
Marrickville’s sweatshops: 
An historical view

‘We expect too much of new buildings,’ Jane Jacobs 
wrote in 1961, ‘and too little of ourselves.’ As a young 
journalist in New York, Jacobs was inspired by that 
city’s intricate mingling of different lives and habits, 
advocating for the importance of public space and of 
preserving old buildings.  ‘Cities,’ she arguing, ‘have 
the capability of providing something for everybody, 
only because, and only when, they are created by     
everybody.’

Today in Sydney’s Inner West – and especially in   
Marrickville – the shadow of massive top-down    
planning is rapidly spreading. The area’s industrial and 
multicultural heritage is a part of the brand, but it is 
increasingly in danger of washing away. One new   
proposal, for twenty new buildings of up to 
twenty-eight storeys on Carrington Road, claims it will 
solve the flooding issues that have dogged this place 
since the time of European invasion. But such 
proposals  endanger as much as they promise. Some 
historic   façades will be preserved; nearby stores will 
borrow their names from local history. But what about 
the people, the stories, the myriad traces of a place’s 
shared past? The things that bind us together, however 
long we’ve been here?

The past leaves its mark on a neighbourhood. Some of 
the traces are clear and apparent – the heritage-listed 
estates, the old church, public artworks.  But many of 
these are subtler,  visible only to those who go looking, 
spoken of only in certain communities. The sweatshops 
and small clothing factories that proliferated across 
postwar Marrickville are barely present in standard 
local histories; they command no plaques or listings. 
But, among locals, practically everyone knows    
someone who was involved in them – a parent, a    
relative, a friend or a neighbour. And if you scour the 
back lanes, the symbols of this phenomenon remain: 
covered-up windows, tall roller doors,  gutters with 
marks where the van would pull up. 
 
The AIRspace building at 10 Junction Street was    
previously a clothing sweatshop: a large brick dye-bath 
sits up the back. Buildings like these both conceal and 
preserve what has happened ins ide – the 
transformations, the experiences, all of them conducted     
semi-secretly, like the garment-making industry that 
flourished in this neighbourhood once.

Land and work in Marrickville

Marrickville has long been a marginal place to the city 
– swampy, semi-supervised, part-wild. Land carefully 
stewarded by First Nations people was written off as 
useless bog by English colonists,  then ineffectively 
drained to build foundations for manufacturing and real 
estate.  Open space has also meant possibility,          
particularly for the postwar migrants that made      

Marrickville their home and their workplace. 
Possibility,  which thrives in the openings left by cycles 
of boom and bust, lies at the heart of the area’s history 
– and of its present, as it continues to draw young 
artists as well as various practitioners of ‘urban 
renewal’  and development.  The emergence of local 
sweatshops    cannot be understood without a history of 
marginal Marrickville, of its long-held habits in 
industry and disaster.

Workers during 1931 floods in the Globe Woollen Mills in 
Marrickville. Image courtesy of the Inner West Library and 

History Services.
 

The Traditional Custodians of the land are the Gadigal 
and Wangal peoples of the Eora Nation. Aboriginal 
people have an unbroken connection to the land lasting 
over 60,000 years. An archaeological find at Wolli 
Creek dates back over 10,000 years, while shell 
middens at Kendrick Park and the Marrickville Golf 
Course reflect at least 4,000 years of Aboriginal use of 
the Cooks River’s northern banks. Here,  sweet and 
bitter waters mingled in a place of rich biodiversity and 
cultural significance. The first generation of European 
invaders avoided the area, considering the            
Gumbramorra Swamp to be dangerous and of little use. 
For many decades after the beginning of colonisation, 
Aboriginal people continued to visit, fish, and camp 
along the Cooks River. Yet the steady creep of         
European expansion did come to impact the area’s   
fishing communities,  and industrial developments in 
the 1840s-60s caused serious pollution and ecological 
damage. From the 1880s, the colonial government   
imposed forced migration and mass removal via the 
Aborigines Protection Board across New South Wales. 
The nationwide violence, dispossession, and trauma 
inflicted by colonists – not least through frontier    
massacres and the systematic erasure of rights –      
continues to affect the lives of First Nations People.
 
