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Meetings are held 8 PM every second Tuesday of the month (except January) in 
the Meeting Room 1st Floor, Rockdale Town Hall, Princes Highway, Rockdale. 
Members, please bring a plate. Visitors are welcome. 

NEXT MEETING 

NOVEMBER 10 Feedback from the Rockdale City Council 

Mr. John B. Brandenburg of Rockdale City Council's Property & Recreational 
Development department, will speak to the St. George Historical Society about our 
role in the affairs of the Rockdale Area, particularly in relation to the functioning of 
Lydham Hall. 

This meeting also serves as an informal means through which to raise any concerns you 
have in relation to the local area. Please come along and support your society. The 
Council very much appreciates community input from organizations such as ours. 

DECEMBER 8 CHRISTMAS PARTY 

Members and guests are cordially invited to attend the Society's Christmas Party. 
Once again, a fellow member, Mr. Peter Sage promises to entertain us with a slide 
spectacular presentation concentrating on the "Wonders of Argentina." Unforgettable 
sights such as the Iguacu Falls that rival those at Niagara, the wilds of Patagonia 
including the glaciers of the southern Andes to name but a few, 



T FROM THE EDITOR... 

I wish members all compliments of the Season and sincerely hope that 1999 proves to 
be a healthy and rewarding year for you all. I take this opportunity, on behalf of your 
Society, to wish members who are currently unwell a speedy return to better health, 
especially our former Honorary Treasurer, Mrs. Margaret Persen. 

Do make a special effort to come to at least one of our Christmas Parties. Members 
who dislike travelling at night are always most welcome to attend the afternoon 
Christmas Party at Lydham Hall detailed in the What's on section of the Bulletin. 

This edition should awaken many fond memories. The feature article represents the 
first instalment of some reflections penned by Mr. William (Bill) Thomas, who still 
resides within the St. George Municipality. Interestingly, Mr. Thomas was motivated 
to write the article in an attempt to show his grandchildren what life was like when he 
was young. If this article triggers any personal anecdotes of the "early days," do jot 
them down and forward them in for inclusion in the Bulletin - your experiences are 
well worth recording! 

The second article contributed by Mrs. Joan Fairhall, summarizes the recent "Camden 
Country" trip. Outings advertised within the Bulletin are most enjoyable and well 
worth supporting. 

Kind regards, 

The Editor 

What are Seniors' Worth 

Remember, old folk are worth a fortune - with silver in their hair, gold in their teeth, 
stones in their kidneys, lead in their feet and gas in their stomachs. 

I have become a little older since I saw you last and a few changes have come into my 
life. 

Frankly, I have become a frivolous Old Girl. I'm seeing five gentlemen every day. As 
soon as I wake-up, Will Power helps me out of bed. Then I go to see John. Next, its 
time for Uncle Toby to come along, followed by Billy T. 

They leave and Arthur Ritis shows up and stays the rest of the day. He doesn't like to 
stay in one place for very long, so he takes me from joint to joint. After such a busy 
day, I'm really tired and glad to go to bed with Johnny Walker. What a life! Oh yes, 
I'm also flirting with Al Zymer. 

P. S. The preacher came to call the other day. He said that at my age I should be 
thinking about the hereafter. I told him, Oh I do, all the time. No matter where I am, if 
I'm in the parlour, upstairs, in the kitchen or down in the basement, I ask myself, Now 
what am I here after? 



LYDHAM HALL VOLUNTEERS'  
ROSTER 

Would all members kindly consider volunteering in the capacity of Lydham Hall 
guides. Guide work is not onerous, requiring two hours on a Saturday from 2.00 p.m. 
to 4.00 p.m. For ease of handling and security purposes, at least two volunteers should 
staff Lydham Hall each Saturday. The following table indicates the days requiring an 
extra volunteer. Direct enquiries to Mr. Wesley Fairhall on 9546.5555 

NOVEMBER SATURDAY SPECIAL DAYS 

7th 
W. Fairhall & 
A. Field  
14th 
B. Sharah& 

21st 
A. Fields & 
C. Welsh  
28th "Scottish Day" 

Lydham Hall open from 1.00p.m. to 4.00p.m. 
W. Fairhall, B. Sharah, V. Beehag. Other volunteers 
would be appreciated. 

DECEMBER 5th 
N. Burns & 

Sunday 6th Lydham Hall Thank you Afternoon Tea from 2.00p.m. 
to 4.00p.m. for volunteers from the St. George 
Historical Society. 

12th Lydham Hall Christmas Party 
A. Fields, C. Welsh, W. Fairhall, J. Fairhall. Other 
volunteers would be appreciated. 

