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Wednesdays with Harry began early 2017...  

 

Let’s face it...living with cancer is not ideal.                               

It affects so many aspects of your being. 

Besides the obvious crappiness, it can however,                                                       

if you let it, give you the gift of life.  

If we speak of bucket lists and fulfilling dreams, then I 

wholeheartedly forgo any such list and roll it up into one.  

So let my legacy be this...devoting time with my son to     

build memories that will last forever.  

Life can be that simple. 

2018 here we come! 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

February 14th 2018 

Back into the swing of another year creating memories with Harry. Yesterday 

promised another glorious sunshine day...until of course we decided a walk on the 

beach would be a lovely exercise. The weather gods took up that challenge, 

mustered dark clouds to follow us to Ocean Grove and let go their frustrations. Aha! 

We defiantly laughed in their face...we may have been dressed for the sun, but our 

trusty CFC raincoats were lingering in the car, waiting for their moment to come off 

the bench.  

Years ago, when Seachange was the most fantastic show on TV and we (most likely 

women) were obsessed with Diver Dan, we took the pilgrimage to Barwon Heads to 

stare at his shack. Here are pics of Harry when young and yesterday outside the now 

iconic cafe. Harry insisted on a selfie...I do believe I am wearing the same clothes as 

the last selfie we took together...either my wardrobe is limited (true) or this is my 

'selfie' uniform. Trend setter! 

Memories recreated! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

 February 21st  2018 

Locked in the slammer at the Old Melbourne Gaol. The fact that Harry was not in the 

mood for acting the role of arsonist Earl Muhammad, only added to the reality that 

he was arrested and detained in the City Watch House. Along with about 20 other 

'felons' - including many who didn't seem to understand the situation. I  was Mary 

Brier and was arrested for cultivating illegal plants. I  pleaded my innocence and 

insisted it was oregano. The charge Sergeant believed me and declared my 

innocence, however suspected I was guilty of consuming such 'herbs'. We were then 

escorted into the cells, women in one, and men in the other. We sat on the well-

worn benches, covered in scratched out names and messages, noted the stainless 

steel loo in the corner and waited in the pitch dark. Not quite sure the 2 mins locked 

in the cell had much impact as we were all let out to re-offend. The stories were 

fascinating, some details horrific. Fortunately Harry still had the same sullen look on 

his face as he lined up for his mug shot. The others were quite impressed at his 

'acting' abilities! So we took at gander at the Ned Kelly paraphernalia had a squiz at 

Squizzy Taylors story and sadly recalled the Russell Street bombing...and all in all, I  for 

one, thought it was worth a v isit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry. 

February 28th 2018 

First stop today was to v isit my Dad in hospital. Has had a knee replaced and 

besides another small operation tomorrow, is doing really well. Met my Mum, sisters 

and niece there also. Mum is a little hard of hearing and Dad is a little hard of 

listening, so that is always an interesting combination.  

Tonight in the twilight of the last day of summer we lapped up the scent of deep 

heat, beer and b.o. and ventured to the old hunting ground of Princess Park to 

watch the mighty Blueboys take on the Saints in the preseason cup thingy. I t is 

always a good feeling to return to Princess Park and relive our glory days when we 

sat on the stark wooden benches in the Heatley Stand...what could be a better way 

to spend the day. Tonight we arrived just in time to be the last car admitted in the 

carpark...and I  knew then we were in for some success. I t is a satisfying feeling to 

have a win, even if it is still only the preseason but like any true blues supporter will 

understand... hearing the Da Da Da Da Das AFTER a match needs to be cherished 

and remembered. We managed to locate Dad's seat. He has a plaque on one of 

the seats in the Legends stand. A. Espie A True Blue. Much like Dad, it is looking a little 

faded and worn around the edges...and just a little bird poo is present, however the 

message can still be read and admired. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry 

March 7th 2018 

 
Facebook just ate my post when I  tried to load a v ideo...so trying again! 

Today was a bit of an odd day out. Firstly I  will let you know that Harry was absolutely 
not impressed. Our day, like every Wednesday, began with a timing issue. How long 

was 'O'Tired One' needing to sleep-in for is in direct correlation to the time we hav e 

left for an activ ity.  

We drove out of the city and it was not far along the Calder Highway that I  realised 

we both had very different approaches to today. I  was chatty and enthusiastic to 

explore something quite interesting, and Harry was not. He slept most of the 

way...yes, I  know, he is still a teenager.  

We opted today to go to Straw Lane. A road very near Hanging Rock and one that 

is a little odd. The locals tend not to disclose its whereabouts, however with a little 

sleuthing we managed to locate it. I t is called the Anti-gravity hill. I t has the 

appearance of a hill, however things roll up it. I  put the car in neutral and sure 

enough, it rolled up hill. Now whether the proximity to Hanging Rock causes this 

'Miranda' magnetic type phenomena, or whether it is simply an optical illusion, I  

thought it was fascinating. Harry's reaction was...'I am not into science and this is not 

impressive...when can we eat?'  

We managed to find some food in Woodend and then the question arose if we 

should go on to explore the nearby Kyneton...or go back to find a Rebel shop for 

footy boots. I  will leave it up to you to work out what we did! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry 

March 14th 2018 

 

Today we put aside the usual type of activity to join family in the celebrat ion 
of my brother-in-law's mum Peg. Almost 91 years old, she experienced a long 

and loving life. If there can be a highlight from such a day, it  would be 
rejoicing with Terry in his very memorable speech. A smile remains with the 

story that for most of his youth, he thought Velvet soap was part of the food 

group. RIP Peg.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry 

March 21st 2018 

 
Another glorious day in the wonderful city of Melbourne. Time to stop and smell the 

roses…quite literally! This morning we headed off to the Melbourne International 
Flower & Garden Show. Not sure why I  chose today to try and remedy my limited 

eyelash situation, particularly as I  would be wearing sunglasses all day…however I  

found a couple of falsies in the back of the drawer and decided to take aim at the 

scared little lashes that remained. For those of you younger than 50, you may not 

understand the sagging wrinkly skin that occupies the top of my eyelids and how 

awkward it becomes to find the exact place to stick the things. I  may hav e applied 

a little too much glue as I  spent the next 5 hours unable to blink! 

We arrived at the magnificent Exhibition building in Carlton gardens. Most definitely 

the most exquisite building that one could imagine. The flower displays were 

amazing. Now you may be wondering by now if Harry was here by choice. No major 

negotiation was needed however as he believed that such an event would or could 

supply him with some freebies. For someone who thinks going to Ikea to collect as 

many ‘free’ stubby pencils that he can pocket is a bonus, the thought of picking up 

the odd packet of radish seeds  

was worth the v isit! So we strategically strode up and down the aisles inside and then 

tackled the vast expanse of stalls, displays, workshops and exhibits that were set up 

outside. Harry started to notice that there were quite a lot of elderly v isitors and was 

delighted when he overheard someone comment that ‘anyone who enjoyed 

gardening must be over 80’. His thoughts were validated, even if it was by a 10 year 

old.  

I  was becoming a little weary after hours of walking and would have been more 

than happy to head on home. Harry, however was still devoid of freebies. He 

queued up for a free bucket, but missed out by one…he was promised a Ryobi show 

bag but was required to participate in a workshop…finally I summoned up the effort 

to initiate a laborious discussion on hedge clippers at the Stihl stall just to snag Harry 

a Stihl show bag. The bag containing brochures, a cap and a keyring with a little 

man with a chainsaw. Yay!  

Leaving the show, encountering more walking until we reached Swanston Street to 

catch a tram and by this time I  was developing a burning sensation on the pads of 

my feet. Harry of course was encouraging me to continue at a faster pace than my 

body allowed. Of course it had to be today that a group of protestors decided to 

take over Swanston Street and hence all trams heading in our direction were 

cancelled. More walking to Flinders Street to catch a tram in the wrong direction to 

try and link up on another line. Over an hour later I  crawled in through the front door.  

