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T HIS year The Journal cele-

4 brates its 130th anniversary.
As part of the celebrations, a
series of features jocks at the
people and institutions that have
contribuied to our history.

A PICTURE submitted to The
Journal by Mr Leo Hawkins
started it all.

+ was a picture Leo found
when cleaning out a spare
room and depicted the staff of
the then Ordish Firebrick Fac-
tory in Stud Road, Dandenong
in 1939.

The picture brought back
memories for Leo and another
tormer ‘‘brickie” employee
Rill Aldersea.

Bill, 77, who has undergone
heart surgery, can still clam-
per aloft in a cherry picker
and he can still wield a mighty
axe. He also knows a good
clean made brick when he sees

one.

Bill left South Gippsland at
the age of 10 to come to live
with his family in Langhorne
Street, Dandenong.

“1 leit school at 14 and went
chopping wood in the police
paddocks. We used to bring the
wood up Power Road to a woo-
dyard at the corner of Langh-
orne and Walker Streets,
where the chemist is now. It
was cut in foot blocks and we
had to pay a fee to the govern-
ment for the priviledge of cut-
ting the wood.

“Tn those days during the De-

MR

pression you could not get
work. You just took it when it
came. | made bread and buns
at Bartlett's Bake House in
Dandenong but the flour got on
to my lungs. [ worked at the
Bacon Factory premises for a
Mr Lovell. We got all the offal
from the factory and made it
into chook food and blood and
bone. It was a rotten job. Then
1 worked at a blacksmith’s
shop opposite the market,”
said Bill.

Bill's keen blue eyes twin-
kled when he thought of “Old
Stormy Fletcher” a police offi-
cer, who used to cuff the way-
ward kids around the ears and
send them packing from main
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VWilliam {Biil) Aldersea has a host of golden memories.
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street and the might of Bob S
Howard, another wellknown N
officer the kids all respected. T

He chuckled when he re- S B
called his days at Ordish. .

«when I worked at Ordish in
Stud Road I used to get the
sack all the time. I think I got
the sack nine times in 81
years. . . but they always asked
me to ccme back,” he said.

Bill got a reprieve from war
service when he was seconded
to essential industry. “The
manpower bloke sent me to’
Ordish, I had no option. Ordish
Firebricks were used to build
the furnaces to fire the ma-
chinery to make the muni-
tions,” said Bill.
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