpose Victoria Ave. into a Pedestrian Mall between 
the Railway and Archer Street.

The area immediately on the north side of Victoria Ave. between Anderson St. and Archer St. 
was embodied in the District Centre Proclamation.

Under a scheme evolved by the Developers the western side of the railway line was to be used



for business and commercial development, the eastern side to become the shopping complex 
area. All efforts by local residents and retail business interests to have the West side returned to 
retail development was of no avail, the commercial aspects continued.

During the period between 1956 and 1960 Grace Bros, acquired the land between Anderson 
and Victnicipality of Willoughby and this included the District Centre.

The Mayor implemented a proposal to transpose Victoria Ave. into a Pedestrian Mall between 
the Railway and Archer Street.

The area immediately on the north side of Victoria Ave. between Anderson St. and Archer St. 
was embodied in the District Centre Proclamation.

Under a scheme evolved by the Developers the western side of the railway line was to be used 
for business and commercial development, the eastern side to become the shopping complex 
area. All efforts by local residents and retail business interests to have the West side returned to 
retail development was of no avail, the commercial aspedium of a covered overhead vehicle and 
pedestrian bridge.

Prior to this, the residential proclamation covering that which was residential land had to be 
lifted and the land rezoned to enable Grace Bros, to build their shopping complex.

Under its ordinance Council has the power to decide the various uses to which land in the 
Municipality can be put and zone such land accordingly. These include Residential, Business, 
Industrial Open Space and special uses such as Public Buildings, Schools, etc.

Residential “A” provides for single unit dwelling houses only, not flats or home units, these 
come under Residential “B”. All zonings have to be approved by the Minister for Local 
Government, now classified as Minister for Planning and Environment. Existing zoning 
proclamations can be altered by Council making a recommendation to and seeking the approval 
of the Minister.

It is difficult to comprehend that in the short space of 30 years Chatswood has been converted 
from single unit dwellings to a massive development of business and commercial sites and is still 
growing.

The original Council Chambers and the Town Hall was now located in the enlarged District 
Centre and as Council of the day could readily perceive that the original proposal for a Civic 
Centre in the Spring-Anderson Streets area was no longer possible, a decision was agreed upon to 
abandon the Grandiose Scheme and in lieu thereof to develop a Civic Centre and Administrative 
Building on the existing Council owned land bordering the northern side of Victoria Ave. 
Consequently in Council’s Centenary Year of 1965 the land acquired for Municipal purposes 
between Spring and Anderson Streets was to be sold by auction. The sale eventually took place in 
1967 and realised $1.65 million, a collosal amount of money at that time. This was used to 
construct the Administrative Building and later, the Civic Halls. The former was opened by 
Mayor, Aid. L.F. McCinty, M.B.E., L.L.B. on 6th May 1967. The Civic Halls were opened by 
the Governor of N.S.W., Sir Roden Cutler, V.C., K.C.M.G., K.C.V.O., C.B.E., on 26th 
February, 1972.

The splendid Municipal Library followed 10 years later; it was built by Council from its 
library fund of $100,000 with a similar amount from Loans Funds. This facility has been greatly 
appreciated and is used extensively by all residents, it is a credit to Council. The library was 
opened by the Hon. J.B. Renshaw, M.L.A. on 4th September, 1977.

Whilst it is now 34 years since the Bus Terminal was first mooted the proposal has never been 
implemented despite representations by various bodies, the most prominent being the 
Chatswood West Ward Progress Association. This organisation made numerous requests to 
Council over the last 20 years to have the bus terminal constructed on land zoned as such and 
owned by Council, to remove buses standing in the main thoroughfares where they cause
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Lane Cove Road, Chatswood, under construction. 1922

Hammond’s Butcher shop, comer Moriarty Rd. Chatswood.



Chatswood Post Office, Victoria Ave. 1897.

“Pommy Lodge” as first Congregational and first church building in Willoughby 1871.



Hansom Cab Stand, Chatswood Station. (Note Picture show ads).

Broughton Road, Artarmon circa 1908.



Burley Griffin Incinerator — now a restaurant.

Chatswood Station: Early 1900s.



Fuller’s Bridge and Pavilion taken 1930s.

Hannaford’s: Produce Merchants, Oakville and Penshurst Sts. Willoughby.



Mowbray Chapel, re-erected as Holy Trinity, C of E Church, cnr Daliymple & Beaconsfield Rd. West Chatswood.

First Willoughby Town Hall, Victoria Ave, Chatswood, 1903.



“Laurelbank.” Willoughby Road.

Firemen aboard the new “Sandford” motor engine.



Original Northbridge shortly after construction.

School of Arts with date of 1910. Victoria Ave. Chatswood.



obstruction.
During the more recent years, pressure has been forthcoming to have the Pedestrian Mall 

constructed, some bus drivers have threatened to cease bringing their buses into what they term 
the horrific traffic at Chatswood.

During 1982 the Minister for Planning and Environment set up a Regional Planning 
Committee comprising representatives from Council, the relevant State Government Authorities, 
the business community and local Community Personnel to supervise the preparation of a 
Regional Environment Plan covering provisions to ensure that the Chatswood Town Centre 
Environment is designed to cater for the people who shop, work and live in the precincts.