Now the Wednesdays with Harry day is not over yet. Tonight we have tickets to the 

Rooftop outdoor cinema to see Top Gun. I  remember watching Top Gun when it 

was first released in 1986. I  was in Amsterdam and worked for Contiki tours. ‘I feel the 

need…the need for speed.’ So whilst Harry is at footy training, I  must go and soak 

feet, remove glue from eyelids and summon up the desire to get back on a 

Swanston Street tram. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry 

March 28th 2018 

 
Today we ventured into the world of Lego. An exhibition currently on at the 

Melbourne Museum and where you can stand back and realise that there are 
grown men & women paid to play with Lego blocks. This is not underestimating the 

enormity and brilliance of the project, it is indeed a feat…in fact it is called 

Awesome. However I cannot help but smile when I  imagine the world of the Lego 

worker. I personally have had many hours experience in the Lego construction 

business. Usually my expertise were used at the later stages of building when the 

males in the household had exhausted all intelligence on said project. The ability to 

read instructions would have been my main job description and of course the ability 

to locate very, very small, yet v ital, pieces of Lego. These pieces had either been 

kicked under the couch or were still caught up in the plastic bags that had 

impatiently been tossed aside without thorough evacuation. I recall when I was 

young – yes they had Lego way back then, spending hours creating Lego worlds. 

We didn’t have guidelines, and everything had a rather square finish, however we 

used our imagination. Nowadays the specific buildings or vehicles come with 10 

volumes of instructions. My experience helping construct the VW Kombi Van may 

pale in comparison to the LIFE SIZE Camry we witnessed this afternoon, but at the 

end of the day Lego is the real winner! Harry may not look too impressed, but I  am 

thrilled to announce that on this Wednesday, he actually was. Whilst in the v icinity, 

we ventured into the Museum. Always a pleasure to share the museum with 

thousands of school kids. We gazed in awe at the size of the dinosaurs, felt a bit 

morbid in the taxidermy section, paid homage to the reality of WW1, and gazed in 

awe at the size of PharLap. Another Wednesday worth the visit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

April 4th 2018 

Only time for a quick activ ity today, so much to Harry's delight, we participated in a 

tour of the Melbourne town hall. Due to it being the headquarters of the Comedy 

Festival that is currently taking over Melbourne, I do believe Harry thought we may 

have found some humour along the way. No such luck! We did how ever learn 

copious amounts of information regarding Melbourne, her history and tons of town 

hall stuff. We sat fully clothed in the disrobing chambers, brought down the hammer 

pretending to be Mayor in the council chambers, walked out on the balcony, 

waved to our adoring crowd just as the Beatles did in the 60's and stood in awe of 

the gigantic organ in the auditorium. Well done to Harry for sticking it out....although 

it is his 19th birthday on Friday, and he is wise enough to realise that his request for a 

new golf putter may just depend on how well he tolerated the tour. Of course not! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

April 11th 2018 

For all of you who may have stressed that Harry was being dragged about to flower 

shows and town hall tours under hostage like conditions...worry no more...today we 

embarked on the joys...uhhum...of golf. For his birthday last week, Harry was adorned 

with a new putter as his last one had broken. Not quite sure how, however after 

observing today, I  may have a clue! The deal was that due to the terrain at Warburton 

golf course (beautiful yet mountainous), I  would hire a buggy, putter about, relax and 

soak up the gorgeous scenery whilst Harry hit the ball with the sticks. He is quite a good 

golfer and on any other day averages about 5 over par. Today however was not one 

of those days. Firstly he seemed to be under pressure from the bloke on the ride on 

mower. Where we went he seemed to follow and I  too found myself in a bit of 

dodgem style situation on the first, third and fifth fairways. Harry was convinced his ball 

was going to be mowed down by this renegade ride-on and then had to contend 

with the 2 blokes in front of us who were hitting it about 5 metres each hit. We lost 

patience with waiting so skipped a hole to zoom on past. Now I  can see that Harry 

really can hit the ball well...he was parring many holes and achiev ing other golfing 

term type of stuff...however cracks started to show when I  innocently inquired how 

well his putter was doing. Shooting a 7 on a par 3 when he was on the green in one 

was the start of the demise..."relax," I  said..."look at the gorgeous scenery", i said...Not 

a lot of humour in golf I  have discovered. We proceeded to the 15th where it was 

mutually agreed to drive this buggy back to the clubrooms...he had had enough 

pressure from me??? and I  needed the loo. Ignoring the occasional prima donna 

performance, it was quite a pleasant afternoon....and the bonus was we were given 

the round foc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

April 18th 2018 

Due to a bit of a health issue my end...the planned Wednesday was postponed and 

in its place we sat in the backyard for lunch! Harry is on hols from his tertiary studies 

so this means arising from his slumber is aligned closer to lunch than breakfast. 

Making the most of the glorious autumn weather, we trekked into the backyard 

armed with a sanga, brushed bird poo off chairs and sat back to relax and soak up 

some v itamin D. Of course as soon as we sat down, one neighbour started the 

mower, another decided to burn off and the dogs jumped in joy at the thought of 

picnic time. Settle down!  

We really are blessed with the v iew from our backyard. I  did have the thought that 

as the purpose of these Wednesdays is to spend quality time together...we could 

engage in some conversation. Harry, on the other hand thought that sitting in 

somewhat close proximity qualified for spending time together and besides his 

phone needed urgent constant attention! Not such a bad thing as it meant I  could 

lie back in the recliner and let the hue of autumn leaves distract my mind and colour 

my day. Until next time... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

April 25th 2018  

We have attended many local dawn services to commemorate Anzac day, 

however had yet to experience one at the Shrine in Melbourne...until today.  

I t is a very rare feat indeed that sees Harry, O'Tired One, up at the early hour of 

4am...but that was what happened today! I  tried the chirpy, great to be up early 

chitchat approach which was met with a grump and a scowl. It quickly became 

apparent that silence was called for and fortunately that ideally suited the rather 

sombre feel of the morning. Harry did wonder why we were standing among 35,000 

so early. I  calmly explained that the clue was in the title...dawn service.  

Observ ing the crowd, it was easy to see the various levels of dawn service 

experience. There were those who knew that bringing a chair and a thermos was 

part of the ritual...and then the novices like us just stood with aching calves wishing 

we were more prepared. Given the occasion however, it would be rather ridiculous 

to complain. After over an hour of quiet reflection, the microphone came to life and 

we listened intently to the MC retelling many stories of our Anzacs. He had the most 

amazing articulate voice that on occasion cracked with emotion as the reality of 

war and the contribution of our service men and women came to life. The emotion 

spread throughout the crowd.  

For me the most poignant part of the ceremony was the sight and sound of the lone 

soldier playing the last post. I t didn't seem right to take a photo at that time...so I  just 

absorbed the moment.  The rest of today will be taken up with various football 

activ ities…and trying to sneak in a siesta! 

Out of all the days we label...I  think that Anzac Day is by far the most special.  

Lest we forget.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry  

May 2nd 2018 

Bit of a slower day today which suited me just fine. After 'O'Tired One' eventually 

dragged himself out of slumber he decided that a 2 hour run was what he needed 

to start the day. I  do totally admire his commitment to fitness even if it does mean 

lunch is pushed back to 2:30pm. So it was a walk to the Botanical gardens for a stroll 

and something to eat. Joining us in the outdoor cafe area was various other late 

lunch goers, hundreds of birds ready to swoop on the unsuspected discarded crumb 

and a very yappy dog. A couple sitting close by were sipping their wine, oblivious to 

the annoyance their Cocker Spaniel was creating having tied it up around the 

corner. Heads were turning and faces clouded however the couple remained 

steadfast in their plan to finish their smashed avocado on sourdough and glass of 

pinot. Harry started to become anxious, fully aware that situations like this were often 

interfered with by his mother, causing him embarrassment and years of mental 

scarring. I  assured him that I  would not immediately voice my opinion, I  would start 

with my famous glare. Pleased to say that said glare did its job...they quickly 

downed their drinks, retrieved their pet and were on their way. I  sensed that our 

fellow lunch goers were quietly applauding my glare ability.  

Just near the cafe was the opportunity to partake in a gondola type activ ity and be 

punted around the lake...complete with gondolier, boat hats and parasol. 

'Fantastic!', I  said....'No way!!', said Harry. Harry had more exclamation points then 

me so I  gave up the notion and we went for a walk instead.  

I  then decided that we would try and find as many plaques on the seats in the 

garden as possible. These I  have posted are only a portion. Harry failed to 

understand the need to look at seats and so laid down for a nap. I  think it is quite 
brilliant that these plaques of loved ones exist. They not only honour lov ing memories, 

but for a brief moment, allow us to step inside and imagine someone else's story. 

Perhaps someone will honour me like that one day....however hopefully not too 

soon! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry 

May 9th 2018 

After my suggestion of enjoying a free prev iew performance of The Wizard of Oz was 

met with a very rude rebuttal, I  decided to change tack and go for a drive instead. 

