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My great great grandfather Thomas Andrews was born in 1764 in Horton, Dorset, England and died aged 66 years in 1830 in Dorset. His wife Elizabeth Haskell was born in 1767 in Cranborne, Dorset, England.

Their sons John and James Andrews were farm hands in England, but the invention of the plow put them out of work. They were starving as they had no money to buy anything. They were caught taking honey from a hive to eat and as the authorities thought their dog was being kept to poach rabbits, they were convicted. Their offence was not so great.

John and James Andrews were transported together to Australia for larceny for a period of seven years.

They did not go to gaol, but were put to work on the farm of Captain Fenton in Tasmania.

When they got their ticket-of-leave, they applied to withdraw money from the Savings Bank, presuming they were being paid for their work. They managed to get to Port Phillip District and Melbourne where they found a job and met a few friends. James was interested in land at Brighton to grow vegetables and that is where he met Margaret Harrigan whom he married in 1840. 

James and his wife moved to Bangholme and he took up 25 acres of land. His ability to cut post and rail fences helped him keep his farm. He fenced for the Keys family who had bought land around his farm. When the area continually flooded a man-made river, the Patterson, was dug near his house. He had to shift to another part of the property along the new Main Drain. He could use pulleys and ropes to shift heavy objects and he was much sort after.

The Bangholme church was on part of his property. 

To his sorrow his wife Margaret died in 1858.

He married for a second time in 1859 at Christ Church, Oakleigh to Clara Maple. They had their first child on 19 May 1862 and called him James Fenton Andrews, the Fenton after Captain Fenton who must have been very good to them. James was followed by Mary, George, Henry and Christine.

James Fenton Andrews married Edith Foster (year?) and they shifted to Keysborough and had eleven children. My father George Thomas was the ninth of these children.

They had a farm with vegetables and fruit trees. The boys would be given jobs before going to school, like weeding rows of vegetables. His father would put his foot print at the end of the row that the boys had to weed, but to trick him they would get one of his boots and change the place to give them less work. 

When his father had ‘Dandenong House’ built near the station in Dandenong, the girls of the family ran the boarding house and dining rooms and the boys of the family did the work on the farm in Keysborough. 

Dad’s brother Gordon, when married, started a market garden farm in Perry Road, Keysborough.

When my father George married my mother Margery (nee Hayhow) at the Church in Keysborough he became the first person to be baptised and married in the Keysborough Methodist Church.

My father started a farm in Brighton Road (Cheltenham Road today) and they had five children, three girls and two boys.

Dad only had draft horses to work the farm and would have to take his load of vegetables to Melbourne market, leaving home about 3pm and sleeping on his load. He would start selling about 4am and when his load was sold he set out on the trip home. He was quite sure that his horse knew the way and would take him home.

On the farm we had a house cow that had to be milked every morning and night. It was a good cow with a good amount of milk. We had a separator that we put the milk in with a big bowl on top. We had to turn a handle and the cream would come out into a bowl and the milk into a bucket. Mum would make butter with the cream after we had used what we wanted for cakes and other baking. About once a week Mum would put the cream into the butter churn and turn the handle until the cream turned into butter. She would use butter pats to shape it into blocks. During the war when we had ration tickets she had plenty of butter and would swap butter for tea coupons as she had to make a lot of billy tea to send out to the men working in the paddock.

Mum and Dad were involved in quite a few societies; Dad in the Show Society and Rotary club and Mum in the Girl Guides Club as we were Girl Guides then. Through the Rotary Club Dad got involved in quite a few other societies and then they wanted him to stand for Council. He won a seat on the Council in the West Keysborough Ward. 

 Things were starting to change. We had pushbikes to ride to our school at Dandenong West State School. My father got his first truck. 

The draft horses were our pets. We called them Lofty (because he was big) and Violet (because she was smaller) and Prince who was white. Things were changing for them as well, as tractors came on the farm to do their work.

We always went to the dance in the Dandenong Town Hall every Saturday night. We would ride our bikes with our long frocks held up out of the way of the wheels. We left our bikes at our friends the Masters’ place in Thomas Street and went to the dance with them. Long frocks were quite the thing for dances. Also we were lucky that our sister Joan was a dressmaker and worked for our two aunties Jean and Nancy Hayhow in a shop in Foster Street. 

When we went to balls Mum and Dad would take us in the car – yes, we had a car then. Mum and Dad would help with the supper or any jobs that had to be done.

Dandenong was expanding after the Second World War with factories starting to come to the area and lots of new people from overseas.

Dad was made the Shire President for a few years and then the time came to make Dandenong a City and everyone wanted my father to be the first Mayor of the City of Dandenong. Dandenong had a big celebration with a parade down Lonsdale Street to the Town Hall where Sir Dallas Brooks and Lady Brooks were waiting to present the Mayoral Robes to my father in 1959.
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