An ex resident now living overseas
contacted WCPS about his memories…

I walked the trails and reminisced
yet was proud of the fact that the
hill is still there in all its glory.
Ex-resident’s reflection

Childhood
memories
Stories from people who grew up in the Wolli Creek
Valley show a strong attachment to the area.
‘Sometimes when you go back there you wish
that the people you knew there would appear,
but I lost contact with everyone.
But the memories that’s the
main thing, the memories.’
John Schattiger
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‘We lived in Wavell Parade at the top of the cliff overlooking
Turrella Reserve. One neighbour had a dairy down at the bottom
of the cliff and used to climb up everyday with a billycan of milk
for the children … at the bottom of the creek there was a piggery
… there was a cave at the top of the cliff where we used to have
picnics and watch the boys skinny dipping in the creek below. ‘
Susan Fotheringham (nee Buchanan) memories of 1950s

‘…We used to gather mushrooms from the
paddocks and watercress from the creek.
When I was a child the land where the
Mail Exchange is was occupied by a stone
farmhouse with attics and horses and cows
and an orchard. I have seen floods so deep
that only the horses heads were visible.
Further up the creek was a deep hole bordered
by flat rocks where fishing and swimming by
local youths was popular.’
Jean Young, lived all her life in the Undercliffe
area and was a strong advocate for the valley

‘I grew up in Arncliffe and spent many an
afternoon peddling the treddly through the
trails of the park- possibly not the most
environmentally friendly mode of transport.
Over the years I have seen turtles, foxes,
snakes (black and brown), lizards, seaeagles, hawks, kookaburra, feral cats,
huge mullet, eels and other forms of
wildlife in various areas of the park.
It was a haven for us as teenagers (197585). It was unspoilt and had a somewhat
mystical appeal. We would spend hours
there of a weekend – every weekend.
Cycling, rafting, swimming, walking,
chasing girls, rock-climbing, fishing or
racing through the myriad of tracks all
over the hill and flats. It truly was a
fantastic place to grow up in. My last
visit to the hill [Nanny Goat Hill] was
approximately three years ago and was
transfixed as to how little has changed
– a lot of the bike tracks have now
overgrown with native vegetation.
I walked the trails and reminisced yet 		
	was proud of the fact that the hill
is still there in all its glory. It gave
us local kids unlimited hours of
enjoyment.
It’s a credit to all of the local groups
fighting government for the right to
preserve one of the last greenbelts
through urbanised Sydney.
	We have all moved on but I’m sure
to bring my two little boys back to the
area that I grew up in – show them the
sites, tell them the tales – I can’t wait.’
‘And sometimes, we’d have magnificent
sunsets and after it had been raining the
prismatic effect of the raindrops in that
Valley. Mum said it made the place
look like a Fairyland. And all the colours
of the rainbow were all spread out
in the Valley. It really was as though
it was touched with magic.’
John Schattiger
childhood memories from 1950s

‘…We built a canoe and boats on Wolli
Creek, this mate and I. And then after the
floods we’d go down there and pick up
all the tennis balls. There’d be hundreds
…floating down the creek and then we’d
take them to school.’
Brian Sewell, memories from the 1940s
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