Aboriginal people have worked, against a great many 
obstacles, to maintain a connection to the land here. 
Many Aboriginal people moved to the     Marrickville 
area during the later twentieth century, encountering 
racism as elsewhere, although some    noted that     
Marrickville’s multicultural nature made for a        
comparatively more welcoming space. Community 
groups such as the Metropolitan Local Aboriginal Land 
Council today play a vital custodian role with respect 
to local heritage and culture, and a number of           
Aboriginal history and memorial projects have been 
initiated around the Cooks River. 



 

  

Interpretive installation at Kendrick Park in Tempe

Since European colonisers saw Marrickville’s 
‘deceptive meadows’ as unfit for agriculture, only 
small strips of land were developed at first.  In local 
historian Sue Castrique’s phrase, the valley was 
‘prowled by        transients’: runaways, lime burners, 
prize fighters   practising their illegal sport in secret. In 
1834, local estate owner Robert Wardell was killed by 
absconding convicts that had hid out on his land. His 
body was found by a creek, very likely the one that ran 
just past the current AIRspace site.

That event, and the public unease that followed, may 
have provoked the colony to develop this uncleared 
valley so close to town. The following decades brought 
to Marrickville a new generation of settlers,  who 
sought to establish themselves through specialist work: 
quarrying, nurseries, market gardens. The latter were 
pioneered, above all, by immigrants from China or 
Scotland, including the Meek family whose Myrtle 
Grove estate lay beside the Schwebel family’s 
sandstone quarry around what is now Junction Street. 

Tanning and brick-making, both exiled from central 
Sydney, were drawn to the ample water of Cooks River 
and Gumbramorra Creek. Greater Marrickville became 
the city’s brick hub, supplying Sydney’s land boom of 
the 1880s-90s. As real estate fever set in,  working-class 
Marrickville became vulnerable to exploitation, buoyed 
by what historian Michael Cannon has called the     
period’s ‘deeply held belief that it was impossible to 
lose money by investing in land.’ Real estate flags  
fluttered, while boisterous posters advertised this or the 
other new subdivision. Sydney’s population grew more 
than threefold over 1871-1901, and Marrickville 
swelled even faster as it transformed into a dense    
industrial suburb.

Burgeoning Marrickville was still beset by floods, not 
least at the ill-fated Tramvale estate. This housing  
development, built on partly-drained swampland 
around what is now Victoria Road, targeted 
working-class buyers with promises of certain growth 
in value. It was shoddily built,  and plagued by typhoid 
in   summer; catastrophic flooding mostly destroyed it 
in 1889. But Tramvale was not closed down, bringing 
about years of further misery for its residents – and 
ecological damage for the area.

 

‘Bobbin’ up’: The rise of manufacturing

Eastern Marrickville, then, would be set aside for   
industry. (Today’s light-industrial area maps closely 
onto old representations of the swamp.) A large-scale 
drainage program channeled floodwater and pollution 
underground and down into the Cooks River: out of 
sight, out of mind, at least for a while. 

And so the industries came – automotive, steel, pottery, 
margarine. But none was so prominent as Clothing and 
Textiles (C&T).  Australia ‘rode the sheep’s back’  to 
prosperity: at first, raw wool was exported to be      
processed in Great Britain, but by the early 1900s, 
Australian mills were beginning to rally under the   
slogan ‘Australian goods for Australian people’.    
Manufacturing boomed through the midcentury, with 
C&T holding a particular pride of place. By 1964, it 
was the second-largest industry in Australian 
manufacturing (behind automotive), and a major 
source of   low-skilled employment, particularly for 
women and migrants.

Marrickville was home to a number of important textile 
concerns.  Vicars – now the site of the Marrickville 
Metro – was the first and largest; its prize-winning 
tweeds and blankets were advertised as ‘Made in     
Australia by Australians for Australians from          
Australia’s pure wool only’. By 1935, Vicars employed 
1,300 people. Marrickville was proud. Its float at a 
1930s city parade was themed ‘The Golden Fleece’, 
summoning Biblical images of boundless prosperity.

Marrickville float at 1930s city parade named ‘The Golden 
Fleece’. Image courtesy of the Inner West Library and     

History Services.

The factory floor at Vicars was predominantly female, 
as was typical for the industry. Pay was notably lower 
than for men, and female employees’ comparative lack 
of bargaining power contributed to harsh working  
conditions. 

