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The Water Tower by Peter Williams. 
 
It was a landmark of the northern edge of Melbourne, and you could see it from the Hume 
Highway. It dominated the flat volcanic plain, and it became a lighthouse at the end of long trips, 
showing us we were almost home.  
It was situated on a block of land between the Police station and Freddy's Milk Bar, where old 
Freddy had that stuffed Wedge Tailed Eagle at the end of the counter. Nearly as scary as he was. 
A big white tank, perched on top of a tall green structure made of huge steel beams, the tower 
was surrounded by a tall cyclone wire fence with a sign on it stating clearly that Trespassers would 
be Prosecuted. 
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I never found out what purpose it served, if indeed it had anything to do with our water supply. 
It was just 'The Water Tower', part of that landscape you passed every day without thinking 
about. 
Until the idea came into my head that I would climb it. 
At first it seemed a reckless and dangerous idea, but the seed had been planted. Dangerous, for 
obvious reasons, but what about the risk of being caught? What if Freddy heard something, and 
went peering out between the blinds? 
What kind of punishment could one expect to face for trespassing? Did I actually have the 
courage required to carry out this daring stunt? Could I face the harsh potential of parental 
knowledge of my careless and irresponsible actions? 
The reasons get it done were piling up. 
Now, the tower took on a new persona, standing like a beacon, looking down on me from right 
up there, calling me every time I saw it. I didn't know when I would do it, or how the obstacles of 
the cyclone fence and the police station would be handled. The climbing of the water tower 
would have to be a clandestine operation, done late at night or just before dawn, under the cover 
of darkness. 
 

 
 



I hadn't heard of anyone climbing the tower. It had to be done, and the title of being the first one 
up there added to the allure. 
My best mate Guy had been born in England.  Hull, on the Yorkshire coast, was a mixture of 
industry, railways and docks. Back then, I didn't know how an environment moulded a kid, but 
Guy was streetwise, athletic and fearless. He was a natural leader, competitive and ready for any 
challenge that came his way. Once I put the idea to Guy that we should climb the water tower, it 
was as good as done. 
A plan was hatched, it was only a matter of when. 
 

 
 
It was arranged that I'd be spending a Saturday night sleeping over at Guy's. Sleeping over at one 
another's place was a common occurrence. After tea, Guy announced to his parents that we were 
going round to my place for a while, to work on model train sets, or stamp collections, or any one 
of the myriad other hobbies we shared. “We'll be back later on…” 
We rode up Cooper Street to Miller Street, the last street on the edge of town, where we knew 
there were no houses and no passing traffic. Between Miller Street and the back of the Police 
station there was a gravel dump, a dark wasteland that we navigated carefully and silently, 
guided by the tower, dimly visible against the night sky. My heart was pounding as we stashed 
our bikes in the long grass near the fence. We crept around to the chained and padlocked gates 



and found that while one of us pulled them apart at the bottom, enough space could be made 
for the other to squeeze through at ground level. 
The next obstacle was the absence of a ladder on the first section of the tower. We looked at the 
enormous bracing beams that ran diagonally between the tower's legs and figured we'd have to 
crawl up these till we reached the ladder at the top of the first section. Bent over forwards, 
creeping on hands and feet, in the dark. I felt a tightness in my chest, restricting my breathing. 
Focussing intently on every awkward step and grip of the hands. So excited that at last, we were 
actually part way up the water tower. Worrying that we'd be spotted, while not wanting to take 
our concentration off this treacherous first part of the climb. 
 

   
 

I was just 14, and this was the most daring and exciting moment in my life to that point. 
We reached the top of the diagonal beams in natural order, Guy first. We were about twenty feet 
above the ground, now able to make a start on the bottom end of the ladder. Looking down was 
exhilarating, looking up was terrifying; scale, proportion, and the value of life itself, all grow in 
significance when you're actually riding the beast. 
The simple act of climbing a ladder. One step at a time, and you’d be there. 
One slip and you’re dead. 
Every hand and foot carefully placed, feeling our way in the darkness. Thrilled to bits at the 
physical challenge and the daringness of the act. And at the same time, terrified at the risk of 
being caught. 
The tower was made up of a number of sections, I can't recall how many. As we came to the top 
of each section, we had to step across to the first rung of the ladder on the next section, itself a 
precarious part of the climb. Holding on, placing the feet carefully, trying not to look down. 
The final section of the ladder seemed the longest, and the tank itself seemed so huge as we got 
closer to it. With aching arms and legs, we passed through a manhole. Stepping off the ladder 
and onto the flat checker plate of the parapet, gripping the handrail for dear life. We'd made it, 
we were up the tower.  



