
 P
eople who live in Perth 
and foolishly wish they 
didn’t, like to nickname it 
‘Dullsville’: a backwater 

far away from the glitz of Sydney and 
Melbourne. As residents of one of the 
most isolated cities on Earth, they 
could be forgiven for thinking all the 
action is happening somewhere else. 
But Perth has begun to grow out of 
its teenage sulks into a confident city. 

Sitting in the southwest corner of 
Australia, Perth is divided into north 
and south by the Swan River, and the 
two halves carry on a friendly rivalry. 
I grew up in the suburban sprawl to 
the north, where the echoing calls of 
ravens in the gum trees punctuate 
the long, sun-drenched afternoons. 
Summer days were spent catching 
the bus to Scarborough Beach; its 
pale golden sand and the deep, clear 
blue of the sea and sky shine like 
gems in my memory. Wherever I 
travel, I’m still convinced that Perth’s 
beaches are the best in the world.
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Meanwhile, the centre of town has 
a definite buzz to it. Beaufort Street 
in upscale Mount Lawley, down 
which I used to stroll to buy hot chips 
after school, has blossomed into a 
trendy avenue lined with al fresco 
cafés, little bars and edgy boutiques. 
Once a failing cinema, the Astor 
Theatre (astortheatreperth.com) is 
now an art deco venue for big-name 

bands. Not every band makes the 
long-haul trek out here, but we've 
plenty of home-grown talent. Our 
version of Little Caesar’s Pizzeria 
(littlecaesarspizzeria.com.au) names 
creative toppings after local bands. I 
go for the Eskimo Joe: a dessert pizza 
with a chocolate-chip base, topped 
with vanilla ice cream and a tangy 
raspberry sauce.

What Perth does well above all 
else is coffee. An influx of Greek 
and Italian migrants during the last 
century brought European-style 
espresso here, with the result that 
Perth people are fiends for a good flat 
white. Starbucks has never dared set 
up shop here: they would find it hard 
to compete with places like Greens 
& Co on Oxford Street, where stylish 
locals young and old come to lounge 
beneath the glow of paper lanterns.

High on a hill, King’s Park is 
an enormous nature reserve with 
a postcard-worthy view of the city 
centre. Inside, you might glimpse 
an echidna trundling by, or a family 
guarding their barbecue against 
marauding kookaburras.

I confess: I was once one of 
the east-coast wannabes. 
But Perth has grown on 
me, and now the pull 
of home is stronger 
than ever. Dullsville it 
definitely is not. 

RESIDENT

Stylish locals, young 
and old, lounge  

beneath the glow  
of paper lanterns

FROM TOP
Perth's riverside 
skyline; shy, native 
echidnas live wild 
in the park
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