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Growing up in Lennox Street 
We lived in an exclusive corner of Rockdale; for we, had connecƟons to nobility. Lennox and 
Richmond Streets were named aŌer Charles Henry Lennox, Duke of Richmond, Aide de Campe to the 
Duke of Wellington and Secretary of State for Scotland, 1885-1886. ¹ The handful of homes on this 
north western end of Lennox Street formed part of the second and last release of building blocks in 
this part of the Leuralla Estate, offered for aucƟon in April 1927. ² For the princely sum of £5 ‘a foot’, 
lots 4,5 and 6 could be yours. ³  

 

 

Well, that was the plan before ‘boisterous rain’ and 
high winds meant a postponement unƟl Saturday 9th, 

, The Sun advised, midweek. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

£5, or $10 sounds a real bargain compared to today’s price of land with a 10% deposit, payments 
over 48 months and an interest rate of 6% – but, the helpful Reserve Bank of Australia Pre-Decimal 
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Calculator ⁴ advises that £5 in 1927 would be $301.30 in 2023 when inflated over the intervening 
years; and that’s £5 ‘a foot’ of street frontage, so $12,546 for the 42’ (feet) on our Lennox Street.  

With this 1927 release, the homes in the southern 
block of Lennox Street, in the 1912 release in the Park 
View Estate, between Bryant and BesƟc Streets, were 
renumbered with the old number one, on the north-
west corner of Lennox and BesƟc becoming number 
41. ⁵ - and Mr Warwick the first house on the north 
western corner of Lennox and TabreƩ becoming the 
new numero uno. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sadly, while Trove includes the lisƟngs from 
ConstrucƟon and Local Government Journal for 
Tenders Accepted ⁶ – Rockdale, for a number of ‘brick 
coƩages’ in Lennox Street, there is no reference to 
the lot or street number so any of the following 
lisƟngs could be the contract to the builder for the 
construcƟon of our home – 

27th April, 1927 

 A Richardson, Brighton Avenue, Croydon Park 
 TE Newby, Cornelius Street, Lakemba 
 PP & M Griffiths Bros, 41 Herbert Street, Dulwich Hill 

17th August, 1927.  

 WI Davis, Kensington Road, Summer Hill. 
29th February, 1928 

 CW Roper, Third Avenue, Campsie 
 Hokin and Boon, The Crescent, Homebush 

2nd May, 1928 
 J Tyler, 16 King Street, Rockdale 

4th July, 1928 
 AH Beehag, 25 Carr Street, Rockdale 

12th September, 1928 
 J Tyler, 16 King Street, Rockdale 

30th January, 1929 
 S Mitchell, Chandler Avenue, Rockdale 
 A Richards, Lennox Street, Rockdale ⁶ 
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The April date looks unlikely aŌer the aucƟon on 9th April. The 70th EdiƟon of Sands Directory, dated 
1st January 1930, will have been compiled in 1928/1929. Sands available for £2 if ordered before 
publicaƟon and £2/10/- (that’s $5) aŌer publicaƟon the front fly sheet of each ediƟon advises. 
Lennox Street, Rockdale – west side, Bryant Street to TabreƩ Street; my future two-bedroom, double 
brick home connected to water, gas, electricity and sewer (although the laƩer convenience was out 
the back’) was occupied by ‘Lyall _’, no surname is included. ⁷ 

My memory of the five years before 1950 is a liƩle, well sketchy, I’d been busy educaƟng Mum and 
Dad in the joys of parenthood. Certainly, an experience they must have embraced, for I now had a 
noisy, demanding brother with whom to share their love and affecƟon.  

Although, in those years there had seen some changes made to our ‘backyard’. The well, adjacent to 
the outside toilet had been filled-in, a precauƟon against an inquisiƟve small boy becoming a Family 
NoƟce in ‘hatched, aƩached, matched and despatched’ pages of The Sydney Morning Herald. 
Sandstone edges now defined garden plots which over the years received the lawn clippings from 
the catcher of a ‘push mower’ and the waste output from a handful of hen’s resident in their abode 
behind the garage added to the beds, rewarded for their nurturing with a bounty of vegetables. 
Although the yield from the purchase of special seed potaƟons from Nappers Produce Store never 
achieved their much-anƟcipated bounty. Nappers, a treasure trove of all things agricultural in the 
block south of the major intersecƟon of the Princes Highway, Bay Street and The Seven Ways and 
between Keats and Hegerty Streets, almost opposite where the Odeon Theatre once stood. Lots of 
big bins, hinged at their boƩom. A magnet for a small boy to open and explore the sights and odours 
while waiƟng for a transacƟon to be completed – golden grains of wheat, short straws of chaff which 
made you sneeze, shiny yellow kernels of corn, prickly oats, yucky blood and bone!  

 

In the decades between ‘Lyall _’ and ‘us’, a garage and an addiƟon in ‘common brick’ had been 
added, or maybe once a veranda closed. Sadly an ‘Informal InformaƟon/Open Access ApplicaƟon of 
Bayside Council⁸ did idenƟfy the date of Dad’s purchase of ‘our home’ as March of 1942 from Tresna 
Griffiths ⁹, the widow of Henry James Griffiths of Kogarah, but Council records do not include when 
the garage and addiƟon was made, so under a prior owner? ‘The Sunroom’ with widows facing north 
and west above sturdy double brick walls, with their essenƟal green slaƩed veneƟan blinds to control 
the aŌernoon sun, examples of the many from Mr Anthony’s, who manufactured from a large shed 
in the backyard of number 25 Monaghan Avenue. He lived behind Grandpa’s in BesƟc Street, the 
neighbours had a connecƟng gate between the properƟes. In ‘the sunroom’, we took our meals at a 
Formica topped table with its, well sort of aƩracƟve, red marble design. Its chrome legs matched 
those of the four chairs with their red vinyl spongy seats and curved backrests. The one long 
unbroken wall, a convenient locaƟon for the ‘three china ducks on the wall’ and our electric 
refrigerator. A doorway in the remaining short, forth wall, gave access to the Ɵny kitchen with its 
terrazzo topped cupboards, sink and MeƩers Early Kooka gas stove, in patrioƟc pale green and 
yellow. From the back of the appliance, a pipe had been extended up the wall with a folding arm, so 
that when the electricity supply was interrupted, we could cook and see from the soŌ light emiƩed 
by the glowing, fragile mantle, of the gas light. The folding arm allowed the light fiƫng to be 
unfolded and extend though the doorway between the kitchen and the addiƟon, the ‘sun room’, for 
evening meals. Blackouts were common in the 1950’s, a Ɵme before Pyrmont Power StaƟon had 
been built and many of those to be built around Lake Macquarie sƟll in the planning stage – so, the 
primary source of power generaƟon the coal fired Bunnarong Power StaƟon¹⁰. 
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On the short northern wall of ‘the sunroom’ and just above the floor, a space two bricks long and 
four high (so about 400mm square) had been leŌ as an opening, fiƩed with an opening and lockable 
door opening out and another into the ‘sun room’ - the ‘servery’. The early morning click of our front 
gate and gentle raƩle of glass on metal along the side passage announced the arrival of the milkman. 
The empty pint, or half pint, boƩle or boƩles from the nearby dairy in West Botany Street, were 
swopped and payment which had been leŌ on the shelf added for that convenience, aŌer the 
opening the servery door. If cream was needed for a special occasion a note leŌ with the coins 
served as an order for ‘tomorrow mornings’ delivery please. A gently thud as the outside door of the 
servery was closed the gentle raƩle passed by our bedroom window, a concluding click of the front 
gate and the milkman moved onto a neighbour’s house to repeat the process involving their delivery 
point of design and locaƟon – the milkman’s equine companion followed along our street, to wait 
paƟently for the transacƟons to be completed, and eventually the compleƟon of the pairs daily 
rouƟne to conclude. 