Just prior to Christmas 1982, the section of Victoria Avenue between Victor and Anderson 
Streets was converted to a partial Pedestrian Mall. By that I mean it is not totally devoid of 
traffic as the full meaning implies it should be. Buses and taxis are still permitted to traverse the 
centre of this section, which is detrimental to the safety of pedestrians.

It is hoped that the aims and objectives of such planning will adequately meet the 
requirements of the Chatswood District Centre, the residents and all people associated with it.
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‘A Chatswood Pharmacy’

from a story by Mrs. Marjorie Pugh

My father, H.C. Price, established his pharmacy in 1906. He was the first chemist east of the 
Railway at Chatswood. Pharmacy really was “mortar and pestle” work in those days. There 
were very few pre-packaged medicines.

As a small child, with other family members, I remember helping to fill capsules with quinine, 
much in demand against the dreaded post-war influenza epidemic. Gauze masks for covering the 
nose were on sale in the pharmacy and I remember my brother and sister laughing at mine.

Dad used to advertise on the “Arcadia” picture theatre screen. One slide was for “Shoo-Skeet” 
— against mosquitoes — which caused much amusement. “Manicreme” was for hands, and 
another: “Price’s Presto Powders Pacify Pain.” Dad had a very inventive mind.

In 1921 “Price’s Buildings” were constructed with offices let for professional use on the 
western side. Comfortable living quarters for the family were on the eastern side extending over 
the two new shops built where the garden of the old house had been.

At the end of 1923, my father sold his property and business to Washington H. Soul Pattinson 
Ltd., to become General Manager to Hallam Ltd., Ghemists. We moved to Sutherland Road, 
close to the ‘bush’. Pattinsons later extended the pharmacy to the south, doing away with the 
dining room of the old residence.



‘The Good Old Days’

by M iss Phyllis Shepherd

When our family came to Chatswood the trams went to Balmoral, Milson’s Point and 
McMahon’s Point. Double lines terminated at the hotel at Willoughby. Then there was a single 
line to the Community Hospital where there was a loop line, then a single line from the Hospital 
to Chatswood Station.

One Thursday night, the tram at the Station was waiting for the tram to come up from the 
hospital. The driver thought that he would have a stroll around. But, the brakes on the tram 
began to slip, ever so slowly at first that no one noticed it moving. Being on a decline it began to 
gather speed. The tram from the Hospital reached Spring Street, when the driver of this tram 
realised the other was coming down, driverless. He stopped, shouted to everyone to get out 
quickly. They could only stand, watch and wait for the crash! Both trams were extensively 
damaged, but being empty, fortunately no one was hurt.

My family were hairdressers in Chatswood for more than twenty years. When we first came to 
the district, the price of a haircut for gentlemen was “one shilling and sixpence. Boys, one 
shilling. Ladies two and sixpence and girls one and sixpence.”

When the Second World War broke out, all the shops had to have the windows boarded up. 
Anyone of military age was called up — even people owning their own business. Some had to 
close down. Women were drafted into industry and factories, to release men wherever possible 
for military service. Our staff were called up, leaving my father on his own.

I began to help him in the “Gent’s Saloon” and thus became the only Lady Barber in 
Chatswood, and, I think, on the North Shore.



Extract from:

‘‘Childhood Reminisceiices ■

by Ida Bennett

My memories go back to the last half of the first World War. Big “Welcome” signs and flags 
always decorated the homes of folk who were welcoming back their loved ones. I clearly 
remember the Peace March of all the returned men in the district. They marched the length of 
Victoria Avenue from the Station to Penshurst Street. The footpaths were lined with flag-waving 
children and their parents, calling out as familiar faces went past.

For those folk to know and admire Beauchamp Park, with its well tended and colourful 
gardens, its shrubs, trees and green grass, it will be hard to visualise it as it was sixty or more 
years ago.

It was an area of natural bushland, surrounded by a wooden rail fence to keep out straying 
horses. It was just a gradual slope of large old gum trees, some still showing charred trunks from 
bushfires of many, many years ago. There was no grass, only what we children called ‘tussocks’ 
— clumps of long, brown reed-like grass. There was no sports oval, that didn’t come until the 
1920s. A narrow path meandered through the Park. A small creek ran through the lower area 
and it had a tiny wooden bridge crossing it, which vanished when the creek was piped 
underground.

Where the new Chatswood Chase complex is now there used to be a large flower market 
garden, owned by Mr. Gates. This had a large stormwater channel running through it which 
used to run a banker in heavy weather. Evenutally it ended up in Middle Harbour as Scott’s 
Creek. This Creek was the original source of water for the Tanneries in the Willoughby, High 
Street area.

Mashman’s Pottery chimney was quite a landmark and was always used as an indicator of 
wind direction. When a ‘southerly buster’ came roaring in, the smoke from the coal-burning 
furnaces beat low and straight in the direction of our home. Down would come the windows!



‘Growing Up in W illoughby’

by C. Bray

Father had a nursery and was home most of the time growing plants and flowers for the 
Chatswood shop. My early days were spent following him around the garden asking questions 
which meant that I knew most of the names of plants before I started school. I also knew where to 
find lizard eggs, click beetles, bombardier beetles and all kinds of other interesting things to a 
little boy.