We would follow our own yellow brick road...and so our day was now going to be 

’The Magical Mystery Tour’. I  wrote on a number of cards the words Left, Right and 

Straight and put them in a bag. The rules of today was that at every major 

intersection, Harry was to pick a card and that was the direction we took. Any time 

an option was in fact, not an option, he had to pick again. When 12:30 ticked over, 

the tour would end and we would stop for  

lunch at the closest town. Harry declared that it was a crazy idea…that we were 

likely to end up driv ing in circles, completely wasting his time and that this tour was 

not at all magical…however he agreed to give it a go. 

Obeying the cards led us over the Westgate Bridge. For some time after that 

however the roads that followed were indeed leading us around in circles. I  did 

imagine that it would be lovely if we happened to venture to the picturesque town 

of Mount Macedon or perhaps enjoy a leisurely lunch of calamari somewhere along 

the bay. Alas! We seemed to be stuck in a spiralling labyrinth of tarmac at the arse 

end of the earth and lunch was looking like sharing a sausage roll with a bloke 

called Bluey, sold from the back of a van!  

We were not in Kansas now Dorothy. Sorry to offend anyone who resides or treasures 

places such as Laverton, Altona or Point Cook… At one point I  did catch Harry 

googling a map and suspect he may have manipulated a couple of instruction 

cards in order to get us the hell out of there. Finally we ended on the highway to 

Geelong and with little options but straight, we had time for a chat. The topic of 
Mother’s day came up. Harry is quite reluctant on most occasions to open his wallet, 

so when he inquired what I  would like as a gift, I  was a little surprised. I  explained that 

I  didn’t need him to purchase a gift. I  did however suggest that he gave me what I  

ask for every birthday, mother’s day and Christmas…and that is that the windows 

are washed, the bathroom scrubbed and the floors cleaned. (Yet to happen by the 

way) He emphatically declared that he would rather buy me a $20 bottle of 

perfume. He then indignantly, yet genuinely inquired why in fact there is not a 

Happy Son’s Day. I  have no words!  

Besides a quick detour past the North Shore refinery, we managed to eventually 

make our way to the other side of Geelong with 25 mins before the tour was to end. 

Finally the cards played in our favour and we ended up in the gorgeous town of 

Portarlington. Sitting outside with sea v iews, eating our chicken salad roll at the most 

fabulous bakery was a joy and was definitely worth the trip. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

May 16th 2018 

Not sure if you realise, however deciding what we do on a Wednesday is not 

necessarily planned in advance. The usual process is that I  ask Harry to contribute a 

suggestion…wait for the inevitable ‘don’t care’ reply and then look for an idea to 

smack me in the head. Whilst ‘O’Tired One’ was still peacefully slumbering mid-

morning, I  received an email from Eureka Skydeck advertising their 11th birthday. 

Their celebration included tickets purchased today would be $11. One of the 

unwritten policies of Wednesday’s with Harry, is to try and find free or low cost type 

of experiences…so the fact that we had ventured up the Eureka tower a few years 

ago was entirely irrelevant…the price was right and there was no other idea coming 

my way.  

To make it a little different from the past experience, we decided to walk out on The 

Edge. This is a glass box that you stand in as it extends itself out about 3 metres from 

where it started. The idea is that when the glass becomes clear you freak out when 

you look down from the 88th floor. The first part of entering The Edge means that you 

have to slip a cover type sock thingy over your shoes. Apparently this is to help 

protect the glass. Fashionista Harry struggled with the look and my head was still 

spinning from the elevator ride, so bending down to accomplish this task almost 

toppled me. So there was Harry and I  along with 3 young German tourists all about 

to experience The Edge together. Now I realise that I  am not the best when it comes 

to heights, but that is nothing compared to one of the tourists. She slowly shuffled her 

way into the box, clung white knuckled to the bar in the corner and shut her eyes 

the entire time. In actual fact, it really wasn’t that scary.  

After emerging from The Edge, disposing of our shoe covers and proudly wearing our 
‘I  surv ived The Edge’ bracelets, we made our way around the Skydeck. Taking in the 

views was a bit of a challenge as we attempted to a). walk in a straight line and b). 

avoid stepping on school kids who seemed to be spread all over the floor space 

and wedged in every corner. Other Skydeck tourists seemed content to sit and gaze 

into the v iews with Zen type attitudes. Harry and I  on the other hand, walked once 

around, took some pics and made for the exit. We are not the ‘muck around’ type 

of people. When it is time to go - we go. Now this is not to say that it isn’t worth a 

v isit… my only real concern with the whole Eureka experience is that once you get 

that vertigo, dizzy feeling, it is really hard to shake. Your ears pop in the elevator and 

you end up walking slightly drunk from the seemingly moving building…it is now 

hours later and my head is still in a whirl. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

May 23rd 2018 

One Yelpy Kelpie was up for the chase, scampering along with her tongue in her 

face... 

After last week’s Eureka experience and comparing to the pics from One Yelpy 

Kelpie’s Melbourne Adventure, I  thought it may be a plan that we take the trek 

ourselves to the various places in the book. The moaning however from O’Tired One 

strongly suggested we were not on the same page! He did, quite reasonably point 

out that we had already experienced the activ ities that One Yelpy Kelpie and Flossy 

highlighted and that ‘normal’ people would only attempt one activ ity a day. After a 

short debate on what constitutes someone ‘normal’, I  agreed that we just take pics 

as purely an advertising exercise. Today we would go to the places that required 

vehicle transportation and do the others on foot another day. My first thought was to 

recreate the scenes in the book with an actual dog mustering a sheep. Due to the 

fact that our gorgeous kelpie BJ, had passed away a few years ago AND finding 

livestock at such late notice may be problematic, I  poo pooed that idea. I  did think 

to substitute live animals with stuffed toys, however again the lateness of this idea 

and the hour meant we would have to compromise to a simple photo of Harry 

holding open the page in the book at the corresponding destination. I sensed that 

the wonderment of this Wednesday was indeed waning, so assured Harry that it 

would take minimal time and he would be comfortably back in the warmth enjoying 

his lunch before long.  

We first passed the cow in the tree near Harbour side and whilst not an official 

destination, we have included it on the back cover map. No place to park so Harry 

snapped a pic from the car on the moooove. Melbourne Star Observation Wheel 
next and this time a car park right out front was a bonus. I t quickly became evident 

however that the ‘model’ hired for the day was in no mood for mucking about with 

appropriate angles, lighting and positioning....hence the crappy photos...From here 

on it was a record breaking photo shoot and often with car parking opportunities 

determining whether the windscreen reflection was an issue! I  was informed that if I  

wanted a model with more patience and less poutiness and temperamental 

tendencies, then I  need to pay more than a slice of spinach quiche and a chicken 

pesto roll. Indeed! 

For those that actually know our Melbourne book you will perhaps note that these 

destinations are completely out of order. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

 June 7th 2018 

 
Glorious weather today in Melbourne and what better way to celebrate being 

Australian than taste the latest Boost Juice Vegemite flavour. Then ironically passed 
Fed Square where a wave of plastic rubbish reminds us how crap we are at using 

and disposing plastic waste and how it effects our oceans. We need to lift our game 

people! 

Right now however, the pair of us are sitting in the nose bleed section of the MCG 

awaiting the Rugby League State of Origin. You may gather from this information 

that today was Harry's choice. I would prefer to be sitting in the warmth watching 

Master Chef! I  love the MCG but for watching real footy or cricket or perhaps a U2 

concert. Surrounded by Blue and Maroon supporters who seem to take this quite 

seriously...or so I  thought! Harry found the need to support one of the teams so 

picked the Blues. They are promising the game to start after Peking Duk play in the 

midst of a light show, fireworks and of course the smoke haze accompanying said 

fireworks. Righto...here we go. 

Now back after the game. Worth going, enormous crowd but seemed more 

interested in constantly going out to get food and drink than watching the game. 

