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A paddock on the outskirts 
of 1920s Melbourne became 
an English village in the vision 
of designer Edna Walling, 
including 12 cottages with quaint 
names such as Badgers Wood. 
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Drought and development 
threaten many of 
Melbourne's heritage 
gardens. But these four have 
survived ... and thrived. 

Never-Never Land 
Mooroolbark 

Blink and you'd drive straight past Bickleigh Vale Road, 
a tiny unsealed lane that leads to a magical place that 
would be more at home in the pages of The Wind in the 

Willows than where it is, on the outer edge of Melbourne's 
sprawling eastern suburbs. 

Bickleigh Vale is the surviving creation, and crowning 
glory, of Australian landscape designer Edna Walling, who 
transformed 10 hectares of 1920s paddock into a quaint, 
romantic village modelled on her childhood home in Devon, 
England. Walling designed picturesque timber and stone 
cottages (with names suct-1 as Badgers Wood, Downderry and 
The Barn) to nest In a leafy landscape of native and exotic 
plants that includes eucalypts, pines, crab-apples and roses. 

The effect is breathtaking. Meandering along the 
overgrown paths, you stumble across mossy lawns, hidden 
ponds and ivy-clad treehouses, forgotten woodland straight 
out of a fairytale. 

Walling used trees, middle-level shrubs and groundcovers 
to create separate "rooms· with muted colours (green on 
green was a favourite combination) that can be approached 
in numerous ways by understated paths of slate and moss; 
properties are divided by unobtrusive fences of wire and 
most are linked by gates, adding to the sense of community. 

'I was just blown away. I couldn't believe that something 
like this existed," says retired high-school teacher Lois 
Dolphin, who has lived in The Sheilan with her husband, 
Peter, for 13 years. 

"That's the response from people who visit the garden: 
they can't believe that, in the hustle and bustle of Melbourne, 
this has remained as it has." 

Lois heads up Friends of Edna Walling, a group 
trying to preserve and protect Walling's vision from drought 
and development (they have lost 15 silver birches over 
the past two years and elm-leaf beetle threatens some 
of the larger Ire s). 

Despite water restrictions, Lois says many of Walling's 
plants are surviving. Maples, eucalypts, spotted gums, 
pine trees, oaks and liquid ambers are doing well, as 
are understorey plants such as kolkwitzias, azaleas and 
rhododendrons . 
. . "Every day when I get up and I stand at the loungeroom .,. 

- we've got French doors that go out - I stand there and 
I can't believe that I live here. We're so fortunate. A friend said 
to me once, 'It really is a haven and a home'. And it is." ➔ 





Mountain retreat 
Ferny Creek 

"You'll never make a garden with that harsh 

north wind," said a neighbour to Keith and 

Maisie James when they bought two acres 

in Ferny Creek in 1946. Blackberries and two 

eucalypts that survived the 1939 fires were 

the only plants on the block. It took three 

years to level the site and build their cream 

brick house. It's on a steep Dandenongs 

block that had to be levelled by horse and 

scoop. "There were no bulldozers in those 

days," says Keith. A post-war limit on cream 

brick meant they were restricted to building 

a 12-square house. But more than enough 

bricks arrived, so they added a matching 

brick tank. "We had three tanks and three 

kids - they took a lot of water," says Maisie. 

Mains water came only after Ash 

Wednesday in 1983. The evolving garden had 

to cope with less than its share. Even now, 

when things dry up and plants die, Maisie 

believes that's good: "If they can't handle the 

conditions, they may as well leave." Hardy 

rhododendrons, camellias and azaleas thrive. 

Splashes of colour touch every part of this 

garden - orange tulips, bright bluebells against 

their lush green foliage, spiky pink trout lilies 

with leaves that look just like trout skin. 

Keith is 88 years old and Maisie is 86, so 

it's a decent effort to maintain this property. 

The shire helps with mowing and family 

assist on big projects (such as spreading 

sawdust on paths to make for safer walking). 

Maisie spends a few hours in the garden 

every day: "I can go and make a big mess 

and Keith comes round to clean ii up for 

me." Walking, even with the aid of a slick, 

is hard for Keith. He gets around on a quad 

bike ("side-saddle - I can't get my leg 

over") sometimes hitching a hefty trailer with 

which to collect the prunings, weeds and 

bark that his wife piles up. Keith insists he's 

only had one spill off his bike. 