Later in the morning our baker, with his cane basket, also visited and made his delivery to ‘the 
servery’. In response he exchanged an oŌen sƟll warm crunchy, high-topped umber loaf or half loaf 
for the coins leŌ on the horizontal shelf placed just above milk boƩle height. As I grew more aware, 
and was quick enough, Ɵny fingers could turn the domed soŌ white wispy end of a half loaf, into a 
concave shape, without being ‘caught out’. In later years the servery an interesƟng, and now unused, 
part of ‘Lennox Street’ for our children to explore. A Ɵght squeeze but the opportunity to look down 
the northern side passage to whatever was passing on the street their challenge; although the 
annoying 150mm from the ‘sun room’ floor an uncomfortable tummy crunch. Perhaps fortunately, 
our children never managed the outside to inside route with the servery door too high up to achieve 
that much sought aŌer experience. 

Mid-morning brought the postman on his red PMG issue push bike, with its accompanying assessory, 
a large leather bag mounted on the handle bars. As he criss-crossed our street each deposit into a 
leƩerbox accompanied by a ’tweet’ on the chrome plated whistle which hung on a cord around his 
neck. In the days before Christmas, he made two deliveries a day to deliver the seasonal greeƟngs of 
friends and family, or a brown card, indicaƟng that a parcel was awaiƟng collecƟon at Rockdale Post 
Office, in the centre of the shopping strip on the Princes Highway, renamed in 1928, from the prior 
Rocky Point Road, with the visit by the Prince of Wales, who became King Edward VIII. Once the old 
Rocky Point Road stretched from the bridge crossing of the Cooks River at Tempe to all the way to 
Sans Souci ¹¹. 

Twice each week the noisy arrival of the garbage truck as it made its way down our street, with its 
aƩending staff of three. A driver and his two companions, one of whom worked one side of the 
street, running from house to house, flipping the lid off the metal garbage Ɵn, across the footpath 
and verge to empty the contents into the large steel bin on the back of the vehicle, back to the 
original house to deposit the empty bin, run to the next awaiƟng receptacle to repeat the process. 
The metal bin on the truck now full, the driver leŌ his seat and acƟvated the controls which crushed 
the contents of the bin into the body of the truck while his companions waited, the next garbage bin 
resƟng comfortably on a shoulder. All three usually dressed in well-worn sandshoes, black stubby 
shorts and football jumper. The street done, the pair swung up onto a metal footplate, and with a 
firm grasp of a strategically placed metal handle, and a wave to a small watching face they were off, 
around the corner into TabreƩ Street to repeat the process in Richmond Street. 

The garbage bins of those years were small, compared to todays mulƟcoloured offering. Most 
vegetable peelings and egg shells either found their way into vegetable beds or the wired enclosure 
containing the handful of egg producers who’s other contribuƟon, a welcome addiƟon to the sandy 
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soils in those vegetable beds. Paper packaging, aŌer reuse was burned in the backyard incinerator 
along with garden trimmings, rarely a product was bought in a plasƟc package, many goods wrapped 
in, or packaged in a paper of some descripƟon and Ɵed with reusable string – meat from the 
butchers, paper bags from the corner shop, fabric from Mansours the local haberdashery. There was 
very liƩle of the waste found today. 

To keep things cold, we had an electric refrigerator, there were models which ran on kerosene. An 
Aunt in Brighton-le-Sands though, needed the regular visit by the iceman, with his purpose-built 
metal tongs to deliver a new transparent block of ice for her ice chest. Dark patches in the carpet 
from the front door marked his passing. And we, we were connected to the sewer – other 
households were visited by the ‘dunnyman’, who arrived with a black bitumen coated pail, and took 
away one containing human waste from the ‘dunny out the back’ for treatment. There was a ‘sewer 
farm’ in what became Kyeemagh. A strange name for a facility which treated the contents of those 
pails, although maybe some of the contents found a use in one of the many tanneries in Botany! 

A less frequent visitor to our street, ‘the cloths prop man’. His booming voice ‘clothes props, clothes 
props’ announced his arrival long before the long cart with its collecƟon of thinnish, straight 
branches with their essenƟal ‘v’ fork at one end, and weary equine companion came into view. Mr 
Clothesprop clad as others, from my visits to Cowra – large well-worn felt hat, long sleeved dark blue 
shirt with the sleeves rolled-up to above elbows to reveal dark-tanned muscled arms, gnarled work-
stained hands, a wide leather belt, dark trousers shaped and stained from work, and boots, dark, 
almost black carrying the scuff marks and fit of many years of use by their owner. 