The ambivalent experience of women in Sydney’s 
postwar textile industries was expressed in novels such 
as Dorothy Hewett’s Bobbin Up (1959) and Mena 
Calthorpe’s The Dyehouse (1961). For Hewett’s    



working women, the job for life is an ideal, and       
empowering to an extent – but it is also a life sentence. 
‘You’re not a woman anymore,’  one character says, 
‘you’re an  appendage to a machine ... and the day is 
only a memory of sweat and fluff and grease and   
grinding noise’. The possibility of living differently is 
tantalising but distant, like ‘the pale, wispy Australian 
sky fragile as hope above her head’.

Local industry continued to boom, protected by tariffs 
and other government protections. But by the 
1970s-80s, economic conditions had worsened, and in 
the following decades Australian manufacturing 
underwent a significant restructuring led by the 
Hawke/Keating reform project. During the 1980s, 
some 100,000     manufacturing jobs were lost. Over 
13,000 were lost in Marrickville alone in 1969-1985 
(57% of total). Vicars, Sydney Steel, and General 
Motors all closed. Those labourers who still had jobs 
were less likely to work in a (unionised) large plant 
than in a small factory,  an unofficial sweatshop, or the 
home.

Clothing manufacturing was protected into the 1990s, 
but eventually it too was exposed to global capital and 
competition. The price of protection was simply too 
high. The effects of liberalisation, according to      
economist Sally Weller,  ‘were devastating for most of 
the 1985 workforce’.  

That officially meant unemployment for older          
‘unskilled’ migrant workers – and, unofficially, it left a 
large hidden contingent of underemployed women with 
C&T skills but few apparent job opportunities. This 
was the captive labour force that would power the 
sweatshops and home workshops of greater             
Marrickville.

Who worked in the sweatshops?

Marrickville in the 1960s-70s was a marginal,       
working-class area that offered a special landing place 
for New Australians, particularly those from 
non-English-speaking backgrounds (NESB),  and a way 
in to ‘unskilled’  yet generally tolerable work. The      
Whitlam era saw the development of ethnic child care 
services and multicultural organisations like the       
Addison Road Community Centre. With cheapish 
rents, plentiful jobs, and ‘diversity in its DNA’,      
Marrickville – while far from perfect – was a           
multiculturalism success story.

The following decades were marked by a transition: 
Southern European and especially Greek Australians 
were gradually succeeded in the area by newer        
immigrants, largely from Southeast Asia. Also,       
recessions and the decline of industrialisation –
 brought about by reforms and falling competitiveness 
– were reducing the number of available factory jobs. 
Post-reform C&T companies took advantage. NESB 
migrants, especially women, were accustomed to  
working locally; they faced prejudice and other        
obstacles elsewhere, and typically relied on social   
networks for their job search. Such workers, many laid 
off from factory work, found themselves in the      

sweatshops that proliferated in the 1970s-80s,          
transitioning largely to home-based outwork in the 
1990s-2000s.

A significant workforce could thus be induced to work 
in conditions worse than those in former factories. 
Clothing companies, meanwhile,  were able to buy   
labour cheaply, flexibly, and with extremely limited 
capital costs.  Despite the ambitions of government 
‘rationalisation’, people continued wanting to work in 
clothing manufacturing – and clothing companies still 
wanted people to work for them, so long as they could 
extract cheap labour. So sweatshop labour was       
supplied and demanded, and regulators were too slow 
or too reluctant to prevent this occurring in the heart of 
one of the world’s wealthiest cities.

And so it went on, in full or partial secrecy, hidden 
within subcontracting arrangements and byzantine 
supply chains – and physically hidden, as well, in the 
post/industrial space that was Marrickville then.       
Labour that was supposed to be ‘offshored’  made its 
way straight into Australian homes. 

A transient industry

Information about sweatshop work and outwork is  
naturally scarce. As Paula Rabinowitz has noted: ‘The 
very nature of the sweatshop – transient, unofficial, 
domestic, illegal – put it beyond and outside the normal 
documentation required of historians and economists.’ 

Estimates about the number of people involved in 
sweatshop work and outwork in Australia have varied 
widely,  with figures ranging from some 50,000 up to 
some 329,000: the latter accounts for the casual nature 
of much outwork,  typically involving friends and     
family during rush periods. One 1991 study by        
University of Wollongong researchers estimated that 
1,000 to 1,800 clothing outworkers were active in the 
Marrickville municipality – some 10-20% of the area’s 
manufacturing workforce. The real number is probably  
higher.