The house had no electricity and we used kerosene lamps until one day the house was wired 
and we had lights. Lots of people about the area had gas lights at that time. The ‘front’ street was 
a dirt track in front of paddocks which belonged to Owen’s Tannery and remained so until after 
World War Two.

Owen’s Tannery was a source of amusement for the kids and we used to ride the rail trucks 
sometimes at weekends. The main attraction was the big mounds of tan bark. The idea was to get 
two wooden barrel staves, nail a seat and footrest at either end, rope reins and toboggan down 
them. Our poor mothers must have been long suffering as we must have smelled like a 
bootmaker’s shops!

Early every morning Mr. Swan used to drive a flat-top cart laden with leather, drawn by a 
team of draught horses to town. He went via Milson’s Point Punt and trudged back again at 
night with raw skins and materials for the tannery. The horses were kept in the paddocks 
opposite home. These paddocks used to produce mushrooms at times and during the blackberry 
season, lots of pickers came for the berries. Blackberry pie and jam was a way of life.

At the present site of the gasometer, a Mr. Stevenson had a quarry. A stone-crusher produced 
building sand and foundation stones were carted away in drays pulled by draught horses.

Around about Castlecove golf course was all bush. There was a spring bubbling out of the 
ground before the clubhouse, with waterholes to cool off in on hot summer days. We knew every 
cave and track in the bush and spent a lot of time there. The caves were always called by names 
we had given them. One was “Rocky Joe” . He was a character who lived in the bush opposite 
“Killarney” Point where the ferryboat brought picnickers at weekends.

Trolleys and racing cars made from beat out corrugated iron, without parental interference, 
could be safely raced down the streets with a lookout for cars at the end of the street. Cars were 
few and far between. In later years we produced canoes sealed with pitch from the roadmen and 
also made from corrugated iron. These canoes were carried by us to Roseville Bridge area, over 
the bushtrack, now Rosebridge Road.



At Echo Farm we got leaves for our silkworms from the mulberry trees. Money was not very 
important to us, no one had much to spend and we made our own fun which didn’t cost anything. 
When the Depression hit, we used to watch the gangs of men making Eastern Valley Way, which 
eventually became overgrown with casuarina trees until years later it became what it is today.

The early days for kids were happy ones. On looking back, times were not always easy for our 
parents. After leaving school, jobs were not easy to obtain. Employers were demanding, but that 
was the way of life. And so, we grew up in Chatswood.



“Chatswood in the 1920s”

by Cyril Bray

In 1923 I started school at Chatswood Superior Public School. How well I remember that first 
day at kindergarten. My elder sister enrolled me and we sang “Once there was a Princess” with 
appropriate actions!

My family lived down the end of Victoria Avenue on the edge of the bush and we had a florist 
shop in Chatswood — No. 396 Victoria Avenue — a number which now graces the portals of 
Wool worths.

Later down near Spring Street was a chemist, then a softgoods shop run by a Mrs. Finlayson 
and her daughter Ailsa. Then Mr. Hogarth had a drapery and the Watson family had a shoe 
repair business, with father and sons working together. On the corner of Anderson Street was a 
grocer’s shop. On the other corner was a wine bar, then Hughes’ Music Store and Mr. Ernie Hill 
a hairdresser. He used to stand outside his shop in slack moments and whistle tunes which 
ranged from opera to music hall ditties. Next door, Mr. Meek had a ‘deli’ with a slogan: ‘Meeks 
for Mild Bacon.” Mr. Favilaro had a fruit shop and then came my father’s shop with the sign: 
“Bray, Seedsman and Florist.”

Our neighbour was Mr. Jimmy Burrell, a Watchmaker and Jeweller. He used to work in the 
window with a glass held in one eye which fascinated the kids going back and forth to school. He 
was a Scot and as my mother related, marched up and down the Avenue playing the bagpipes 
when Armistice was declared in 1918.

A Mr. Maudson had a shoe shop next door, then the A.B.C. Bank on the corner of Victor 
Street. I used to take the banking books and give them to the teller when Mother couldn’t leave 
the shop. As was the custom in those days, banking personnel were not supposed to look as if they 
were making too much money. So this gentleman had an old suit coat on, with ragged sleeves and 
collar, which he wore for many years. Eventually the front was ripped down showing all the 
stiffening and lining! The bank went out of existence some time later. I think it was a merger and 
the fate of the teller remains untold.

Around the corner in Victor Street, a Mr. Waldron had a Produce Store where we used to buy 
chaff and feed for the chooks, and our horse which used to pull the cart. Again in Victoria Avenue 
Witchells had a big shop full of drapery and manchester and Moran and Cato’s had a grocery 
shop with a big long counter.

Going down the other side there was the Hotel, a bank and on to Dr. McLean’s home. This 
was on a double-fronted block of land, with a croquet lawn fronting Victoria Avenue, opposite 
our shop. We used to peep through the fence and watch the ladies playing croquet on the lawn. 
Every week or so, tramway men would come in an ancient “Jumping Jack” tram and scoop out 
mud from the sump near the tramrail and pile it on the road to be picked up with a horse and 
cart. They would break a piece of bush from Dr. McLean’s trees and poke it in the top to warn 
people it was there.



