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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. 

Harry…no matter what happens, I will love you eternally.  

You are my world, always have been, always will be. 

All my love, Mum xx 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

May 10th 2017 

Have made a deal with Harry to get out and do something every Wednesday 

afternoon...today was to see the Vincent Van Gogh exhibition at the NGV. We may 

not have been there the longest time...but we were there! 

By the way… These entries start off very small and to the point…but over time they 

increase into an enormous anthology of random nonsense, spinning off in various 

directions that will test your will to continue.  Congratulations to those who do…and 

complete exoneration to those who wish to use their time more productively.     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday's with Harry 

May 17th 2017 

Due to my parents unable to use tickets, and much to Harry's horror, we are about to 

embrace the musical, My Fair Lady. Harry’s enthusiasm was reflected in this 

comment...’there is no-one here with colour in their hair and I would rather be at Lou 

Richard’s funeral!’    

After 3 hours and 15 minutes of musical marvel, Harry tells me he is no longer speaking 

to his grandparents...'just you wait Henry Higgins'...however I loved it and am still 

humming 'wouldn't it be loverleee'.                                                                                                       

Next Wednesday is Harry's choice...no doubt he will have me skydiving! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

        Wednesday's with Harry 

     May 24th 2017 

Wednesdays with Harry...his choice to walk the 

city lane ways and alleys...I hummed a show 

tune or two just to add to the occasion! 

 



 

 

 

 

Wednesday’s with Harry                                                                                                    

May 31st 2017 

 

Reliving a wonderful childhood memory of mine. Today we visited the Planetarium.         

Loved it then and loved it today. After an initial vertigo feeling ...settled back and 

listened to Geoffrey Rush explain the expansive size and age of our universe. The 

perspective is humbling. Whilst Harry did state that it made him feel quite tired, he 

loved it too! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday's with Harry 

 June 7th 2017 

First stop was to the State Library for story time...now if you take a look at the photo of 

Harry squirming in pain - that was his reaction. Could not believe he was in a room full of 

noisy toddlers! Totally his own fault for not listening when I explained today's activities. 

Next stop was to the Melbourne Cemetery...amazing history. We found Bourke and Wills, 

a few Prime Ministers, various other notable people, Peter Lalor and indeed Elvis. Beautiful 

autumn day in Melbourne. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

 June 14th 2017 

Today's challenge was to find as many 'Hole in the Wall' eateries in the CBD and buy 

something from each one. Due to my current diet restrictions, the main onus was on 

Harry to tuck in. The specific criteria was...they couldn't be a stall or mobile structure, 

had no more than 2 seats, and had to be served from a hole in the wall of a 

building. We found 8...from waffles to croissants to toasties to juices to gelato to 

water ...Harry now feels quite ill and about to go and run it off. Have listed places on 

each photo. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

June 21st 2017 

I would consider myself to be an expert when it comes to markets...so with high 

expectations, we ventured to the Winter Night Market at QVM. Throngs of patrons 

queued at the various food and craft stalls whilst entertained by music and lighting 

installations. The longest lines were for Spanish paella and apple cider...followed 

closely by the queue for the loo. Worth a visit...the market...not the loo! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry                                                                                                                         

June 28th 2017 

Lunch at Lorne. Great day of stopping at many beachside towns allowing for many 

more photos of Harry the tourist.  

Have included chart rating enjoyment for days so far. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

July 5th 2017 

School holidays - late mornings, no schedules, time to relax. Harry a little too 

relaxed...but dragged him out to explore. In honour of being home we decided to 

check out exactly that, some wonderful exploration of our home town of Warburton. 

Starting at the Redwood forest. Unfortunately it is no longer a secret. Time to stand 

still and soak in the strength of the trees as they thrive and stretch towards the light.  

Intruding in their space and politely respecting with gratitude.  

Love the history that is celebrated in Warburton. The 51 murals painted meticulously 

on the remains of the old station platform are a brilliant tribute to the past. The 

mosaic steps leading to the Water Wheel celebrate the environment - another 

outstanding community project…so lucky to call Warburton home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry                                                                                                                        

July 12th 2017 

What a long day! Challenge today was to find as many 'Big' icons in one day. As 

you can see from the first photo - we left in the fog and the last one - taken in the 

dark...but the mission was successful and we managed to find 12...if you look closely 

you may find a ring in. Indeed Phillip Island seems to top the list with an extraordinary 

amount of big re-creations. Not sure they are attractive...but they sure managed to 

attract our attention - if perhaps only for a day! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry                                                                                                                            

July 19th 2017 

The seas were angry that day my friends... 

Today we set off on the Brighton to Beaumaris coastal artist trail. Started at the 

Beaumaris end to discover the landscapes of the artists of the past, including Tom 

Roberts, Arthur Streeton and Frederick McCubbin - artists of the Heidelberg School. 

The idea is to compare the paintings to the same scene today. So we blocked out 

the drone of the traffic, graffiti tagging, fluro vests on fishermen, the slight whiff of 

urine at various corners...and imagined we were in the elysian days of the late 19th 

century. Of course Harry's floral shorts tainted the image slightly. It was however the 

seat with a dedication to the memory of Alan G Langton that inspired a poignant 

moment. Great walk...it does mean though, that the distance walked in one 

direction is repeated in the other. Made it back - just before the rain. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

 July 26th 2017 

 
Exhausted! ...decided to track down as many sculptures in Melbourne. Not sure if 

they are sculptures or statues...but here they are. No doubt many more could be 

found. Walked from the Arts Centre along Southbank to Docklands, up La Trobe to 

Swanston and back to Flinders...I was ready to quit and join the cow in the tree, 

however ultra fit Harry was relentless. Am about to soak feet and ice my knees!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry                                                                                                         

August 2nd 2017 

The fog had cleared and the sky was blue...a glorious afternoon at the Melbourne 

Zoo. Sorry...a bit carried away with the meerkats and elephants. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

August 9th 2017 

 
Off on safari...keeping with the animal theme, we ventured to Werribee Zoo. 

Managed to survive the safari tour. Once we had accepted that we were sitting on 

the opposite side of the bus to where the animals roamed, coped with the child 

who continually kicked the back of the seat and was only slightly deaf from the 

screaming babies...we relaxed and had a great time!    It is however a great zoo 

and worth a visit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

August 16th 2017 

Living legends, roos and plane spotting. Another windy day blew us out near the 

airport...Woodlands homestead and parklands. Home of Living Legends - when the 

whips have been put away these magnificent creatures - including Rogan Josh, 

Brew, Prince of Penzance, Efficient, Might and Power, Apache Cat and Zipping, call 

these paddocks home. 'Efficient' managed to give Harry a nibble which left him a 

little shy getting up close to the others...I, on the other hand was a natural horse 

whisperer! Plenty of roos spotted in the top paddocks. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

August 23rd 2017 

After a couple of days of Harry sick with the boy/man flu...it was a short and sweet 

activity. A bucket of balls and a driver make for an hour of whacking said balls into 

the vast distance - or of course in my case, the short distance. I did manage a few 

175 metres - On one hand I have a couple of disadvantages with lymphedema and 

neuropathy - and on the other hand having one less boob makes for a smoother 

follow through! So there you go - swings and roundabouts. Harry's bum out stance 

seemed to work well with him averaging over 200 metres. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

August 30th 2017 

Due to waiting on a tradesman, our Wednesday afternoon plans had to be altered. 

One of us - I'll let you guess which one, didn't take this well. So in order to reflect and 

gain some perspective on actual adversity, we took a stroll to the Shrine. Many 

photos could not be used due to thunder in the face...eventually he 'soldiered on!!'.  

 
"Anzac is not merely about loss. It is about courage and endurance and duty and 

love of country and mateship and good humour and the survival of a sense of self-

worth and decency in the face of dreadful odds." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

September 6th 2017 

The other night I watched a program called 'This time last year.' It features people 

and their quest or challenge for the coming year. One amazing women told her 

terminal breast cancer story. In between the stress of scans and treatment, she 

would be fulfilling her bucket list. She danced with her partner, went on holidays and 

spent time simply observing life. The investment that was made in such a story was 

clearly told on the faces of the audience. We were barracking for her to still be here 

next year and certainly fulfil her wishes. Obviously I relate to her story and found 

myself in tears - tears of sadness that I understand the absolute fear when test results 

are revealed and tears of joy that she is still here and embracing life. I have often 

thought of the idea of a 'bucket' list. Part of me thinks that if I had one, it would 

scarily confirm the reason for needing one...but the reality is, I am filling that bucket 

every day and certainly every week with Wednesdays with Harry. Whilst I have been 

working so hard on writing and preparing my latest book, I still know how important it 

is to take the time to spend with Harry and along with that, hopefully, build lasting 

memories. The essence of life can really be that simple.  

This week however, Harry was again not impressed...several photos capture that! He 

just wanted some new jocks and socks....so on the way to such purchases, we took a 

stroll back in time. Firstly to the Nicholas Building - brilliant architecture and glorious 

detail and then to the Myer exhibition on the 'olden' days. The fact that these items 

are in living colour goes a long way to quash Harry's notion that everything in the 

past was in black and white.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry                                                                                                               

September 13th 2017 

Due to the morning at school extending into the afternoon, Wednesdays with Harry 

was time poor...SO finally Harry suggested an activity...A James Bond marathon. 

Yippee! Spectre just finished...Sky Fall next. Yes going in reverse order...but nothing 

new with that in this household! So we are bonding with Bond. Have just updated 

the rating scale.  

Harry tells me that Home of Living Melbourne Cup Legends rated poorly because he 

was bitten by Efficient. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

September 20th 2017 

A little late today for a very good reason. We have just returned from a penguin 

expedition. No we didn't venture to Phillip Island...just popped down to St. Kilda 

breakwater. Along with a 100 or so other penguin seekers, we were mesmerised by 

the little critters. No flash photography allowed, so we didn’t scare the penguins, so 

the pics are a little dodgy. It was more an activity that captured the experience in 

our memories than on film. I was a little more impressed than Harry - he did declare 

that they are still just a bird. Ho hum! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

September 27th 2017 

School hols - time spent at the beach followed by ferry from Sorrento to Queenscliff. 

Smooth sailing, anchors aweigh, abaft the beam, land ahoy. Harry refused to hang 

off the end screaming 'King of the world' and fortunately the wind was kind and I 

managed to keep all my hair. Fish and chip lunch at Queenscliff shared with the 

birds of caw caws! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

October 4th 2017 

Road trip - on the quest to determine if Ned Kelly was hero or villain. So hit the road 

early this morning - first stop Beveridge to sight the house he lived with parents when 

young. Next to Avenel - looked at his father John 'Red' Kelly's grave in the local 

cemetery. Gates were locked so Harry had to leap the fence and locate the grave. 

He was bitten by a jumping jack in the car on return so spent the next hour itching 

his high thigh area. Avenel also where the family lived after Beveridge. Next to Euroa 

- much conversation on how to say Euroa. We followed the trail to Euroa to see a 

bank they robbed, however the bank no longer exists. There was a museum 

however...as was there a museum celebrating Ned and his mates in most of these 

towns. You pay a small amount of dosh to enter a musty collection of bibs and bobs 

that perhaps were of some significance. This was the case in Benalla where we saw 

the bloodied scarf of Neds that he wore when captured. It was a scarf that was 

given to him as a young boy when he saved a kid from drowning. Also in this 

museum was an odd collection of mannequins dressed in get up from the various 

eras and a rather large dolls house.. Not sure, don't ask. One room in this museum is 

dedicated to the amazing Weary Dunlop... now that was a man whom I admire. 

One saved lives and one took them...both held in legendary status. A highlight for 

Harry was seeing Caleb Marchbank - a Carlton footballer, in Benalla's main street, 

From Benalla to Glenrowan where the "Last stand' took place. So many tourist 

souvenirs, all of course featuring Ned. Beechworth provided us lunch and more Kelly 

history. Checked out the courthouse, the cell and every other Ned memorabilia that 

was on offer. The trail did suggest we go via Mansfield to check out the cemetery 

where the policeman he killed were buried...however it was getting late and home 

was still some distance. Of course the one place we did not get to was the Old 

Melbourne Gaol, where he was hanged...but the hour of the day and distance did 

not allow - Such is life! I get the reason so many think Ned Kelly should be held in high 

esteem. I hold a different view. The most obvious upshot is the boost in the tourist 

economy. Long day, lots of fun and laughter. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

October 11th 2017 

Fitzroy beckoned today to check out the quirky street art and other characteristics. 

Almost blown from street to street, but managed to keep my hair on. Harry may look 

a little grumpy, but seemed to save that look just for photos! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

 October 18th 2017 

After 24 consecutive weeks of Wednesdays with Harry, the reality of Harry being in 

year 12 and an impending test tomorrow, has meant today's activity has been 

postponed. Whilst he is about to have a break and go for a run - it will be totally 

without my involvement! …except of course I get to wash his sweaty shorts. See you 

next week! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

October 25th 2017 

Today it was time to take a good hard look at ourselves! House of Mirrors is a hoot. 

Once you can get over the fact your reflection keeps popping up unexpectedly 

and scaring the crap out of you, you then need to work out how to get out. In my 

case I tentatively moved about, hands out in front to keep from bumping into 

myself. Harry informs me that the last time he was in such a situation, he cracked his 

nose. He must have learnt from that experience however for he came up with some 

very sound advice.   'You don't walk where you see yourself.' Not a long activity, but 

on reflection, a good one! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

November 1st 2017 

A trip to Mt Macedon with the gorgeous Penny O'Brien. 

Bit foggy at the memorial cross....H still in the pants rolled half way up leg with 

colourful socks phase...I know, I know...Oh Mummm! In my day it was flairs, miller 

shirts and DBs. It's a generational thing! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/penny.obrien.79?__tn__=KH-R&eid=ARCzGF57fN6zz_uouacArIzk7A0cmjQWcCHkox4HHigTy-Ko17G8U45cCUHERACQRYNci4Deu-r-jnCY&fref=mentions&__xts__%5B0%5D=68.ARDY1UvVQO-xL748h3MuCghOxoGNUAgOygJC8X_ecMmAWiRY12Wz5yIyv91yEIq-eJKYMzs6L1CLfIusGR-gWS6gBgZjLAb9bMwsvRIrPvDFXRsiv1M0qG-Eh3ak-aMoELy3ftaKPRkKrNwgEP65YAHkk1Ju92UKOG9YfFgeDiV9Hn1MfnUGzM5nPzhL7cmiY454okn3FP_2FYC1HDziC8-avrr5hU2QC26wp43Rk4uEQQ7u65HUzjA_HtETx74txb6Xckhh5yfLZrHag8xIl8QJreQwEea8N3SvKWDfxqUFrEnwTVZPft_jycccAa0N2V_u0jNKG0YL1jfsIha2iMk


New Zealand with Harry 

 December 8th 2017 

Finally Harry's wish for his 18th birthday is off and running. Left Melbourne this 
morning…me full of a cold...Harry full of hope that the land of the long white cloud 

lives up to expectations. Not hard as he hasn't many.  