19th 
W. Fairhall & 

26th 
Boxing Day  
(Cl,  

Some proverbs to ponder:- 

"A certain peace is to be preferred to an expected victory"; 

"A barley-corn is better than a diamond to a cockerel"; 

"A bolt does not always fall when it thunders"; 

"A prudent youth is superior to a stupid old man"; and 

"A good anvil does not fear the hammer" 



At 

Born on the 1st April 1930, at 46 Napoleon Street, Sans Souci, my parents Alonzo 
and Lillian Hudson named me William Thomas. My brother John was born ten years 
earlier. 

Our house was built of brick with a slate roof. There were two bedrooms, a lounge 
room, a dining room, and a kitchen, with a gas stove as we had no electricity. Mum 
was a great cook. I loved her Steak and Kidney pies, Rolly Polly puddings and sago 
and tapioca. In the corner of the kitchen was a copper where once a week Mum would 
light a fire so she could wash our clothes. Alongside the copper were two tubs that 
were used both for the laundry and for washing up our dishes. The kitchen drain 
would flow into a pipe that led to the paddocks outside, where large white lilies 
(Arum lilies?) grew in abundance. 

Outside at the end of the verandah was our bathroom, we had a large metal bathtub. 
We had a bath once a week, the rest of the time we used a bowl to wash our face, 
hands and feet. 

We used Kerosene lamps for light, they gave enough light to see our way around the 
house but barely enough for reading. We had to fill the lamps daily with kerosene and 
trim the wicks, they were quite dangerous and started many a house fire. I was about 
six at the time we finally had the electricity connected, what fun, going from room-
to-room switching the lights on and off ...whatever will they think of next!? 

CYCi ATh0 .UCYCI. 

Most of our neighbours kept fowls and ducks, and with grain spread around the 
ground in large quantities there were also plenty of rats and mice. Whenever one of 
our hens became broody, Dad would let her sit on at least ten eggs at a time. 

As I grew older Dad would send me across on the old Sans Souci Punt to Taren 
Point. At the poultry farms I would buy a dozen'i'illets and we would keep them 
in the house for the remainder of the day away from the hen, otherwise she would 
reject them as not being her own. At about eight o'clock that night, we would go to 
the nest and place the chicks under her, next morning, "Bingo" the mother hen would 
find her family had suddenly increased to twenty two! 

I had fun watching Dad chop off the head of a chook, letting it go and watching the 
dog chase a flapping headless bird around the yard, blood spurting everywhere, "They 
were the days." 



xnvuy men.... 

Our Street was a continual procession of delivery men. The Milkman would arrive 
early in the morning with his horse-drawn cart, on the back would be two large 
oblong steel tanks with large tops on the end, The Milkman would fill-up his large 
milk jug then fill-up your billycan. There were no measurements, whatever size 
billycan you left out then that was what you got. He would then sing out to his horse 
"getup" and the horse would then move on to the next house. A well-trained horse 
would walk slowly up the street with the Milkman keeping pace. 

If the Milkman did not have enough milk to go around, there was always plenty of 
water in the taps to add to the tanks. 

There was another man who came around with his horse and cart calling out at the 
top of his voice "clothes props." The props were long wooden poles with a "V" on 
one end. The pole would lift a long wire just high enough to keep Mum's washing off 
the ground and "Lookout" if anyone knocked the pole so as to cause her washing to 
fall! 

The kids loved the "Ice man," who would come around three times a week, as he 
would chip of small chunks of ice for us to suck. We had an "ice chest" and the man 
would carry the block into the house and place it in a container on the top shelf. 
During the day the ice would melt and the water would run down a pipe into a large 
drip tray. The tray would be emptied every night. Whenever it got too full and we 
tried to empty it, a wave would be created that grew bigger and bigger - by the time 
you reached the sink half the water would be on the kitchen floor. 

The Baker was not strictly a baker, but a bread carter who carried his bread in a 
wicker basket slung over his arm. His horse would know the route and patiently 
follow him around all day with the cart. 

Our Postman was named Bill, he rode a pushbike and if he placed mail in our letter 
box he would blow his whistle, he would do his rounds twice a day including 
Saturdays. As veryeople had a telephone, "Telegram boys" were employed to ride 
their pushbikes from the Post Office to your front door and deliver urgent messages 
personally. The person in charge of the Postal Service was known as the "Postmaster 
General." 

Other men delivered fish, fruit and vegetables and there was the "Rabbito." They all 
used the horse and cart except the "Library man" who drove a car around once a week 
with his books. The books cost threepence each per week. Dad used to read westerns 
and Mum enjoyed love stories, 

The "Bottle Man" came every few weeks buying our empty bottles for sixpence a 
dozen, even medicine bottles went back to be used again and again. 