This of course creates the domino effect, quite like an unplanned Mexican Wave, 

takes over the row whilst everyone stands to let them past. Atmosphere only came 

alive when something exciting happens and that was not that often. Thankful for 

growing up watching AFL where the game moves quicker and something 

happening constantly. Crowd atmosphere wouldn't compare to Carlton / Richmond 

/ Collingwood / Essendon. Harry enjoyed however and now is the proud owner of a 

NSW beanie. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

June 13th 2018 

Today was another ‘fly by the seat’ type of day with various ideas springing to mind 

however all of these inevitably depend on details such as time, weather and the 

groan factor. The amount of slumber needed for O’Tired One, coupled with his 

swimming routine, determined the time we had remaining. The likelihood of rain and 

the strength of the wind, which could in all probability unhinge the tape holding my 

‘hair’, influenced outside activities. But of course the level and pitch of the groan 

could ultimately be the main factor that determined the final decision…or perhaps 

not!  The time was somewhat now limited, the weather was forcing an inside activ ity 

and whilst the moan meter was climbing to a 7 or 8, I  counteracted that with my 

own Wednesday desire … so it was off to see the latest exhibit at the NGV – MoMA. 

(Museum of Modern Art exhibit from NYC). I  do find traveling on our public transport 

system always quite entertaining. Today on the short tram ride to the NGV I  noticed 

a woman carrying a plastic sandwich bag containing something orange. Firstly I  

wondered why she was holding it and why she hadn’t put it in her rather large 

handbag. Then my curiosity was piqued further and I  casually tried to take a closer 

look. I t looked like pieces of burst balloon, but that made little sense, as did my 

thoughts of some sort of orange hearing aid or orange denture moulding. She 

disembarked at our stop and I  asked Harry to look. He took a look and stated quite 

matter of fact that it was a bag of cut up carrots. Yes, I  know, that does make more 

sense…but we will never really know. Anyway, onto the MoMA exhibition with total 

confidence that Harry would soon stop asking me how long we were going to be 

there and not keep commenting that art is boring and that it looked like it came 

from Ikea. Like many of our activ ities, we managed to time our entrance along with 
about 60 school children…a little congested, but it gave Harry hope that he was 

supported in his anti-art thoughts. The school kids took little time to v iew the works 

and swiftly made their way to the more interactive section of New York.  

My attitude to art is very simple. I  know what I  like and I  don’t tend to spend time 

staring at works I  don’t. Actually, I  probably don’t spend a lot of time staring at works 

I  do like either…but I  do enjoy having a gander. This exhibit has many of the famous 

artists I  do appreciate…Van Gogh, Picasso, Cézanne, Gauguin, Henri de Toulouse-

Lautrec, Jules Chéret, Henri Matisse and Frida Kahlo…and whilst not really my cup of 

tea, it was amazing seeing the original Salvador Dali, Lichtenstein and Andy Warhol. 

There were however, very few, if not only one example of these artists. The exhibit is 

interspersed with many other artists and pieces that are considered worthy. The 

picture Harry admired was called Pounded Cutlet because the subject was boxing - 

not that he likes boxing, but he said it was the only one with anything about sport! 

So we lingered a little at Henri and Frida and hovered at the wall of Marilyns, but 

spent little time interested in the airport arrival board, the wicker chair and the black 

cast iron spring. Yes we are tourists... clearly I managed to take photos of all the 

‘famous’ bits.  

For all that may be feeling sorry for Harry regarding today’s activity, please keep in 

mind that it lasted less than an hour and afterwards he was fed and watered and 
spent the remaining part of the afternoon engrossed in a movie of his choice. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

June 20th 2018 

Visit Victoria website is full of useful ideas on what to do in Melbourne. There are a 

series of walks you can download and conduct your own self-guided tours. The 

choice of today is called Elegant Enclave – a 3km stroll around the classic and 

rather well to do homes of East Melbourne. I  did sense that this activ ity may have an 

objection or two from Harry. He explained that whilst he couldn’t pretend to be 

joyous, he agreed to partake.  

Oh lucky me.  

I  suggested to Harry to take charge of the map, hoping to encourage his 

involvement…’Mum, I  am a bloke…we don’t do maps’. Yes of course.  

The information included on the guide, to one of us, was fascinating. We wandered 

along George Street, passing one of Melbourne’s oldest homes built in 

1856…discovered the home of Sir Benjamin Benjamin, the Mayor of Melbourne in the 

1880’s. Apparently not a typo, his actual name. At this point Harry declared that 

history was boring and he wished a car would run over him to end this torture. 

Unfortunately for Harry the streets were void of vehicles, so he had to continue. So 

we crossed Powlett, turned right into Simpson and continued to Hotham, Grey and 

Gipps. We discovered where Norman Lindsay (Magic Pudding) had courted his first 

wife Kate Parkinson and where Picnic at Hanging Rock author Joan Lindsay lived 

with hubby Daryl. Same spelling, different era and address. We also found the 

abode of Peter Lalor when he wasn’t causing a fracas at Eureka stockade.  

So we followed the map and completed the tour. One of us was quite entertained 

by the architecture and history…the other asked the question…’why do my legs 

always ache when I am doing something I  dislike?’ Unable to find an answer to such 
a profound problem, we retreated to the warmth for lunch. I  was thinking about 

calling these posts…Wednesday’s with Harry as a Hostage…but was somewhat 

heartened when he explained that he actually didn’t mind the walk, just felt like 

being difficult. Oh lucky me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

June 27th 2018 

Harry actually came up with an activ ity for today – and it wasn’t sporting related!! 

One of his running routes is to Port Melbourne and so HE suggested we go to the old 

pier area which attracts many keen photographers. So off we pop to Port 

Melbourne and specifically the Princes Pier.  

The Spirit of Tasmania is patiently awaiting her journey across Bass Strait and we 

discuss the possibility of spontaneously escaping to the apple isle. Argh – those 

carefree days seem so long ago. Walking towards the pier, we are enveloped by 

the sights and smells of the seaside. Hungry seagulls hover above, lingering 

dangerously. Fishermen cast their long reaching line with little awareness that 

anything may be behind. An oil slick slides apart long enough to spy six scarlet 

starfish and one old tattered boot nestling on the seabed. The hue of the emerald 

algae adhered to the rocks is blindingly v ivid, and the choice of Harry’s socks seems 

oddly appropriate to counteract the fog that has surrounded our v iew.  

The Railway Pier is no longer a workable pier. The remains of the tracks from the 

railway that signified its purpose when it was built in 1915 is still ev ident. I t was 

renamed Princes Pier in 1920 when the Prince of Wales (Edward VIII) came to v isit. 

The forest of weathered posts and pylons reach up from the bay creating rows of a 

wooden army standing tired, but proud and defiant. The boards that would have 

once sat proudly on top are no longer attached. You would think that would render 

the pier useless, no longer a purpose or function. I t is indeed the opposite. The value 

of this relic now lies in its quest to be observed. The colours and textures inv ites you to 

linger and absorb its history and I  found myself snapping multiple photos in the hope 

I  could reproduce its image. I  did find it interesting that I  was more content to sit and 
soak in this scene longer than when placed in front of some of history’s greatest 

artists at the NGV. The length of that time, on both occasions, was precisely the 

same length of Harry’s level of endurance.  

Sorry, not particularly humorous this week, but there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

 July 4th 2018 

Leaving the wild and windy weather at Warburton, we headed to Benalla to check 

out the Wall to Wall street art. The festival is earlier in the year, however  the art, of 

course, is left to linger and decorate the shop walls. 

I t was quite a long journey and one that required a few vital dozes from O’Tired 

One. In between however we managed to converse on quite a few topics. I  

became aware of the lack of knowledge my son seems to have regarding 

Australian history. The challenge was to name 10 explorers. After Bourke and Wills, 

Hume and that bloke who helped him out, was where the list ended. He also 

wondered why they were not quicker and smarter to invent cars and a GPS which 

would have helped enormously.  

Finally we reached Benalla, had lunch with Weary Dunlop and then popped into the 

tourist information centre to arm ourselves with maps and local information. Maps 

are not Harry’s thing – as we discovered a couple of weeks ago, however we 

managed to stroll the town – map in (my) hand and discovered the many street art 

that dons the buildings. I  just love it when a town unites. The lovely lady in the info 

centre also suggested we visit the silo art not far from town. Perfect idea and one 

keen to complete. She pointed out the 3 destinations. We soon found ourselves in 

convoy with several other silo tourists, searching the back roads of Benalla on a silo 

art adventure. The first town of Goorambat had a lovely little v iewing area – as seen 

in pictures…a little odd, but there you go. Also here, the Uniting Church welcomes 

you to v iew the mural inside the church. The red Mazda with the family of 3 took the 

lead to the next town of Devenish. Brilliant artwork paying tribute to the men and 

women in the first World War. It was here I also managed to capture a few candid 
shots of Harry. We snuck to the lead onto the last destination called St. James. On 

arrival however we discovered the silos that were supposed to be adorned in art – 

were not. Our little band of silo seekers quickly congregated, confused and forlorn. 