First bonus of the trip is having a somewhat tallish son and so was offered the extra 

legroom seats. I was just chuffed that I didn't need the bright red extension seat belt! 

Listened intently to safety instructions…as the chosen ones sitting at the exit seats... 

This had better not be the day emergency procedures were needed because if 

they were to rely on a middle aged, overweight, one boobed cancer patient with 

dry eye and overcome with the flu...we were all going down! Arrived in Christchurch, 

picked up a car and discovered we had no internet so no clue where to go. 

Gammy eye didn't help matters but somehow stumbled across our 

accommodation. You may notice the dinner of choice was a very sloppy souvlaki 

and I do believe H may be giving me the finger.  

On this trip is only enough time for one island...so sorry to all my kiwi friends in the 

north...no catch up this time. Now to go and find a sim card so we navigate 

tomorrow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

December 9th 2017 

CHRISTCHURCH TO HANMER SPRINGS  

Thankfully not a long days drive. Not a lot of sleep for me last night as the one 
gammy eye turned into 2 outrageously angry gungy slits desperately seeking sight 

between the blurry stuck together lids. It is most likely the only time I appreciate 

having very few eyelashes that limited the welding procedure. Much of my night 

was in the bathroom applying eye wash to no avail. Harry decided, on the other 

hand, that the 2 hour difference in country time zones, required a certain amount of 

jetlag sleep in privileges. Concerned with the thought that with Harry navigating and 

me unable to see, it was the closest thing to the blind leading the blind...I decided 

that a trip to the doctors was needed. Well 3 hours and $190 of medical fees later 

we finally hit the road on day 2 of our big NZ adventure. The intention was to travel 

north to see whales and then to Hanmer Springs. We counted our losses however 

and headed straight for Hanmer Springs to arrive late afternoon...eyes still sore and 

blurry, but improving. Harry suggested or rather insisted that I leave my sunglasses 

securely in place as we cruised about the magnificent thermal springs town. Photos 

not great...Harry taking through the windscreen...and him contemplating the many 

action type activities on offer. Jetboating is my preference, as long as the adhesive 

in my hair piece holds. 

Determined to push through...or as Harry might say 'solider on'...tomorrow is onward 

to the west coast yeeha! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

10th December 2017 

DAY THREE...feels longer! Cough and splutter tour.  

Okay...eyes working, head not. Flu has progressed into my brain causing widespread 

vagueness with major ear and sinus blockage. Besides somewhat painful and feeling 

like my head is in a bucket...I apparently have been yelling like old aunty Ethel who 

forgot to turn on her hearing aid! Much to Harry's horror, it was my turn to play music 

from my phone, which in my mind means a singalong. Belting out Bryan Adams 

Summer of '69 was potentially life threatening to local wildlife, shattered any illusions 

that I could sing and failed to break through the blockage in my eardrums.  

So tonight we find ourselves staying at Fox Glacier. Over 500km drive from Hanmer 

Springs, with left over pizza for lunch, in pretty wet and wild conditions. I do recall a 

news report explaining the incredible heat and dry spell they have been having 

here in NZ. Well we managed to fix that.  

Beautiful mountainous country and would be even more beautiful if we could see it. 

So many one way bridges and Harry freaked out when one was also shared with the 

railway track.  

Just back from an evening walk around Lake Mathison...a reflective lake showcasing 

surrounding mountains....perhaps not today however.  

Onward tomorrow towards Makarora...now won't that be a trip down memory lane!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

December 11th  2017 

DAY 4 FOX GLACIER TO WANAKA 

Now we are talking my old hunting ground. First thing - we were fortunate that blue 

skies prevailed long enough to jump on a chopper and have a quick flight up the 

hill...well actually a rather large glacial mountain. I was seriously warned that the 

journey may cause pain and suffering to my blocked head/ear situation. I of course 

ignored the concerned looks and declared that I really wanted to share this 

experience with Harry. Had I known that it was a requirement that one is weighed 

and then recorded in large black ink on a paper wrist band for all to see...I may not 

have been so sentimental! Retrospect is a powerful word. The flight and sights were 

amazing. Mt Cook was hiding however Mt Tasman was showing off her peaks and 

curves. As we landed on the glacier I did feel a little unwell and pain in ears was 

quite unpleasant. The descent back to ground didn't improve matters. The flight 

lasted 20 minutes...the pain 6 hours...the experience with Harry...priceless. After some 

time recuperating, headed onto Wanaka. Stopped at The Blue Pools on the way. 

Another swing bridge, thousands of sand-flies lead us to the most magnificent 

pools...blue ones in fact. Just around the corner was Makarora...the old stomping 

ground looking a little dated but I could still see the ghosts of Contiki past. Harry 

couldn't understand my excitement. The road around Lake Wanaka and Lake 

Howea is of course glorious and we spent the next hour playing tag team with every 

other tourist at each photo spot.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

December 12th 2017 

DAY 5 WANAKA TO QUEENSTOWN  

Stayed at a BnB in Wanaka which came with breakfast included...excellent. Harry 

however was confronted with the fact that we ate in a breakfast room sharing a 

table with other fellow travellers. Fuelled up the tank...can no longer complain about 

Australian fuel prices...paid $2.27 litre. Various stops on the way to Queenstown...the 

bungy jumping bridge was one of them. There was no question in my mind that this is 

an activity that I have NO interest in doing...stuff your bucket lists. Firstly, these Kiwis 

are obsessed with recording your weight in big black texta...this time however it is 

tattooed on your arm...obviously a procedure that indicates to the bungy crew the 

size of rope needed. The thought that they would need to locate the mega ply, 

extra strength rope was cringe worthy enough, however then it occurs to me that 

when one falls down and is tied to a rope by one's ankles, everything above the 

ankles naturally falls above one's head, including of course one's clothing. These 

objections to bungy jumping are simple vanity...if I need a more reasonable excuse 

about my refusal to partake, it is simple. I don't want to. I don't need to jump off a 

bridge to conquer fears or enjoy the adrenaline rush...I did however enjoy watching 

others doing so. Harry was somewhat tempted until someone jumped and her Nike 

shoe flew off and then floated down the river. She handled it well... after being 

scooped into the boat she simply tossed the other one in. Harry was horrified that he 

could lose his shoes...so we remained spectators. 

Arrowtown....love it! Quite obsessed with their wool shops, stands to 

reason...however when one such wool shop owner started spruiking about Merino 

wool being uniquely New Zealand, I just smiled gave the thumbs up and said 'Straya 

mate.' His Spanish expression looked confused as he chased another potential 

customer.  

Queenstown is providing Harry with long awaited shopping precinct...there is only so 

much glorious mountainous scenery that an 18 year old can take. Tomorrow brings 

another day in this Remarkable town. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

December 13th 2017 

DAY 6 QUEENSTOWN 

First thing was a jet boat ride. This time I did take the advice of the operators who 

were concerned about my health and so Harry was going solo...except for the boat 

load of tourist. Snuggled next to a Russian couple, he waved farewell before the jet 

boat hammered into action. Now don't stress about me missing out. I have 

experienced countless jet boat rides in NZ to last a lifetime. Harry was beaming on 

return and rated it 10/10. Whilst it would have been great to do together, evidence 

of my delirious state was discovered at approximately 11.30 when I realised I had 

been wearing my shirt inside out!  

Next activity was a nice sedate ride up the gondola. Awe smacking view from the 

top. Harry did a couple of luge runs before we headed back down the enormous 

hill.  

Whilst we don't have enough time on this trip to get to Milford Sound, we did drive to 

Glenorchy. Used for filming Hobbits or Lord of the Rings...either way is again glorious 

scenery. It would be nice however if fellow drivers understood that if you want to 

look at this glorious scenery, the most polite, practical and safe way to do that is to 

PULL OVER AND GET OUT OF YOUR LITTLE ESY-RENTAL CAR!!! The roads are windy and 

have few passing lanes...so when that small window of hope for freedom appears...it 

would be polite, practical and safe for drivers travelling at 50km in their little 

EsyRental car to DRIVE IN THAT SLOW LANE AND NOT OCCUPY 2 LANES.  

Again the radio was static so my tunes were on random shuffle. From The Pogues 

and ACDC to ABBA or Neil Diamond...it was a wonderful mystery of music. As the 

valley opened into another spectacular splendour, show tunes from Sound of Music 

rang out. 'How appropriate', I declared, as I began to channel Julie Andrews...Harry, 

on the other hand, quite solemnly declared, 'Nothing good has ever come out of a 

musical'. He cannot be serious. 

Soon to head out for some dinner before gearing up for another big drive to Akaroa 

tomorrow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

December 14th 2017 

DAY 7  QUEENSTOWN TO AKAROA  

Early morning to cope with the full day’s drive. Harry is definitely not a morning 

person...and my cheeriness was challenged due to the ongoing ear blockage etc. 

We found ourselves in a tiresome loop of miscommunication. Harry would mumble, 

too tired to open his mouth, poor dear, and I couldn't hear so questioned his 

question...this went on until the natural conclusion of silent frustration reigned. I put 

music on and Harry dozed for the first 100kms. Lunch at Lake Tekapo...every 

mountainous glimpse appeared more majestic than the last. Pretty sure we spotted 

Mt Cook, but you can be the judge. Made our way over the rocks, navigating 

through a maze of selfie sticks, and somewhat bizarre foot attire, to the shoreline of 

the lake. Tried to create a picturesque mother and son photo, however on seating 

myself on designated rock, a well camouflaged and very juicy bird poo awaited my 

rear end. Moment over.  

Many hours later we made our way down to the French inspired town of Akaroa. 

Love it! Harry also loves it, although I suspect it may be because he discovered the 

Ashes was on the telly. Last night in NZ and just had the best meal. Fush & chups 

overlooking the bay.  

Tomorrow is our last day and primarily just making our way back to the plane.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Zealand with Harry 

 December 15th 2017 

DAY 8 FLYING HOME 
Waiting at the airport about to board. Only a week but packed quite a lot in. What 

have we learned about NZ? Green should be their national colour as it is 

everywhere. There are hundreds of one way bridges, thousands of sand-flies, 

sometimes too many tourists...yes I know we are 2 of them...too many bad drivers - 

saw the result of 3 major accidents, copious amount of merino/possum garments, 

terribly cooked raisin toast, odd 'Kramer' like way of painting lines on the roads, very 

little roadkill, limited wildlife, no sightings of a kiwi, incredibly beautiful, majestic 

mountainous scenery, and some of the nicest, hospitable people you could meet. 

Thank you for listening...now to get home and celebrate my amazing mums 80th 

birthday.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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 visit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesdays with Harry. 

February 28th 2018 

First stop today was to visit 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. It 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. It 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 video...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 have 

left for an activity.  

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. It is called the Anti-gravity hill. It 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 celebration 

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 have 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 visit! 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 visitors 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 vital, 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 vicinity, 

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 activity 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 however 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 achieving 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 vitamin 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 view 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.  

It 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.  

Observing 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. It 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 

activities…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 activity 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 loving 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 preview 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 driving 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 views, 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 survived 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 views 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 

visit… 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 activities that One Yelpy Kelpie and Flossy 

highlighted and that ‘normal’ people would only attempt one activity 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. It 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 activity 

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. It 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 activities, 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 view 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 activity 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 activity 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 vivid, and the choice of Harry’s socks seems 

oddly appropriate to counteract the fog that has surrounded our view.  

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 evident. It was 

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

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. It is indeed the opposite. The value 

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

It 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 viewing area – as seen 

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

you to view 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. It 

does have a fan, which attempts to spread the heat, however 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-visit. 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 oblivious 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 evidence, 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 Irish, 

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 

revised 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. If 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 Irish 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 vicinity. 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 destinations, which were the MCG and Fox Footy. ‘Not the same’, I 

explained…’More interesting’, 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. 

If 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 

activity…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 activity. 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. It 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.’ It 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. It 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!  

It 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 viewing 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 reliving memories with those who matter. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

August 29th 2018 

It 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 

shelving 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. It occurred to me that individually 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 

activity…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 via 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 visit. 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 oblivious 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 solving 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 III. 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 II. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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 Islands. As part of his course he and 4 

others have elected to go to the Tiwi Islands 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 Islands. 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 

activities 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 with 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  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

January 3rd 2019 

Upon opening Wednesday's with Harry site, 'WRITE SOMETHING' are the words glaring 

back at me. Whilst hoping to encourage me into action, the instructions were direct 

and to the point. Perhaps Facebook's initial command is a little too demanding but 

they follow up with the gentler question by asking 'WHAT'S ON YOUR MIND'.  

So failing the need to lie down and unload on any in-depth level, I did think it time to 

once again post a post.  

This time of year is always a little tricky planning too much as Harry is programmed for 

holiday mode. That means watching reruns of sitcoms into the late night, which 

invariably translates into late morning sleeping. Daily activities also seem to be 

dictated by the weather. This is not a Harry issue...it is mine. He has the constitution to 

go running on a 40' day however I can faint from cooking a piece of toast! Harry 

reminds me of the many years I spent in the outback where heat is extreme and 

constant... he questions if this actually happened and his patience for my suffering is 

limited.  

So today, like many Wednesdays lately, our plans were not in sync. Harry was off to 

the tennis with his mate and I wasn't. I had to get some work done and he didn't. He 

had to go to footy training and I didn't. I had to pluck hairs off my chin and he didn't. 

I do plan to see him when he returns from football training about 9pm and as I 

deliver his dinner, I am sure the conversation will be informative and articulate in the 

3 minute ad break in the seemingly endless Big Bash season. By the way... I am not 

someone who hides from our treasured sport of cricket, in fact I do really enjoy the 

tradition of the 5 day test and the thrill and action of the limited over bbl. I don't 

however wish to watch the Big Bash EVERY SINGLE NIGHT!  

