My life in Montmorency
by Dot Jewell as told to June Hall
We came to Montmorency in December 1946, we lived in Beattie Street.
Montmorency was a little country town, you felt as though you were really in the bush, there were only two shops in the town. One was Willett the Butcher the other a general store run by the Musselwhites, groceries, wool, you could buy almost anything there, the post office was in the store too. 

Everybody knew the Musselwhites, they used to come around and pick up your order in the morning, and deliver it that afternoon or the next morning. The butcher used to do the same as the grocer, collect our order then deliver it; a fruiterer used to come around as well. 

When the store grew, and new shops came to the street, all of that was cut out. We had to walk down to the shops and carry our shopping home. I think we were really spoilt.

My son Kerry was three and a half when we came here. He went to school at Monty, the school was a little old timber building, it was just one room, and I was on the Mothers’ Club. I’ve always been involved, mothers club, tennis club, ladies’ guild, and later the bowling club.
I became involved with the St Andrews Presbyterian Church, a very old church with a little hall; Kerry went to Sunday School there.
Then I joined the tennis club. When we came up here, because of the war, the tennis courts were so bad you couldn’t play on them. The local men, including my husband, rebuilt the club house and the courts, they had what were called ‘Colas’ on them, and they were black and sticky. On a hot day, they were very sticky. We then formed the tennis club, and we had a lot of fun. 
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A group of us who became very good friends, they were all ex-servicemen with young families, and we all moved into Beattie Street at the same time. There was a farm over the road, it was owned by a man who lived at Box Hill, when he didn’t want to farm anymore, he built houses on the land, he also built houses on land he owned in Station Street, that’s where Bob’s aunty and uncle lived.
After the war (WW2), you couldn’t buy a house for “love nor money”. I was living with Bob’s mother and father down at Albert Park, Bob was still in the Air Force. I used to put Kerry in the pram and I walked Melbourne looking for a house to rent. When they saw you had a family, they just weren’t interested in renting to you. 
When Bob came out of the Air Force, we looked everywhere for a house but couldn’t find one. We didn’t particularly want to live in Albert Park. 
Bob’s aunty and uncle, the Rosewalls, who ran the Montmorency Railway Station at that time, heard about some houses being built at Montmorency. They contacted us and told us to “get up here in a hurry” and put our name down for a house. We waited and hoped to get one. In those days, wood was very scarce, so the houses were built of concrete, like a brick veneer; the frame was built of wood then wire was attached then concrete was put on.
We used to regularly come up by train to watch the progress of the houses, they took a long time to build because building materials were so hard to get. The locals used to do the same - they hadn’t seen houses built like this before. The locals were heard to say, “These will be the slums of Montmorency they will fall down in about twenty years”. They were still standing sixty to seventy years on.

We had a lot to do with our neighbours, there was never any trouble between us. We didn’t have cars or telephones, we used to have parties, taking it in turns at one another’s houses, there were Lloyd and Brenda Roche, Bill and Jean Knowles, Mary and Barry Bakewell even though they lived in Starling Street, were always included in the “Beattie Street Mob”, that’s what we were called. 
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The blocks of land were all so big then, they were great and safe for the children to play in. The only reason we moved was that it became too much work for us to look after, especially the garden. If you walk around the area now, all of those blocks have units on them, at least two units, sometimes more.

Without our neighbours, we would have had a very lonely life. That was a great time in our lives. We kept in touch with our neighbours. Later we had annual reunions on Show Day.

