ARNCLIFFE SHOPS IN THE 1940’s
And the Neighbours who visited them

By Alan Russell

We lived at 5 Eve Street Arncliffe, and the nearest shop was a TYLERS General Store, on the

corner of West Botany Street and Kyle Street, at the top of Eve Street.

| can remember buying milkshakes there, which we had to drink in the shop, with a straw in
an aluminium container that the milk shake was made up in. No glass or cup was provided.

Less washing up by Mr. Tyler? | think it cost sixpence.

Further up Wickham Street on the left hand side, was a Butchers shop. Next to the Butchers
shop was a Motor Bike Repair yard. There were always motor bikes, and parts of them, in the
front yard. At the top of Wickham Street, on the right hand side, on the corner of Princes

Highway, was a Service Station. Owned by Mrs Watson, who did the work on the cars.

On the left hand side of Wickham Street was a Fish and Chip shop. Around the corner on the
Princes Hwy, was a Ham and Beef shop, owned by Mr Bartells, where you had to pass your
money under a fly screen. And you were given your goods under the same screen, before it

was closed on you. To keep the flies out of his shop.

Further up Princes Hwy. was a Barber shop; a Newspaper shop; and Mrs Aubrey’s Ice Cream
shop. Then there was a Bridge over Princes Hwy. which was never used by us, because you

had to walk 100 yards to reach it. It was easier to just walk across Princes Hwy. to the Arncliffe



Hotel, on the opposite corner of Forest Road. When you walked past the Arncliffe Hotel, you

could smell the “Hops”.

The State School kids, who lived on the WEST side of the Hwy. used the Bridge. But the Catholic

School exit came out onto Forest Road. So they walked along that street.

Up Forest Road there was the Catholic Primary School playground; the Catholic Church; the
Convent; and the Catholic Primary School. We used to kick a football across the School
playground, and when it went over the fence onto forest Road, Mr. Kelly, the Caretaker, would

kindly fetch it for us.

Opposite the school was Mulligan’s General Store. He had a guaranteed business with the
school, supplying the students with their lunches. He would take orders at play-lunch time,
and the money, and supply the lunches in a brown paper bag, with the Student’s name on it
at lunch time. Mainly on Mondays, when families only had ‘stale’ ingredients from the week

before. No shops were open on Sundays in those days.

Next to Mulligans was Adam’s Fruit Store. Gerry and Max Adams went to MBH School Kogarah
with me, and played Rugby League in the MBK Old Boys Team with me. And we WON that

Competition.

Further up Forest Road, over the Rail Line Bridge, was the Presbytery (where | used to deliver
milk free for the Parish Priest). And further up Forest Road was the Roslyn Hospital on one side

and the Fire Brigade Station on the other side.



Opposite the Presbytery was Gordon Elly Haberdashery, where Wife Anne worked as a

Secretary. Gordon had several Travelling Salesmen on his staff.

There were several shops in Firth Street, which ran down to the Arncliffe Railway Station.
Including a Newsagent; and Teddy Hopkins Haberdashery Shop. Teddy supplied the lighting

for the CYO Concerts free of charge.

Further down Firth Street were: - The Post Office; Doctor Smith’s Surgery; (who operated on
me on TWO occasions — one at 1 week old, when | nearly died of the RH Factor. And then at
14 Y.0. for a Hernia); a Pharmacy; a Ham and Beef shop; then just 100 yards away, another
Pharmacy viz; Spora’s Pharmacy, on the corner of Belmore Street and Firth Street. | remember
Spora’s Pharmacy very well. As follows: -The Chinese Gardens, opposite our place, was called
“Sam Hop”. The Boss was “Mick”. Mick asked me to go to Spora’s Pharmacy, and buy as many
tins of “Glucose D” as | could. | remember he gave me a brown paper note. Probably a 20-
pound note in those days. BUT — Mr. Spora would NOT sell me ANY tins of that product. SO -
| went to Rockdale, opposite the bus stop, and asked the Chemist there for the same thing.

He sold me ONE tin of “Glucose D”. | gave it to Mick with the change. When Dad heard of this,
he said “Son, don’t buy any more of that Glucose D for Mick. He only wants to dilute his
‘heroin’ with it. The Chinese all take drugs”. So | obeyed Dad. (Now | know why Mr. Spora

would not sell me any of it. He must have guessed ??)

Back to the Shops: Further up Belmore Street was the Commonwealth Bank. Where Mum
opened a Savings Account in my name when | was young, and she added to it every so often

“To give you a start in life” said Mum. | still have that Savings Account book.



Opposite the Cth. Bank, and further up the hill, was a Fruit shop; then Miss Dippert’s
Haberdashery shop; then Mr Hart — the Dentist - who pulled out TWO of my back lower teeth
when | was young, because my front teeth were “crossing over”. And then, at about age 10,
he gave me a GOLD filling - because | found a bit of my tooth in my soup? | think that | still
have a bit of that gold under a white filling, applied by another Dentist when | was 80 years

old. It might be recovered among my ‘ashes’?