So there you go Facebook, I have managed to 'WRITE SOMETHING' and convey 

'WHAT'S ON MY MIND'. And whilst it is simply a collection of rambling snippets of 

nothing…there you go. Stay cool and safe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry                                                                                              

January 20th 2019 

Yesterday was 37 degrees in Melbourne and as I have previously pointed out, Harry 

thrives whilst I take cover. He went for a 2 hour run... and I hovered near a fan. He 

then suggested our outing for the day would be to buy him some new socks. Harry 

seems to have a bit of a liking for socks and his collection of colourful feet coverings 

adorned with artwork from the ‘anything goes’ period include pizzas, watermelons, 

pretzels, palm trees, little toy soldiers, scotty dogs, swans and ducks. There doesn’t 

appear to be any theme that cannot be reproduced on a sock. For quite some time 

now I have complained to Harry that rolling his strides up looks juvenile and as if his 

pants don’t fit. It is a look that defies explanation as we witness grown men stroll 

about with half cast daks. Aha…but if the pants are of normal length then you 

would not be able to spy the sock! The alternative seems to be to not wear socks at 

all. Whilst this is perfectly fine if your shoe attire is sandals, thongs and maybe the odd 

runners, however in my opinion, wearing laced up leather shoes with a deliberate 

gap at your ankles to advertise your sockless protest is a desperate cry for help. As to 

which is the better look, this jury is still out. Harry constantly tells me that I am out of 

touch, the opposite of trendy and that I just don’t understand high fashion. Now, I 

do admit that being trendy is not a high priority of mine. I have come to believe 

however, that as I am of the female gender, we have many ways to display our 

feathers with very broad and extensive fashion options. If we feel like wearing pants, 

shorts, a dress or a skirt the choice is ours, although usually not all at once. Whilst 

some men also partake in this wider range of clothing, no judgement, most stick to 

the pants or shorts option. It is therefore my thinking, that to cut through the 

repetitive boredom, the male population are currently a little obsessed with fluffing 

up their wardrobe with splashes of colour in their ankle area. They are standing on 

their platform with their sock or no sock rights. ‘They may take our fashion sense, but 

they will never take our socks!’ 

Anyway, I digress. On this occasion Harry was after sporting socks and felt that this 

would be an outing worthy of our normal standard. There is only 2 reasons for this 

thought. Firstly, his enjoyment and fulfilment of what constitutes a normal 

Wednesday activity is very low indeed... or secondly he wants me to come on such 

an ‘outing’ so I will pay for the socks. It is most likely both scenarios. As already 

mentioned, my tolerance for the heat prevented such a journey so I explained to 

Harry that if indeed he was desperate for socks, he would have to go it alone. On 

return with 2 pairs of crisp white Nike socks he looked somewhat depleted. I inquired 

if he was okay? 

‘Mum,’ he groaned, ‘it actually physically hurts that I had to spend my own money 

on socks.’  

Welcome to the world Harry Rothwell! 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

February 6th 2019 

Harry has been after a pair of R.M. Williams’s boots for some time now. He added it 

to his Christmas list and when that didn’t eventuate, suggested his birthday as the 

fall back option. In his bid for me to understand the value, he explained they can 

last for over 30 years and reminded me of my pair that I still wear which I purchased 

off a traveling hawker when working on a cattle station in 1990…then he quietly 

mentioned the price. I assured him that whilst I understood the value, I had to poo-

poo the idea as it was something I couldn’t afford. As we discovered from last 

week’s sock ‘outing’, Harry parting with his own money is physically painful. 

Fortunately however, generous family members gave him some dosh for Christmas 

and whilst he had to add extra himself, he justified the expense and researched the 

best place to purchase. Delighted with himself for finding a pair that were priced 

$100 cheaper, he came to discuss the road trip. A road trip you may ask? Yes… the 

R.M. Williams outlet he discovered was in Warrigal. For those not familiar, it is just over 

100kms from Melbourne. So today, off we popped to Warrigal. Perhaps 

appropriately, on observing our foot attire for the day, Harry was sporting his 

overpriced Birkenstocks whilst I wore $20 sandals from Kmart! Clearly I still have some 

work to do on the parenting front. Driving on the freeway, in between singalongs 

from Gold FM, a caller explained that her daughter needed an expensive calculator 

that had games in it. What? Why? What is happening? Surely when presented with 

an equation that needs solving, you do not suddenly feel the need to play space 

invaders? These, I suspect are invented by the same Ning Nongs putting TV’s and 

computers in fridges. Please people, stop justifying the need to place virtual worlds in 

every single object. Why don’t we harness all these brainiacs and channel their 

powers to remove all the plastic crap in the oceans.  Anyway, still on the freeway, 

we pass under a big green directional sign for Ernst Wanke Road. I could sense Harry 

glance sideways in my direction to see if I was going to react. ‘What an unfortunate 

name for a road’, I said. ‘Yes’ he said, ‘Shocker…and it’s advertised on a 4x4 metre 

sign’ Harry had a google and discovered Ernst Gottlieb Wanke was quite a 

prominent bloke in the area, was originally from Prussia and came to Victoria in 1849. 

This introduced a further discussion that original family names were often created 

from their occupations. Harry then suggested that perhaps that included hobbies? 

Hobbies indeed! Well we finally arrived in Warrigal and located the R.M. Williams 

shop. A sign advertising Akubra’s was prominent and I was a little shocked that Harry 

had no idea what that was. Firstly his pronunciation was quite askew …Akabarbra? 

No Harry, Akubra is a very proud Australian company specialising in hats. I owned a 

very worn and tattered Snowy River one, again from my outback days. He then 

discovered further unfamiliar outbackish items filtering through the air…Drizabone, 

Moleskins, Wranglers. Clearly I still have some work to do on the parenting front. 

The chap who assisted Harry’s purchase took on the task of explaining every boot, its 

pedigree and care instructions and it was most likely the longest spiel on footwear 

that I can recall. He was sporting the most outrageous sideburns and we earnestly 

endeavoured to avoid this distraction. I believe I succeeded… Harry did not. He did 

know his stuff however and a mere 45 minutes later, with Harry assuring him he would 

polish and clean them once a week, he finally became the proud owner of R.M. 

William’s dark tan Comfort Craftsman boots. Last week was socks, this week 

boots…next week perhaps some jocks? 

On side note. Harry has just been offered a place at Deakin University to do a 4 year 

Sports Science degree. He is chuffed and I am proud. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

February 13th 2019 

It is a requirement that Harry gain a student card for university and of course as a 

photo would be imprinted on the card, possibly for a number of years, it was 

important to Harry that it was an acceptable one. He has very thick and fast 

growing hair and the need for frequent hair clipping has always been an issue. This 

situation meant that the desire for a good photo with a half decent haircut was in 

direct conflict with the process of having said haircut. Just as I thought however, the 

photo won and so it was off to find a barber/hairdresser talented enough to cut just 

the right number of hairs. We decided that Chadstone Shopping Centre, quite 

possibly the largest shopping complex on the planet, would indeed house this gifted 

coiffeur who would take up the challenge. Speaking of challenges, finding a 

carpark was the first one. Success was only briefly celebrated after many failed 

attempts trawling various multiplex carparks with continuous disappointment… 

being teased with the rare green light indicating a vacant spot, hunting it down, 

only to find it housed a trolley bay, a disabled park or simply a malfunction. When 

faced with such a large shopping centre, I have established the practice that you 

need to draw a 200 metre circle adjacent to wherever your car is parked, and that 

is the imaginary boundary of shops required. Of course it does need some tweaking 

when the toilets or Boost Juice fall outside that perimeter. However if one wishes to 

avoid being lost in an endless labyrinth of shops, consumers, and blokes peddling 

skin care from Jericho, it is a plan worth trying. It also has the added bonus that you 

may return without swollen feet and the frustration of losing the car. Unfortunately 

this foolproof scheme did not eventuate today as the first idea to check out 

Legoland Discovery World meant drudging to the other end of the planet. The 

journey was not at all worth it as on arrival we discovered that we needed to be 

accompanied by a child in order to proceed!!! Failing to convince the staff that 

Harry was indeed still a child, we were left to linger in the gift shop and could only 

imagine by the look of joy and wonderment from those returning from their Lego 

expedition, what we had missed.  

Trying not to bang on about how massive Chadstone is, however for such a large 

centre, one would think they would have more information stations available. On 

finally discovering such a system, I proceeded to enter the category to include 

hairdressers. Harry’s patience with my understanding how such a screen should work 

was tested and it wasn’t long before he took over the task. For future reference, 

hairdressers are not listed under B for Beauty as Harry assumed…astoundingly 

enough they are listed under H for Hairdressers! So we picked a possibility and then 

of course had to work out the map. If you have been reading Wednesdays long 

enough, you may realise that maps are not always appreciated. On this occasion 

however we managed to plot a course through the maze and discovered a first rate 

stylist that fulfilled Harry’s hairstyle requirements.  

We then found ourselves in that time vacuum, where one becomes oblivious to 

outside obligations and before we knew it we had to get to Deakin quickly if Harry 

was to have his card processed and get back for footy training. You may notice a 

few of the photos are of the back of Harry in Chadstone as he realised we had to 

hurry. The distance between us was growing, as his speed verses mine became 

more and more obvious. Eventually the escalator was one of the last obstacles 

between us and the carpark. Harry is very clear on his thoughts regarding escalators. 

‘Move it Mum...we didn't pay for a ride.’  

 



So we made it to Deakin, trawled another carpark, navigated another map and 

discovered the Student Central Centre is in building HE. Mission accomplished and 

we made it back in time for training.  

From rereading this post, it has become quite apparent that I am becoming a little 

too familiar with writing about absolutely nothing. I do however remain hopeful that 

we can buck the trend of the last few weeks and actually partake in something 

more worthy next week. Only time will tell! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry                                                                                                            

February 20th 2019 

Today I asked Harry what his ideal Wednesday would be. ‘Play Wii’, he said. ‘Really?’ 

I queried. Given the fact that he had to work in the morning and footy training this 

evening, it only left a small window of free time mid-afternoon. I was about to 

comment about the lack of time spent together but then remembered that Wii 

provided the opportunity for two to play. With the proclamation, ‘You suck at video 

games’ resonating in the distance, off I popped to get into the spirit of the game by 

the wearing the correct golfing, bowling and tennis attire. Now when I say correct 

attire, I really just changed into a more comfortable and flexible shirt. In my absence 

Harry was to locate the second operating stick thingy and set up and prepare for 

the Australian Open. On my return the second stick thingy was indeed located, 

however batteries were mysteriously missing. ‘Not an issue,’ I said, knowing there is a 

stash of AA batteries in the drawer…you know that drawer…the one that holds old 

take away menus, bent picture hooks, pieces of Lego, Ikea furniture instructions, and 

a broken mouse trap. Harry claimed to have checked the drawer but no batteries in 

sight. That seemed odd as I distinctly remember restocking batteries recently. ‘Pity’, 

he said, ’but with only one stick thingy working, only one could play Wii’. Persistently, 

my next suggestion was to dislodge and collect batteries from other devices in order 

for the challenge to commence. It was then however, that I began to notice that 

clocks had stopped working, and the TV remote was lying limp and lifeless. ‘My, you 

have been busy’, I exclaimed. Harry innocently declared that he had no idea what I 

was on about. ‘Okay…how about an amnesty? I will leave the room for 5 minutes 

and when I come back, the batteries will be back in place and in return you will 

retain all your feeding rights.’  

Miraculously, within a few minutes, the clocks were back ticking, the TV remote was 

happily revived and the second stick thingy from Wii was waiting for instructions. 

Now I will admit that I haven’t played Wii in a number of years and with Harry 

already begrudging this encounter, the pressure was on. ‘Give me a couple of tips 

and I will be good to go’, I confidently informed my opponent. Bowling was the first 

game of choice and Harry selected his player from the list. For some unknown 

reason he picked a curly haired female with very severe eyebrows who was known 

by the name of Poo. I did inquire what that was about and he told me he set up her 

profile when he was about 10 and thought it was hilarious. He still thinks it is pretty 

funny. So to equal out the gender, I selected a Chinese male named Fred who 

seemed to have a slight resemblance to Charlie Brown and for some reason both 

players appeared to be legless. Harry was less than informative when it came to 

explaining the buttons, in fact I do believe he may have attempted to sabotage my 

game by his vague and confusing tuition, so it was fortunate that the screen 

informed me about A and B. The look on Harry’s face was priceless when my first 

bowl resulted in a strike. Luckily for him, his competitive nature stepped up to the 

challenge and I discovered it was indeed beginners luck for me and Fred. After 

losing 3 games at bowling, Harry declared that I still was pathetic at video games. 

This may be the case, but perhaps another sport was my thing. Tennis was the next 

game of choice. This involved swinging the stick thingy as if it was an actual racquet. 

It took me 2 sets of swinging away before I cottoned on that I had to hold down the 

B button as well. It must have been somewhat entertaining as the Wii crowd 

watching were bobbing up and down on their torsos and cheering in admiration. 

Harry was chuffed that finally he had payback for all those Cluedo games I had 

won. The fact that I just wasn’t up to his standard and without a competitive 



opponent, he couldn’t go on. Actually this was fine with me…and Fred. So there you 

go, a Wednesday with Harry where Harry and Poo were the ultimate winners... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

February 26, 2019 

Well yes, it is Tuesday, a little ahead of ourselves this week…it is quite rare that the 

Rothwell's are on time for anything, so to actually be ahead of time is quite the 

miracle.  

This week is in 2 phases. Last night Harry graduated with his Diploma of Sports 

Development. Not quite sure why, when he finished last November, that they wait 

until February…however here we are and it does seem somewhat similar to last 

years’ year 12 graduation. 

We entered the tiered auditorium at the Atrium at Federation Square and 

apparently we must have been the only ones not to be informed that parents 

should be sitting to the left of the room. Whilst it was not a shock that father and son 

may be left wandering, am a little annoyed that my normal observant self, happily 

followed and took a seat to the right of the room, which evidently was clearly 

marked with student classes. On realising our error, we quickly moved to the 

appropriate areas. Harry located his fellow peers and Bryce and I tried to quietly slink 

off to the parent seats to the left. Unfortunately our efforts to go unnoticed were 

severely compromised by me tripping on someone’s feet. It felt like slow motion as I 

teetered on the edge of the slippery wooden step, desperately trying to balance. I 

could feel the apprehension in the room as I just managed to catch myself…partly 

from determination and partly from grabbing a strangers head! You could audibly 

hear the ‘AHH’ from the congregation when I fell into my seat relatively unscathed. 

It did occur to me mid-fall, that the assembled gathering would clearly believe I was 

inappropriately intoxicated.  