Sunday mornings brought the expectant wait for the ‘paperboy’ coming down our street. One of 
many who were employed by a local newsagent, supplied with a square, two wheeled trolly, leather 
money pouch and a whistle. As was the case for the milkman and the baker, each had an assigned 
area to cover and sell the Sunday Telegraph (4d, or $1.22 inflated to 2023) or the Sunday Herald (3d, 
or 61 cents inflated to 2023), and in later years popular magazines. Timing was all important for the 
‘head of the house’, especially on cold winter mornings. Arrive too early in slippers and dressing 
gown and it was a chilly wait at the front gate, arrive a liƩle late meant a dash down the street and 
wait while another similarly aƫred neighbour made their purchase. A more complicated exercise in 
the wet with the opƟons of wait under the shelter of the roof eaves and then dash out under the 
hoped for protecƟon of a hasƟly opened umbrella or, don gum boots, or galoshes over shoes, 
raincoat and sou-wester for the few meters to the front gate while your selecƟon was removed from 
under a protecƟve sheet of canvas.  

The resonaƟng sound, the lusty ringing of a large brass bell by the protruding arm of the owner of 
the liƩle grey Ford Prefect Van meant that the weekend was coming to an end. The Lyman’s Ice-
cream man was making his way down our street. A tricky exercise in a vehicle with a manual gear 
shiŌ. 

TabreƩ Street at the end of Lennox did not have houses facing south for likely the depth of two 
house blocks, and between TabreƩ and north to Spring Street (Arncliffe); then behind the houses on 
TabreƩ Street from Short Street in the west, we’d probably call that Banksia today to, in the east the 
other side of West Botany Street were a number of market gardens, tendered by ever busy Chinese. 
Bent over a hoe or on haunches planƟng, weeding and harvesƟng from their raised beds from early 
morning to sunset. There were other gardens in West Botany Street on the eastern side opposite 
Rockdale Park, part of a network of such market gardens which once populated the areas around 
Muddy Creek, Spring Creek. Just one garden remains today, added to the State Heritage Register in 
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April of 1979 ¹² - on the east of West Botany Street and between Highclere Avenue in the south east 
and Lynwen Crescent in the north west with its eastern boundary, Barton Park. 

An ever present in our street, our lives, the winged, silver skins of propeller powered aircraŌ on their 
final approach to the western end of Kingsford Smith’s east-west runway. Indeed, the first of the 
landing beacons were located close to the back fences of the houses in Highclere Avenue. The 
Lockheed Super ConstellaƟon aircraŌ used by Qantas had something of a reputaƟon with the 
backwash from the four engines sucking the occasional roof Ɵle from a roof in Highclere, Farr, 
Cameron, Richmond and Lennox Street properƟes in their descent. In 1946 Qantas had introduced 
the Kangaroo Route from Sydney to London, a four-day experience with six stops enroute. DomesƟc 
aviaƟon began with the noisy DC3 and DC4 unpressurised aircraŌ, operated by ANA (Australian 
NaƟonal Airlines) and TAA (Trans Australian Airlines) a subsidiary of Qantas. Although, not like the 
frequency of today with newspapers of 1950 including the flight schedule for TAA, lisƟng a total of 
just 10 outbound services a day to the main centres of Melbourne, Adelaide and Brisbane¹³. 

Mondays always wash days in ‘our house’. Mornings spent siƫng on the high outside step to our 
laundry. A Ɵme to learn to read, maybe one of my ‘LiƩle Golden Books’. One of a precious collecƟon 
stored in the lower space of the big cream linen press in the hallway leading from our front door. Its 
upper shelves neat stacks of linen, tablecloths, carefully folded towels and face washers, beach ware 
and spare blankets. Below rows of Fowler preserving jars with their metal caps locked into place with 
crossed metal bands, rows of glass jars with their metal lids. Their contents memories of family 
ouƟngs, Arcadia for golden yellow peaches, those orange orb apricots, the blood red plums and now 
rosy red quinces Dad had help harvest when we visited ‘Avondale’. The smaller jam jars of orange 
marmalade from Mr BenneƩs tree, from Grandpa’s place the lemon in the lemon and carrot variety, 
from Mum’s much tendered cumquat tree the surprise tart taste, fig from the tree in the back yard of 
Uncle Rim and Aunty Glads at Doonside where they had a poultry farm, the blood black blackberry 
jam – the contents collected on a family trip in Grandpa’s boƩle green De Soto. The contents in the 
billy cans on the back parcel shelf spilt on the bumpy crossing of the water pipeline on the way back 
to Rockdale. 

That Laundry step an unusual ‘seat of learning’, one on which to pracƟce Ɵmes tables, the intricates 
of learning to spell ‘the Queen’s English’. Behind me in the Ɵny laundry, Mum, busy transferring the 
weekly wash from the steam cloud enveloping our pale green MeƩers, gas fired, copper into one of 
the pair of concrete tubs with oversized wooden tongs, to rinse in cold water and put through the 
hand wringer aƩached between the tubs. Bed sheets desƟned for whitening with a ReckiƩ’s Blue Bag 
before wrung out and placed in the cane basket in the liƩle four wheeled trolly. Special table clothes 
given the Silver Star starch treatment before they became a separate load for the washing basket. 
Then the hand washing with the big bar of bright yellow Sunlight soap and wooden framed wash 
board before they too became a load to help push to the metal wires aƩached to the cross arms of 
the clothes line, one senƟnel at each end down our backyard. The final items aƩached using ‘dolly 
pegs’ which liƩle fingers aƩempted to hand-up. A final check that the clothes props safely raised 
sheets and towels above the green buffalo lawn and the wash was done for the week. A wonderful 
memory those white sheets flapping gently in the late morning sun! 

Time for lunch and an aŌernoon nap. A sandwich made from slices from the soŌ white high-top loaf 
delivered that morning, buƩer from the green glass buƩer dish with its lid, (Depression green glass I 
believe is the correct term, from a search ¹⁴) and cheese purchased from the trader in the white and 
gauze enclosed shop in Rockdale Markets. A very helpful, very polite, Chinese man who professional 
cut off Mum’s order ‘a pound of mild cheddar’ from a large wheel, using a wire aƩached to an arm, 
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then carefully enveloped the purchase in white greaseproof paper. The final triangular corner folded 
to straight edge and the package sealed with a piece of Sellotape. 

In days of inclement weather, the wash of necessiƟes taken into the lounge room where big cream 
painted wooden racks were placed around the Kosi fire with its six evil flickering panes, a scary sight 
for a small boy, provided drying and warmed ‘our home’ on cold winter nights. A black evil presence 
which was fed with coke, delivered in hessian bags by the coke man in the weeks before winter to a 
large brick enclosure with its green metal lid in the back corner of our yard – then transferred, 
shuƩle by shuƩle to feed ‘the beasƟe’. 