Then there was a Chemist Shop, Miss Rainbird’s Newsagency, (where I collected “Chick’s 
Own Comic”), and over Anderson Street, Fisher’s Bakery near the Town Hall, had a delicious 
cake shop at the front. The School of Arts was always a mystery to me! I knew it had a library 
and a hall to let, but whatever other activities went on, were unknown to me.

Back at Chatswood Station, there was no ramp, and the hansom cabs had a rank there. Also 
there was a carriage with a hood, and a pair of horses pulled from Roseville Station to 
Chatswood, if required. The trams had a loop line so they could stand side by side and park extra 
trams. Kids were a menace ‘scaling’ the moving trams and dodging the conductor.

The Infants’ School time soon passed and how well I remember being allowed to use pen and 
ink for the first time before going up to the Primary!

Being from a family of florists, I always took great bunches of flowers for the classroom. So did 
lots of other kids from home gardens. We always seemed to have well-stocked classroom vases. 
For my part, I was so used to carting bunches of flowers to the shop, delivering wreaths to 
funerals that it was just a way of life and not ‘sissy’.

School days at Chatswood hold happy memories. Gordon Road, in front of the school, was a 
rough affair. One day, steam shovels came and tore up the road and loaded up big steam trucks 
with solid wheels, and made what is now the Pacific Highway.

Steam trucks reminds me of Millers and Brawn’s Coal Trucks taking coal to the Gas 
Company. They were large, with big chain drives to the wheels, a chimney like a stubby steam 
roller and a black-faced driver with white eyes sitting next to a couple of bags of coke or coal, 
sweating along to the destination.

Chatswood School had new buildings on a lower level and it was a big day when some V.I.P. 
laid the foundation stone with a trowel. (The V.I.P. was Sir Dudley de Chair, Governor of 
N.S.W. and the year, 1928. Ed.)

Having lived in Chatswood for sixty-six years and seeing all the changes and my old 
schoolmates, now Senior Citizens, I wonder if they still remember as vividly as I do, the 
Chatswood of yesteryear — the embryo of the present throbbing, seething business centre it has 
now become. And, do they spare a thought for all the small people whose combined efforts have 
made it as we see it today?



Brackley College

from a story told by Mrs. lima Taylor to Mrs. Beryl Costin

Choose a quiet time to stroll down Victoria Avenue, Chatswood, pausing opposite the Civic 
Centre where Centre Point looks down on you through its glass facade.

A few years ago, a nursery supplied plants for our gardens from there. Further back in time 
Miss Taylor remembers a cottage on the site. It was behind a fence painted cream and it had 
bright red hibiscus flowers in the front garden.

The young lima entered the front doorway and admired the pretty blue glass in the doorway. 
But there was no time to stop and stare. Brackley College had begun its day.

The school first opened its doors to pupils about 1909, and conducted by Miss Eleanor 
Cranston, assisted by her mother and aunt. A year later lima Taylor became a pupil. Schooldays 
were happy, and lifelong friendships made. This was the era of staging “tableaux” . lima can 
remember that during the early days of the First World War being dressed as “Belgium” in a 
presentation depicting Britain and her Allies.

The school moved several times to Anderson Street, Albert Avenue and Archer Street. When 
Miss Cranston married in 1916, the school closed. But, for all its short life, Brackley College 
remains a fond memory for those who attended.
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Mr. Leaf e’s store Penshurst St. Willoughby 1895

First tram car at Chatswood Railway Station, 1908



Anderson Street and ‘conveyance’, 1921/22.

Comer, Victoria Ave. and Orchard Rd. 1920s.



Construction of Pacific Highway outside Chatswood Public School.

A.J. Benjamin’s store. Victoria Ave.-West side, early 1900s.



open-air “Dreadnought” Theatre. Victoria Avenue. — 1915.

Constructions of Gore Hill Park. 1934



The Good Old Days 41



from Mrs. I. Taylor’s story

In the early days of tradesmen calling, the personal touch was a happily accepted way of life. 
The grocer called once a week and the milkman called twice daily. On a special afternoon each 
week he called to be paid.

Our breadcarter was special. He worked for “Gartrell’s” whose shop was opposite the Public 
School on the southern corner of the Pacific Highway and Thomas Street. The baker’s basket 
held quite a big variety of loaves and on some days he brought miniatures of them, which were a 
great treat. In 1916, my brother caught scarlet fever. He recovered but this carter, a family man 
himself, was disturbed by my brother’s frail appearance. He persuaded my mother that life on 
the open road would be ideal for a convalescent. So, with a cut lunch, a very thrilled small boy 
embarked daily on his horse-drawn cure!

Seventy years ago the postman was much more involved with the people on his run. He came 
twice daily and on Saturday mornings. He seemed always to arrive at about the same time so 
that ‘waiting for the postman’ was a small, happy interlude; Of course he blew his whistle all the 
way along the street. Most were very fond of children and always happy to stop and have a little 
talk. Postcards were very popular. Those posted in the City in the morning would be delivered 
that same afternoon. In this way a neighbour used to be able to tell his wife if he was going to be 
late for dinner that night!

Towards evening, the lamplighter would come around, sometimes on a bicycle and pull on the 
street lights. This was within a few yards of Chatswood Railway Station.