Anyway, after listening to a couple of key note speakers, reminding myself that it 

was not the time or place to take a little nap, we finally came to the main event 

where they handed out the diplomas. Harry managed to be presented with one of 

the two awards given in each class. It was an award for Collaboration. What? Yes I 

do understand the meaning, however perhaps a sexier word could have been 

found. All very good, but the reality is that Harry was more excited about wearing his 

RM Williams for the first time and for his complimentary personalised biscuit on a stick. 

Holidays are now official over, thank goodness, and Uni begins next week.  

Today Harry and I managed to find a small window of time together, so decided to 

check out the pink lake that has everyone fascinated. Now when I say everyone, it 

appeared on arrival, it was just us and a bus load of Japanese.  

It was an odd contrast of worlds colliding. To the left was the hectic pace of the 

Westgate Bridge, the commotion of honking trucks, steel webs of power towers, 

industrial docks and shipping containers…and to the right was bush. Needless to say 

the majority of visitors took to the bush in an attempt to appreciate the pinkness of 

the lake. It is a salt lake, but currently algae is causing it to be extra pink. It is not 

predicted to last long and so hence the recent attraction. So we took a squiz, 

snapped some pics and contemplated going for a bush walk…but then we didn’t. I 

didn’t wish to go tramping through bush in thongs and Harry determined that he 

had seem a better pink lake on the way to Adelaide. I had to agree and so we left. 

So not a very long activity, but there you go.  

Last night almost black and blue, but today am in the pink! 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

March 13-15, 2019 

IKEA…the Swedish term for delusional.  

We began the day with one simple objective in mind. Buy Harry a desk. In an 

attempt to encourage him to stop using the coffee table as his study area, Harry 

needed a desk. I have known about Harry’s love of IKEA for quite some time so it 

was not a surprise that it was there he insisted on shopping. He seems to take delight 

in everything IKEA… from the 286 page FREE catalogue, to the showrooms full of 

household samples and the market hall exploding with domestic bliss…the plastic 

dispensers full of FREE stubby pencils, to the queue in the café to score a Kolsyrad 

Appeldryck and a cheap lunch (no not the meatballs!)  

I explained very clearly that this was to be a very quick visit…find the desk and 

escape. Silly me. There is no quick trip to IKEA. You enter the showroom area and 

immediately the memories of past shopping ventures tickles your subconscious. You 

know there is something looming…and then it hits you. You have NO alternative 

than to spend the next hour and 45 minutes robotically following arrows, squinting at 

signs, then pleading with staff and begging to strangers…JUST LET ME OUT!  

If anyone is obsessed with fulfilling their daily step count…just go to IKEA and try and 

work out the short cuts. There are none…it is a conspiracy and ploy to spin you 

around, increase your footprint and entice you with more bookshelves, and sofa 

beds, Poang chairs and cooking pots. So after countless steps and much frustration 

later, we finally spied the desk section and picked an appropriate desk. 

THEN…located the FREE pencils, noted the self-help location number, realised didn’t 

need pencil could just take a photo, followed the arrows aimlessly behind a mother 

with 2 energetic kids and a couple looking for a futon, trudged through the endless 

muddle of a market hall, lost Harry in the lighting section, found him patting a fluffy 

rug, located the flat pack desk in box, loaded it on a trolley, paid at the checkout, 

realised the trolley with desk couldn’t leave the IKEA area, left Harry with the desk to 

go find the car, drove to loading bay but no sign of Harry, phoned Harry but he 

doesn’t answer, cursed a few times, left car to find Harry standing oblivious at the 

other end of the planet, transferred food shopping from boot section to back seat, 

cursed again, realised desk box would not fit in unless blocked rear view, didn’t 

care, just get the thing in the car!!!  One may have come to believe it was the 

shopping trip itself that caused IKEA angst. Aha! The fun had only just begun. I 

realised, that over the years of loving IKEA, Harry hadn’t actually attempted to DIY 

flat pack assembly…until now.  With the first bravado statement - ‘don’t need the 

instructions,’ still lingering in the air, Harry’s love of IKEA was rapidly sliding away. Now 

I did offer to help. This was readily rejected however as he felt the need to conquer 

the beast and slay the dragon. The assembly took place over a 2 day period. The 

instructions that were arrogantly tossed aside, were now relocated, perused and 

then abused. Fortunately the strength and durability of their paper source was in 

accordance with the Volvo test dummy standard and were able to be dewrinkled 

and rescrutinised. ‘I HATE IKEA’, were the words on repeat as small wooden pegs, 

allen keys and screws were tossed about the room.  

So after many, many hours and much suffering from all concerned…finally a desk 

was born. Well done Harry. Yes there were quite a few spare parts, but there you go. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

March 22nd 2019 

For any footy lover, the end of one season and the start of another holds many 

emotions. When that last match has been played, we have to resign ourselves to the 

fact that it will be 6 months before the sirens sounds, the ball is bounced and we can 

once more yell and scream in earnest passion. The off season finds us filling the void 

with other sports and in our family it is a combination of tennis and cricket. So with 

attention temporarily transferred to yelling at Kyrios for being a knucklehead, or 

applauding Maxwell for hitting a six…we wait. We wait for the time when the 

excitement starts building, the adrenalin starts stirring, the meat pies start warming, 

the crowd starts gathering and all roads lead to the MCG…and in our case that is 

the first match of the season…Carlton V Richmond.  

Anyone who knows us will be very aware that the passion and love for the Carlton 

Football club runs very deep and very true Blue. It is ingrained. Harry had no choice 

when sprung into life that he would join the generations of Carlton supporters and 

although there are times he has questioned why he barracks for a team that rarely 

wins, I explain about the history and convince him that one day we will again rise to 

the top.  

If you follow the AFL you will be aware that Richmond is seeing a few good years 

and it has been questioned why the traditional season opener of Carlton v 

Richmond still occurs when clearly it is possible of a one way result. Bollocks! Last 

year after Richmond had won the 2017 flag, we lost by only 26 points, and by 9 

points in 2016. Go back to 2012, it was Carlton who was dominant and beat 

Richmond by 44 points, 20 points in 2011. If anyone has a clue about football then 

you would know that anything is possible. If we question this match then let’s 

question all the traditional matches such as the ANZAC Day clash.  

It was Carlton’s home game last night and we still draw one of the biggest 

crowds…and it was part of this 85,000 crowd that saw us last night, once again, walk 

over the bridge to the MCG... those blissful moments leading up to the match where 

you naively believe that anything is actually possible and that this could be the year, 

Ahh…the anticipation! 

Football is a winter sport and part of the paraphernalia is a beanie and scarf. As the 

night was a balmy 23 degrees, I decided to forgo said scarf…Harry however 

declared, just like wearing his lucky jocks, it was a necessity. The journey on the tram, 

sardined, with little breathing space, no aircon and windows tightly closed saw the 

scarf removed. I found myself concentrating on not fainting. Recovered from the 

tram ride, we slowly shuffled in a bulging muster of supporters…you could feel the 

expectation. Music from buskers was prominent...teasing us with team song 

renditions and the vocal cry of ‘RECORDS’ echoed through the air. We pass by TV 

crews preparing for Lavinia’s weather report and further bustle our way to the 

appropriate gate. There we find ourselves in a sea of people lining up for bag 

searching and body scanning. Finally we enter the stadium…Do we queue for food 

now or later? Do I line up for the loo now or later? There is an overriding feeling to just 

get to our seats. The noise is rising, the team anthems are played, the players break 

through banners and we are here and present. The crowd then stand as one, in 

silence in respect for the NZ victims and nation. Absolute silence.  



The siren sounds, the umpire holds the ball aloft, blows his whistle and another footy 

season has begun! 

Okay, we didn’t win. After the first quarter when down by 40 points, Harry declared, 

“here we go again…crappy umpire decisions and another losing season.’ I 

suggested he needed some more powerful 'lucky' jocks. The second and third 

quarters however saw us come back within 13 points. Not too bad and hope is 

resurrected. We will entirely forget about the last quarter when clearly we ran out of 

legs.  

The trip home was another story…but there you go, until next week.  

Dadadadada... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

March 28 2019 

It is always nice to go for an evening stroll along the posh South Yarra streets; lined 

with historic homes, wrought iron fences and knobbly trees. For some reason Jane 

Austin terminology ‘take a turn’ springs to mind as our sole purpose is to observe and 

meander with pleasant tête-à-tête mid amble. Now when I say ‘we’, that is in fact 

me. Whilst my mind was fixed firmly in the Regency era with high expectations 

regarding gentle sophistication, the reality of wearing a bum bag and leopard skin 

crocs absolutely shatters this illusion. Harry on the other hand is never content with a 

stroll and once again believed it was his mission to keep me moving as quickly as 

possible.  

There is always a point in these type of walks that Harry’s patience is tested. I 

attempt to amuse him with my light-hearted conversation in the hope that he will be 

distracted and oblivious to the pace. My speed is slowed even further however as I 

pause to take snap shots of ironwork and tree roots. Harry’s opposition to my photo 

indulgence is clear. The usual pattern commences. He seems to assume that the 

more he insults my sensibilities, I will suddenly put the camera aside and break into a 

sprint. Never test a mother who has a point to prove, or too unfit to go any quicker!  

Taking the high road and continuing my buoyant chatter, we finally reach that 

juncture. That point in the conversation when Harry is holding on tight to remain 

stern, grim and serious, yet the crack is slowly appearing. He hates it when he is 

trying to remain cross, yet a wave of wit has him break into a grin. Aha – my jesting 

triumphs again. Humour is my mediator, my rescue remedy, my hero and saviour!  

We continue to stroll… it is the time of evening when workers are heading home, 

diners are spilling out on to the outside cafes and joggers are sweating their socks 

off. Now speaking of socks…one such jogger wore knee high socks and which 

forced me to suggest he must be English. Harry explained that he was wearing 

compression socks and they were supposed to help stop lactic acid building up. For 

a very brief moment I confused this with lactose intolerance and wondered how 

socks could possibly help with a bloating gut? Fortunately I kept that thought to 

myself whist my brain quickly adjusted and realised the difference. I then asked 

Harry if he would rather have lactic acid build up or run in those socks…’wouldn’t 

ever choose to look like a knob Mum’  

So we strolled on back, perilously dodging the numerous phone addicted zombies 

that recklessly roamed the streets…they stride along oblivious to surrounds, 

oncoming traffic, fellow androids and dog poo.  

All in all, a short but quite satisfying outing…but there you go. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

April 4th 2019 

After weeks of posting about shopping for socks, boots and haircuts, we finally 

managed to go on a more significant outing. I had 2 of the now sold out tickets to 

the Rone Empire exhibit at Burnham Beeches in the Dandenongs. I did however 

decide to keep this information to myself until we reached the carpark. The reason I 

delayed explaining to Harry what precisely today was about was twofold. Firstly it is 

a difficult art installation to explain and secondly I didn’t need a road trip listening to 

Harry groaning about the ‘joy o’ joys’ of gazing at art. Over a pre-exhibition 

overpriced lunch of smashed avo on toast, he convinced himself the afternoon 

would be participating in some sort of Escape Room farce or a tangled ballroom 

dance lesson…neither of which he determined as worthy. Therefore, in comparison, 

when the actual activity presented itself, he was quite relieved and really enjoyed 

it…okay ‘really enjoyed’ may be a slight exaggeration.  

Now to begin to explain what this is about. Firstly the title Rone Empire – no Harry not 

about the Roman Empire…Rone is the name of the artist known for his street artist 

skills. Burnham Beeches is the most magnificent art deco mansion which has been 

vacant for about 20 years. Prior to it being restored and renovated to its previous 

glory, Rone took over and for the past year has applied his artist imaginings over the 

entire house. Every room has been transported into a bygone era; filled with art 

deco pieces and memories, autumn leaves and branches, cobwebs and dust and 

all accompanied by the artist impression of his muse Lily Sullivan. It is indeed The 

Great Gatsby meets the Shining… You feel you have intruded on the past, yet eerily 

the past has left in a hurry. Through the dilapidated decaying ramshackle building 

however it is easy to imagine the glory days…sipping cocktails on the south lawn, 

Billie Holiday teasing the mood and where life is simple and carefree.  

I was pleasantly surprised at Harry’s interest in the exhibit although he did question 

the need for so many twigs and leaves filling old chairs and corners. The outlined 

rules of admission were brief but they did include not touching anything in the 

exhibit. I reminded Harry of this on several occasions when he felt that he could 

perhaps add his own artist placement of ‘old stuff’. Now here is the challenge. In 

one of the many photos attached, there is evidence that Harry has been in the 

house. Let me know if you find the moved object! The library, with its watery floor, 

where leather chairs and bookshelves are semi submerged in the blue pool was a 

favourite. Every room reflected the past and with artificial flowers, art deco pipe 

stands and heavy velvet curtains, the memory of Grandparents was fondly 

remembered.  

The last part of the exhibit you are invited to watch a short film on the making of the 

installation by wearing virtual reality goggle thingys. Suddenly my world was filled 

with the entire project 360 degrees and viewed from my rotating chair. Now it may 

be that the giddiness I have been experiencing lately was partly to blame however 

this VR experience finished me off. My Stemetil prescription was no match for this 

spin out trip to the movies. To add to the calamity, the attendant removing the 

goggle thingys caught it in the clasps holding on my ‘hair’. I swayed and staggered 

my way to the exit… woozy head in one hand and skewiff hair in the other. 

All in all however a very worthwhile afternoon and even Harry agreed. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

April 10th 2019 

This week I managed to drag Harry away from various activities and convinced him 

to join me in watching a film…AT AN ACTUAL CINEMA. It seems an eternity ago that 

viewing a film at the cinema was a regular form of entertainment. If you wished to 

watch a new release before the six months it took to be available on Video or now 

DVD, then you had no choice but to frequent the cinema. Of course if you knew 

someone visiting Bali, you may well have jumped the queue with a perfectly dodgy 

copy of the latest blockbuster complete with audience participation. You could 

enjoy the film wearing your Rolex watch, sporting some Air Jordan’s and holding a 

Gucci handbag. 

Now going to the cinema is more than just piquing the passion of film… it is the entire 

excursion that makes it worthwhile. Whilst I am sure there are many who still 

appreciate the effort to watch a film on the big screen, in our household it seems to 

have taken a back seat to flicking on the telly. Our choice of media shifts with 

technology…tossed aside were the outdated videos for the more durable DVDs. 