The two original mountain ash trees 

now tower over the garden, as do New 

Zealand beech and English oak. Maisie 

and Keith recall one of their adult children 

learning about the amount of room an oak 

tree requires, and asking her parents why 

they'd planted so many. They blame Queen 

Elizabeth II because each of their children 

received an oak tree on her coronation. 

Although Keith and Maisie already had a full 

complement of oaks, they dutifully found a 

home for each one. 

In times past, they could watch - through 

binoculars - the Sunday night traffic 

returning from Phillip Island. Now there's 

a stunning array of bright bark, squiggly 

branches, vibrant leaves and beautiful 

blooms obscuring the view. 

Keith and Maisie James's garden is on a hillside 
in the Dandenongs; Keith gets around, side-saddle, 
on a quad bike; the garden is green but only the 
drought-resistant plants survive; flowers, such 
as these tulips, add bright touches. 
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The no-water lawn 
Williamstown 

Diana Ellerton draws inspiration from visits 

to old country gardens to create her own 

Williamstown haven. She wants "nothing 

too precious" for her own patch because 

when a dry spell comes along, delicate 

bloomers don't survive. 

Diana and her husband, Wayne, are 

just the third owners of this early-twentieth

century home. (Diana says the house 

can't make up its mind if it's Victorian 

or Edwardian.) When they moved in 27 

years ago, five-foot-tall kikuyu grass was 

smothering much of the garden. Having 

wrestled and made friends with the kikuyu, 

Diana is now quite proud of her "hasn't been 

watered in five years" lawn that stays green 

well into summer. An old gnarly-barked 

pomegranate is at the green wire front gate. 

Soft red, then pink, japonicas splash colour 

and texture. The scent of viburnum, "so rich 

you'd bottle it if you could", floats on the 

breeze down this wide avenue. We step 

past the rarely used front door along a 

bricked path near a quiet pond and a line 

of camellias to the main side entrance. 

A paved courtyard, bordered on three 

sides by the home, provides the perfect 

retreat, though Diana admits to being unable 

to sit still for more than 10 minutes. Near 

the barbecue, a sprawling leafy Peruvian 

lily sprouts vivacious red flowers right on 

Christmas. We crane our necks to check 

out the top of a lemon-scented gum that 

towers over the centre of the garden. A pair 

of cinnamon-trunked brush box spread a 

lush canopy over a bed of what Diana calls 

"almost weeds"; it's a pleasing balance of 

form and void - simple flat spaces such as 

water, paving and grass are restful, but beds 

are full from the ground up. 

One of Diana's favourite Christmas 

presents was an electric mulcher. Combined 

with composted food scraps, the clippings 

help to improve a "very gooey clay" soil. A fat 

ginger cat thinks one mulch pile in the front 

garden is its very own nest. 

Wayne is a qualified plumber so, apart 

from mowing the kikuyu, his job is coming 

up with ingenious ways to catch and 

dispatch the water that hits their roof. 

Diana says, "We're going to have to 

get pretty smart with what we put in and 

how we take care of it. Geraniums went out 

when azaleas came in." Not surprisingly, 

the reverse is now true. 

There's plenty of colour in this Williamstown garden, 
which consisted of mostly long kikuyu grass when 
the Ellertons bought the property more than a 
quarter of a century ago; Diana Ellerton has learned 
to live with the kikuyu lawn; it hasn't been watered 
in five years but stays green well into summer. 
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The great survivor 
Brighton 

There's a timber door at the bottom of this garden that 

draws you, Alice-like, into a lush corner. In the early days, 

Elizabeth McGuire and her neighbourhood friends would skip 

through a gap in this fence on their way to school. Elizabeth 

has lived in this house - and garden - all her life. It's one of 

the few places left in Brighton with an old-fashioned house

to-garden ratio - kids have played here since the 1880s. 