The Great Northern Hotel Ck>rner

from Mrs. Phyllis Birch

The Great Northern Hotel was a favourite watering-hole for carters. There was a horse trough 
there and it was a great attraction for us kids to be able to pat the horses tethered there. Just past 
the hotel was a farrier’s yard and we used to peer through the fence at the anvils, the fires and the 
farrier, to watch the horses being shod. The farrier’s yard was fenced with corrugated iron. When 
coming home from school, it was ‘rulers out’, when you came to Hammond’s Butcher Shop, just 
before the farrier’s. Then it was to run along the iron with a great clacking for the entire length of 
the fence!

I was told years later, that the farrier stopped shoeing between 3.30 p.m. and 4 p.m., until the 
kids had gone on home, because the noise frightened the horses and he’s had some nasty kicks! Of 
course, we didn’t think of that.

Extract from:-

“Down Memory Lane” — from the Leeder family:- 

“The Big Explosion”;
“Early one morning in A.J. Benjamin’s Store, one of our friends was killed and many plate glass windows 

were smashed to smithereens as the huge column of black smoke rose higher and higher above the shops like a 
towering inferno. We were so scared to walk to school past this area lest another explosion should occur that our 
mother walked the mile to school with us to see us safely there.”



Some Local Shops: 1920-1940

from Mrs. L. Sullivan

Between World Wars One and Two, Lane Cove Road, Chatswood (now the Pacific Highway) 
near Mowbray Road, was a small but thriving shopping centre. Anything from a needle almost 
to an anchor could be purchased. This was due in part that there were fewer cars and buses and 
people walked considerable distances to shop in the area. There was free home delivery, but the 
shops also provided a social outlet for the housewives to have a chat to the shopkeepers and other 
customers.

There were the Hammond Brothers, Butchers, then Jarman’s the Blacksmith, then Neville’s 
produce store. Potatoes, pollard, wheat and chaff were stored in great metal-lined bins against 
the walls. Two adjoining shops were Vanzella’s Fruit Shop and Johnson’s Grocery Store.

Further along was a timber yard and a garage. The garage with its handworked petrol pumps, 
was forced to close as the highway became busier. The timber yard was busy all day, sawing 
timber for the new homes being built on the fringes of the area. Three single-storied shops: 
Henley’s, the hairdresser, Barrow’s Ham and Beef and Walsh’s, the paper shop.

Of course, on the corner of Mowbray Road was the Great Northern Hotel where the coal truck 
drivers from Newcastle slaked their thirst after their long drive. As well, many of the local 
characters did too — Barney, the Irishman, “Toey” — who was missing a few toes, and Old 
Harry, who usually fell into his cart and left his horse to find the way home — a practice which 
eventually got him killed!



‘Shopping in the 1920s’

by H .R . Bryant

I was born in a house in Jenkins Street Chatswood. At the age of seven or thereabouts, it was 
not unusual for me to go shopping alone by cutting through Western Park across Gordon Road 
and so to the shops on Chatswood’s western side.

Turning into the “Avenue” on the left hand side, I can recall Wilson’s Saddlery with all types 
of leather goods including harnesses, riding crops for the horses and sulkies which were still to be 
seen on the roads: Horn’s Butchery, where a cherubic Mr. Horn used to offer me a penny to 
speak to him. Water ran down his window holding the bracken fern in place. Drawing pictures 
on the floor in the sawdust was quite fun if you had to wait long. Then the wonders of Benjamins 
and almost getting lost in all the departments. Mother would buy gloves, perching her elbow on a 
velvet pad while the sales girl fitted the gloves, stretching the fingers with a special glove 
stretcher. All parcels were tied up with brown paper and string, expertly snapped without losing 
the forefinger!

Further towards the Station there was a building, set back, which reeked of cloves — the 
Dentist! Next to him was Parle’s Chemist Shop. In his window two enormous glass-topped 
bottles filled most of the space. One was filled with green liquid, the other with red. In my 
youthful ignorance I imagined all his medicines were made with these liquids! A light shone from 
behind and the contents assumed magical elixir proportions.

Next to Parle’s was a Ham and Beef Shop complete with fly screened partition between the 
customer and the owners. However, a little window was pushed up to pass out the purchase 
when completed. The people who owned it in those days were the Piries — they always looked as 
if they had been freshly starched! A little on from there was the Japanese Laundry emitting steam 
as well as Eastern smells.

From the Pacific Highway, down on the other side of the road — “Chatswood House”. It was 
an early version of a modern Milk Bar: sodas, icecreams, chocolates, plus a small library. Further 
down Victoria Avenue was the Arcadia Theatre with the ‘silents’ and the orchestra playing the 
William Tell Overture in the Pit. The floors were bare in those days with just a ‘runner’ down the 
aisles.

Further down was John Davies, the Barber. This you could recognise by the twirling red and 
white Barber’s Pole outside and the smell of tobacco coming from the interior. Here, Mr. Davies 
used to cut my thin red hair, terrifying the daylights out of me by seating me on a box on a 
barber’s chair, covered with an enormous white cloth and producing a taper, lighting it and 
singeing my hair. This reputedly thickened thin hair, but it scared me stiff! However, even as a 
child I knew that Mr. Davies was Rudolph Valentino in disguise — everyone said so! There was a 
toy shop which had a great selection of dolls, marbles, train sets, cricket bats and so on. “Look, 
but not too much touching” was the order of the day in there. Then there was the Memorial Hall 
and the Post Office.