Nowadays however, my DVD library that once stood proud in uniformed 

catalogued rows, are now lying quite obsolete on a dusty shelf. Foxtel, Netflix and 

Stan have landed and have satisfied the instant gratification we seem to have for 

fulfilling our needs RIGHT NOW. Of course there are flaws in this modern movie 

watching experience. Our insatiable needs are flummoxed by the number of really 

crappy movies that are instantly available and we can spend precious movie 

watching time deciding the outcome. The most paramount failing however is that it 

leaves us still in our lounge rooms, removed from social interactions and the sheer joy 

of an outing.  

For someone who used to work at the State Film Centre of Victoria, I should know 

better. Not that working there gave me any clearer notion of the film industry, in fact 

I was quite the opposite to the more arty type of employee. They used to call me GP 

for General Public and perhaps I was a little too honest in my opinion on some of the 

art films that were shown. I do recall the very first movie I had to publicise was titled, 

Salt, Saliva, Sperm and Sweat. I will leave it to your imaginations regarding the 

content. The point is however, that I loved the atmosphere that working within the 

film centre created. Showing a film provides the opportunity for the audience to 

leave their own world and be totally engrossed in another. And then there is that 

twilight zone feeling when you emerge from the dark. You are quite shocked that it is 

now raining and that you are not actually in Africa having your hair washed by 

Robert Redford… but instead you are adjusting your eyesight and wondering where 

you left the car! I applaud all those who still venture to the pictures. 

Now back to our outing…Continuing the art deco theme from last week, I insisted 

we go to the Rivoli Cinema. Harry did not understand my selection of cinema and 

declared that the building being art deco could not possibly alter the movie 

experience. The point about delighting in the whole movie enjoyment was sadly lost 

on Harry.  Anyway the Rivoli is a glorious building. On entering you are immediately 

transported back to the majestic days of cinema, complete with appropriately 

themed 40’s music playing in the foyer and toilets. Ahh bliss…well it would be bliss if 

we were not running really late and had to contend with a very long queue of 

school kids lining up for popcorn and tickets to the Lego Movie. It is not our thing to 



be on time for anything, but when it’s an occasion where it will start without us, my 

penetrating glare at the limited number of staff selling tickets immediately goes into 

action. Please…POLLEEESSE will the fussy kid and indeed his pampering mother 

please decide between M&Ms or Maltesers NOW. We are in a hurry and don’t have 

time for you to deliberate, discuss and ponder over the pros and cons of chocolate 

choices. Fortunately the preshow advertising was the only bit we missed. We found 

our seats and it became immediately apparent that we were 2 of 5 people 

attending this film. I am not quite sure why you need a nominated seat number 

these days, however I would suggest that seating the entire audience side by side is 

really not necessary. Not one to particularly pay attention to such rules, we found 

alternative seats where we didn’t need to fight for the arm rest or cup holder. Harry 

felt that the fact there was only 5 of us was a reflection on the watchability of the 

film. Nonsense…it was purely due to the fact that everyone else would have already 

seen it. The Green Book. One of the best films I have seen. An emotional trapeze. 

The fine line between disgust at the deplorable, instinctive humour, raw sensibilities 

and simple human kindness, was just perfect. Brilliant story based on a true story and 

enhanced by some outstanding acting. And hey, even Harry agreed.  

My cinema experience has been reignited and just like the rebirth of the vinyl 

record, I can hang on to the hope that everything old is new again.  

Long live the cinema!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

April 19th 2019 

A football injury from week one of Harry’s season has meant that any spare time this 

week was spent seeking treatment at the Physio. He appears to have injured his 

groin. My suggestion to ice the area was initially met with hostility. He did realise 

however that he needed to move again so diligently started some rehab.  

As a female, it is always a bit of a mystery how blokes manage pain and illness. From 

witnessing dying carcases who are couch ridden with the man flu, to the intense 

profanity from stubbing a toe. Harry assured me that there was no way that I would 

know or understand how bad this particular pain was. Of course not Harry. There was 

very little point in detailing the pain from giving birth to a 4.5kg child, having a burst 

appendix or thrombosed haemorrhoids! Now whilst I realised he was indeed suffering 

and I applied the appropriate amount of sympathy, it did become apparent that 

this pain was also somewhat helpful…’Your turn to wash the dishes Harry,’ ‘Sorry, too 

painful.’ ‘You need to empty the rubbish’, ‘Sorry, walking is painful….and it is also too 

painful to think.’ Fortunately after a scan cleared him of any damage and the next 

football match is fast approaching, the pain has dissipated to a dull ache. Welcome 

back petal.  

So we have made it to the Easter break and whilst I still need to do my end of 

quarter tax, market some passports and write a kids’ book on the Great Western 

Plains, I have put on the pause button to discover the glorious warmth of the sun on 

my sleepy head. I am sure I have previously mentioned how lucky I am to have such 

scenic views from our backyard. Surrounded by mountains, scarlet fired autumn 

leaves and sleeping dogs…Ahh, bliss.  

Five minutes later the peace was shattered as Mulligan decided it was too hot for 

her woolly body so took a quick dip in the doggy pool. I have to say that her pool 

etiquette is lacking. Her desire to dig and bite at the water creates a cascade of 

water flowing over the edge. Reaching maximum waterlogged capacity, she 

bounds joyfully and excitedly as close to my dozing self as possible before shaking 

her water storage completely over me. Now she is up and about she may as well 

find a ball and leap her wet, soggy and hefty self on top of me in an attempt to 

encourage a ball game. Her keenness to play fetch is somewhat compromised by 

the fact that she refuses to disarm her jaws from the ball. The wrestle to remove the 

saliva covered tennis ball from her was quickly waning from my point of view. She 

was still overly keen however, so after she relaxed enough for me to prise it from her, 

throw it a ridiculously short distance, she looked at me with complete 

disappointment and then gave up.  

We all settled back into a sunning doze…at least I thought we did. Five minutes later 

the peace was shattered as Mulligan decided it was too hot for her woolly body so 

took a quick dip in the doggy pool. 

Happy Easter all. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

April 25th 2019  

Anzac Day in Australia and New Zealand is by far the most significant day when we 

pause to remember and honour those who have served. Thankfully we have moved 

past the times when protests marred the day. There are most likely some who will try 

to compare its significance to other issues. It doesn’t need to be compared. 

‘ANZAC is not a place or a time – it is a bond of people and a legacy we continue’. 

Our first step in preparing for Anzac Day was to cook Anzac biscuits. I say our, but 

that means me. Harry did accompany me to the supermarket to buy some vital 

ingredients. I sent him off to find coconut but he returned with Anzac biscuits in a tin. 

He seemed to be missing the point. He felt that war time biscuits couldn’t possibly 

include coconut and at least the biscuits in the tin would be edible. I do tend to 

collect the tins so happy to purchase, but I did have an issue with him declaring that 

they would obviously be better than our home made ones! This of course created 

the challenge of the Anzac biscuit bake off. I then suggested he forgo the gym to 

cook them together. There were no words in reply, just a look. You know that 

look…the one that could be likened to when aliens land. Now I must admit that the 

first batch were not quite right. I don’t tend to follow recipes but can usually wangle 

out something worth eating. On this occasion, I blamed the gluten free flour. 

Conceding that taste was more important than gut health, and with plenty of 

Mylanta standing by, I began again. There you go. A perfectly fine batch of biscuits. 

Harry couldn’t bring himself to declare them the victors, but the pile did seem to 

diminish quite considerably. 

Anzac Eve footy match at the MCG is an amazing spectacle. 80,000 Melbourne and 

Richmond supporters holding their iphone torches high as the Light Horsemen 

introduce us to the ceremony commemorating the Anzacs. It is indeed the place to 

be and we find ourselves a little jealous that Carlton isn’t playing. In lieu of actually 

being there, we munched on biscuits and took photos of the telly! 

The alarm was set for 4:30am. Dragging Harry out of bed before daybreak to once 

again attend the dawn service at the Shrine, indeed tested his value of such an 

occasion. Sleep verses partaking in life’s events is always a question that often sees 

sleep the winner. Fortunately for Harry however, he has a mum who nags, pokes, 

prods, persists and insists that he rises from his slumber and attend such a ceremony. 

We managed to overcome early morning challenges such as inserting contact 

lenses and finding matching socks and gradually gained some perspective on the 

significance of such a day. Thousands of people came from all directions, walking 

solemnly but somewhat proudly, magnetically drawn towards the beacon on the hill 

- The Shrine. There is a feeling of solidarity in the dark, the acceptance of bonding is 

evident with strangers silently acknowledging the reason we congregate on this day, 

at this hour. We learnt from last year and found a more prime position. Then the 

waiting begins. Quiet reflection is periodically broken by photos being snapped and 

cramp in the toes. When the ceremony comes to life we hear about individuals and 

groups that have experienced what no man should. Some making it home to tell the 

stories and others giving the ultimate sacrifice. 

We listen to In Flanders Fields and try to gain an insight. 



In Flanders fields the poppies blow 

Between the crosses, row on row, 

That mark our place: and in the sky 

The larks, still bravely singing, fly 

Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

We are the Dead. Short days ago 

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 

Loved and were loved, and now we lie 

In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 

To you from failing hands we throw 

The torch; be yours to hold it high. 

If ye break faith with us who die 

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 

In Flanders fields. 

The Last Post is always a teary, significant and final moment. Played by a lone bugler 

seems somewhat appropriate. 

After the service we were invited to partake in the Gunfire breakfast at the Victorian 

Barracks however as Harry had to head off to footy training at 9am, sausages and 

baked beans did not seem advisable.  

Australia doesn’t always get it right – but on this day I think we do.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

May 2nd 2019 

Sorrow...isn't a word that I frequently use, however it is one that feels appropriate this 

week and particularly today. There is little comfort I can offer to those who are 

feeling the deep and penetrating loss of family, but know that as we go about our 

day, you are held tight in our hearts and our thoughts. Sending love and strength to 

Darwin. 💕 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

May 29th 2019 

Lego Masters…a new TV show that tested amateur Lego enthusiasts to build and 

create Lego into imaginative and technically challenging constructions. There 

wasn't the 23 instruction booklets that usually accompany Lego, in fact the more the 

teams could use pieces in NPU (Nice Part Use – an unexpected use of Lego) the 

better. How have I gone past 50 years of earthly existence and not realise the Lego 

world existed with its own language…AFOL (Adult Fan of Lego) or alternatively AHOL 

(Adult Hobbyists of Lego), MOC (My Own Creation) MOC Fodder (Pieces that are 

purchased that are not in a set design), SNOT (Studs Not On Top).  

So now one can say that my SNOT was MOC because I am an AHOL. Brilliant! 

My own experience with building Lego was in the days when instruction manuals 

were not included. You had lots of bricks, a few wheels and 2 windows and then you 

just made stuff. Whole villages appeared and sure the people, trees, cars and 

buildings were all very square, but that was okay. Now the intricacy of the designs 

means that if you mislay the tiny piece on page 64 that is allocated as the headlight, 

then you have forked out $350 for an incomplete creation. Invariably that small 

elusive piece will most likely be hiding in the plastic bag that has been thrown out in 

the rush to toss the pieces as far and wide as possible. And by the way, that tip is for 

blokes!  

My more recent experience with Lego has been associated with Harry’s collection. 

From the Tower of London to the Kombi Van, the Eifel Tower to Big Ben and every 

Christmas advent calendar in-between. My role seems to have been the voice of 

reason and interpret the instructions when frustration and defeat has set in, to try 

and limit the spread of pieces to a cordoned off area and yes to locate those 

missing pieces. Much like Ikea flat-packs, the love/hate relationship with Lego seems 

directly apportioned to the ability to follow instructions. As Harry has matured, the 

Lego building has declined somewhat…however with the inspiration of Lego Masters 

dangling close by, he finally opened his latest…the James Bond 007 Aston Martin.  

I have included some photos of the beginnings of what I assume will be something 

that will resemble the finished product and a vehicle that 007 would be keen to leap 

into. I would have loved to include pics of it completed, but I fear that may have to 

wait, quite a while. I have been assured that the finishing of the Lego Masters show 

does not mean the inspiration has been extinguished. Lego Masters has showed us 

that you can be creative, use your imagination and gain amazing results however I 

am not certain that will translate into MOC for Harry.  

I wonder if this incentive from TV can be useful for other types of motivation. If Harry 

watches MasterChef, will that tempt him to cook a meal? Will viewing The Block 

encourage him to paint the house, or Getaway send him travelling?  

If this indeed translates into the robotic mindset then I need him to watch a ‘Master 

Clean your Room and Sleep Less’ show! 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

10th June 2019 

Okay, well the Wednesday theme seems to have gone completely out the 

window…I do believe Harry was diligently cramming his brain with ‘human structure’ 

information for an exam last Wednesday and that my friends is really not too 

fascinating to post about.  

Today in Australia we celebrate the Queen’s Birthday by nominating ourselves a 

holiday…that is most states, WA and QLD seem to have their own agenda. A 

perfectly wonderful reason for still being part of the Commonwealth. I do believe 

however that Lizzy’s actual birthday is in April.  It seems to have been a weekend of 

celebration. Yesterday my family gathered to salute our parents who on June 13 will 

have been married for 60 years. Quite the achievement and one that I envisaged us 

actually being at the venue on time. 

Those in the know will recognise that the Rothwell’s don’t do ‘on time’. No matter 

how much information regarding time we are leaving, dress code and allowing time 

to fuel the car, is acknowledged, the blokes in this house cannot seem to get it 

together. I believe they come from some ancient hereditary, ‘last minute tribe’. 

Members of such tribe are recognised by their last minute actions and total 

ignorance on the time tasks take. I then feel the need to speak up and point out the 

obvious…‘You are not going out to lunch looking like that!’ ‘That shirt is dirty and that 

one needs an iron.’ ‘There isn’t time to watch the footy show and please use some 

deodorant!’ ‘We are almost out the door and now you need a crap!’ I vent my 

disappointment and Harry will invariably declare, ‘Stop stressing about something 

you cannot change.’ Using my own philosophy against me. Argh! Anyway, a very 

enjoyable day was spent catching up with family. We organised a picture of our 

family tree and it was fascinating looking back into history and checking out our 

ancestors. ‘Who Do You Think You Are’ show features well known people discovering 

their backgrounds of royals or rebels, convicts or crusaders, dentists or divas…all 

amazing history and something I would love to take a deeper search into our own.  