In one of the years before my brother arrived, we journeyed in our brown Ford Prefect to Mark’s 
Point on Lake Macquarie. Dad was employed by Sydney Technical College in the Maintenance 
Division in those years. We arrived and swopped accommodaƟon in a coƩage on the shores of a bay 
with the Waugh’s. Frank worked with Dad and when he set-off each morning, Mum and I explored 
the waterfront, watched in amazement as large octopus propelled themselves from one wharf pile 
leg to another. We tried fishing with bread on a hook which aƩracted lots of Ɵny silver flashes, but 
caught nothing which might provide a meal. One aŌernoon, we journeyed out into the lake in a row 
boat with Dad’s black curly hair bobbing up on one side of the boat then reappearing on the other 
with a splash. I remember becoming most upset when our Ford Prefect was sold and collected by its 
new owner. Replaced by a pale green FX Holden, purchased from CV Holand Pty Ltd, 577 – 583 
Princes Highway (on the corner of Hegerty Street). Likely 1950 or 1951 for Mum’s mother had died in 
the September of 1950. PX730 was to be a constant in the years ahead especially for Christmas 
holidays in Booker Bay, The Entrance, Forster. Transport us to Cowra to visit with Mum’s school day 
friend from when her father had been the Police Inspector in Young ¹⁵. A journey for which we always 
dressed in our Sunday best, and breakfasted in the leafy Machaƫe Park with its duck pond.  

It may have been in these early years of the 1950’s when I had my first flight, by DC3 to Cowra. 
Escorted across the tarmac at Kingsford Smith to the aircraŌ, then collected on arrival by Uncle Les 
and Aunty Marion having been escorted from the aircraŌ to the large corrugated iron shed which 
served as the terminal. I was fortunate to undertake that journey on a number of occasions and 
developed a love of the country, the real Australia. OŌen my visits coincided with one of the country 
agricultural shows, Young or Canowindra. Uncle Les an exhibitor of his Poll Dorset Horn sheep, which 
with their two sons, we were put in charge of during the judging – Ɵckling the chin of a woolly head 
while the judge spread the fleece checking length and staple, felt the exhibits’ skeletal structure. 
Judging completed and occasionally a ribbon to be paraded we were free, free to explore the 
showground exhibits – fowl in all their shiny hues, huge cud munching bovine having been finessed 
to their finest, nodding equine heads to be wary off as they watched our passing from their stall, the 
variety of enormous pigs and their squealing offspring. Then off to the sideshow - Jimmy Sharman 
enƟcing someone from the crowd to ‘take-on his man’, the swinging clown heads inviƟng a white ball 
to be inserted in the open mouth, the shooƟng gallery with its moving line of yellow Ɵn ducks, the 
alarming ferris wheel, slides and dogum cars. Time to sample the contents of those metal cake Ɵns 
Aunty Marion had brought for lunch, before it was Ɵme to load the four-legged exhibits and head 
back.  

On other occasions if shearing was in progress, we were sent on horseback to bring-in tomorrow’s 
mob. The excited, tongue lolling, Red and Rusty sent ‘way back’, from the paddock gate to begin the 
process of collecƟng the doƩed white backs from among the tall grass into a manageable group. To 
then take them through gates, along the dirt road to Greenthorpe and up the front drive to a yard 
near the woolshed. Hopefully we’d arrive back before the shearers smoko and we could descent 
from the top of a stack of wool bales to sample the remnants from those biscuit Ɵns. In later years 
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the joy of gathering the freshly shorn fleece into a ball and successfully fling it’ like a fluffy cloud onto 
the classing table, the dirty skirts removed, the fleece classed and rolled into a ball to join others of 
that grade in one of the bins. A full bin of fleeces could then be load into the wool press and the long 
ratchet handle used to compress the fleeces into the course woven bales, secured with special 
staples and with Ɵn templates, an old shoe polish brush and black stain, the bale idenƟfied the 
property and the grade of the fleeces. These were wonderful, Ɵring experiences which lived on for a 
liƩle aŌer returning to ‘our home’ for the natural lanoline from the fleeces made our clothes water 
resistant, a memory of that unique part of ‘life’. 

Back in Lennox Street there was always a ball to kick or throw. On many aŌernoons cricket to be 
played, although the backyard buffalo, manicured by Dad’s push mower which became a petrol 
driven Greens cylinder model aŌer some years, never able to perform as the pitches in Rockdale 
Park. A tennis ball never able to replicate the twists and turns of Dad’s playing days. I was never to 
follow in his footsteps – in that regard, both sons were something of a disappointment. 

Even a cricket bat as a birthday present, and one dismal aƩempted innings at Arncliffe Park 
represenƟng Arncliffe Public School was my contribuƟon. Not that I had trouble the scorer greatly, 
having been bowled out for nought, and survived one delivery, somehow! Things became a liƩle 
more serious in future years when we migrated to the wide side passage, with cricket ball and now 
sporƟng contact lenses instead of his thick lensed glasses, Dad, relived some of the baƩles he’d 
experienced with bat and ball as part of the St George Cricket AssociaƟon – his efforts recorded for 
prosperity in ediƟons of the St George Call ¹⁶. 

Mum and Dad tried to enƟce me with Saturday morning tennis lessons, taken at the courts in 
Hayburn Avenue, Rockdale. A tennis racket purchased from Chapman’s Sports Store in Railway 
Street, Rockdale, teachers aƩached to Chapman’s undertook the teaching before we graduates were 
assigned to one of the teams to play in the next compeƟƟon, at courts in Brighton – I think off Sybil 
Lane. But no! My brother and I were late bloomers in compeƟƟve sport – he in sailing (VJ, then Moth 
and finally Fireball classes) and I aged 15, when Rockdale Meths entered a team in the Protestant 
Churches Soccer CompeƟƟon in 1960. Many of the games were played at our home ground in 
Scarborough Park – one of two pitches north of Barton Street, Monterey. Just a 30-minute walk from 
‘our home’ – although the walk back was oŌen longer! 

The team won the Under 16 compeƟƟon for our grade in 1961 and aƩended the PresentaƟon night 
at the Sydney Town Hall to receive our trophy’s later in that year. The entertainment for the night 
provided by a newly discovered talent, Jimmy LiƩle. In 1963 we were again successful, in the ‘All Age 
– 3rd Grade, E Division’ ¹⁷. It had been a long wait for Mum and Dad for me to show some inclinaƟon 
in sport – I trust it was worth the wait, and expense! 