The troupe now disbanded, we went on our way – in our case we turned onto a 

back road and came face to face with a Mad Max type of harvester that 

demanded the width of both lanes. We quickly obliged without argument.  

A good day, but a long one and now I  must rest my weary eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry                                                                                                     

July 11th 2018 

This morning was cold, very cold, in fact it still is. Not unusual for this time of year, 

particularly coupled with living in an alpine town with snow on the nearby mountain. 

Some would perhaps therefore question our intelligence as our only form of heating 

is a wood fire and I  might add that it doesn’t seem to distribute heat further than 

about a metre from the hearth. I  have moved one of the dining chairs beside it in an 

attempt to sit as close to the flames as possible and it is the place you are most likely 

to find me during these winter months warming only the right side of my body. I t 

does have a fan, which attempts to spread the heat, how ever today is the day the 

power company is doing maintenance yet again, and has turned off the switch for 

the entire town. I am up to 5 layers of clothing, woollen beanie, gloves, ugg boots 

and my winter coat, and I  am convinced that it is actually warmer outside. 

With that thought in mind, I  wake up O’Tired One with today’s idea for Wednesdays. 

His drowsy, lethargic and dopey like state seems to protect him, if only temporarily, 

from understanding the temperature issue. His brain however quickly comes to life 

when he realises the power was turned off and life as he knew it was over. The fact 

that he is of the generation who are entirely dependent on modern day 

conveniences is evident and his aversion toward the power company was 

increasing by the minute. I  was astute enough to realise that this actually played in 

my favour. Re-runs of The Office were now impossible and so I  quickly introduced 

him to yet another Wednesday’s idea. 

Continuing the street type of art theme from last week, we decided to check out 

the amazing murals of days gone by, painted on the remains of the old railway 

station in our own town of Warburton. We did take a squiz at some of these in one of 
last year’s posts, however this time we decided to try and match the paintings with 

their current day image. I  do believe there is a brochure on these murals located 

inside the brilliant tourist information centre at the Waterwheel. As I  have said, the 

power was off in the entire town, so that means many business are forced to close 

their doors for the day. Not sure this information was passed onto the bus load of 

oldies, wandering the streets, desperately seeking shopping opportunities or morsels 

of sustenance! Those with generators, solo power or mice spinning wheels, created 

their own power and life was able to continue for some. So failing the use of the 

brochure, we discovered a barcode attached to each painting, enlightening us on 

further information. I , of course, had no idea how to use the barcode, until Harry 

informed me I  needed an app. Of course I  did! Whilst I  had to put up with the usual 

ageist/techno type insults from Harry, he did apply such app to my phone and we 

merrily opened the world to a bygone era of Warburton. 

I  have tried to take pictures of what you see in the paintings, however now realise 

that the angles are not particularly the same, however I  think you will get the idea. 

We were not able to do them all as some places are no longer in existence or have 

been superseded, such as the steam train and the elephant. Some may be a bit of 

a guess and I  am sure locals can correct me. Not certain about the rotunda, 

however I  believe the roof of the pergola near the tennis courts is from the original 

fire brigade one? 

Well it is now 4:45, darkness is approaching and the power’s still not on, my laptop is 

running out of charge and I  must start looking for a torch…oh and it is still cold! 

Hope this many photos doesn't break your devices! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

July 18th 2018 

Last week I  yabbered on about how cold it was and again the weather seems to 

pop up in this week’s conversation.  

Woke to a glorious winter’s day in Melbourne, with sun beckoning us outside and 

inspiring a walk on the beach. Whilst we have ventured to Brighton beach in the 

past, I  thought it was time to re-v isit. Harry returned from swimming laps and I  

enquired how cold it was outside. ‘I  will show you’, he said…so he promptly dressed 

in floral shorts and Birkenstocks and declared he was ready for the beachy 

occasion. I  decided not to trust his fashion advice and wore woollen socks, boots, 

long strides, woollen coat and woollen scarf. ‘Still looks a little cold and windy’, I  

said…to which Harry emphatically declared…’I’ll be right!’ 

The parking bays allocated near Brighton beach are run by the local council and as 

such would create a quite the income. The ticket meters no longer accept coins, 

only cards and whilst I  don’t particularly object to this, I  do object to the screen 

being scratched and blurry, so any attempt to read the instructions seem futile. The 

sign above informs me that it costs $5.70 an hour and $17.50 all day. I  start pressing 

buttons and through the hazy display I  make out the amount $17.50…Noooo! I  tell it. 

I  don’t want all day, an hour will do, however it doesn’t seem to respond to voice 

commands. I  start pressing the negative button and it gradually decreases in price 

until I  can vaguely see $6.00. There was no $5.70 as an option. After the third 

attempt to insert my card correctly, it finally spat out a ticket. Another person 

followed and I  observed that they too were squinting intently into the fuzzy abyss of 

the ticketing screen, obviously hoping to conquer the beast. As the amount begins 

at the higher amount, I  do wonder how many pay $17.50 for a half hour stay.  
Whilst I  was battling the ticket machine, Harry was sitting quite comfortably in the 

car, seemingly obliv ious to what he was about to encounter. I am no expert when it 

comes to discussing the knots of wind, however I  would guess it to be about 60kmph 

and the chill factor - really really cold. The second that Harry was hit with the full 

force of this ev idence, he declared that we should retreat and go home. ‘Look what 

I  am wearing’, he said…I told him to toughen up and we ventured down to the 

beach.  

There are many beautiful and famous photos taken at the Brighton beach 

boxes…colourful rows of uniquely painted sheds lined up on the dazzling sand, water 

reflecting in the background, lit with the perfect sunset and not a person in sight. Not 

taken from my camera however! It is such a well-known tourist attraction that it was 

near impossible to take a photo without a tourist happily invading the content with 

selfie sticks, ‘V’ finger photo bombers and someone dragging a suitcase through the 

sand. Harry, still complaining about being out in this weather, had little patience for 

others enjoying the location. ‘Look at all the tourists’ he moaned… I  calmly 

explained that we were two of them. After insisting that we were locals which made 

us exempt from the tourist title, he repeatedly declared that it was ridiculously cold 

and it was time to go. As the wind was starting to penetrate my woollen armour, and 

I  had taken enough tourist pictures, I  happily agreed.  

On the way back, I  had a glimpse at the rear of the sheds and excitedly took one 

last photo, this time free of humans. So there you go, not a long day out, in fact only 

a $6 hour of wild windy weather, beach boxes, tourists and floral shorts! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

July 25th 2018 

Harry informed me yesterday that he spotted a film crew on the way home. That 

prompted an idea to trek about Melbourne seeking out places made famous in TV 

shows and Films. I  compiled a list which included, Kath and Kim, Offspring, Jack I rish, 

The Block, Summer Heights High, Mad Max, The Castle, The Sullivans, Neighbours, 

Master Chef, Sea Change, Rockwiz and The Dressmaker. Brilliant! Now to convince 

Harry that it was indeed an idea to pursue. With little interest or knowledge in most of 

these shows, it was a tough negotiation. As neither of us has watched Neighbours, 

that was immediately eliminated. The house from The Castle had been relocated 

from Strathmore to Beechworth, he refused to drive to Patterson Lakes to see Kath’s 

house and the Pretty Sally Roadhouse from Mad Max was too dilapidated to bother. 

I  was quite excited that The Dressmaker was filmed at Mount Rothwell, however 

discovered it was entirely a temporary film set, so that got the heave ho and the 

fact that The Sullivans and Sea Change were in an era far too distant from Harry’s 

tender age, they also got the boot. The list was depleting rapidly and so was the 

time we had left to complete it. Harry’s outlook was not improving so with the 

comment, “let’s get this over with”, lingering in the air, I  armed myself with my 

rev ised list, a GPS and a stoic attitude.  