Harry is now asking if the home made sausage rolls are ready in time for us to tune 

into the match at the MCG. Yep you would think I could find something else to do 

than watch another game of footy. Well in fact I am still a little weary after staying 

up to watch Ash Barty win the French Open and Australia lose to India and so I may 

just have a little nana nap. I am however very keen to watch the Fight MND (Motor 

Neurone Disease) group of personalities slide into the ice water. If you are not 

already informed, Neale Daniher, a champion footballer, now champion MND 

fighter initiated this fundraiser 5 years ago and has raised awareness and millions of 

dollars for research. He is a true inspiration. Lately I have been a bit reflective of my 

own little world of health issues, it was 4 years ago this month that the cancer 

metastasised and I was told I had up to 4 years to live. It has been on my mind a bit 

lately, however with people like Neale standing up and fighting so hard for his 

cause, I cannot help but be humbled. I am doing okay.  

‘Life’s good but…life didn’t promise to be fair.’ I would urge everyone to take a look 

at the link attached and truly understand that attitude is a choice and that hope is 

real.   So there you go… 

https://www.facebook.com/thefootyfrank/videos/352168038826236/UzpfSTE

wMDAwMTY2Njc4MDEwNDoyMjg0NzI0MzQ0OTI2NDM2/ 

https://www.facebook.com/thefootyfrank/videos/352168038826236/?fref=mentions&__xts__%5B0%5D=68.ARCB6lhDm4wAMYev-uWnKLxgRjCokpeFZCU5Iebp_oizTKWohLFevoIxWMOipILNEFSyoO_lkoQ325CbJnKZgWDqU9METO45by_4U2wpU33RKK6gS5Dw0RbzgGKGtV2qvplXikugoo1JpCD7UL80aSbhParejVvoRxyBKEdqJnKN9E-sGPPPTGTPyDYM_NggOeixHX4NP7ZtLjKZRcz8Ul2njmyyGhQMwuEAh19BygaUsD6NcgcfoJ9oW29PAUvWE_dqabMnwWGTqFgqN3odtjpGhMnkt7zKQYQd-sC3wTbLjH81PekLGuTROysolmMy39Z7bKgAj5PkJbLLqxuhhII&__tn__=K-R
https://www.facebook.com/thefootyfrank/videos/352168038826236/?fref=mentions&__xts__%5B0%5D=68.ARCB6lhDm4wAMYev-uWnKLxgRjCokpeFZCU5Iebp_oizTKWohLFevoIxWMOipILNEFSyoO_lkoQ325CbJnKZgWDqU9METO45by_4U2wpU33RKK6gS5Dw0RbzgGKGtV2qvplXikugoo1JpCD7UL80aSbhParejVvoRxyBKEdqJnKN9E-sGPPPTGTPyDYM_NggOeixHX4NP7ZtLjKZRcz8Ul2njmyyGhQMwuEAh19BygaUsD6NcgcfoJ9oW29PAUvWE_dqabMnwWGTqFgqN3odtjpGhMnkt7zKQYQd-sC3wTbLjH81PekLGuTROysolmMy39Z7bKgAj5PkJbLLqxuhhII&__tn__=K-R


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

June 16th 2019 

The idea to visit Herring Island was something I have had in mind to do for some 

time. It has a sculpture walk and is located on a small island in the middle of the 

Yarra River. I am currently working on a new kid’s book. Dubbo council has asked 

me to do one on the Great Western Plains in NSW. Seeking out prominent places of 

interest, I discovered in the Pilliga area there is 'Sculptures in the Scrub'. Incorporating 

local attractions does test my creative skills and for some inspiration I thought a visit 

to some sculpture type of walks would be appropriate. Harry however did not. 

On awakening this morning he discovered that playing a match of footy after many 

weeks sidelined with an injury meant his body was stiff and sore. He declared that I 

just wouldn’t understand… Oh Harry…I am stiff and sore from just bending to put on 

my shoes! 

Suggesting that he and his aching muscles experience any form of cultural activity 

was met with disdain and disgust. ‘Art is for old people, you need to be at least 60 

and let’s face it, what is the point? You stand and stare at some blob and pretend 

to understand it…seriously mum, it is a waste of my time’. He went on to explain his 

tiredness was out of control as yesterday was huge. After he played football we then 

went to watch Carlton lose by 3 points, followed by watching Australia in the cricket 

world cup until early morn. Loss, loss, win. 

Being quite the football fan, I do feel the need to stray off topic for a moment to 

comment on the ridiculous nuff nuffs ruining the game and their outrageous 

overreacting and policing of crowd behaviour. We are living in such a nanny state. 

Perhaps we should be told how to dress, what to eat, when to speak and when to 

use the loo. 

Actually, speaking of the loo, again I digress. As someone who is on the plus side of 

50, I, like many other child bearing women have the need to frequent the toilet 

more times than I wish. Yes quite possibly too much information, however this does 

mean that public toilets are needed on a regular basis. I can only imagine it is males 

on local councils that approve and agree to unisex toilets. They need to stop it and 

if not please provide a Hazchem suit on entry and decontamination spray on exit. 

There is nothing more terrifying than approaching a unisex public toilet with 

apprehension of what horror you will discover. Argh, lovely…it is stainless steel set up, 

no seat and where no amount of toilet paper desperately scrubbing will remove the 

past…that is of course if you can actually access the toilet paper. It is invariably 

either completely void of paper or in fact of such a thin ply that it has merged with 

the rest of the roll. As the urge to go is becoming overwhelmingly, well urgent, your 

wary, cautious fingers scratch frantically at the holder in search of the end of the roll 

until you manage to pull away a sliver. Now I do realise that many female toilets can 

be just as frightening and can leave one completely baffled in what directions and 

angles of delivery are deemed acceptable. In my experience however, the odds of 

finding a satisfactory outcome from a unisex toilet are very low indeed. One can 

only pray to the toilet gods that you have the ability to hold your breath, are in and 

out in record time and that you remain disease free. 



ANYWAY….By this time I had looked up the details to Herring Island and discovered 

that it was accessible via a punt however only in the summer months. This is 

something I neglected to tell Harry as I feigned my disappointment about his lack of 

interest. Perhaps then Harry you could suggest an activity. ‘Okay Mum…I need to 

eat’. Fortunately breakfast is deemed to be all day on many menus and so precisely 

at 11am we sat down to scrambled eggs at a poshy type of venue in South Yarra. 

With Maseratis, Jaguars, and Porsches lining the street, of course we fitted right in. I 

do believe Harry may think that you can become wealthy via osmosis. After a 

pleasant meal we left in our perfectly suitable Hyundai. 

Harry may not realise it yet, however I do believe there are sculptures in a walk in 

Toolangi that will be essential to visit very soon….so there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

25th June 2019 

For the past few weeks I have fought hard to save the life of my desktop computer, 

Lola. She has worked tirelessly over the past 10 years, rarely complaining about the 

incessant overload of work, the higher than average expectations, the burden of 

dust in her precious parts and the inexcusable physical and verbal abuse hurtled in 

her direction. Always trying her best to do her utmost. Countless trips to the doctors 

to inject supplementary RAM, eliminate a virus, or to simply clean and she would 

always return with an earnest zest to work harder and longer. 

It is quite the odd feeling when you finally make the decision to farewell one innate 

object for a new shiny one. Whilst quite irrational, there is a slight sense of betrayal… 

you have entered the world of ‘consumerism’ and your decision to upgrade needs 

to be absolutely essential…or is that just me? The karma payoff of course, is the 

nightmare that is currently consuming my time. Setting up ‘Bertha’ takes all the 

patience and stability of a Zen master. Failing to fall into that category ultimately 

means that I and anyone in the near vicinity is suffering from upgrade remorse. It is 

truly a test on your resources to survive such a task. The first hurdle is locating the box 

marked ‘computer stuff’. Questioning whether or not such a box even exists is 

actually the very first issue. Okay – there is a box with various tangled cords, old CD’s 

with no labels, antiquated floppy disks, empty boxes that once housed something 

important and various manuals including one for Windows 95. Among such treasures 

I did manage to find copies of programs that may come in handy. So I finally put 

power into Bertha and voila, she comes to life and starts to speak. I listen intently and 

go through every possible set up situation. Now it starts getting tricky as she insists on 

knowing passwords, licence keys and ID codes. It would considerably cut the 

frustration if Bertha could simply talk to Lola. Finally after many challenging hours 

however, I can happily declare that the printer now works! 

It isn’t all bad news for Lola…she hasn’t been thrown on the hard waste just yet. The 

thing is, Lola contains so much vital information that appears to be in a foreign 

language to Bertha. The copious copies of photos, scans and documents that could 

be lost forever if she did actually say her final shutdown. So whilst she is very old and 

slow, her memory is still required to function.  

Now it was going through such old files and photos that I came across some 

wonderful memories of Harry’s early years. One of these treasures I found was 

correspondence to and from Warren Brown. Harry was 7 when Warren Brown, a 

cartoonists for the Sydney Morning Herald and renowned history buff, released his 

documentary on the re-enactment of Peking to Paris. 1907 saw the first Peking to 

Paris car rally covering a distance of some 14,000kms. Crazy conditions challenged 

them then and in 2005 Warren and 4 other teams tackled the same route in the 

same vintage cars. For some inexplicable reason Harry took a liking to this 

documentary and watched it countless times. He drew pictures of the cars which 

included a 1907 Spyker, 1907 De Dion-Bouton and 1907 Itala. With Harry’s permission, 

I sent them to Warren along with a note explaining a little about Harry’s own 

challenges and how he was clearly somewhat obsessed. Just over a week passed 

before Harry received the most amazing parcel. Warren wrote back to Harry and 

included the Peking to Paris book, the antique compass he used and a blue silk 

scarf. Along the journey when they crossed into Mongolia, they were greeted by 



locals who performed a dance. The women had blue silk scarves and gave them to 

the teams as good luck. Warren gave one of these scarves to Harry. For years Harry 

used this scarf as his own ‘good luck’ aid. I was flabbergasted then and re-reading 

the correspondence now, again am blown away with true admiration for Warren 

Brown. There are some pretty amazing legends walking among us mere mortals.  

So many other items found, from letters to Santa to a drawing of Julie Gillard dressed 

as a bulldog player, to photos of parties past. Lola has indeed earned her right to sit 

quietly in the corner and remind me of the past every now and then. So there you 

go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

28th June 2019 

The Firelight Festival, Docklands, Melbourne, 5:30pm Friday evening…a festival to 

celebrate the winter solstice. 

Essentially the festival was a combination of food, music and fire. So let’s start with 

the food. Various cuisine catering for all lined the wharfs. From BBQ’s to Limp Briskit, 

The Soup Factory and Frencheese. Dutch Poffertjes, Indian, Italian, Greek, vegan, 

non-vegan, gluten free and gluten expensive…and of course many many coffee 

vans. As it was still quite early evening, Harry declared it impossible to be hungry. Not 

so for the many fellow festival goers, wholeheartedly consuming mouth-watering 

gourmet gastronomies. Feeling the strong need to convince Harry that going to a 

festival didn’t just mean to observe, it means to partake…to eat the food, to dance 

to the music, to drink the mulled wine…not sure my encouraging had any great 

effect, but he did manage to eat a pretzel!!  

Just like the variations of food available, so was the assortment of entertainment on 

hand. Sprinkled along the walkway at various distances, performers popped up to 

enlighten, engage and entertain. The size of the gathering crowd hovering around 

each act seemed to indicate the level of amusement and its ability to hold 

attention. For example, the fire spurting saxophone player had a larger audience 

than the elderly trio strumming Waltzing Matilda on their harmonicas, the Jazz 

quartet attracted sway and movement among many, whereas the bloke wearing 

the one piece band was less effective. Various walking acts also roved about, 

including an elephant and multi-coloured polar bear. Now whilst some may have 

mistaken them for the real thing, I was quickly able to deduce that they were a 

couple of blokes in a suit. Very effective however and the kids loved them. At one 

point we were resting and an unassuming chap with a pack of cards was 

approaching. Harry was horrified that he was the focus and about to escape the 

encounter when the magician diverted his attention to the group of young ladies 

seated nearby…of course he did.  

And finally the fire. How can we forget the fire burning phoenix…besides the 2 

installations however there was fire shooting skyward at various unadvertised 

intervals, ensuring the unsuspected leapt back in surprise, and yes that included me. 

There was the impression of fire over the water with light shows and whilst we didn’t 

stay long enough to see, there was the promise of fireworks to end the night. Much 

of the entertainment was fire savvy including various forms of fire eaters, and finally 

there were 4 gallon drums lining the streets oozing fire from their butane fuel supply, 

waiting for you to warm your hands, cook your ‘Smores’, melt your coat or singe your 

eyebrows.  

Looking across to the Bolte Bridge created quite the scene and all in all worth the 

visit…Harry was suitably impressed but probably more so with the fact that I 

managed to capture a photo of his runners that light up in the dark!…so there you 

go. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

6th July 2019 

My passport initiative began some months ago now and so far have over 400 

destinations around Australia armed with a stamp to take an inky aim at your tourist 

passport. Not to mix business with pleasure, however today was just that.  This very 

simple idea came from the time Harry and I ventured to New Zealand. I had been 

showing Harry my 3 previous passports and started reminiscing about such 

travels…oh look, there is one from Hell – Gods Expedition and another from 

Checkpoint Charlie…yes, before the wall came a tumblin’ down. Perhaps showing 

my age, but indeed all still vaguely legible in faded blue and black ink. My memory 

drive is put into action and I search the corners of my brain to work out where I was 

and what I was doing. Looks like Sheerness and Dover were frequented often. I have 

no idea why I have a stamp from Brogeda, or in fact where that is. Fortunately 

Google is on hand to remind me I had crossed the border to Switzerland to have 

afternoon tea on a day off from when I was a nanny in the little Italian village of 

Casorate Sempione and I do believe chocolate fondue was involved. Of course this 

prompts me to wonder about the 6 year old boy, Roberto Cristofoletti who was in my 

care. As I recall, quite a strong minded young soul who constantly wanted to play 

hide and seek and who desperately required some boundaries! Now I will admit that 

I sometimes let him hide a little too long before the seeking began, but resilience is 

such a worthy trait. Again technology helps me out and I am able to search the net 

and stalk on Facebook to discover he is now quite the famous show jumper who 

competes for Italy. Makes sense as his parents were horse trainers working with top 

Italian show jumping riders.  Wow…of course he looks a little older, but I can instantly 

recognise him. My time with him was somewhat brief, but perhaps he will appreciate 

that it was me who taught him to tie his shoelaces!  