With no real idea how high we were, I felt I had never been higher in my life. From up there on 
that clear summer's night, it seemed we could see all the lights in the world. From Mt Dandenong 
in the east, through the cluster of tall buildings in the centre of our view, out to the West Gate 
Bridge and the Newport Power Station. And all the way south to Mt Eliza. 
We could make it all out in the glow, highlighted by a halo of reflected light in the night sky. 
This was a defining moment in our young lives. We breathed the cool night air and forgot about 
getting caught. Right then, we felt like we owned everything we could see. 
We leant on the guard rail, grinning as we gazed out over the most wonderful vision of light and 
landscape. 
We were as free as the gentle night breeze in our faces, up on the Water Tower. 
In that brief moment we were the Kings of our World, and I'd like to think the ghosts of Huck and 
Tom would have been smiling down upon us. 
 
Originally published on 25 April 2025 on the “Epping back in the day!” Facebook page.  Used with 
permission of the author.   
Photos are courtesy of Leslie Ward of Lalor,  
 
The water tower at Epping was erected in 1970 and was the highest above-ground water tower 
in Melbourne at 38 meters.  It stood in the rear yard of the old Epping Police station and provided 
water to the local population until August 1992.  It was demolished in 1993.  The photos were 
taken by Frank Ward of Lalor and supplied by his son Leslie. 
 

2025 Dates to Remember  
Sunday 20th July 2025. Lunch and committee meeting. 
Venue: Hunters Tryst, 9 Old Hume Hwy Beveridge.    
Lunch from 12.00pm, with a committee meeting that you are welcome to stay for, 
commencing at 1.30pm. 
 

Saturday 26th July 2025 
Fundraising at the Diamond Creek Rotary Tram Café. 
Venue: Diamond Creek Rotary Tram Café, 28 Main Hurstbridge Road, Diamond 
Creek. 
WHS members will be serving behind the counter from 9am to 4pm.   
 
Sunday 27th July 2025 
WHS at Open House Melbourne 
Venue: Caretakers Cottage, Recreation Road, Yan Yean Reservoir. 
We will be part of an event with displays and information for all.  10am to 4pm.  
You can find more information at the link below: 
https://openhousemelbourne.org/stories-of-the-city/ 
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Sunday 17th August 2025 
WHS Speaker & Open Forum 
Venue: Whittlesea Bowls Club, 101 Church Street, Whittlesea 
All welcome to come to hear our speaker and join us for our open forum.  Keep an 
eye on your email or Facebook for more information. 
 
Thursday 21st August 2025 
Family History Month talk – Farming families in Whittlesea. 
Venue: Whittlesea Library, 57-61 Laurel St, Whittlesea. 
Come along to hear our talk on farming families.  2pm to 4pm. 
 
Sunday 21st September 2025 
Toys of Yesteryear. 
Venue: Whittlesea Bowls Club, 101 Church Street, Whittlesea 
Join us for lunch at the Bowls Club from 12pm.  At 1.30 members will be presenting 
a selection of their old toys.  You are invited to come along and bring an old toy or 
two for show and tell.  Members of the public most welcome. 
 
Thursday 16th October 2025 
Local History Month talk – Know Your Show 
Venue: Whittlesea Library, 57-61 Laurel St, Whittlesea. 
In conjunction with the Whittlesea Agricultural Society, we will be giving a talk on 
the history of the Whittlesea Show. 
 
Sunday 19th October 2025 
WHS Annual General Meeting 
Venue: Whittlesea Bowls Club, 101 Church Street, Whittlesea. 
 
For updates to our events schedule please see our website. 
 

The Early History of Lalor High School - The 1960s 
By Chris Scull (with help from Barbara Miller) 
 

Lalor High School was the first secondary school in the City of Whittlesea.  Until that 
time students who wished a secondary education would need to travel to schools 
in Keon Park, Preston, Northcote or Coburg.   Lalor High began its life in the grounds 



of Merrilands High School, Keon Park, in February 1963 with a staff of seven 
teachers and 110 students under acting Principal K P McCarthy.  This first Mothers 
Club meeting was held in June 1963 where the first school uniform of tan, green 
and white was chosen.  Mrs. I Tunzi was elected the Club president and would go 
on to serve on the school council. 
Students from across the shire and into Kinglake were transported to the school by 
bus, with an estimated 30% of students travelling to school this way from all four 
ridings of the Shire.  The school motto, “Honour be ours” on a badge was 
incorporated into the uniform at this time.  A House System was introduced with 
the houses named after four distinguished authors, Gordon, Dennis, Lawson and 
Paterson. 
On Monday November 25th, 1963, the school moved to its permanent home on the 
corner of David Street and Dalton Roads in Lalor.  The first round of building work 
was not completed until late 1964. 
 