In quite a few of these tasks we seem to need directional help. On this occasion 

there was no alternative than Harry to step up and navigate. I f you have read past 

episodes, you would have clued onto the fact that this day was not going to 

improve quickly. Whilst it was hardly like he had to rely on stars, a compass or a sun 

shadow, the task was definitely not embraced. The calm, soothing and accurate 

voice on the GPS didn’t seem to be activated leaving Harry to relay the directions. 
ARGH!!! The traffic was ridiculously busy and with Harry monotone muttering to turn 

right into a one way street, going the wrong way, was not helpful…nor was the 

utterance to turn left after we had actually passed the street, or to tell me to turn at 

Moor Street. ‘Where is that? And is it left or right?’ ‘I  will tell you when we get 

there’…was definitely not contributing to a pleasurable day! After we turned into yet 

another one way street in the back blocks of Fitzroy (this time at least traveling in the 

correct direction), we discovered it was rubbish day and had to patiently sit behind 

the garbage truck as it completed its bin loading task. At this point, Harry’s pout was 

growing larger, I  was getting a headache was just about to pack it in and head for 

the hills…but then I  saw it…the front façade of the house that Jack I rish resides. Out 

of all the shows listed this is one of the favourites. We took the photo, regrouped and 

decided to persist in a few more. So channelling Nina Proudman from Offspring, we 

crawled about Fitzroy finding St. Francis Hospital, Geraldine’s house, and the pub 

they frequented.  

The Block provides a number of destinations and whilst we had more on the list, the 

ones included were in our v icinity. The traffic was now moving at glacial pace and 

so the decision to eliminate MasterChef, Summer Heights High and Rockwiz was a 

very easy one to make. Harry thought that I  had forgotten a couple of the most 

important dest inations, which were the MCG and Fox Footy. ‘Not the same’, I  
explained…’More interest ing’, he replied. 

We agreed to count our losses and head back home. The last place was Dux 

House in Albert Park from season 8 of The Block. Harry reluctantly agreed to 
be in one more photo…and I suggested that he smiled. ‘Smiling is a sign of 

weakness’, he explained. I  repeat ARGH!  



So today was not the best day, in fact I would say it  was a pretty crap day. 
We tried, we failed, but am relying on the thought that next week can only be 

better.  Till then… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

August 1st 2018 

With Harry’s education creeping into today, time was somewhat limited…so it was 

decided that a brisk walk would qualify for a Wednesday activity. I use the word 

‘brisk'…perhaps a little overstated. The walking loop around Albert Park Lake is 

almost 5kms and is something I  have wanted to complete for some time. Now 5kms 

may not be a vast distance to those of you who are fit and healthy, and in fact it 

may not be far for those who are not fit or healthy, however for this overweight, 

aging, not so healthy being, it was going to be a task. Harry is of course extremely fit 

and as a result these two worlds collide into quite the calamity. Not long after we 

had begun, with Harry cautiously avoiding the ‘killer’ black swans, his nose started 

bleeding. Fortunately it wasn’t too bad and also fortunately my pockets were 

housing tissues. Having tissues on hand is most likely one of the key differences 

separating men and women. They fall under the item of ‘be prepared’ and as such 

qualify as essential. Having the blood nose actually played in my favour for a short 

part of the journey as it distracted Harry in realising that we were not travelling at a 

very quick pace. Once the nose was back to normal however, he observed the lack 

of speed and I  was pushed to pick up the pace. Whether Harry liked it or not, if he 

wanted me to complete this mission, I  was not going any faster. He believed his 

complaint was justified when a 70 year old jogged past us on his second lap 

around…he thought wrong! There are sign posts lining the track that indicate the 

distance in each direction. As we didn’t seem to find the one that displayed the half 

way point, that became quite an interesting topic of conversation. We reached 

what Harry described as the end and asked me if I  wanted to continue or go back. 

I f we are halfway, then we may as well continue as it would be the same distance, I  
explained. He suggested that one side was longer than the other and if we kept 

going it would be further to walk. Then we cannot be halfway, I said. This seemed to 

cause some confusion. I  calmly rationalised that as we were going in a loop, there 

was no side longer than the other. This was not accepted as  

reasonable to Harry so for some time, all whilst continuing to walk, we debated the 

fact. By the time we both realised this conversation was futile, we had definitely 

passed half way and there was no alternative than to continue.  

We could see how far to go and it was still a long way. I  suggested to Harry that he 

should perhaps use some encouraging positive motivation to lessen the task. I  even 

gave him some examples…’Wow Mum, you are amazing and you will feel so good 

when finished…it isn’t far now, keep up the great work’…etc. What actually was 

said…’Wow Mum, you couldn’t walk any slower if you tried…and walking this slow is 

actually more tiring than going fast….it is lucky this isn’t uphill or I  would have to push 

you…no you cannot have a rest, I  am hungry and we need to finish this soon…no 

you can’t go to the toilet - that is just an excuse to sit down! ‘ 

The fact that I  am writing this indicates that we did indeed make it. (in just over an 

hour) The fact that I  was stiff before we even finished walking indicates a salt bath is 

now required. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry  

August 9th 2018 

 
In some way today doesn’t at all qualify for a normal Wednesday’s with Harry 

activ ity…but then again, in many ways it is absolutely appropriate. Firstly the fact is 
that today is not Wednesday. On top of that we were not doing something 

interesting, exciting, fascinating or stimulating nor were we being active, amused or 

entertained. (Harry may claim that is actually a normal Wednesday!) We were 

however doing something that I  am locked into doing every three weeks, 

apparently for the rest of my life, and that is having cancer treatment. Don’t worry, 

this is not a post about the crappy crapness about having cancer, just stating the 

fact that it happens and it happened today. 

The idea to spend time together each week, in my mind, is more about the 

connection than the actual activ ity. I  understand perfectly well however that is not 

quite the same for Harry and give him credit for at least partly humouring me. A day 

full of fun and adventure however is certainly more tempting than chatting to your 

mum, aunt and grandmother in an oncology ward.  

For some time the conversation is geared towards Harry. He has a little tête-à-tête 

with his aunt about his football season and a natter with Mac about his Sports 

Development studies. Fortunately for Harry however, he lives in the technical era 

and can rely on his phone to keep him amused when the discussion turns to tax 

returns, couch repairs and Probus outings. Following the cancer cocktail, we joined 

my other sister and father for lunch and it was here that Harry realised that he 

desperately needed a new pair of shoes. Of course.  

I  may give Harry a bit of a hard time over his teenage type tendencies, his 

indifference and lack of interest, his monotone mutterings and general listlessness, 

however I  love his self-motivation, his determination in sport, his sense of humour, his 

quirky outlook and his choice of socks. I  am truly blessed. Now this is becoming quite 

woefully sentimental and I  find I  am struggling to be creative, entertaining or 

interesting. Weariness is overpowering my ability so please feel free to ignore this 

week altogether. Till next week… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

August 15th 2018 

With all good intentions we started today with a degree of enthusiasm that would 

qualify for a productive activity…I say we, but of course that means me. 

Unfortunately however, the eagerness waned. 

Fresh off a plane from a holiday in NYC, still suffering jetlag, was Princess Penny…best 

friend, gorgeous individual and the most generous person anyone could know. She 

is the inspiration behind Penelope Plume and her affection for pink puts a rosy glow 

around her halo. To combine a catch up along with a Wednesday’s activity, we met 

at the lovely historic seaside town of Williamstown with the plan to follow a self-

guided walk. The lovely lady at the Tourist Centre assured us that if we walked about 

15 mins to Point Gellibrand we would experience the ball drop from the Timeball 

Tower. I t descended at precisely 1pm. As it was 12.40, we decided to stroll on down 

to experience this unique and quite frankly, a little odd event. The Timeball Tower 

was built in 1849 and apparently finding working Timeball Towers is extremely rare 

with only 4 others in the world. The purpose of the tower is so ships could accurately 

set their chronometers?? with the timing of the ball drop. Just prior to 1pm, being 

blown about in the gusty conditions, we waited expectantly for the ball to descend. 

My issue with this process was that the ball was already sitting at the bottom of the 

shaft, so would have to ascend before it could descend. I  am no expert in working 

Timeball Towers, however it didn’t seem to work! So there we were, pondering the 

situation when along came a tourist bus…here we go, something must be 

happening if a bus load of tourists were arriving...however the bus only slowed, it 

didn’t stop. I  suspect the real attraction was to drive past and laugh at the idiots 

standing in the gale force conditions waiting for a bloody big ball to drop at 
precisely 1pm. Penny took charge of the situation and called the tourist centre. ‘We 

are standing here at the tower waiting for your ball to drop…it is now 1.08 and it 

hasn’t moved.’ I t was suggested that perhaps it was too windy. So when they say 

precisely 1pm everyday…we now understand that means perhaps it will drop today 

or perhaps not. I  am assuming ships in the bay were not relying on adjusting their 

chronometers today! Much like the information on the silo in Benalla that wasn’t 

painted, we took it in our stride and moved on. Harry was now in charge of which 

walk we completed…between Penny’s jetlag, Harry’s indifference and my aversion 

to the wind, we decided instead to find a café and retreat.  