Next to the Dentist was the ‘Little Flower Hall’. A Hall owned by the Parish, where the CYO

held their Monthly Meetings and practised their Concerts.

Then a vacant paddock, next to where the TAXIS used to park, waiting for a Fare. Then the

Commercial Bank on the corner of Belmore and Firth Street.

Further down Firth Street was a Dry Cleaners shop, where you could get a nice crease in your

clothes.

Next to the Railway Station, on the West side, was the Terminus for the Busses that went from
Arncliffe to Bexley and return. (The Daughter of the Owner of those Busses was in my Tennis

Team in my Youth).

Over the Railway Station was a lane, going to Eden Street. In that lane was a Flower Shop; and

a Boot Repair Shop run by Sid, a ‘Friend’ of Mrs. Finch.

It was on those Railway Station steps that | met my future WIFE. Pamela Ann (aka ‘Sugar’)
Schuman. She was coming home from work one afternoon, and | was coming home from a

Football game on a Thursday afternoon.



| had my football boots hanging around my neck by the laces; (because they were too ‘muddy’
to fit into my suitcase), and Sugar had on a multi-coloured dress — which flowed out from the

hips, because of the petticoats that they wore in those days.

| said to Sugar “You are Reggie Schuman’s Sister Aren’t ?” (because | played football with

Reggie).

She said “Yes”. And we walked along the Lane and stopped at the corner of the Hwy. and Kyle
Street. Where we talked for a while. And we met there many times again. The rest of that story

is HISTORY.

Down Eden Street, past the Butterworth’s, was Burrows Street. The Arncliffe Scots Club was
in that street, as well as the Army Drill Hall, and the Army Parade Ground, which was grass and
was kept mowed at all times by the Army. When the Army was not there, the locals played
cricket on the green grass. Mainly the “Duncan Street Gang” namely the Milwards; and
‘Lugger’ Farrell; and the Schuman’s. Including Anne (aka Sugar) who was sought after by the

players, as the ATTACHED Poem “The Cricket Scorer” indicates.

On the corner of the HWY and Burrows Street, was the IOOF Hall. (Independent Order of Odd
Fellows). At their Meetings, all the Ladies were dressed all in White. Mrs Finch, who lived next
to the Schuman’s with Sid, did the catering for the IOOF meetings. And there were always

sandwiches and cakes left over, which were handed over the fence to the Schuman'’s.

On the corner of the Hwy. and Kyle Street was a Produce Store, where | bought Bran and
Pollard for the 5 cows that Dad milked each day. But that is also another story. Told in

“Arncliffe in World War Two” as an entry in the Ron Rathbone History Competition.



Next to the Produce Store was a Machinery Factory, called ‘EFCO’. (Probably Engineering
Factory Company). They machined steel equipment and the steel filings were spread over the
footpath in front of their factory. If you walked past in thongs, there would be steel fillings

under your thongs. AND you NEVER went bare feet past EFCO.

Further down Princess Highway were:- Mr Mack’s Grocery Store; and Mr Logan’s

Greengrocery Store.

On the corner of West Botany Street and Marsh Street was a shop which sold Lawn mowers.

At the corner of Eve Street and West Botany Street, lived Mr and Mrs Allen, who owned a
horse stable and loft in Eve Street. Although it was not a shop, the horse was used to cart the
Chinese vegetables to Chinatown Markets in Sydney, and returned with manure from the

Police Stables in Newtown.

They also owned the old Tennis Court, that Dad used to hold the 5 cows overnight to be milked
each morning. Although not a shop, Dad would sell the milk and cream and butter to some
Neighbours. For the use of the disused Tennis Court, Dad gave Mrs Allen a jar of cream each

Saturday.

The Chinese Gardens were called “SAM HOP”. Although no one knew who was Sam Hop. Mick
was the Boss. Although not a shop, they grew vegetables for the Sydney Markets in Chinatown.
But you could also buy vegetables from them. When you gave the Chinaman your money
(usually sixpence), he would put it in his EAR, because they did not have pockets in their long

pants. And it did not fall out. SAFE AS A BANK !!



ATTACHED is a photo of Dad coming home from Sam Hop’s Market Garden.

At the end of Eve Street was the Orchard, which grew Quinces for the Markets. It was

surrounded by Pine trees to keep the wind off the fruit.

The Chinese Gardens also occupied the opposite side of Eve Street, next to the Donnelly’s, and
around the ‘dog leg’ corner of Eve Street to Mr and Mrs French’s place. They were very good
Neighbours, and did not “dob in” us kids when we set fire to the dry paddock with our first
(and last) cigarette of dry Rhubarb leaf wrapped in Newspaper. And the Fire Brigade had to

be called to put out the fire.

That Chinese Garden is now just grass and called ‘The Eve Street Nature Reserve”. And it is

opposite the “Eve Street Wetlands”.

How times have changed !!!

Will we one day see ALL SHOPS GONE ? Replaced by ‘Nature Reserves’ where you have to

grow your own vegetables. And kill your own meat ???

‘Rusty Tales’ by Alan Russell



Me and Dad, From Sam Hop, Eve Street
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Dad’s cows at Eve Street