Well isn’t this a fun game…now to work out where Vaalimaa, Çiğli Havaliman and 

countless others are. The latter appears to be a military air base in Turkey…nup, not 

ringing a bell. I did venture to Turkey and had a brilliant time backpacking about, 

albeit with constant worry and concern from friends and family who had watched 

the film Midnight Express. I did experience an overzealous taxi driver, an ardent shoe 

shiner, a persistent carpet salesman all expressing their fascination for redheads, 

however definitely not at midnight, so all good.  By now I was totally caught up in 

reminiscing and recalling a much braver, more adventurous person who had many 

stamps to prove it.  

Now back to our trip to New Zealand…Harry was excited to receive his first passport 

and with such item in hand we strode into customs ready for our passports to be 

christened, to begin their long and inky journey. Alas, this is not to be. Technology 

has played its role and the digital stamp is now in place. Bum and bugger. Not to be 

beaten by the digital world, I came up with the idea to create a tourist passport that 

can be used throughout Australia…and hopefully one day New Zealand. It simply 

means that you can fill it with stamps and create your own souvenir and memories. 

So today I summoned the help of Harry and Lil and off we popped to sell the idea to 

destinations in the Dandenong Ranges. Beautiful day for a drive and with any luck 

some additional places to stamp. I didn’t think I had to state the obvious that it is 

indeed a tourist passport – not official…the Fremantle Gaol let me know that some 

chap recently used their stamp on his real passport, much to the amusement of staff 

and the horror of his wife. So there you go. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

July 10th 2019 

Triple Antarctic Blast – headlined the news this morning. Possibly doesn’t take much 

imagination to conjure up how that would affect ones clothing choice for the day. 

Now whilst this information was acknowledged by Harry, he summed it up, scoffed 

and declared that as the sun was out, it was tee shirt weather. As we left, I once 

again suggested that Harry take a jumper…’there’s a coat in the car, I’ll be right’ 

...back to that later. 

Did I mention that we were going to the seaside? Not quite sure why I just used the 

term seaside? Suddenly Enid Blyton comes to mind and I imagine us having lashings 

of ginger beer and egg sandwiches on a picnic with Dick and George whilst Timmy 

the dog barks gleefully at the gulls. Perhaps I was channelling the ‘Englishness’ of the 

very good friend that we were going to visit? Who knows where my mind travels to 

these days...it has its own ticket to whimsical worlds and I just try and keep up.  

The Mornington Peninsula is quite the familiar destination and to make the most of 

the journey, we also popped in to drop off some passports to unsuspecting outlets. 

Quite the simple task as I had packages of information ready and merely needed to 

be dropped off. This job I allocated to Harry. Harry has indicated that he should be 

CEO of the business and as such, in his mind, the role would require high pay and 

little work. My attempt to shatter his illusions that indeed he needed to do more than 

nothing was met with stubbornness and a solid point of difference. That difference 

was the fact that he actually was not being paid. After much negotiation and given 

the fact that he was extremely cold, even with his coat, I agreed to buy him a 

jumper if he delivered some passports. Not quite sure who won with this deal. With 

contract in hand, off he popped into visitor information centres etc., armed with 

information. Okay, well there were a few questions that he had to deal with and it 

seemed that he managed to cope…that was until he came across Charlie from 

Charlie’s Auto Museum. Apparently Charlie just didn’t get it. Harry’s attempt to 

explain to the elderly man was met by confusion and muddled explanations about 

personal issues and to talk to his bookkeeper that came on a Friday…or was that 

Monday? Harry retreated to the safety of the car and firmly declared that he quit. 

Suddenly we seemed to be in a Dr Seuss story… ‘I do not like to sell these books, I do 

not like those puzzled looks, I do not wish to feel annoyed, by Charlie who is 

paranoid. I do not like this job at all, now take me to a shopping mall. I need my 

jumper and some food, to regain strength and fortitude!’  

So with that we drove to Sorrento to find something warm for Harry’s torso and tum. 

Now Sorrento is definitely not the place to find the most cost-effective piece of 

clothing, however after attending 2 university lectures on the subject of Economics, 

Harry was keen to explain to me that by purchasing a Rip Curl jumper on sale from 

$135 to $65 was indeed economically great value. I pointed out that had he worn a 

jumper from home, I would have benefited from an even greater economic value! 

Met friends and sheltered from the gale force conditions before putting that 

regained fortitude to the test with a quick walk on the beach. Seagulls and pelicans 

hovered against the battering wind with brave determination. Whilst our resolve was 

strong, we were no match for the Triple Antarctic Blast. Deciding that sand and sea 



whipping our legs and scratching our eyes was not at all pleasant, we swiftly 

escaped to the sanctuary of the car and drove home…so there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

July 24th, 2019 

Let’s Roam – a fantastic Christmas gift voucher from my sister was finally cashed in 

and put to use today. One of us was very excited, the other, not so much.  

After some technical difficulties… that is my bungling brain and its complete lack of 

‘app’ intelligence, I managed to download then upload and then unload. The idea 

of the activity is to select your city of choice, take yourselves to the starting point 

and then follow the questions and challenges throughout the city. Of course in our 

case it was Melbourne. Connecting to a GPS meant Let’s Roam had the next 2 hours 

of our entire journey mapped out and knew if we deviated from the course. This we 

found out when Harry suddenly decided a quick trip into Nike for a pair of tracky 

daks was desperately required. Let’s Roam didn’t agree and nor did I. 

I guess you could call it a scavenger hunt, although it was more about 

finding/observing information at various stops. It did ask us to contribute to a few 

extra challenges, such as find something with 3 legs, a lucky number 7, something 

you can slip or slide on and find a sign with no edges…??? Sorry to say that besides 

finding a 7, the other challenges are still to be completed. I was prepared to slide a 

drink down whilst sitting on a 3 legged bar stool, and as for a sign without 

edges…well the fact that I am sitting here writing this with an aching hip and stiff 

joints is indeed a sign that I am in need of that drink.  

So we began at Parliament House and the first challenge was to count the steps. 

Harry did debate if the sliver of a step in-between courses was in fact an actual step, 

and whist we did have a slight variation in the final number, Let’s Roam seem to 

account for such deviations by giving multiple choice within a range. Harry’s idea of 

multiple choice, having recently completed his exams, was if in doubt go for C. I 

think he may need to rethink this theory on all counts…by the way, the answer was 

B. The journey continued, with Let’s Roam excitedly adding up challenge points we 

gained and encouraged us with flashing stars to keep up the great work.  

I discovered that there are lions on the Princess Theatre, more lions at Chinatown 

gateway, a unicorn and another lion at the Royal Arcade, the name of the shot 

tower in Centrepoint and that there is a statue of Joan of Arc at the State Library.  

Harry discovered that we walked 8467 steps, was colder than he thought it should 

be, that the Nike shop in Centrepoint had more choices than the shop in the 

Emporium, that he needed to eat soon or he would die, that there are too many 

people walking in Melbourne, that the seats in Bourke Street Mall are extremely 

hazardous, that he didn’t actually care about the history of the Princess Theatre, 

Parliament House or the Royal Arcade and who the heck was Joan of Arc!  

After 2 hours of Let’s Roam, and only 65% completed, we jointly decided to press the 

pause button and finish next week. Crawling back home we passed a sign (with 

edges) advertising the latest exhibition at the NGV of Terracotta Warriors & Cai Guo-

Qiang. Harry emphatically declared that he would love to have a gander at that. 

My head almost spun completely off with the double take. He recalled the time we 

visited a similar exhibition at the museum many years ago when he was in his Asian 

artefact obsessive period.  

Righto – very excited about that and will plan a visit very soon…so there you go. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

July 31st 2019 

If you had read last week’s post, you would have learnt that Harry was quite 

interested…enthusiastic even, in taking a look at the Terracotta Warriors at the NGV. 

So in order to keep up that momentum, off we popped today to have a gander. 

Now Harry and I have ventured to the National Gallery of Victoria on quite a few 

occasions and it has come to my attention that no matter what the exhibition is, we 

apparently seem to be the quickest to venture through. I explained to Harry that we 

needed to take our time and absorb the whole narrative of the exhibit. Harry 

scoffed at that thought and declared that if it involved reading, well that was not in 

the deal. I did suggest that perhaps we should take up the audio tour option, and 

thus relieving any eye sight/brain pain from actually reading the information. This 

was quickly rejected as he recalled the time we did just that at the sports museum 

and the length of time it took to complete left him slowly dying inside!  

So we made our way through the exhibit and whereas other patrons seemed to 

slowly and thoughtfully take in the displays, and even sit and ponder on occasion, 

Harry and I successfully completed the race in 34 minutes. Harry believed that the 

people who sat and stared at the fake birds hanging on fishing line, were just trying 

to string out their time in order to get their money’s worth.  Anyway…regardless of 

the little time it took, it was worth taking a look. The Transient Landscape was quite 

special. It was fascinating seeing the process that Cai Guo-Qiang used to create his 

art. A video showed him using massive canvasses, applying the appropriate 

splodges of paint and then gunpowder to blow it up. The results were incredible. The 

Peonies that encircled one display room was amazing…perfectly depicting the 

flower with the addition of a texture that I gather was from the explosion. In our 

haste, I did manage to read the guff on this and Cai Guo-Qiang states “I’ve used 

gunpowder in my art for the last thirty years. What I like most about it is its 

spontaneity and unpredictability. Every situation is different. There’s a sense of 

destiny. What will happen when you ignite it? It is an unknown which you will 

accomplish with the help of an invisible force. I’d often say a silent prayer. That’s 

what draws me to gunpowder.” Not sure if he was praying for great artwork, or that 

he didn’t lose a limb, but either way something seemed to work.                                          

Harry, of course was not here to look at art or display cabinets housing pottery bowls 

and jade necklaces…he was here for the big guns…the warriors and fortunately 

they were quite impressive. The discovery of these terracotta warriors was actually 

made by chance in 1974. A farmer was digging for water and unearthed fragments 

of the terracotta army. This was close to the enormous tomb of China’s first emperor, 

Qin Shihuang. 2000 of the estimated 8000 warriors have been excavated. Now this 

information had Harry questioning if all this was just made up as it was labelled as 

dates such as 210 BCE. By the way…apparently due to political religious correctness, 

BCE means Before Common or Current Era, which is the same as BC or Before Christ. 

OMG! It did occur to Harry that as it was such a long time ago, they wouldn’t have 

kept records and could have just made it all up. Harry – look around – these ARE the 

records! The warriors were individually displayed in glass cabinets with mirrors either 

side creating an even more impressive presence. Some of us became a little 

confused as to the infinite number of images and where they stood in the middle of 

it all.  



So we appreciated Qiang’s artwork, admired the terracotta warriors, glanced at the 

tomb items for the ‘after life’, snubbed the pots and bowls, ignored the question 

whether dragons were real, skipped our way under the swarm of swallows, avoided 

the look of ‘my that was quick’ from the gallery attendant guarding the doorway 

and then made our way to the exit.                                                                                       

Worth a visit…and yes Harry’s tee shirt would be by now considered somewhat 

retro…so there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

August 14th 2019 

For whatever reason, Harry has a week off Uni…I imagine the purpose for such a 

break would perhaps have been explained, however it is unlikely that information 

will cross my path. The emphasis to complete assignments, essays, quizzes and any 

other educational related obligations was moderately noted, however these 

commitments are mixed with the need to complete gym workouts, 20km runs, 

watching The Office reruns and securing a front row seat to watch the 2nd Ashes 

test which begins tonight. In the midst of such activity, I suggested to Harry that he 

should indeed be able to find the time to do something together today.                  

The expectation for him to declare that it was not at all possible was quickly 

quashed as he enthusiastically suggested that we should journey up the hill to play in 

the snow. He may possibly have noticed that my keenness did not come close to 

matching his and this I might add cemented his determination for such an outing. 

…’Mum this is payback for all the museums and galleries I have suffered in for you!’ I 

had little choice but to go along with the plan and gear up for the snow.  

Living in Warburton means that we are at the base of Mount Donna Buang and so a 

15 minute drive can see us up the top and instantly be frolicking in snow. Well yes, 

that sounds like fun and attracts many locals and tourists to also frolic. So you may 

be wondering why I seem hesitant…well firstly it is cold, secondly I don’t have a 

warm waterproof coat, thirdly it is cold, fourthly it is raining and did I mention that it is 

cold? I did however recall that we own ski gloves, snow boots and a toboggan. So 

with a less woosy attitude and faith that at least my hands and feet would be 

catered for, off we popped. 

You may remember a couple of weeks ago the issue of Harry’s understanding on 

appropriate clothes to wear for warmth arose. It ended in him acquiring a new 

jumper. This morning the conversation went like this. ‘Great chance to wear your 

snow boots, gloves and ski pants and jacket Harry’…’No need Mum, it isn’t that cold 

and I have a coat in the car!’..., ‘that jacket didn’t help a couple of weeks ago’….’it 

will be fine Mum’. Well it wasn’t fine. On exiting the car near the peak of the 

mountain, Harry was a little apprehensive that his Nike runners and puffy jacket may 

not be up for the task. Fortunately Harry’s mum had the foresight to throw in his boots 

and gloves. It is of course then the question if he is more annoyed that the weather 

was not how he expected, or the undeniable irritation that his mother was right. I 

suspect a little of both.  

Quickly throwing clothing issues aside, we strode to the top…me with the idea to 

create a snowman, Harry with the plan to destroy. The remains of several 

unsuspecting snowmen plus a random tourist’s picnic hamper were the subject of 

violent abuse as snowballs were hurled in their direction. Fortunately reprieve came 

as the toboggan run beckoned. The ‘every man for himself rule’ was possibly a little 

too maverick for this particular day however, as the run appeared littered with pre-

schoolers and toddlers. This resulted in a somewhat tame and less precarious 

approach. 

So with the rain now constant and my not so trusty Carlton coat soaked through, we 

retreated back to the car, a little wet and cold…but there you go. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry, 

August 24th 2019 

Going to watch Carlton play football is not a usual Wednesdays post as it is an 

outing that we share on a regular basis. On Saturday however saw us venture to 

Geelong for the last match of the season. For anyone supporting the eight teams 

remaining in the finals…best of luck. Well that actually is not quite sincere for 

Geelong, Richmond, Collingwood and Essendon. It is a compulsory contractual 

clause for Carlton supporters not to encourage any more success for these teams. 

Firstly as we could be overtaken with premiership wins and secondly we are intense 

rivals and cannot feel anything but derision and contempt.  

Geelong – the second largest Victorian city and 74 kms from Melbourne. Its football 

team seem to think this distance is insurmountable to play where everyone else does 

and so has developed their own football sanctuary where only Geelong players and 

supporters are allowed to penetrate. They recently developed their ground, 

updated grandstands but seemed to overlook the benefits of car parking and 

shelter. 