 

In 1951 I began my schooling at Rockdale Primary School in Lords Street, an old established seat of 
learning set high on the southern end of the sandstone ridge which runs from Bay to TabreƩ Streets 
with commanding views to Botany Bay in the east, Moorefield in the south, and out over the 
shopping centre of Rockdale. In Ɵme I walked alone the kilometre to school; along Lennox to Bryant 
opposite Rockdale Park, past residents tending flower gardens and cuƫng grass in the morning sun, 
siƫng chaƫng and enjoying a ‘cuppa’ on their veranda or over the side fence in my aŌernoon 
commute. Across Bryant Street, then the climb up and over Farr and Gibb Streets into Cameron 
Street, around past the Rockdale Children’s Home to the front gate opposite the, boƩle green 



10 
 

painted, shop of Mr Edwards, which served as a ‘tuck shop’, on those special days when I ‘bought 
lunch’.  

Others have recorded the history of the earlier Rocky Point Wesleyan School, its closure and the 
necessity of the children of the district to walk the two kilometres to Arncliffe Public School unƟl the 
building of the structure in Lords Street and those memories. I sƟll recall when in the opened days of 
the 1952 school years we sang ‘God Save the King’ as the NaƟonal Anthem one day, then becoming 
most confused with a rendiƟon of ‘God Save the Queen’ the following morning, overnight news of 
the death of King George VI and ascension of Queen Elizabeth II.  

Two years later the whole school set off down Bryant Street, across Rockdale Park with its cricket 
pitches, along West Botany, across Bay Street. Someone had thoughƞully arranged for a number of 
loads of soil to be dumped along the eventual southern extension of West Botany Street from the 
formed road aŌer Draper’s Nursery to its connecƟon to President Avenue and a similar formed stub 
of roadway at that end. I don’t recall any twisted ankles or falls as we traversed the lumps of clay, 
broken masonry and rocks and, lined up along the roadside to lusƟly waved our liƩle flags at the 
figure with disƟncƟve raised gloved right hand in the dark open topped vehicle heading west towards 
Kogarah. Reassembled we began the return journey, back to classes. 

It must have been the prior Christmas when the end of year school assembly was held in the large 
hall, part of the Methodist Church in Bay Street. An occasion when classes provided the 
entertainment for the assembled parents and dignitaries. I must have been involved in two items, for 
the first we, presumably my class, had large cardboard bells in a range of colours which covered from 
neck to knee as the costume for the contribuƟon. At the end of the item, we turned for a stage leŌ 
exit. For my second item there was a need for me to wear a rabbit costume which became visible to 
the seated audience – white fluffy tail and all!  

Those early days of my educaƟon involved the use of a ‘slate’. A thin slice of that stone in a wooden 
frame, 255mm x 190mm on which we wrote using a pencil shaped piece of slate, pracƟcing our 
penmanship and exercises in arithmeƟc. Many years later, while employed at Australian Office, we 
offered a range of exercise books of the same size, for the early years of schooling for Primary School 
students – how unusual. 

Later in 1954 I moved to Arncliffe Public School and an easier commute by Neville’s Bus Service on 
route 129 between Rockdale, just outside the Markets in King Street, to Tempe to allow commuters 
to connect with Government busses. The stop at the end of Lennox Street on TabreƩ Street, a 
moment to watch the early morning industrious Chinese in their gardens, before joining commuters 
to be deposited at the back gate of school in Segenhoe Street. Then be returned each aŌernoon to 
Lennox Street.  

Arncliffe is memorable for the Friday aŌernoon movies which arrived in big circular metal containers. 
Year 6 students were rostered to setup the hall chairs, ensure there was a spare globe for the 
projector (maybe an 8mm machine?), have the sprockets of the film lead correctly posiƟoned and 
that all was funcƟoning. Then aŌer some ‘pearls’ from the Head Master, lights were dimmed and the 
projector burst into life – some hasty adjustment to the sound level was the norm, and the 
projecƟonists hoping that this week the film would not break, and break, the sprocket feed tear, and 
or the globe need to be replaced.  

Those not aƩending school sport on a Wednesday aŌernoon were assembled under the care of the 
math master who had a useful method of keeping those under his glare busily engaged for an hour 
or three. A seemingly simple maths problem in addiƟon to solve – a box matrix probably 20 columns 
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and 20 lines of numbers to be copied from the ‘board’, to be added verƟcally and horizontally with 
the totals in the 21st of those columns and lines then added to provide the same overall total in the 
boƩom right-hand corner. Somewhere in the dark depths of his Department of EducaƟon issue two 
door Ɵmber cupboard he must have had a repository of these mind-numbing drills. A simple exercise 
with a slide rule, calculator or Excel – I don’t remember anyone enjoying an ‘early mark’, having 
solved the exercise.  

Arncliffe also memorable when the government inoculaƟon of all school children for Diphtheria and 
Polio took place – we lined up down the playground of the adjacent girl’s school and shuffled along 
to receive a liƩle paper cup with some clear liquid. Diphtheria was an injecƟon, and if you were lucky 
the needle had only punctured a small number of arms. Those less fortunate had the needle bend or 
breakoff in the aƩempt to inject the serum. And from Arncliffe, I began my secondary educaƟon at 
Kogarah Intermediate High School, or at least that’s what it was in 1958 when I became a member of 
1D, a daily walk from ‘home’ to Banksia staƟon, then the train the two stops to Kogarah. By 1960 the 
school offered instrucƟon through to the Leaving CerƟficate ¹⁸.  

AŌer school there was always homework to be completed, chooks to feed, gardens to be watered on 
dry summer aŌernoons, coke to be brought in for the Kosi fire in the winter, chores and gardens, the 
occasional game of cricket. During my years of schooling, we had a three-term year, so holidays aŌer 
13 to 15 weeks from February to May, then the second break in late August/September with the year 
ending a couple of weeks before Christmas. OŌen the first term ended so with Empire Day, or 
Cracker Night being celebrated important preparaƟons were required. With some of the Chinese 
gardens having been vacated there was now a space near where the bus stop was in TabreƩ Street, 
an ideal spot for a bonfire. CauƟously we were allowed to provide assistance in gathering the 
necessary material from householders who took advantage of ‘trimming’ gardens and seeking out 
long forgoƩen pieces of wood. The sky was anxiously scanned for rain in the days leading up to 
Bonfire Night, a disaster threatening the spectacle which neighbours joined with their children for 
the lighƟng of the bonfire, and watchful lighƟng of sparklers, catherine wheels, jumping jacks. A 
night when aircraŌ were grounded due to the smoke generated in the name of celebraƟng Queen 
Victoria’s birthday. 