Williamstown is a beautiful place, full of historic buildings and references that is a 

must to explore…however just like the dropping ball, not for us today. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday with Harry 

August 22nd 2018 

Today we took a stroll down memory lane… 

My 81 year old Dad has a heart that was born in Carlton and where much of it still 

remains. I t is not only his life-long love of football and indeed the Carlton Football 

Club that helps his ticker beat stronger, but the familiar streets and memories of his 

early years. Today Harry and I  had the delight of joining him relive stories and 

memories of those times so many years ago. 

Now quite rightly you may be thinking that this isn’t Harry’s cup of tea, particularly 

when Dad turned up with a pile of maps…however, on this occasion, he appeared 

to look seriously interested. Mind you, he did declare the captivated look on his face 

may have been mistaken for him trying not to throw up from sitting in the back seat 

of the car. For all intents and purposes and the sake of the story, we will assume the 

first scenario.  

We met Dad at Carlton Football Club this morning, where he has been involved with 

recruiting since 1979 (and still going) and as we progressed in our travels, it became 

clear why those who have an affinity with a place, also have an inherited ownership 

of that local footy team. They are allowed to be staunch and one eyed. Loyalty 

unquestioned and those in their wake have wisely learnt to follow. 

The highlighted line on the map indicated that we were off to find Dad’s first 

kindergarten. Harry and I  were a little confused to discover that we were searching 

for Lady Garry....of course that was not quite right and were pleasantly pleased 

when we spotted the sign for the Lady Gowrie Centre, a kindergarten in Newry 

Street. He and parents, Bob and Jess, lived just around the corner….these were the 

war time years and times were tough. We stopped and chatted to an elderly lady 
there and whom Dad exchanged a few memories, including discussing his aversion 

to tripe and silver beet that was served regularly. We continued our journey to 

locate the actual house in Station Street where he lived. Now here it became a little 

confusing with new buildings and trees appearing to interfere with the memory. 

After some time circling the area, we decided we needed to take a photo of a 

house...any house, that may or may not be the actual house, but would do. He did 

recall however playing cricket in the laneways and kicking the football using a 

paper ball wrapped in elastic bands.  

The clarity of the memories quickly improved as we travelled closer to Princes Park. 

Wilson Street was next on the list and this was Dad’s home away from home as he 

visited his grandparents Will and Maude Phillips. This appeared to be a ‘posher’ part 

of town and 2 doors down was the home of the Andersons. Another branch of the 

family and owners of the Bulla Cream Company….not close enough to actually 

enjoy too much cream however!  

I t was at Wilson Street where Dad was influenced by his uncles to join their love of 

the Carlton Football Club. Being literally around the corner from Princes Park meant 

that Dad and his uncles were always available to watch a match. They had the 

ideal v iewing podium by taking a ladder to the ground and perched themselves on 

the top of the wall.  

We checked out butchers shops, lolly shops and where trenches lined the streets 

during the war. My grandfather was a warden, instructing residents to blacken out 

windows and jump in a trench, should the need arise. 

Last stop on the tour, was the Melbourne Cemetery where Will and Maude Phillips 

are resting. Dad was chuffed as he remembered their grave was 7 trees down from 

the Lygon street gate. We may have questioned his memory when it came to the 



house he lived in, however couldn’t fault it now as precisely 7 trees down from the 

gate was indeed their final resting place. Harry declared that their headstone wasn't 

big enough for him. When he left this earth he would expect nothing less than a 6ft 

slab of marble, decorated with every type of carving and ornate doodads that one 

could fit. He was checking out the many surrounding headstones and approved 

their worth. I wished him luck with that and explained that in order for that to 

happen he had better change his name to Theopopoplous or Giovani Gionardo!!  

I  asked Harry to recap on what he learnt today. Whilst he told me his brain was a 

little tired, he loved the stories and could understand why CFC is so important to his 

Pa and our family, but declared it is disappointing they are pretty crap right now. 

‘Truth isn’t always friendly Mum’.  

So that was our day…indeed a fascinating one and well worth the tour. I  highly 

recommend reliv ing memories with those who matter. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

August 29th 2018 

I t was not a normal Wednesday’s with Harry this week. Unfortunately sometimes 

there is no choice but to attend to life’s housekeeping chores. 

A couple of weeks ago we were informed that our book distributor of 14 years had 

gone into liquidation. Quite a blow for many independent /self-publisher types. It is 

near impossible finding distributors willing to support such types. Alas, the book world 

is quite a snobby one and whilst you may have written a magnificent manuscript, a 

splendid story, a captivating chronicle or a pleasing poem, it will remain for you and 

your loved ones alone if you fail to have it published and distributed. I  publish our 

own books and that my friends is quintessentially the lowest rung on the publishing 

ladder. The fact that we have sold quite a massive amount is of no consequence to 

future agents or distributors. Fingers are held up in a crossed formation, with a 

‘sssssssssssssss’ kind of sound accompanying such action. You are tainted with self-

regard and are deemed by those in power as not worthy. Therefore when I say it 

was quite a blow, I  meant it. Part of the whole liquidation mess meant that the 

distributor no longer occupied the warehouse and publishers/clients were given a 

very limited time to come and collect their stock. Most of our books are housed 

elsewhere, however we did have about 800 books on their premises. Today was the 

only time able to collect… 

Now of course it was obvious that Harry would not see this particular task to be 

memorable or exciting. The liquidators passed on a map type of list, indicating 

shelv ing and numbers and publishers. None of which made any sense at all…and 

yes, again with the maps! I  took the tactic that we were on a challenge and could 

use this opportunity to enhance our resourcefulness and detective skills. Harry didn’t 
buy that at all…and he was hungry. 

When we arrived, I noticed a number of fellow book collectors methodically pacing 

the carton laden aisles, map in hand, with similar perplexed and puzzled expressions. 

This was not going to be easy. There were 2 warehouses packed to the rafters of 

cartons on cartons and pallets on pallets. There were hundreds of shelves with books 

in piles, seemingly in no particular order. I t occurred to me that indiv idually we were 

all waning, but collectively we may triumph. We started to discuss what others were 

looking for and in our own hunting expedition would seek out fellow book titles. The 

grateful shrieks of appreciation when books were married with owners was quite 

fulfilling. Some had explained they had been there for many hours, still hunting for 

their elusive property. The time was drifting on and Harry’s interest in this 

activ ity…well let’s face it, there never was any interest…either way his patience was 

long gone…oh and did I  mention he was hungry?  

Fortunately we managed to locate our books…yay! We loaded the car with our 

babies and wished others luck in their mission.  

On a totally unrelated Wednesday’s with Harry post…just wanted to share how 

proud we are that some of our Yelpy Kelpie books are being delivered to kids across 

outback Australia v ia the Variety Bash team from Warburton. A few weeks ago I  was 

contacted by their team leader who explained they were taking their crazy sheep 

car on this year’s Variety Bash. Great cause raising funds for kids charities. They 

wanted to use our One Yelpy Kelpie images on their T.shirts and car. Brilliant! We 

gave them a box of books to donate to kids and they have updated us along the 

way. I  just love it when we are rewarded by scenes such as these.  

Oh…and did I  tell you that Harry is still hungry? 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

September 5th 2018 

My feet are sore, my bones are stiff, my body is inflamed and I  believe cramp is not 

far away. That is the after effect from meeting the challenge. Today we decided to 

venture to Geelong and do the bollard trail. I  read the blurb and whilst I  realised 

there were 48 bollards to sight, I  scoffed at the suggestion it would take us 2 hours to 

walk one way. That must be a typo I  thought. We began the trail, a little late in the 

day, as education again encroached on our Wednesday. Not a problem I  thought, 

we would do a quick tour, grab some lunch and be back on the road before the 

peak hour traffic hit. I  checked out the map and began to realise that they had 

stretched these bollards out quite a distance. So from Matthew Flinders to Life Saving 

Clubs, Ulysses Riding Club to Bathing Beauties, Pierrot, Yacht Club Lady, Steam 

Captain, Sail Captain, Carrie Moore, Peter Lalor, Salvation Army Woman, Nancy 

Nattyknickers, Policeman, Nuns…to name just a few, were all on parade awaiting 

our v isit. Time was drifting by and by 3:30 we paused the venture to seek out some 

lunch, regroup and motivate our desire to complete this trail. The question was 

raised whether anyone would actually care, or in fact know, if we finished this task. 