Aerial photograph of Marrickville area (note silver roofs of 
industry where swamp was)



Marrickville’s sweatshops were concentrated in the 
east near Enmore and the southeast towards Sydenham 
– on the edges of the light-industrial former        
swampland. One geographic cluster was located 
around Addison Road and Shepherd Street; another 
was in south Marrickville,  with Junction Street home to 
multiple operations. Sweatshop work in this time   
mainly comprised of cutting, trimming, sewing,       
labelling, and pressing.  

Small sweatshops and home workshops were           
connected via networks of subcontracting and        
work-sharing; up to ten parties might work on a single 
garment. Workers specialised, at least temporarily, in 
one task; where outwork was involved, garments 
would be transported between residences and garages 
for each stage in the process before being checked and 
packed by the chief contractor. Typically, a contractor 
might take whatever work could be done at their home 
before ringing around trusted acquaintances to see who 
could take on new work.  They drove partly-made   
garments in a van between homes, knocking on       
roller-doors for secret deliveries. 

Small former factories, like the AIRspace building, and 
roughshod garages with covered windows: these are 
the marginal spaces where Marrickville’s clothing 
work took place. They wear subtle imprints of an    
unregistered past. What remains of the sweatshop        
experience is borne by the built environment but also 
in the memories of the workers themselves, as well as 
their children.

EMMANUEL ANGELICAS

Emmanuel Angelicas shot documentary photographs in 
the Marrickville sweatshops where his mother worked 
during the 1980s. As a young photography student,  he 
had been doing a project on fashion in the Strand    
Arcade. When he showed his mother the photos, she 
invited him to see how the garments are actually made. 
He reflected on the experience in interview, excerpted 
and edited for concision.

“I was privileged to be able to come in ... There 
was a lot of black money at the time: it wasn’t 
uncommon for a lot of migrant ladies to be    
getting the pension on the side. And the boss 
knew they were getting the pension so they’d 
say, ‘You’ll work for this amount or I’ll dob you 
in.’  

Whatever they did in their movements seemed 
so balletic to me, so natural,  because they’d 
been doing it for a long time ...  It’s like a human 
production line. 
 
In that neighbourhood [eastern Marrickville], 
everybody knew what was going on. But 
everybody just thought, you know, ‘They’re just 
doing it because they’re helping their family.’ 
Unless you’d really pissed someone off, you’d 
very rarely hear of anyone dobbing anyone in,      
because you’re pretty much all in the same boat. 

And, like, look at them – they’re working 
fucking hard, it was hard work! 
 
You know, it may not look like in the photos like 
they’re actually happy, but there was a couple 
of times when I was really privileged to see 
them during their break, when they would sit 
down and put out the little tablecloths with feta 
cheese and tomatoes, and everybody shared. 
And there were plenty of times where I could 
have photographed that, and I thought no, why 
should I spoil this moment”
                                   

           
Emmanuel Angelicas from his Marrickville

Sweatshops series, ca. 1980s

The sweatshop experience

What were these places like? A characteristic       
sweatshop might include between four and ten         
employees, working in very close quarters. Workers 
would move between stacked piles of fabric, garment 
racks, power cords, and cardboard boxes in varying 
states. Windows and doors were covered in drapery. 
For one interviewee, a local social worker, her        
dominant memory of factory visits was the heat. 
Emmanuel Angelicas remembered this too:

It was always fucking hot, even in winter, in 
those places, always hot, you know? And      
particularly the ladies who were ironing with 
steam, they had the best skin – but it was      
fucking hot.

Overall the conditions were poor. Pay rates varied 
throughout the 1970s-2000s, but sweatshop work was 
consistently lower-paid than jobs in the factories – and 
home-based outwork worse still. Workers in the 1980s 
would make a few cents per unit. Despite legal       
progress, thanks mainly to union-led campaigns around 
outworker rights, the average hourly outwork pay in 
2001 was around $3.60. Hours were often desperately 
long, a situation that worsened into the 2000s. ‘If you 
want the job,’ said one informant to a Brotherhood of 
Saint Laurence inquiry, ‘you try more hard.  You can’t 



sleep,  you work all day. You can’t do anything for your 
children.’ 

Workers were expected to work through injury and 
illness: burned arms were typically dipped in butter, or 
later olive oil, and returned to the fray. One respondent 
to an Asian Women at Work inquiry worked for over a 
decade in clothing sweatshops and outwork; she     
eventually discovered she had ‘many illnesses’ from 
the poor hours and conditions. Another, who           
experienced fatigue and numbness along her right arm, 
asked her employer for sick leave, and was fired. The 
social worker interviewee recalled: 

We found some women were there for fifteen 
years doing the same thing. And when we asked 
them, ‘How can you stick here for fifteen 
years?’, they would say, ‘Well, I go to the    
doctor and he gives me the tranquilisers.