Holidays during which billy carts could be manufactured. The best using the parts from a child’s old 
wooden stroller, one which provided a pair of sturdy wheels of different diameters with their own 
axle; couple of pieces of wood obtained from Dad’s, ‘I might need that one-day collecƟon’ (a life skill 
well learned it would seem from my own valuable collecƟon); a length of cord; some suitable bolts 
and nuts (Dad was an engineer, so a ready selecƟon) and something for the seat. Lennox Street, a 
gentle downhill slope from about Mrs O’Tooles ¹⁹, a watchful brother to post as lookout should a 
vehicle want to exit and ‘away’. The emergency ‘slow’ – the grass between the footpath and the brick 
guƩer, a more immediate ‘emergency stop’, not supported by Mum – the expensive to replace heals 
of shoes, even with the ‘Ɵps’ aƩached to prolong shoe sole life.  

But Christmas always a special Ɵme. The ‘traymobile’ which occupied the space between my 
brothers and my divan single beds, ones craŌed by Grandpa at BesƟc Street, with two enormous 
draws and an equally large space with a dropdown door. To get to the very back it was absolutely 
necessary to slide right-in. And if the space was not completely used a great space in which to hide, 
during ‘hide and seek’. On Christmas morning the white pillow case which had been ceremonially 
place at the end of the bed now containing an interesƟng bump or two. It seemed an eternity to 
have to wait unƟl my brother woke, even a pretend noisy yawn or three made liƩle difference, unƟl, 
finally, it was Ɵme to slide down to the foot of our beds and explore.  
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In early days an addiƟon to the collecƟon of ‘LiƩle Golden Books’, always a liƩle string like bag 
containing chocolates with a metal, embossed, enclose which made them look like recently 
discovered pirates horde of old coins; one year cowboy suits with a real six gun, loaded with a roll of 
‘caps’ got the pretend baddie; a boy sized tent to be erected in the backyard with tent pegs to be 
hammered into the lush buffalo lawn outside Mum’s fernery with its collecƟon of orchids. The brief 
inclusion of ‘indian’s’ to be shot at, with a homemade bow and arrow banned, when an arrow 
fortunately missed is mark - a small face hiding behind the trellis on which the passionfruit vine grew 
and produced the delicious golden yellow juice and crunchy seeds to be discovered from the deep 
purple exterior.  

The corners of a ’Coles Funny Picture Book’ distorted my pillowcase one morning, a ‘Boys Own 
Annual’ on another, the excitement of a ‘Readers Digest Junior Omnibus’ – a tome which sƟll graces 
our bookshelves. From page 25 there was a boomerang to make, which aŌer many aƩempts spun 
out over the cricket pitch in Rockdale Park and magically returned. Beginning at page 42 ‘How to 
make a Simple Radio’ became an introducƟon to one the fathers of one of my fellow students in 
Sunday School and construcƟon of a ‘crystal set’. A long length of green coated plasƟc wire stretched 
high-up to a long length of Ɵmber aƩached to the paling fence between our and our neighbours, in 
around the upper sash window and aƩached to the wooden box with its black dial; a pair of aviator 
sized headphones with their black Bakelite ear pieces, and I could lie in bed and listen to ‘The Air 
Adventures of Biggles’, ‘The Lone Ranger’, ‘Yes What’ with GreenboƩle and Dr Pym’ and in later years 
‘The Goon Show’ and ‘Hancock’s Half Hour’. 

That same ‘traymobile’ which served as a study desk in the years to come, moved to our dining room 
and with its leaves in place provided added table accommodaƟon for ‘our family’ gathered for 
Christmas lunch. Almost magically, Mum produced the most delicious, ‘once a year sweet treats’, 
ham and roast chicken with all of the baked vegetable tradiƟonal trimmings. I can sƟll see Grandpa 
siƫng at the head of the table with one of those liƩle coloured paper crowns from a bon-bon at a 
jaunty angle, somehow finding yet another six pence from his slice of Christmas pudding.  

We were all in ‘our best’, not a ‘T’ shirt of pair of shorts (well, except for us small boys) to be seen. 
This was a special Ɵme to be together enjoying the significance of the season, with the aŌer-lunch 
tradiƟon of Grandpa’s snoring to keep everyone company as the washing-up was done, then an 
essenƟal ‘cuppa’ to accompany conversaƟon between the adults while a new, refurbished tricycle, or 
‘scooter’ needed to be tentaƟvely test driven. No helmet required in those days! 

Summer, a Ɵme for the trip to the beach, AusƟnmer a weekend favourite. Although, Brighton a much 
closer alternaƟve with the back-up of two relaƟves living in Rowley Street. Mums’ sister near the 
Moate Avenue intersecƟon, and her Aunt the beach side of General Holmes Drive. The bus from 
Rockdale came via Moate Avenue, or plenty of parking opƟons. Access to an available hose, or two, 
to wash off the sand before the journey home. 

This part of Brighton-le-Sands, north of the main Bay Street/General Holmes Drive shops, about half 
way to what was the Kyeemagh sewer farm – todays swimming enclosure and intersecƟon with 
BesƟc Street, or Goodes Road in the 1840’s, assuming anything other than a track/road had been cut 
through the teetree and low scrub to the shores of Lady Game Beach on Botany Bay. 

Rowley Street the southern boundary of the ‘Crown Grant of 47 acres made to Francis Mitchell dated 
thirteenth of June one thousand eight hundred and forty’ the Ɵtle deed states ²⁰. 
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This image taken from Parish maps – County of 
Cumberland, Parish of St George, part of an 
undated Historic Map. 

 

 

Rowley Street then formed the northern edge of 
the Sunset Estate offered for sale on Easter 
Monday, 8th April, 1912 by the United Land and 
Investment Society Ltd ²¹. 

 

 

The Sydney Morning Herald of 13th April, 1912 
reported that ’55 lots of the Sunset Estate 
realised 12s per foot to £2/14/6 per foot’ ²². 

