Notes from tape #2978: 1975 Mr David Wilkinson on the Early History of Diamond Valley.

Mr Wilson was the school master.  There were three teachers at the school when I left in 1924 when I was 14. He lived in Preston c1924 and drove a horse and buggy, with his daughter, a teacher of the infants.  They drove to the school each day. There was no school sport until Mr. Kane came. He organised cricket and basketball.  There were pine trees around the important buildings in those days. Sometime after 1924 the school reached a population of 100 which was the cause of great celebration.

The games we played included brick bats. We had to try and knock the brick bats down. We had a hit of cricket with a tennis ball with a self-manufactured bat. The girls played rounders. We had a good basketball team at one stage and were great at district games played down at the Lower Park. The school who won the relay race won the school shield. The relay race was the big event of the sports programme.
There was no 'mathematics' in those days, we all did arithmetic. The school room had a wooden ceiling and we had the old steel nib pens. . We had the old ink well and liked to catch flies and put them into the ink in the well. The next day the flies would chase you around the class room.  Sometimes the strap would mysteriously disappear. Miss Trist was one of the newer type of teachers who was trained at a public teachers’ college. She organised physical culture and craft work in the late 1920’s early 30’s.

The houses in those days were constructed of weatherboard and brick mostly. There was one bluestone one.  The Parrington’s had a barn down there on their property, built out of slabs. It is not there anymore, gone for a long time. Maybe burnt down. 
The Post Office did not come until the 1920s. Everything was battery operated, including the telephones. There was no electricity then. Everything was cooked on the wood fire and the lighting was candles.  We made our own jams. When electricity came, households were levied a flat room rate, to pay for all the installation of the electricity. We had water tanks originally, no reticulated water. It you ran out the furphy used to come from Heidelberg.  There was no rubbish or pan collection. They were not ‘good old days’. We did not even have a sink to wash up in. We did not get a sink until the water was put on. We used to do all our washing up in a dish.
Out jobs as children, was wood cutting on the weekend for weekly family fire.  When I was 10 or 12 I took the horse and dray up Greenhills and take the wood we needed, with permission of Charlie Partington who lived in Hailes Street.  We were friendly with the Partington’s and they allowed us to take the wood. Billy Partington was one the other side of the river where Willis Vale was sited, later owned by his son Alan Partington. The only roads then were St. Helena Road and Diamond Creek road. You used to open a slip rail gate to get into Greenhills for access to the firewood.
There were no shops down from Mr. Jessop’s office on the corner of Main and Grimshaw. There were two houses down from there. A Homestead, Hazel  Roys, the Commercial Bank and Butterworth’s newsagency.
There was Stubley’s down the road and before Watson’s  there was Webbers garage. The butcher (Henry Ryan) used to come around to your door on horse and cart and cut up whatever you wanted there and then on the spot.  
The green grocer, Mr Harris, used to have a shop where the Greensborough Bulk Store was located. He would come to town with his one ton truck which used to go up main street SO SLOWLY. There was no home delivery and everyone had their own cow for milking. There was a bakery next to Connie Burkett’s Hair Salon. Mr. Tomasetti was the baker when I came to Greensborough.  Not too many cakes were made back then, just some buns, jam drops, Neapolitan cakes and pastries.
The police used to operate from Heidelberg. The first policeman in Greensborough was Mr. Bruce whose residence operated from Charlie Partington’s house in Hailes Street. There was a little cell lockup placed behind the house. He was the only policeman who operated 24 hours a day, with one day off. The premises will go with all the new development going on down there.
There were bush rangers in the early days but they got cleaned out with the coming of the Railway and the Police.
There was no local dentist or hospital, which came in 1942 when a committee was formed – Stubley, Cordner and Jessop were some on the committee.  Dr. Sinclair was at the corner of Alexander and Grimshaw Street.  Doctor Edward Cordner came down from Diamond Creek in his car. St. Vincent’s was our hospital, not the Austin, which was limited in it’s service in the early days. Honey and vinegar were a favourite medicine of my mother’s. For muscle pain we sometimes used horse liniment (Solomon’s Solution).  We used to boil marshmallow leaves and place them on the skin to treat boils. Once there was a diphtheria epidemic in Melbourne and some schools closed down until it disappeared.  But not in Greensborough.
Orchards were mainly in the Diamond Creek area.  Apples, peaches etc. They used to drive up Main Street on Friday Nights labouring up on their way to market.   They used to go to market twice a week.