Why were people prepared to work in Marrickville’s 
sweatshops? Firstly, alternative options were scarce – 
Australian manufacturing was collapsing, and a range 
of structural factors (language, prejudice, lack of     
capital,  non-recognition of skills) impeded progress in 
other sectors.  This was especially the case for        
middle-aged NESB women, many of whom had     
developed C&T skills at home or in larger local      
factories before they shut down, and for whom          
re-skilling would be singularly difficult. NESB       
migrants have had the lowest income, highest          
incidence of poverty and highest rate of unemployment 
among non-Aboriginal Australians; they have often 
born the brunt of recessions and been bypassed by the 
fruits of recovery. The alternative would often have 
been impoverishment.

For many, the hardships endured by the first generation 
would be justified by opportunities available to the 
next. As the University of Wollongong researchers 
recounted: ‘The Greeks and Vietnamese we            
interviewed in Marrickville were willing to work     
appallingly long hours,  and to use the combined efforts 
of the whole family to give their children a chance to 
gain a university education.’  Among that second     
generation, it is a sacrifice that has not gone unnoticed.
 

Outwork and its afterlives

Sweatshop work was always a double-edged sword for 
migrant women and the few men who joined them. 
They could earn money right away, helping to establish 
themselves in Australia,  but this meant missing other 
professional opportunities. They could earn a degree of 
financial empowerment, but many still were burdened 
by the ‘double shift’  of childcare and paid work. And 
they could, through determined hard labour, provide 
for their families – but at a high domestic price.

Home-based outwork, as we have seen, grew in      
prominence from the 1980s onwards. For employers, 
home-based outwork meant a further step away from 
regulation and union supervision; it also allowed them 

to pass on costs to workers by making them pay for 
their own sewing machines plus power and        
maintenance.  Many workers preferred the factory, with 
its better conditions and sense of community – though 
one interviewee suggested that commuting and       
language barriers made home work easier. The key 
advantage of outwork, however, was the ability to    
supervise children.

Mothers who went out to work in sweatshops in the 
1970s-80s were faced with an unenviable set of     
childcare options.  Some, unable to resolve the issue, 
sent their children abroad to live with relatives until the 
family’s situation improved. In an oral history for the 
Addison Road Community Center, Ann Orel – a   
community worker involved with Turkish-Australians 
in Marrickville – described the difficulties facing     
low-income immigrant women:

They worked long hours in those [factories], 
which created problems in the home because 
with their traditional background, the woman 
was responsible for the cooking, the cleaning, 
the washing and everything.  And they were 
working themselves into the ground.

EDD ASHMORE

Edd Ashmore worked at public primary schools in the 
Marrickville area since the 1980s; he moved into his 
current residence on Junction Street in 1987. As a 
teacher and resident he observed the impacts of 
sweatshop work and outwork on the local         
community, as related in interview (excerpted and 
edited for concision):

T h e r e w e r e a l o t o f h o m e s w e a t - 
shops: Vietnamese women sewing like mad for 
twelve to fourteen house a day trying to make a 
living because their men couldn’t get a job. We 
saw the kids – the kids told me. Infants talk 
about everything. What’s Mum do? ‘She’s    
sewing.’ I heard that a lot.  I mean, it was the 
way of the world for the first half of the ‘80s, 
and probably the last half of the ‘70s...

There were older kids, in years five and six, who 
were doing sewing on the weekends,  things like 
that – but mine were too young. We had staff 
meetings about girls,  Vietnamese-Australian 
girls, not doing their homework. It turned out 
they were just totally knackered from working 
on the sewing machines. Boys were exempt of 
course.

We found out girls were working in the           
afternoon after school. Some were working in 
the mornings. There were kids late to school, 
and they’d say,  ‘I was helping Mum at home.’  
They might have been doing work, doing food 
prep, looking after other kids.  Helping in the 
home.



It was really hard for these migrants. They were 
having a really, really hard time of it. They were 
really struggling. And a lot of the teachers were 
being middle-class dickwits, like, ‘Oh, why can’t 
you get your homework done?’ Well [the kids] 
were too busy supporting their families – but the 
power structures meant they couldn’t say that.