 

 

 Mums dad bought their future home in Rowley Street from Walter Ray Moon and Ethel Moon on 
22nd March, 1929 ²⁰, and due to ill health reƟred with his wife and two daughters from his police 
posƟng in Young in July of 1930. He died aŌer an operaƟon in April of 1931 at Braeside Hospital, 
Stanmore ¹⁵. Not that I knew any of this when we visited the family home in Rowley Street, Mum’s 
mother and sister, and Aunt - her contact with her upbringing during her fathers police posƟngs in 
the far west and north of NSW. 

 

My involvement with soccer and Rockdale Meths had its genesis in my/our aƩendance at the nearby 
West Botany Street Methodist Church. An elegant dark brick building with its west facing stained 
glass window set back from West Botany Street on the top of the rise before the gentle descent to 
Bryant Street and the corner with Rockdale Park. The main church had large doors at the rear which 
could be folder back so that the adjoining Sunday School hall behind could be added when large 
congregaƟons celebrated Harvest FesƟval, Easter and Christmas services. And behind the kitchen and 
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services, at the lower ground level a much older weatherboard building. A structure which always 
seemed out of place – but before conƟnuing I’ve included something of, what was the first place of 
worship and where I aƩended my first Sunday School. 

A story which begins with some conflicƟng detail.  

The Methodist (Sydney) of 15th May, 1909 includes ‘The West Botany Street Church, Rockdale was 
erected 23 years ago on land given by the late Dr Fooks, midway between Rockdale (Bay Street) 
Church and Brighton-le-Sands, and serves as a place for worship for a community, most of whom 
earn their income directly from the land’ ²³. The arƟcle goes on to include that the original building 
cost £650, there had been addiƟons and alteraƟons in the intervveing years and a meeƟng had been 
called with a view to clear the remaining debt of £107. Its unclear if the sum and debt referes to the 
original Ɵmber stucture built in (1909 less 23 = 1886) circ 1886 or what was illustrated in the 1909 
arƟcle and the brick core of the building I knew, one added to in future years. 

St George Historical Society in their June 1965 newsleƩer includes that the ‘West Botany Street 
Church ‘was on land which belonged to Mr Foulks, who gave porton for the West Botany Methodist 
Church’ ²⁴.  

Then the Kogarah Historical Society NewsleƩer of June 1975 includes a memory of Mr WC Napper  - 
‘in the West Botant Street …..on the apex porƟon of the Wesleyan Church (now Methodist)’    ‘that 
we celebrated our Diamond Wedding, September 18th, 1971, aŌer sixty years of hapily married bliss, 
at the former West Botany Street Methodist Church’ ²⁵. 

Sands adds some clarity and some confusion ²⁶–  

1884 ediƟon – by name lisƟng – Fooks, George at East Street, Marrickville; Fooks, William John, 
Addison Road, Marrickville – grocer 

1885 ediƟon – by name lisƟng – Fooks, George at East Street, Marrickville; Fooks, William John at 
West Botany Street - grocer 

1886 ediƟon – for West Botany (Rockdale did not list as a place); West Botany Street, Burton Street 
to Rocky Point Road - Folkes, George, grocer.  

1887 ediƟon – for West Botany; West Botany Street, east side – Wesleyean Church, Rev T Parker; 
Folkes, George, grocer then Goodes Road. The same ediƟon by name includes Fooks, George, East 
Street, Marrickville. 

1888 ediƟon – for West Botant; West Botany Street, Burton Street to Goodes Road; Horsley, Henry, 
gardener; Weslean Church, Rev J Monaghan; Fooks, William J, grocer. By name Fooks, George, East 
Street, Marrickville 

Sydney Morning Herald of 2nd February, 1882 in a report on the Wesleyan Conference, ‘GiŌs of land 
reported and accepted ….Newtown Circuit, West Botany … a site for a church by Mr G Fooks.’ ²⁷ (The 
Wesleyan Conference was held in the Wesleyan Church, Lonsdale Street, Melbourne from 20th 
January to 3rd February. The reference to West Botany is West Botany Ward as Rockdale did not exist 
as a populaƟon centre.) 
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So – what do we know ? 

 I can find no record for a ‘Dr Fooks’ in Sands directory under lisƟng of Surgeons, the lisƟng 
for the profession. 

 A church did exist in West Botany Street in the 1887 ediƟon of Sands 
 From Parish Maps commencing with number 278 West Botany Street provided a lot 7 on DP 

10451 and a Vol – Folio of 3426-147,no results for the church site. Tracing earlier Titles - 
o The site was part of a 60 acre grant in the name of Thomas Macquoid and John 

Campbell of 18th March, 1841 (Vol 1074, Fol 103). The 60 acres covered Burton 
Street to TabreƩ Street and West Botany Street to include Lennox Street. 

o David Bedford bought at an aucƟon 22acres and 3 roods at a cost of £34/2/6 on 28th 
June, 1868 and the following is an image from the parish map for Cumberland, St 
George dated 1903. That’s Burton Street, which became Bryant Street, on the leŌ 
and BesƟc Street at the top of the porƟon. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

David is listed as a shopkeeper. Folio 68 – Volume 58 
o Title then passes to George Fooks on 12th October, 1876 for his donaƟon in 1882.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

o From Vol 68 – Fol 58 Title. That record includes George Fooks - ‘bank messenger’. ²⁸ 

David Bedfords purchase is noted as PoƟon 7 of 223/4 acres at £1/10s per acre in ‘Lands, Muddy 
Creek, near Cooks River Dam from Richardson and Wrench in Empire of October, 1867. He is before 
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the courts in August 1856 and fined 20/- for not having scales on ‘his bakers cart’ (Empire) and his 
house robbed by Ann Morris an employee, Police GazeƩe of 27th September, 1860. He is also listed in 
the newspapers of the day as an Alderman in the Borough of Newtown and Trustee of the Cooks 
River Road. There is no record of an occupancy of his land before his death on 31st August, 1885, 
aged 71 at his home, ‘Olive Bank’, Enmore Road, Newtown. 

George Fooks has a saddle and bridle stolen from his horse in George Street South, Police GazeƩe of 
September, 1877; Lost or stolen Bank Bills to the value of £1000 from his pocket on a ‘buss’ when 
travelleing between Haymarket and the Commercial Bank where he was employed as a messenger, 
Police GazeƩe of May, 1861. There is no reference to him living in West Botany Street, he was an 
advocate for the formaƟon of West Botany Ward. William John Fooks did occupy West Botany Street 
as did one of he and Sarah’s daughters – Louisa Elizabeth who married William Anning. 