We used to go rabbiting on both sides of the Plenty River near where the old Flour Mill used to be. It is only in the last ten years or so that you had to ask permission to go on the farms.
There used to be a school children’s matinee at the Masonic Hall, on Saturday Afternoons. It was the only hall in Greensborough. The Masons built their area on the front and upstairs. We used to watch Tarzan. Venture Stores took over the building.
In the early 30’s we used to go up to Plenty, to the hall, for fortnightly weekly dances. Mr Jimmy Wilson used to come down with his truck. That was about 1933. Originally it started in one of his outbuildings. Then they got the money and built the hall. The dances were held right up to the war. The war changed everything. Three Whelan brothers (who lived in Montmorency),  they  played the piano, another the drums and the third the saxophone.

About the end of the war there was a plaster factory and tool factory in Briar Hill.

Tape 2: Ann Douglas interview of Mrs ‘Lyma’ Stainer. (Interviewed in August 1976)
Mrs Stainer lived down near Diamond Creek road at 111 Greenhill Road.

Mrs Stainer came from Echuca in 1928 and bought a block of land in Greensborough for £55. The cost of building construction was very dear. We had to put down a £5 deposit. We paid 1s 7d per gallon for fuel.
The Diamond Creek ‘road’ came down through our property. There was no road, just a track. People came through with horses and carts and just took down the slip rails down to get through. It was the sustenance workers who built the road during the depression.  There were only two houses here then. The Partington’s owned all this land then. They used to run some cattle and largely left the land vacant. There was little timber taken from up here. It was all left over mine holes. Some people were getting quite a bit of gold.

It was not until 1938 or 1939 that more houses started to come to the Green hills area. Because of the depression there were many houses to fill down in Greensborough first. We had a motor bike and side car. I was too scared to be in the side car once we got to Diamond Creek Road. Mr Cross owned the land where the school is. There used to be Park Street but it was changed to Hebden and then they named Carnon Street. There were about 3 or 4 families before the Trevithick’s came.  There was a poultry farm where Mine Street is and only a couple of houses in Hope Street. The whole area was riddled with mine holes.  I threw some prickly pear down one hole in 1928 and believe it or not, it ended up growing out of it. The old mining holes were used by locals as a convenient dump  for their household rubbish, as the nearest rubbish tip was at Preston. We got the water in about 1950. There was no electricity (which came in 1950), before that we used wood stoves and kerosene lights. The shopping was done down in Greensborough. Eggs were packed in saw dust in those days. You brought your billy to carry the eggs home in. 
Before that, there were no fires, but the moment the people came, fires came, believe it or not.  The carts used to come from Panton Hill at two o’clock in the morning; you could hear their brakes as they were going down the hill. The butcher would come from Diamond Creek and leave the meat in the Coolgardie Safe which you had to keep in a cool place where the wind could get at it.
Around 1929 and 1930 the hawkers sometimes came around with their coat hangers and pictures, selling clothing and materials (to make a penny) – all around the depression time.

We used to take our Sunday Walk to Dry Creek. There was not a house to be seen. We used to collect Maiden Hair Fern, flowers etc. We used to walk to Diamond Creek for walks and picnics, maybe two or three times a week, back in the 1930s. There was nothing else to do. It would take two or three hours. We would sit around and have the picnic near where they play football now.  Everyone knew everyone in those days. We knew everyone in Greensborough. When you caught the train to Melbourne you always had to change trains at Heidelberg.

The nearest dentist was in Heidelberg and once a week a dentist would operate from an office in Marble Hall where Watson’s are