To cross “over the line” was quite an adventure in itself. Many times I stood on top of the 
overpass waiting for the steam engine and carriages to pass underneath, only jumping aside to 
avoid the cinders at the last moment. Such a belching frightening apparition rushing towards you 
was one of the day’s big highlights.

Down the hill a bit to Boden’s the Drapers. I well remember stiff Mrs. Boden with a pencil in 
her hair sitting aloft in a “Crow’s Nest” while Mr. Boden plied the children with Minties. 'When 
a purchase was paid for, the money was sent up to Mrs. Boden in the nest, by putting a container 
and a tear-drop wooden handle pulled and it ran on wires up to her — a veritable miracle!

Mcllwraths, the grocers, had a sawdust floor and the white-aproned grocer slid around the 
place putting the sugar or whatever into a brown paper bag with a scoop, weighing it, then 
twisting the corners of the bag by swinging it over and over. Why the bag never broke, I don’t 
know — it often did when I tried it!



‘‘Reflections’

by Jean McLaughlin

I was two weeks old when my mother brought me to live in Johnson Street, Chatswood and I 
am happy to be living there still — in a home unit less than a hundred yards from my original 
home.

We resided in a cottage in the western, tree-lined section of the street. The Kurrajong trees 
were planted at the initiative of the late Professor Sir John Peden and the late Mr. Thomas 
Strudwick. Both these gentlemen lived in Johnson Street. Today, Sir John’s grandson with his 
wife and family, live in the old home. Sir John was Dean of the Faculty of Law at the University 
of Sydney and President of the Legislative Council in N.S.W for a record term. Every house on 
both sides of that street block was given a tree planted in front of it. The majority of those trees 
are still standing today.

My father visited friends in Chatswood regularly when he was in his teens in the early part of 
the century. He used to tell us that, at the time, if you hit a cricket ball into the air in Johnson 
Street in the direction of the railway station, it would not hit any obstacle on the way.

We had a happy childhood, attending the Public School, crossing the Gordon Road 
unaccompanied by an adult, with no traffic problems at all.

A happening from those days which stands out in my mind was a boiler explosion of some kind 
within the department store of A.J. Benjamin Ltd., in upper Victoria Avenue. It took place in 
school hours. Clouds of black smoke billowed around following a thunderous sound of the 
explosion. The smoke filled the air over a large area. To our eight-year old minds the explosion 
was a major world event and a talking point around Chatswood for days.

Well known in Chatswood was Mowbray House Boys’ School, in Mowbray Road. The 
headmaster was Mr. Lance Bavin, brother of Sir Thomas Bavin, one time premier of N.S.W. 
This school closed down some years ago and the gracious ivy-covered building and complete site 
was taken over by the Sydney County Council. The chapel was moved to Beaconsfield Road 
where it stands today, intact, as an Anglican Church known as Holy Trinity Mowbray.

St. Paul’s Anglican Church in Fullers Road deserves its place in Chatswood’s history. In the 
early thirties, the first Church of England Young People’s Fellowship in Sydney, was formed 
there. In 1955, a new church constructed of beautiful Hawkesbury sandstone replaced the 
original one which had stood for more than fifty years, was dedicated. The stained-glass windows 
at the northern end were the gift of Mr. Cliff. Clucas a previous resident of Fullers Road for many 
years. This church has known eminent Sydney men as its parishioners, including Sir Marcus 
Loane, former Archbishop of Sydney and Bishop Clive Kerle, a Bishop of Sydney and later 
Armidale. Both spent their boyhood years in Chatswood.



Saturday afternoons are keenly remembered, residing so close to the Oval. Cricket in the 
summer and Rugby in the winter. In the thirties, the Gordon Club also acquired two baseball 
teams — a Major League and Minor League teams. The play was of high standard and exciting 
to watch. The Oval and surrounding park have changed little and the fine old trees are still 
standing on the outskirts. The stately marble memorial to the Boer War soldiers erected at the 
southern end of the park was later moved and is now appropriately in the Garden of 
Remembrance on the eastern side of the Railway Station.

May Chatswood prosper in future years and retain many of its charms which have meant so 
much in the past. Chatswood has served us well.



‘The Fuller’s Road Story”

by Hilda Howe

I remember when the last house in Fullers Road was a two-storey home owned by the Clucas 
family. From there on, the only way to the Lane Cove River was by a track through the bush. 
Another house adjacent to the Clucas home was one occupied by the Fuller family after whom 
the road was named. Edgar Street was also named after one of the sons of the Fuller family.

It was an important event when the “new” road, as it was known for quite a time, became a 
reality. This road led down to the Lane Cove River and the Fuller’s Bridge was erected at that 
time. This new road became Millwood Avenue.