Still remaining is a quince tree that was part of an orchard 

before the house was built. The quince has seen better 

days - the main trunk is propped up with a post - but it 

sprouts a lush green that protects a nearby window from 

summer's afternoon sun. Elizabeth will not part with it. She 

planted sugar gums (Eucalyptus cladocalyx) when she was 

10. Her mother wanted gum tips - a fashionable cut flower 

in the 1940s - to go with Iceland poppies. The sugar gums 

turned out to be tuarts (Eucalyptus gomphocephala) from 

Western Australia, but still shimmer elegantly in the sea 

breeze. Between the possums and the changing climate, 

Elizabeth has an uphill battle keeping this quarter-acre alive. 

"We had hydrangeas and rhododendrons and plenty of 

azaleas here once." 

A brilliant pink rhododendron still stands proudly. II has 

lasted half a century, sheltered by the 1940s sleep-out and 

a peppercorn tree. From the kitchen window, your eyes 

wander from a strategically placed grevillea (encouraging 

honey-eaters to put on a show while the washing-up's 

being done), past a fountain (a gift to Elizabeth and her late 

husband, Robert, on their 50th wedding anniversary), to rest 

in the corner with the timber door. Near the door is an angel 

dedicated to Robert and surrounded by stately but struggling 

tree ferns and other ferny cover. 

Just the other day, a local walker caught Elizabeth's eye 

to tell her, "I love your garden. I look forward to ii each year." 

A timber gate shows where owner Elizabeth McQuire used 
to skip through a gap in the fence on her way to school. Hardy flowering 
plants abound, as do ornaments such as a sundial and an angel 
dedicated to Elizabeth's late husband, Robert. 
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Musician Tim Rogers is 
set to rock the stage again 
as an actor. 

Within minutes of meeting Hollywood actor Harvey Keitel, 

Tim Rogers found himself pleading for mercy. The energetic 

frontman of Australian rock band You Am I had a small part 

in Jane Campion's 1999 feature film Holy Smoke, and had 

turned up to a mansion on Sydney Harbour to rehearse a 

fight scene with Keitel and actor Kate Winslet. "Harvey leapt 

at me and had my arm behind my back before I knew it. I 

was looking at him quizzically before I realised that we were 

already in rehearsal mode and there wasn't, like, a 'let's go 

now'. I was five steps behind." 

A decade later Rogers, 39, is turning his hand to acting 

again, this time in the Malthouse production of Woyzeck, an 

1837 play by Georg Buchner. He hopes he can shake himself 

out of the "dreary rock-and-roll world" in time to put in a good 

performance. The play follows Woyzeck (played by Socratis 

Otto), a young soldier who is experimented on by the military 

and cuckolded. He goes mad and eventually murders his 

de facto wife, Marie (Bojana Novakovic). In his role as the 

Entertainer, Rogers will perform music written for the play 

by Nick Cave and Warren Ellis, the violin-playing frontman 

of the Australian band Dirty Three. 

"I'm not expecting it to be smooth," says Rogers. 

"I haven't done theatre in 15 years." Rogers may be best 

known for his sweaty, heartfelt performances with You 

Am I but he worked in theatre before his career in music. 

His acting credits include school productions of West 

Side Story (his first acting gig), Breaker Morant and 

a musical version of Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts 

Club Band as well as some Joe Orton plays at university, 

the bit part as Seducer in Holy Smoke and small roles 

on the television medical drama MDA. 
This adaptation of Woyzeck has been performed at the 

Barbican in London, where the score by Cave and Ellis was 

particularly well received, and at a festival at the Brooklyn 

Academy of Music in New York City. The musical director is 

ex-Boom Crash Opera co-founder Peter Farnan. Rogers is 

excited about performing someone else's songs. "They jump 

the genres, they're all over the shop, they're great," he says 

of the material by Cave and Ellis. "They're bawdy and lusty 

and nasty and occasionally tender." 

Rogers, who lives in St Kilda and has a seven-year-old 

daughter, Ruby, is glad to have the opportunity to spend 

a few months in Melbourne away from the grind of touring. 

"I think those guys (at the Malthouse) took a punt to ask 

me to do it and it's not the opportunity to tread the boards 

that's intriguing for rrie - I tread boards 200-and-something 

times a year doing what I do and I don't just get up and sing 

songs, I try and bring a level of performance to it - but it's 

the discipline of it that's attractive." 

Woyzeck, January 31 to February 28, the Malthouse 

Theatre, South Melbourne, phone 9685 5111 or see 

www.malthousetheatre.com.au 

.... 
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