Outworkers, at least, could keep an eye on their       
children, although this came at the cost of loneliness, 
isolation, and the invasion of work into the domestic 
sphere. C&T equipment would dominate home-based 
workspaces; outworkers worked long days and nights.  
Children of outworkers have the presence of work   
imprinted on their memories of youth, and of their   
parents. This second generation faced a particular set of 
pressures: on the one hand, their social mobility was 
supposed to justify the family’s sacrifices; but on the 
other hand, financial urgencies meant that children 
were often made to help with the work itself.  As one 
respondent to a 2001 University of Melbourne study 
put it: 

After I come home from school my parents give 
me time to do my homework. After I finish my 
homework I help my parents from four hours to 
six hours of work ... Sometimes until one or two 
in the morning. At other times I go on all night. 
I can’t go out with my friends. My only fear is 
that I can’t make it into higher education and 
have to do this for the rest of my life.

There are very few home-based C&T operations     
remaining in Marrickville, but outwork continues 
elsewhere in the city. In 2009,  union officials estimated 
that over 300 garage sweatshops were active in Sydney 
– and that outworkers produce the majority of clothing 
advertised as ‘Made in Australia’. A recent tabloid 
investigation encountered two women in a fibro garage 
in Birrong, sewing a Nicola Finetti waistcoat worth 
hundreds of dollars. ‘Finetti gives us $16 for a piece,’ 
the operator said, ‘and the reason we are still hanging 
around is because we have nothing else to do.’

A number of Australian companies have recently been 
criticised for using outsourced labour in Bangladesh 
and Vietnam, where industrial protections are poor and 
the very low wages provide not even the limited social 
mobility available to unofficial C&T workers in    
postwar Marrickville. The paradox of this globalised 
industry is that hard-won improvements to conditions 
can lead to jobs being lost entirely: multinational     
corporations are too nimble to be caught up with. As in 
Sydney, where the incomplete ‘rationalisation’ of C&T 
towards high-quality production fed the growth of   
unregulated sweatshops in Marrickville (and now    
further southwest), this kind of work tends not to    
disappear – it simply shifts. 

Interviewee Stella Chen, who performed unpaid    
home-based outwork and sweatshop work for her   

parents while growing up in Taiwan, reflected thus on 
her experience as a former outworker who is now    
comfortably established as an artist in Australia:

[My] job did not disappear: it just transitioned 
from one place to another. It was in Taiwan, 
then it was in Southeast Asia. Maybe in the past 
it was in Ireland, then even Australia, then   
Taiwan, China, parts of Southeast Asia, parts of 
Africa – god, what I’ve been through in the first 
fifteen years of my life, someone else is           
experiencing that now... Things do not move on. 
They just manifest in different places, in a       
different form.

Afterword

The majority of sweatshop work and outwork in     
Marrickville took place within walls, in semi-secrecy, 
its traces both concealed and preserved in a built and 
social environment that is now under threat from     
massive development. The furtive nature of the work 
has enabled the worst of its conditions, hidden from 
consumers and regulators alike.

From 1994 onwards, the textile and clothing union 
worked intensively to improve outworking conditions 
and to raise awareness of the issue, partnering with 
community groups and broader movements to break 
the rule of silence around sweatshop work in Australia. 
These outworker campaigns have led to policy shifts 
and greater public awareness. But such gains are never 
to be taken for granted. In 2014, the Abbott            
government pulled all funding from Ethical Clothing 
Australia and abandoned its ethical procurement    
guidelines.

And what for Marrickville’s sweatshop past? Will it 
remain out of sight, out mind – until it gets washed 
away completely by a wave of new development? One 
can only hope that the lessons of one flawed top-down 
‘rationalisation’  might be remembered in the face of a 
new one, and that the ambivalent stories of a difficult 
time might one day be seen with the status of heritage. 
  
‘Old ideas can sometimes use new buildings,’ Jane 
Jacobs wrote. ‘New ideas must use old buildings.’ With 
re-work, housed in this old sweatshop, we have tried to 
r e a n i m a t e t h e l o c a l h i s t o r y o f c l o t h i n g       
manufacturing – the experiences that occur within 
walls, and the practices of making and remaking that 
industrial spaces permit. The sweatshop story lies at 
the heart of Marrickville’s history. It is an ambivalent 
triumph for Australian multiculturalism; it is a warning 
for economic rationalists.  We have tried to respond to it 
with sensitivity and dynamism. 
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