When I first came to Chatswood I lived in Edgar Street and walked through the bush to 
Gordon Road, now the Pacific Highway, on my way to school. It was necessary to use a 
Hurricane Lamp when you went out at night. Of course, there was no bus service then. Later my 
family moved to Albert Avenue, still on the western side of the railway line and the steam trains. 
My father started a carrying business with a horse and cart and ended up with a fleet of trucks on 
contract to the Willoughby Council.

Next door to the old Fire Station, Mr. Snell ran a blacksmith’s shop on the highway. There 
was a horse trough at the top of Albert Avenue and nearby was a saddler’s shop. At the corner of 
Thomas Street and the Highway there was Gartrell’s Bakery and further down was the Iceworks.

On the corner of the Pacific Highway and Victoria Avenue, there was a Hotel, where the 
Commonwealth Bank now stands — but it was closed as it was considered too close to the Public 
School. Then it became Mr. Prendergast’s Confectionery — “Chatswood House” . A few doors 
down was Ball’s Garage and a Fruit and Vegetable shop run by Mr. Rudd. Very important in 
those days in Victoria Avenue west was Benjamins, the only department store in Chatswood. 
Close to the store was the Methodist Church. It was later moved to its present site, later to 
become the Uniting Church. Mr. Parle’s Chemist shop was there and also Radfords, the 
Butchers for a very long time.



'Memories o f Willoughby: 1908-1931’

byN . Chaffer

In 1908 my parents, Neal and Agnes Bentley moved from Crows Nest to the fast-growing 
suburb of Willoughby. My father was a builder and had constructed a number of houses in the 
area including two Federation-style houses in Laurel Street near Hollywood Crescent. He also 
built our neat weatherboard house, Number 82 Laurel Street, between Ward and Wallace 
Streets, which was my home for the next 23 years.

Two of my earliest memories after moving to Willoughby were: a visit to George’s Heights to 
see the “Great White Fleet” coming in through the Sydney Heads in 1908 and seeing Halley’s 
Comet in 1910. In this year I turned five and started at Willoughby Public School. At the end of 
that year I won a prize — a nursery rhyme book for “General Improvement!” Willoughby 
School was only small in those days. It had about 300 pupils. The Headmaster Mr. Lyle, lived in 
a large two-storey house at the eastern end of the school ground where the High School building 
now stands.

I walked to school each day, as well as home at lunchtime, taking a short cut across a paddock 
on the south-western corner of Laurel and Penshurst Streets. There were tracks through the 
ti-tree scrub and on one occasion a stick-insect landed on my beret and I ran screaming all the 
way home. On wet days we often took refuge from the rain in Mr. Canning’s large blacksmith’s 
shed on the corner of Laurel Street. It was really only an excuse to watch the horses being shod.

When I was seven, tragedy befell our family. In 1912 my father died and was buried at Gore 
Hill Cemetery. My mother had a very hard struggle to rear three children on very little money, 
but in spite of many hardships we were a happy family. She had to do sewing, laundry and 
ironing jobs and make jam, in order to make a little extra income.

It was a very friendly community and I knew so many children at the School and at the two 
Sunday Schools I attended — the Congregational and the Methodist. It was rather like a small 
country town where everyone knew everyone. We all knew “Freddie the Lamplighter” who came 
around each evening to light the gas lamps in the streets with a long hooked pole — and Mr 
Huggett the Postmaster. Midway along Oakville Road, about where the Primary School is today, 
Mr. Knowles had his bootmaker’s shop. Mr. Smoothey, the plumber lived in Ward Street and in 
one of the houses my father built at the eastern end of Laurel Street, lived Mr. Gilles, the furrier. 
For many years I wore a three-quarter rabbit coat that he had made.

Directly north of our house in Laurel Street were market gardens owned by a Chinaman 
named Gum Lee. My sister and I were often sent to Gum Lee’s to buy vegetables and we had to 
cross a small watercourse to reach the gardens. Lettuce cost threepence and Gum Lee always put 
the money in his ear!

Between Cannings and the smithy on the corner of Penshurst Street was a tiny two-roomed 
cottage owned by “Old Sol” and his wife. They were dark people, probably from Tonga and 
sometimes we were invited to a concert evening at their place and we had hymn singing.



I knew all the tanning families: the Forsyths, the Broomhams, George Challis, the Oberns and 
Chaffers. The Oberns came from Melbourne and lived on the comer of Crabbes Avenue and 
High Street. They were the only family I knew who had a tennis court. Mr. Obem was a good 
player. The Chaffers built their large home on the corner of High Street and Victoria Avenue. 
When my mother went along to do ironing for Mrs. Chaffer we went to the Oberns to play tennis. 
We went to the “Royal” Theatre and sometimes we walked to the “Dreadnought” in 
Chatswood. It had an earth floor and was partly open-air. By the end of a session the floor was 
covered with peanut shells. Nellie Coffey was a friend who lived in the large house in Mowbray 
Road, now known as Windsor Gardens. I loved going there to play because the house seemed like 
a castle compared with our simple little cottage.

It was an exciting day for the children when the fire alarm rang. Mostly there were scrub fires 
along Edinburgh Road. The fire hose was on a reel on wheels which was usually pulled by four 
men. It was kept in the fire station in Laurel Street, now the Arts Centre. The children would 
follow the fire reel for miles and my mother often became very worried when my brother did not 
return for some hours.