Argh! Those moral lessons in life that a parent must impart to their child. Of course we 

had to finish! So Harry put on his photo face pose, and we took on the second half 

of the trail. Plodding along the Bob McGavan Memorial Path I  realised that many of 

these bollards would only likely to be seen by joggers, dog walkers and those few 

foolish nutters that loved a challenge. So avoiding the odd dog doodoo, goobers 

from sweaty spitting joggers and ducks on the attack, we finally reached the 

end…that is, we reached number 47 bollard. Okay, this cannot be…where is 48? 

After more searching, by now on crumbling legs, (and by legs I  mean mine) we sat 
down for a think. I  reread the list and finally found the fine print that bollard 48 Morris 

Jacobs from Jacobs stores had been relocated to the Carousel. Of course he was. 

Harry’s gizmo on his watch clocked our journey at 7.45 kms. So whilst I  was somewhat 

humbled that I  scoffed at the 2 hour suggestion, I  was more concerned that I  was 

able to crawl back to the car without total collapse. So we made it back and I  

flopped into the car. Harry then had a swig of water and as he held up his bottle to 

drink, a soft dinosaur lolly fell seemingly from the roof of the car. The confusing and 

perplexing look on his face was eventually meet with clarity as I  realised that it must 

have attached itself to the bottom of his bottle and flew in the air when let free. 

Now this is one of those, ‘you had to be there’ type of episodes, but it reminded me 

of a similar incident many years ago when at high school. I  had arrived at school 

and put my bag on the nature strip for a minute. I  picked it up and walked into 

school, totally obliv ious to the fact that I  had put my bag on dog poo which in turn 

had attached itself to the bottom of my bag. I  put my bag on top of my locker, still 

blissfully unaware. I then began to notice an odour...it was coming from the side of 

my strides and I  was shocked and horrified to notice it was poo. Just like Harry’s 

dinosaur, although far more devastating, I had no idea how poo had landed on my 

leg! My mind was exploding with outrageous confusion and mayhem. I  headed to 

the toilets, scrubbed my strides then continued to art class... still baffled and horrified 

and massively concerned that my peers may detect my stinky poo pants. On return 

to my locker, I  realised the offensive stench was overwhelming and on further 

investigation, finally understood what had happened. With other bags jostling for 

position, the poo had now spread like icing on a cake across the top of the lockers 

and of course I  had the pleasant task of spending recess cleaning the mess.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

September 12th 2018 

Spring has sprung…the winter boots put aside only to be replaced by the comfy, yet 

stylishly fashionable leopard-print crocs. Now whilst they are not the big chunky type, 

I  do realise for some of you, this may place me in the less than classy demographic. 

We decided to have a relaxing day as Harry has been under the weather with the 

man/boy flu and has a wisdom tooth breaking through. Not sure the Bonjela 

teething gel I  still have in the medical box from 19 years ago will still do the trick? 

Harry agreed that a walk on the beach at Albert Park followed by watching a movie 

from the couch would be all he could manage. Poor petal.  

We strolled a while on the beach and then made our way along the backstreets of 

Albert and Middle Park. I  do believe the flu factor meant he forgot to constantly 

complain about my walking pace...a delightful bonus. Not sure why after a couple 

of kms of walking, but my trusty leopard-print crocs…not the big chunky type, 

started to squeak. Very annoying and leads me to question their future outings. Our 

conversation along the way was on various topics…such as me having a logical and 

practical brain. I  pointed out a number of reasons why it came in very handy 

especially for all the daily problem solv ing I  seemed to do. I  declared that ‘Resolve’ 

was my middle name! Harry felt my arrogance was out of control and suggested my 

middle name was Flog! Yes indeed. One of the businesses we passed in Middle Park 

was the Book Binding School. This created quite the scoff from Harry who failed to 

understand why there would be a school to teach how to stick a book 

together…surely all you need is a bit of Clag. My library working days instantly 

flashed before me as I  recalled with a strange fondness to repairing binding with 

cloth inserts and strategically placed tape. I  explained it was a skill and technique 
that was to be appreciated. I  failed to convince him.  

The rest of the day was indeed watching a film. Not just any film however, as Harry 

felt it was time he tackled the Godfather Parts I , II and I II. I explained that they were 

very long and for memory quite graphic. I , of course had overlooked the fact that a 

film made in the 1970’s couldn’t compete on any level with the graphic vision shown 

today. I  did squint a few times, but on the whole made it through unscathed. Harry 

had major issues understanding anything Marlon Brandon said and so translation 

was required…’I’m gonna make him an offer he can’t refuse’…’revenge is a dish 

that tastes best when served cold’…’it’s not personal, it’s business’… and my 

favourite…’leave the gun, take the cannoli’. When translating the Godfather, it is 

absolutely necessary and quite automatic that you gruffly grunt from the depths of 

your throat. Harry explained that my translations were not helping!  

You may have gathered by the photo of Harry sleeping, that we only made it 

through Part I . I  will now attempt to erase the musical theme that I  am 

humming...until of course Part I I. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

September 19th 2018 

For all those who may cringe a little and feel obligated to read such long 

Wednesday's with Harry posts - fear no more. You have the next 2 weeks off! Harry is 

officially on holidays however today and next Wednesday he is attempting to earn 

some fundraising money for his trip to the Tiwi I slands. As part of his course he and 4 

others have elected to go to the Tiwi I slands and conduct sports clinics for local kids. 

Yesterday and today added to the fundraising by helping run clinics at a primary 

school in Mt. Eliza and next week a couple of days helping the AFL at the kids 

section at the MCG in the lead up to the grand final. Here are a couple of pics 

today however...one on the way there and one on the way home....zzzzzz 

See you in a couple of weeks. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday's with Harry has been forced to take a slight hiatus...hopefully back in a 

couple of weeks, full of energy and adventure. But hey...here is a photo of one of 
our dogs... proud of her dead lavender shrub.  

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

November 4th 2018 

Haven't posted for a while...combination minor health issues and Harry's school 

commitments. He has just returned from a week away on the Tiwi I slands. A project 

as part of his Sports Development course. He and a couple of other students went to 

Tiwi College and organised a sports program for the local school kids. He returned 

home full of stories and an enlightened attitude. Discovered one of our books in their 

school and became the instant celebrity... both he and his clothes recuperating 

after a double wash cycle. Fantastic experience…well done all involved. Will 

attempt another day out this week...??? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

December 7th 2018 

Well by now you may be wondering what log we may be under...alas we have 

succumbed to the race. The race against time that sucks you up into a tornado of 

activ ities that defies everything that Wednesday's with Harry is about. Between 

numerous medical crappiness, Harry's end of year education and my new branch of 

publishing in the Australian Adventure Passport, we have failed to create time for 

each other. The good news is however, that I  am still medically hanging in there, 

Harry passed his diploma of sports development with flying colours and the passport 

project is almost up and running.  The plan for now is to get through this next week 

without my head spinning off and then cruise into Christmas with all the spirit and 

carol singing that I  can muster. We did actually have a conversation if the Christmas 

tree was to be erected this year. Considering the time and effort to decorate the 

house and then the time and effort to take it all down again...it was tempting to give 

the whole thing a miss. Then I  remembered. I  LOVE Christmas. Not the hassles and 

cost and lack of car parking, but I  love the tradition. Every year I have bought Harry 

a snow globe and this year would not be an exception. I  love looking at the 

ornaments and remembering when they were made or purchased. We don't have 

a tree that is colour coordinated with generic baubles, ours is full of decorations from 

kindergarten days to train and football obsessions, to bauble gifts from a friend in 

Canada. And then of course there is the bonus of the lounge room having its annual 

spring-clean. So with cash in hand, I  approached Harry with the idea that he take 

control of chief cleaner, decobweber, and tree decorator this year. Not a great 

deal of enthusiasm, however the financial enticement worked and after managing 

to break the vacuum cleaner, struggling w ith untangling the string of lights and tinsel 
used in sparse detail, we do have the resemblance of Christmas in place. Yay. 

So in case we don't get to have another eventful Wednesday this year, I  wish you all 

a wonderful festive season and thank you for listening to my writing indulgence. I see 

no reason that we will not continue Wednesday's in the future, so until then, Ho Ho 

Ho xx  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