That then, the background to the entry in The Methodist (Sydney) of 15th May, 1909, that ‘The West 
Botany Street Church, Rockdale was erected 23 years ago’ some four years aŌer George had donated 
the land ,for the structure I knew as ‘The Kindergarten Room’, from which I graduated on 8th 
November, 1953 and received my King James Bible from Mrs Jean Bowmer, the Kindergarten 
SuperƟndent, as part of the 67th Anniversary. ²⁹. My King James as found to be ‘special’ some 
Sundays later when the ‘signature’ containing the book of St James had been missed in the collaƟon 
and binding process. 

Anniversary’s were a grand event in the Sunday School calendar. Two Sundays in November when a 
large Ɵered stage was erected at the eastern end in the main Sunday school hall from pipes and 
clamps, a board deck added for the long benches, all of which which had been hidden somewhere 
over the preceeding months. The big doors between the church and hall folded back and the pews in 
the church turned to face the plaƞorm instead the of alter, and as many chairs as could be mustered 
added to the seaƟng arrangement. The senior Sunday School teachers and students provided the 
coral items for the morning and evening services, the Kindergarten service and graduaƟon held on 
the aŌernoon of the second Sunday. 

I was always amazed at the number of faces which watched as we proceeded in; girls and ladies in 
clothes purchased for the event, we followed in our grey shorts/trousers, white shirt and red Ɵe, to 

fill the rows from the 
front to the 
uppermost Ɵer. A 
sign from our 
SuperƟndent and 
choir master, Ray 
KelleƩ, for us to be 
seated.  

 

 

 

This image dated 1956 from 
our family photos. Seated in 
front – Ray KelleƩ, Beryl 
Ferguson (pianist), double 
bass player and violinists. 
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On many of the Sunday evenings it was standing room only in the gathered congregaƟon as we were 
called to worship, by a visiƟng minister or our own Rev. Whitbread. During some of those services I 
rose to provide a solo, those singing lessons begun to assist with my breathing, hopefully making my 
parents proud. So popular were the West Botany Street Anniversary services that a decision was 
made to demolish the 1886 weatherboard structure, and the exisƟng hall extened to the rear of the 
lot, the land donated all those years before.  

To raise the money, the P&C became a catering organisaƟon with Mum and Dad part of the team 
from the congregaƟon who provided home made catering for celebraƟons throughout the district. 
Fetes, the proceeds from Harvest FesƟval, car drives all contributed to the effort, then the weekend 
when the original church was demolished and unceremoniously taken to a Ɵp. 

The ending of the year also meant that the Sunday School Picnic was to be held, and in reading Bill 
Nappers ‘Reminiscences of Rockdale at the 1900 period’. It was almost as if he had been aƩending 
one of the picnics I aƩended. Yes, he and his fellow students ‘travelled in the two-wheeled carts his 
father used for the business. ‘Up to ten’ he recalled, ‘along Bay Street to Rocky Point Road, south 
down to hill to Skidmore’s Bridge over Muddy Creek, up Skidmore’s Hill, past the few shops of old-
Ɵme Kogarah … the climb up Clark’s Hill to Ramsgate … through the bush country to Rocky Point.’²⁵. 
We though, travelled by car to Oak Park, near Cronulla. But the day’s program almost idenƟcal – 
glasses of cordial, girls and boys races, ‘three legged race’, ‘sack race’. ‘egg and spoon race’ (although 
our eggs might have been of the unbreakable variety), ‘wheel barrow race’, Mums and Dad’s race 
and the late aŌernoon Ray Kellet in an old dustcoat onto which his wife had sƟtched the wrappers of 
sweets. (Ray worked for Allans Sweets). If Ray was becomg too elusive the older teachers saw him 
tackled for the following children to descend on him and pick the dustcoat clean, and there were lolly 
bags for all handed-out. 

The Mum’s busy making sandwiches under a canvas tent or awning, the Dad’s assisted with handing 
out the sandwiches to the seated aƩendees, followed by trays of individual cakes which somehow 
survived the summer day to be their scrumpƟous best to be selected, and more glasses of cordial. 
Tired and usually sunburnt we slept on the way home aŌer another, the best yet, Sunday school 
picnic. 

 

Let me conclude with the event of 1959 which changed Lennox Street, I was at Kogarah Intermediate 
High School that year, so during one of the school term breaks. In July of 1949 diesel powered 
Government buses replaced the electric trams which began their journey in an extension of Bay 
Street on the western side of the Princes Highway, Tramway Arcade, then ran down Bay Street to 
turn right into The Grand Parade and make its way through to Ramsgate, Sandringham etc. So, the 
tram lines were covered over with bitumen, well sort of, making a difficult surface for other users.  

In passing, Rockdale had a trolly bus, a double decker bus which had pantographs, like those of a 
tram, which began in Keats Avenue, Rockdale, and made its way through Kogarah and Ramsgate to 
outside the baths at Sans Souci, adjacent to where the punt leŌ to transport passengers and vehicles 
across over the Georges River to Taren Point, now replaced by the Captain Cook Bridge. 

A decade aŌer replacing trams with buses, and the ongoing challenges of driving over parƟally 
buried and slippery in the wet tram lines, it was decided to remove the tram lines and reconstruct 
Bay Street to be fit for the traffic demands of 1959 ³⁰. But where to take the ballast and other 
subsurface materials? For many years the residents of Lennox and Richmond Streets had cared for 
the verge between the brick formed guƩer and the road surface, providing a mown green stripe 
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either side of the black bitumen road. Perfect, and half way along Bay Street meant a short transport 
route. 

Council trucks arrived with a metal frame over the tray to which steel cables aƩached to a scoop. 
One man used the leading edge of the scoop to dig into the once green carpet, the other operated a 
winch which reeled in the steel cables – filled the scoop and deposited the fill into the tray of the 
vehicle, the spoil taken away to top dress another municipal locaƟon. The two-foot-deep trench 
between bitumen and guƩer then filled with Ɵpped mounds of ballast and material removed from 
where the tram tracks once resided in Bay Street. Eventually the mounds were levelled and a steam 
roller flaƩened the surface; the brick guƩers damaged and undermined in the process removed and 
replaced with grey concrete and eventually the bitumen surface extended from concrete guƩer edge 
to the exisƟng road. I guess that’s what is encapsulated in Rockdale’s moto – ‘It thrives on progress’. 
³¹. 
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