At last the time came (about 1918) when I had to leave Willoughby School to go to the 
Chatswood Superior Public School to do my Qualifying Certificate. I walked to the school for 
two years, then I went to Greenwood School at North Sydney.



‘Memories o f Northbridge’

by Marjorie Reed

My first memories of Northbridge were in 1924 when we crossed the Harbour by ferry to 
Milson’s Point and caught the tram to the Northbridge terminus which was adjacent to the 
Northbridge Public School.

Except for a few houses down towards Sailors Bay, the area was mostly bush with many birds 
and wildflowers. Honeyeaters came into our garden and they built a nest in one of the native 
trees. This consisted of pieces of my hair which I used to brush outside in the garden!

In 1923-4 Radio Station 2FC erected housing, masts and transmitting equipment in 
Edinburgh Road, Castlecrag when their studio was in Farmer’s Building in Sydney. This was in 
operation until about 1929 when the transmitter was moved up to Pennant Hills.

Warner’s dairy occupied the area where the Northbridge Bowling Clubs have been built. One 
day, five or six cows got out of their paddock at the Outpost and wandered along Kameruka 
Road, so I drove them back to their paddock. The next day the milkman brought me a jar of 
cream for a present.

The present Eastern Valley Way was built in the 1930s. Originally the street was called Eric 
Street and finished up in the gully near Warner’s Paddock. There were Chinamen’s gardens near 
there and we used to buy vegetables from them.

The baths at Sailors Bay were built near some boatsheds and these were favourite places for 
the new families coming to live in the district. Working bees of local and Progress Association 
members built a rock wall at the water’s edge at Clive Park to make a small wading pool for 
children. Many picnics took place there and on the sandy beach. Water colour artists used to sit 
with their easels painting the scenery.



‘Memories of Boundary Street’

Extract from: Mrs. R. Nicholls

I  well remember arriving at the age o f five at our new home in Boundary Street 
in a black hansom cab on a grey drizzly day. The house had a high privet hedge 
in front, large garden and backyard and a tennis court surrounded by fru it trees. 
The area was perfect fo r  children. The bush was only one house away fo r cubby 
houses and a track to Middle Harbour for picnics.

M y mother was a devoted naturalist. M y brothers and I  loved to go with her at 
weekends down near the old tannery, armed with Amy Mack’s Bush Calendar 
to identify birds and native flowers. She was also a great hush walker and on 
one epic occasion when my youngest brother was only five, the whole fam ily  
walked to Brookvale! This entailed walking a mile to Smith’s boatshed on 
Middle Harbour, M r. Smith rowing us across to the French’s Forest side and 
all trudging along the road past the soldier’s settlement to reach Brookvale in 
the late afternoon. Then we caught a tram to Manly, ferry to the Quay and the 
train to Roseville and the long walk home from the station. A day to stay in the
memory /



Notes on N A R E M B U R N  
by an unknown writer;

After I  firs t came to Sydney about 1923, my mother decided to come from the 
country to make a home for my brother (already working on the railway) and 
myself She decided on Narembum.

The firs t night we arrived we experienced a ‘southerly buster’. As lots o f the 
streets around were not paved at that time, the dust was terrible.

Quite close to our place was Foster’s Dairy where Channel Nine now stands. It 
was a steep scrubby hill and not much foodfor the cattle. It was quite the usual 
thing to hear someone calling the cows up at 4 a.m. to be milked.

I  went fo r walks around the district, keen to explore my new surroundings. I  
firs t saw the Northbridge Suspension Bridge from what is now Hallstrom 
Park. This then was bushland. It had two streams (now stormwater channels) 
which converged at Flat Rock and created quite a good waterfall after heavy 
rain. The shopping centre o f  Narembum was quite small in those days, and the 
residents were sorry to lose half o f  it in later years when the new Warringah 
Expressway was built.



SN IPPETS from M iss M . Thomson:

In early Chatswood:

“Cattle roamed the streets. Sometimes we had to move a sleeping cow or horse 
from in front o f  the gate before you could get in!”

Armistice Night (1918): “Children roamed the streets belting kerosene cans or 
anything else that would make a loud noise!”

“Children were lined up every Saturday night fo r a dose o f liquorice powder 
(ugh!) and your hair kerosened for vermin.”

On Medicines: M rs. Ivy Asprey remembers the weekly dose o f Castor 
O il —  followed by a cup o f tea. For years after she was married, she 
couldn’t drink tea!

Mrs. Asprey also records that: “ M y father’s brother, W illiam  
W ilson was the first one who started the open air pictures in the 
North Sydney O val. T hen  he cam e out to the corner o f M owbray  
Road and W illoughby Road. H e built the “Dreadnought T heatre” 
in V ictoria A venue, Chatswood. It was also open air. H e ran that 
for years and years and lived on the corner o f Archer and V iolet 
Streets, C hatsw ood.”

T H E  C O R N E R  LO LLY  SH O P: T he weekly “ Penny to Spend” 
on:-

“ Silver Sam m ies” , “ N ifties” , “ Squill C andy” , “ K urls” , “ M usk  
Sticks” , “A niseed B alls” , “ H um bugs” , pink “C hew ing Blocks” , 
“ G um balls” (or ‘Gobstoppers!)
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