      
Image 1.  Lalor High Opened, as reported in the local papers in 1965.  Image 2 shows the first stage of 

the school in about 1963.  Both images c/o the school archives. 
 

In 1964 the staff increased to 17 teachers with Mr. E. Johnson as Principal.  The first 
school council meeting was held in April, with Cr Vic Michael elected President.  
Initial council members included J Clements of South Morang, B Hayton of 
Whittlesea, J Towt of Whittlesea, L Wheeler of Mernda and Mrs. P Roads of Lalor, 
one of only two women on the council.  The school canteen also began in that year 
with volunteers working from the laundry.   
The school was officially opened on Friday 9th April 1965 by the Minister of 
Education, J Bloomfield, accompanied by Mr. R A Reed from the Education 



Department and local civic, business and clerical guests including Shire President 
John Towt.  The student number had increased to 353 students with 16 staff 
members under Principal Mr. J W Grenfell. 
 
 

   
First two pages of a 1966 school magazine, c/o the school archives. 

 

In 1966 the number of students increased to 462 students with 23 staff.  The school 
bank and prefect system were introduced with the first fete raising $270.40.  The 
first round of prefects included Kathy Mason, Meredith Sharples, Sharon Nash, 
Roma Griffiths, Norman Cowell, Ian Seddon, Tina Di Paola, Susan Wailes, Nino De 
Pasquale and Robert Batten.   
In 1967 student numbers reached 600 under 27 staff.  This year also saw the third 
wing of buildings opened in October, replacing two portables and plans were drawn 
up for the development of grounds at the rear of the school.  The school had 
Leaving Certificate students for the first time. 
In 1968 Mr. W B Muir began his term as school principal.  630 students were 
enrolled with 31 staff members.  The third wing came into full use, including the 
gymnasium, woodwork rooms and general classrooms.  The Parent-Teacher 
Association was founded in August that year.  The first formal speech day was held 
in December 1968 at Epping Hall. 



   
The new wing of the school was under construction in 1967.  The “400s” block that included general 
classrooms, music and art rooms, gymnasium and woodworking rooms.  From the school archives 

 
 
1969 saw the first issue of “Milpera,” the school yearbook, published although 
earlier magazines had been published under different names.  Milpera is still 
published today some 55 years later.  Milpera is an aboriginal word meaning 
“gathering of the people.”  690 students attended that year.  The Milpera included 
photos including various sporting teams as well as school prefects, captains and 
staff photos. 
 

 
The school in about 1968, taken from David Street.  Part of a collection of color slides from the Rotary 

Club of Thomastown 



 

In 2023 I was asked to assist with preparations for the 60th Anniversary of the 
school, working with two former staff members, Mrs. Glenys Williams and Mrs. 
Creina Moloney, both of whom were on staff for many years.  Mrs. Williams was 
part of the office staff and Mrs. Moloney worked in the library.  I was fortunate 
enough to be given free access to their archives and was able to digitize many of 
their records and photographs.  Their collection included well over 10,000 images 
including class photos and other school photos.  In addition to photos, I was able 
to digitize some of their video collection including school plays and sports days, as 
well as being able to scan copies of all their school years books dating back to 1969, 
some newsletters, newspapers and other items of interest. 
 

Book Launch – Silent Sentinel 
 

 
Guests at Amaria Stark’s book launch in Epping. 

 
On the 26th of April 2025 at Creed’s Farm Living and Learning Centre in Epping, 
members of the WHS were part of a group that gathered for the launch of “Silent 
Sentinel,” an illustrated book by Amaria Stark.  Amaria is a local artist and member 
of the WHS and has been working on this project for several years.  She gave us 
some insight into her process for the book, which is told from the perspective of an 
ancient red gum tree and the changes around it over time.  The art shows its story 



from pre-colonial days to the modern period with local buildings forming part of 
the background.  It is well worth checking out. 
You can find more information at her website:  
www.amariasartwork.com.au  
 

 
Guests at the book launch viewing the artwork that went into the book. 

Sponsors  
Whittlesea Historical Society is most appreciative of the funding and acknowledge 
the community support provided by Mason Quarter and Whittlesea Bowls Club. 
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