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My memories of growing up in Mosman are mainly positive. It was, at least in my experience, a wonderful place to be a child during the 1950s and 1960s. Not all Mosman children lived in happy or prosperous circumstances then but I was only vaguely aware of this. 

I was born in Cremorne in 1949 and moved with my parents to 26 Iluka Road, Clifton Gardens in 1951. My father, Max Carment, was a chartered accountant who later specialised in company directorships. My mother, Diana, studied Architecture but never practised this profession as she stayed at home to look after the children. We went to Clifton Gardens because my sister Ann (later Annie) was about to be born and our Cremorne home only had two small bedrooms. The Iluka Road house was much larger. I cannot recall the purchase price but Dad later told me that Iluka Road was quite cheap in those days in comparison with many other parts of the north shore. Many of the road’s blocks in 1951 were covered with bush and unoccupied but more houses gradually appeared. My bother Tom was born in 1954. Mum and Dad sold the house in 1973 after Annie and I left home. [Two pictures]

The house was a comfortable and commodious but far from luxurious split-level brick bungalow on the side of a steep hill sloping towards Taylors Bay and close to Ashton Park. It originally had 16 rooms of greatly varying sizes (some were tiny), terraced garden beds and sweeping harbour views. For the first few years we had no insect screens which meant that flies and mosquitoes were often most annoying. I recall sweltering at night in summer under a thick net with the mosquitoes buzzing around it. My parents also had to have a garage built. Two more rooms, a front deck and a swimming pool were later added. Although designed by the prominent Sydney architect B J Waterhouse in 1935 and in pretty good condition, the house was recently and inexplicably demolished.

There were other families in the street with children around the same age as Ann, Tom and I. The bush in Ashton Park provided a venue for all kinds of adventurous activities. Popular recreations included walking to and playing at the old Bradleys Head fortifications, fishing, rowing and sailing small boats, war games, street cricket, racing our scooters, watching films at the local cinemas, sailing in my father’s yachts that were anchored in Mosman Bay and later Taylors Bay, and swimming at Clifton Gardens baths, which we called ‘Cliffo’, or Balmoral.  Like many other Mosman children, I was taught to swim at Balmoral Baths. I was at the old Balmoral shark net with my father when the fatal shark attack occurred nearby in 1954. We did not, fortunately, see it, but I remember much commotion and Dad rushing me home. I was a keen reader and each week visited the well-stocked Mosman Library, then located in the beautiful colonial mansion ‘Boronia’, where I always borrowed the maximum number of books that I was allowed. We acquired a television set in 1958 but our parents sensibly limited the time when we watched it. Mum and Dad would not allow us to ride two wheel bicycles because of all the corners and steep hills. I suspect their decision here resulted from a serious bicycle accident experienced by Mary Summers, a girl living next door, not long after we moved to Iluka Road. [Three pictures]
As a family, we quite regularly socialised with other families in the road. We were especially friendly with the Coombs, the Stephensons, the Harringtons, the Rileys, the Stockwells, the Neaves and the Rickards. Neighbours that we saw less regularly included the society photographer Monte Luke and his wife, the Bradley sisters who became famous for their bush conservation work, the prominent bookmaker Bill Waterhouse and his family and the Theosophist community in the huge old house known as ‘The Manor’.  Once we were teenagers, each New Year’s Eve became an occasion when neighbours would gather, sometimes at our home, to see the New Year in. A feature of these events was Greg Neave, a flamboyant one-handed Scottish architect who lived with his family in a house of his own unusual design down the road from us, blowing a large horn as noisily as he could and dancing the Highland Fling when midnight approached. ‘Cracker Night’ was also special. Largely oblivious of any fire risk, we launched rockets and exploded double bungers very close to the bush. Another big annual occasion, when we frequently invited relatives and friends from outside Mosman, was watching the start of the Sydney to Hobart yacht race each Boxing Day.

For some years after we moved to Iluka Road, meat, fruit, vegetables, bread, milk and groceries were all delivered to our house. Initially the bread and milk deliveries were by horse and cart. Mosman Junction as we always called it (‘Village’ is quite recent) was a much less impressive shopping centre than it is today. I remember no restaurants or bookshops. Mum, a superb cook, frequently complained about the tough meat that came from the local butcheries. The purchase of good clothes and books required ferry trips into the city, or ‘town’ as we always described it. Going to town was a special occasion and we were required to dress appropriately, which in my case until about the mid 1960s meant that I normally wore my school uniform. 

Most Iluka Road residents were from business and professional backgrounds. I do not, however, recall anyone, with the possible exception of the Waterhouses, as being really wealthy. ‘Upper middle class’ probably best describes the street’s social composition. In those days, Sydney’s richest people seemed to be concentrated in eastern suburbs like Bellevue Hill and Potts Point.  My sister Annie recalls that we had, presumably from our parents, a strong sense of separation from the eastern suburbs. ‘We considered’, she says, ‘Eastern Suburb-ites to be showy and brassy’.

Like almost all the local children that I knew, I attended private schools. I initially was at the Miss Godsons’ kindergarten in Kardinia Road before going to Mosman Prep and Shore. My principal recollection of kindergarten is the annual nativity play, in which I once proudly took the part of the innkeeper who told Mary and Joseph that they could go to the stable. Mosman Prep when I was there from 1956 until 1959 was going through a difficult time and there was uncertainty about its future. Buildings and classrooms were run down, teachers were poorly paid and classes were large. The school also excessively emphasised sport. We played Rugby Union and cricket, boxed, had running and swimming races and engaged in regular bursts of what was then called ‘physical education’. Even so, I received a sound education, which meant that I did well without having to do much work in my first year at Shore. I have particularly fond memories of my last teacher at the school, Mr Duffet. I generally walked to and from Mosman Prep, often with my friend Jamie Rae, but used buses when I was at Shore. Other popular schools for Iluka Road children included Sydney Grammar, Riverview, Queenwood, which my sister attended, and SCEGGS Redlands. [One picture]
Most children I knew were Protestants but there were a few Catholics. As Presbyterians, my family from time to time attended services at Scots Kirk in Mosman, where the Minister was the inspiring orator John Gray Robertson. At Easter and Christmas, there were sometimes insufficient seats in the church for the crowds that attended. 

After early 1972, I lived in Canberra, Perth, Rockhampton and Darwin before moving back to Mosman, where I now live in Fairfax Road, a little over three years ago. From time to time, I re-visit Iluka Road as it holds special memories for me. It has, however, changed a lot as some of the more attractive older homes have been demolished, often to be replaced by less interesting structures that occupy more of each block. One of the few houses in the street that appears in a 1919 aerial photograph on display in the Mosman Library was recently demolished. Until the current recession, the ease with which demolitions were often approved pushed up property prices to extraordinarily high levels, meaning that only very wealthy people or those with huge mortgages could afford to move to the street. 

I want to finish with what I think are some perceptive comments that my sister made when I asked her to look at a draft of my talk tonight. 

The …dominating theme for me would be the relative freedom that we kids had to roam and play in the street and go to Clifo and row boats without adult supervision – and no mobile phone to call home – for what felt like many hours at a time…

That would be very different today with the awareness of “stranger danger” and all that it entails. I feel that kids’ lives today are much more closely supervised and organised. 
Perhaps I am being too nostalgic about the time she describes but I feel fortunate to have grown up when and where I did. 
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