Upon reading the article by Jack Johnson it brought back memories of my younger days. It appears that Jack lived in the house at 29 Fifth Avenue prior to my family moving to that address. The house would have been built in the late 1920’s and was built by Horrie Davidson to boot.

I would say that after the Johnsons moved, Bert and Freda Minotti moved in for a couple of years, while we were living in a house at 69 Potter Street. When we moved we put all of our furniture over the back fences of 69 Potter Street and 29 Fifth Avenue.

Fifth Avenue ran from Birdwood Avenue – a gravel road up to Melbourne Road (now the Princes Highway). The Princes Highway would have started at Gladstone Road and Fifth Avenue was just a three furrows track up to about Seventh Avenue.  It had a two foot rise approximately fifty yards from Birdwood Avenue and the only other house close by was in Seventh Avenue. This was lived in by the Arnolds who ran the milk bar in Hammond Road - that was later taken over by the Rogers family. Then later Les and Beatrice Waddell lived in that house for many years.

We would have moved into 29 Fifth Avenue around 1942.

As this time was during the Second World War, deliveries by storekeepers were limited. Every Tuesday I would go down to Crooks Nation store and collect the grocery order and then go back home which was approximately one mile away.

One day I was rolling down Clow Street in the billy-cart and I let one of the reins slip out of my hand.  I crashed into the back of one of Alec Paydon’s trucks, which was parked on the side of the road and, in the process, smashed a front wheel. A straw broom had been purchased, so the staff at Crooks tied the broom to the shaft and I was able to push the billy-cart home on the two back wheels. On the way up Lonsdale Street I was told by a policeman that I had to take the billy-cart off the footpath and use the service road, for it was illegal to have billy-carts on footpaths.

The family lived at 29 Fifth Avenue until May of 1998 and during that time many homes were built.

Both my father and my eldest brother Bob worked at the bacon factory. Bob started there the day he turned 14 years of age and he worked until the late 1970’s. He worked in the kill section. My father was a fireman/engine driver and worked three rotating shifts -  (6 a.m. – 2 p.m.) , (2 p.m. – 10 p.m.) and (10 p.m. – 6 a.m.). The others who worked the roster were Reg Williams who lived in Cleeland Street, Bert Gee who lived for a while in Hutton Street and also Fred Male who lived in Station Street. When my father worked the 6 a.m. – 2 p.m. shift, he would quite often unload a truck of coal or briquettes by hand and was paid 10 shillings ($1) for that job. He would let my mother know this by giving a couple of toots on the one o’clock whistle.

From memory there was a whistle at 7.45 p.m. and again at 8 a.m., another at midday and one at 12.55 p.m. and again at 1 p.m., another at 3.45 p.m. and the last at 4 p.m. New Years Eve was a special occasion, so there was a siren that was only used to greet in the New Year. That would sound for a couple of minutes and Dad seemed to be on duty quite often.

On the 10 p.m – 6 a.m. shift I would often go with him and stay for the full shift. We would enjoy a cup of billy tea, which was boiled on the front of the furnace door and when it boiled Dad would swing the billy a few times in a round-arm circle. Quite often we would enjoy a superb pork chop cooked to perfection. After a round of the chillers and smoke rooms – to make sure that the temperature was in order, I would have a sleep on two banana boxes covered by a couple of sugar bags filled with straw. This was best during the winter, as it was against the furnace. My Dad always had his dinner brought down to the factory when on the 2 p.m. – 10 p.m. shift. We were able to walk out our front gate and virtually walk in a straight line across to the factory through paddocks between Birdwood Avenue and Railway Parade. 

One day when my dad was unloading a truck of coal Bruce Evans (whose father also worked at the factory) decided to play a joke on my father. He released the brake on an empty truck, which was in the siding and a gentle push made the truck roll down and crash into the truck that my father was working in. My father, being of small stature was not able to see who the culprit was.

When I was born we lived in a house at 93 Hammond Road and the house is still there. My sister Beth and I used to go with a Mr King, who lived in Albert Street and worked for the council, to the Dandenong cemetery and play. During the spring we would pick the wild flowers that grew in the grounds. We would also sit on a sled that was drawn by a lively Clydesdale horse and we would return home for lunch. 

We would often walk to the Dandenong shops and perhaps get a frozen orange from McGowan’s shop or an ice cream from Goff’s milk bar in Hammond Road. One day whilst I was walking down the street I had my finger caught in the gate of 38 Hammond Road and lost part of the top of a finger. From memory the house still stands today. I think the house was next to Len Bolch’s. We would have left Hammond Road around the time that the sewerage trenches were being dug.

During the Second World War my brother Bob delivered the morning papers to Dandy West residents, including the army camps which were situated in Gladstone Road (St. Gerards), American camp – corner of Gladstone Road and Melbourne Road, (Minster carpet site)- corner of Heatherton Road and the Princes Highway(Pitch & Putt) and Beswick’s property – Princes Highway(Waverly Riding School).

In the mid-forties I would do the Herald Sporting Globe paper round over in Dandy West on a Saturday night  - from the railway station to Jones’s Road and received 2shillings and 6 pence (25 cents) plus tips. After that I went to the Boomerang picture theatre and packed my tray with Dixie ice creams - 3d (2 cents) and 6d (5 cents) and chocolates - 1 shilling (10 cents) a block. 

Some weekends Jim Burnside & Sons (Ian and Kevin) , their next door neighbour  Bert Johnson and myself would ride our bikes down to the bottom of Hammond Road and go ferreting and catch a few rabbits. Then during the week Ian and I would go down again and go eeling with ox liver for bait. Very rarely did we fail to catch any.

Looking back I would say that the youth of yesteryear would have had a lot more fun and enjoyment in life than the youth of today.

                                                         John Crichton         