The day began with Harry playing his own last match for the season and 

unfortunately no matter how much a win was hoped for, it didn’t happen. The time 

between the end of his match and the start of Carlton playing Geelong was limited, 

so it was a rapid change in the car, a necessary spray of Lynx deodorant and a 

quick sprint down the M1. It was always going to be a challenge to find a car park. 

Along with hundreds of other hopeful car parkers, we unsuccessfully cruised the 

backstreets, me cursing at the overwhelming build-up of traffic, and Harry cursing at 

everyone living in Geelong. The stress was rising as game time was fast approaching. 

Thankfully I managed to turn a corner and the boy scouts were offering a park in 

exchange for $10. Bargain! So we bolted from the car had the presence of mind to 

grab a couple of raincoats and joined the myriad of Geelong supporters in a queue 

to enter their stadium. 

It is quite the experience watching football at Geelong. The hordes of supporters are 

of course predominately Geelong followers. They only seem to allow a token couple 

of hundred opposition supporters in the ground and at this point I was yet to 

determine if we were privileged or not to be two of them….This question was quickly 

answered as we saw the small enclosure out in the open that was Carlton’s 

allotment and totally understood where we ranked. So we made our way to the 

second front row at seat 1 and 2 that nudged up against the players race…we were 

right among the action and soon discovered we were right among the most 

annoying array of football supporters. I swear if I had a film crew, we could have 

made a fascinating documentary on the human condition. Seated in the front row 

was a collection of 8 somewhat elderly women who in my opinion were too old to 

be groupies, but indeed that is what they were. Prior to the match, they 

congregated as close as possible to the player race in an attempt to attract the 

attention of players and any official looking personal. They proceeded to utter their 

guidance and counsel with the real understanding that their advice would actually 

be taken on board. Then when finally seated seemed to believe their constant 

banshee like screaming was required or necessary for the game to continue. In 

addition was the three, out of control 7-10 year olds seated behind us. Their high 

pitched, non-stop yelling, combined with constant kicking of our seats and hitting 



the metal sign reverberating beside them was a nightmare. The final straw was when 

they leapt up and managed to distribute barbeque shapes in my hair. Their father 

appeared oblivious to the glares and comments…good on you bloke! Have a clue. 

There was the older ‘wiser’ supporters who added to the noise by complaining 

about every umpire decision and finally we have the angry vocal 20 year olds who 

uniformly synchronised the word ‘deliberate’ every 5 minutes. So when the rain 

came pelting down, I was hopeful that all who surrounded us would run for cover. 

Silly me for thinking these diehard supporters would leave. All that eventuated was 

that we entered a new level of nightmare…sitting in a puddle, rain soaking through 

rain gear and surrounded by saturated noisy nuff nuffs. Add to this the fact that 

Carlton was getting thrashed, I felt quite justified in suggesting we leave early. Harry 

would have none of it as it was Daisy Thomas’ last match and we were in prime 

position to see him be chaired off at the end. Yay.  

Well eventually the match ended, we paid our respects to Daisy, dripped our way 

back to the car and spent the next hour stuck in traffic surrounding the ground. 

Do we wish to go back to Geelong? Not so much…so there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

September 11, 2019 

It has been quite an emotional week…perhaps because we are overtired from 

watching the Ashes all night, but mostly for the passing of Danny Frawley. For many 

not connected in the football world, his passing may not have triggered such a 

response, and whilst we didn’t know him at all personally, the tragedy of his death 

has left a very hollow, shocked and empty feeling. For Harry, Danny Frawley has 

been significant in his world for many years. He would always scramble to listen to 

Triple M’s Saturday Rub and in more recent times would never miss an episode of 

The Bounce. Of course it wasn’t only Danny’s involvement that enticed such an 

audience, it was the combination of banter among personalities bonded over the 

sport of football. There is no denying that Danny’s contribution to these groups had a 

huge impact, especially his contagious laugh and sense of humour.  

The impact of his death has shattered the football community. Whilst we are a 

football loving family, many perhaps don’t agree, understand or care about the 

sport. It is indeed just a game where players run about kicking an odd shaped ball 

between 2 posts. You may dislike the game, have an aversion to its aggressive 

overtones, are indifferent to the excessive fervour that afflicts its supporters, and be 

completely bored that it is a topic of conversation that dominates workplaces and 

public spaces. You may easily conclude that there is more to life than this sport and 

be totally bamboozled by those who have been taken under its spell. I have no 

need or desire to change minds on any of that, nor apologise for my love of the 

game, but I would like to attempt to explain why football is important to us and why 

the passing of Danny Frawley holds such emotion. Growing up in a football 

household meant Saturdays were spent fervently following the team Dad 

coached… riding the highs and lows and knowing that his contribution positively 

affected so many... and then in later years standing in the outer screaming for 

Carlton to win…again experiencing the highs and lows. For me, the positives far 

outweigh the negatives and Danny Frawley was the epitome of everything great 

about the game. Giving young people and in particular young males a purpose to 

be fit, healthy and a sense of community is such an important factor. The 

importance of the football community using its popularity to educate on subjects 

such as racial and gender acceptance and mental health issues, has been 

invaluable. With Harry in particular it has given him a healthy fit lifestyle, taught him 

resilience and a social acceptance that has been vital in his development.                  

I know from my father’s involvement, it has given him the most amazing set of friends 

and bonds that have lasted a life time. It is indeed a family. Danny Frawley’s passion 

for football and his forceful sense of humour attracted so many fans. He reinforced 

the spirit and promotion of the game in such a likeable fashion. The shock of Danny 

Frawley passing, has left us questioning how such a vibrant, passionate and 

humorous personality could come to the conclusion that he needed to leave this 

world. It highlights the true ramifications of mental health issues and depression and 

how even those surrounded by close mates and who appear able to fight through 

the fog, are left vulnerable to depression’s dark spaces. Perhaps his legacy will be 

this very realisation. I have had discussions with Harry about how he feels. He is still 

shocked that this man he revered on many levels is no longer here, but it has 

opened up dialog regarding mental health issues among his peers and I can only 

hope open discussions and awareness will help and that he never feels so 

desperately lost and alone. 



In my world, the longevity of my own life is challenged, but I am grateful that I have 

a very strong determination that I will do anything to prolong it. The thought that 

others choose to leave this world, in my mind simply cements the understanding that 

I am the lucky one. RIP Danny Frawley 

I Know Why The Caged Bird Sings - Maya Angelou  

The free bird leaps 

on the back of the wind 

and floats downstream 

till the current ends 

and dips his wings 

in the orange sun rays 

and dares to claim the sky. 

But a bird that stalks 

down his narrow cage 

can seldom see through 

his bars of rage 

his wings are clipped and 

his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing. 

The caged bird sings 

with fearful trill 

of the things unknown 

but longed for still 

and his tune is heard 

on the distant hill for the caged bird 

sings of freedom 

The free bird thinks of another breeze 

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees 

and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn 

and he names the sky his own. 

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams 

his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream 

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing 

The caged bird sings 

with a fearful trill 

of things unknown 

but longed for still 

and his tune is heard 

on the distant hill 

for the caged bird 

sings of freedom. 



Wednesday's with Harry 

October 2nd 2019 

Upcoming Uni exams have become priority and Wednesday's with Harry have taken 

a backseat. The word study is an interesting one. It implies that one is being studious, 

scholarly and I can only assume that Seinfeld and The Office offer some erudite 

qualities that fit that definition. Perhaps Kramer is a unique example of Human 

Anatomy and Ricky Gervais shares some helpful Sports Management theories?  

Enjoyed a wonderful 21st party celebration on the weekend where a collection of 

photos of the boys growing up was screening. Brilliant memories which triggered 

thoughts of days gone by. Whilst I don't often take the time to recall Harry's youth, 

when prompted however, am magically transported to the days when life seemed 

less serious and stress was deciding which steam train to ride! Harry will be 21 next 

year and between now and then I have no doubt I will be reflecting more frequently 

and will delve into the archives to add to the celebration. Embarrassing moments 

may just find themselves to be included. If you visit, The Better Guide to Parenthood, 

you will find that awkward memories disclosed at 21st celebrations are absolutely 

encouraged. This mandatory training for resilience and acquiring a sense of humour 

is rated very high as positive and necessary characteristics. I will do my best to 

ensure that Harry scores excellent marks in these qualities.  

Anyway...plans are afoot for us to complete many more Wednesday's once Uni 

demands are overcome...that is of course if the poor petal can recover...till then. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

October 8th 2019 

 
So the first day of exams was a hoot…actually let's go back 12 hours to 11pm the 

night before. 'Mum, can't find my student card!' I of course am not in panic mode 

just yet as this could just be the typical 'boy look' that defies logic and prevents 

males from finding what is under their nose. If he didn't find his card however it could 

mean he couldn't sit his exam that began at 8.30am. So for the next hour I join in the 

search, scavenging through drawers, pockets and copious sports bags, and whilst i 

did manage to locate a missing mouthguard, various Lego pieces, an array of half 

eaten muesli bars and a petrified apple...no luck on the student card. Harry 

declared that it must be in the city flat. Oh yay!  By now it was 12.15am. I had no 

choice but make the call to go into the city as time would be limited the next 

morning. Leaving our ramshackled Warburton home, off we popped. Stress levels 

were rising in Harry as he contemplated his fate would be determined after an hour 

driving.  At precisely 1.30am we arrived and the moment of truth awaited as he 

checked his desk. Not there. Oh...crappity crap crap crap! The next 35 minutes were 

spent repeating the search format as previously mentioned and still no card. The 

reality was sinking in that a full trimester of economic study could be determined by 

Harry's ability to convince the exam dudes   2.10am sleep, only to wake by 6 to get 

to the Uni asap to try and solve this issue.  

 

As I write this, Harry is half way through his exam. He managed to gain a temporary 

card.  On a completely different matter, I have just finished grocery shopping and 

managed to dislodge a punnet of blueberries at the top of the escalator. They leapt 

joyously from the trolley as they bounced and then sadly squashed into the metal 

bars for fellow shoppers to appreciate for days to come. Bugger. On a more normal 

day, I believe I would try to chase, collect or gather them in an attempt to clean up 

the rogue berries. Sorry to say, on this occasion, I simply left them to bobbing up and 

down.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

October 29th 2019 

 

Well exams are over and survived…not sure yet if thrived however what will be will 

be. Regular discussions have occurred around the idea of Harry gaining 

employment for the summer. Now when I say ‘discussions’ that actually equates to 

me rabbiting on and Harry vaguely acknowledging he is listening. He does work one 

day a week at a tennis club, which is fabulous, but that leaves 6 days left in the 

week to account for until Uni starts again.  

Perhaps it is the influence of watching The Block, or the fact that Dulux was offering 

a can of jelly beans, but Harry’s counter to this employment suggestion was offering 

to paint the house. Yes it is sadly overdue and the colours selected 10 years ago are 

perhaps a little tired and so I agreed. Now let’s face it, nobody enjoys painting…well 

certainly not me, even though it appears contrary to that fact as it is I who has had 

the task in the past to cover every wall, ceiling, floor, window frame, chair and 

cupboard. There was no escape. I had mastered the brush and roller, succumbed 

to the latest trends, created suede effect feature walls, conquered the art of cutting 

in, designed painted patterns on the floor and impulsively updated and altered 

colours as my mood dictated. Well that was a decade ago. Lymphedema in my 

right arm and neuropathy in hands and feet has left me somewhat incapacitated to 

wield a brush without considerable consequences. So the house and I have taken a 

very long breath and learnt to relax and accept the colours that be. Any 

spontaneously urges to alter the tints, hues and affects have been quashed and the 

rollers have retired to a dark corner of the shed and sadly surrendered to crustiness 

and rust.  

So Harry’s suggestion to paint the house was readily accepted but did come with 

the warning that my contribution would be minimal. Yes of course! 

Day 1 of painting in tradies terms would quite likely mean prising open the lid of the 

sparkling new paint tin early morning. I was up, dressed in appropriate paint 

coaching attire and sat with anticipation beside paint, new rollers and brushes as I 

waited for my ‘tradie’ to arise from his slumber and join the party. Eventually he 

surfaced and explained that he still needed to go for a run, shower, eat breakfast 

and read the paper before work could possibly begin. I explained to Harry that is not 

how tradies work…he explained to me that is exactly why he is going to Uni and 

chose not to be one! So at precisely 1pm, Harry attempted to release the lid on the 

paint…with a stick. This task appeared to be the first stumbling block and at that 

point I realised I needed to locate old paint worthy clothes, put aside thoughts of 

inflammation and help get some paint on the walls.  

I would like to say that we worked well together, however that would be quite an 

exaggeration. The issue seemed to be that I believed I had some experience and 

knowledge and began to advise Harry on how to hold a brush, how much paint to 

put on the roller, how to cut in, which ladder to use, why he needed to lay a drop 

sheet, why he shouldn’t stand on the couch with paint on his feet, how long to leave 

the paint tape in place, and why he should clean up paint that had dripped on the 

floor due to misplaced drop sheet as soon as possible…and Harry seemed to believe 

that none of this information was necessary. The differences of opinion continued 

until I found myself shuffling along on my rear end, painting architraves and 



discovered that I couldn’t seem to get off the floor. With cramp in one leg and 

spasms in my side, I suggested that I may need some help arising. Finally Harry 

agreed. Fortunately we also agreed on the type of music that Spotify provided. 

Music is quite often the answer.  

So we have now managed to spread paint in the general vicinity of the walls in a 

few rooms and hallway…almost half way, and then there is the outside. Yay! Not 

sure my aching bod will cope with much more, but if a job is worth doing…you know 

the rest. As for Harry’s input…very proud of his efforts and for persisting to do a good 

job, He hasn’t managed to start before midday yet, but there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

November 20th 2019 

To understand the reason for Wednesday’s with Harry may not always be apparent 

to many and certainly to Harry himself it is often questioned. We often seem to be 

swept up in the generally speaking life ‘housekeeping’ moments that may not 

always allow us to stop and take the time. This week, perhaps more than ever, the 

reasons to me are very clear. Life doesn’t always go to plan and I have had to learn 

to accept that I cannot always control the outcome.  

Today is my birthday and the signs of aging are becoming more and more obvious. 

Whilst I would love to turn back the clock to when my body wasn’t showing such 

wear and tear, I do understand and appreciate that in my case, reaching another 

birthday is significant. It also meant that today being a Wednesday, Harry had little 

choice but to appease me. His gift to me was to take me out to lunch. Very good 

friends Leanne and son Jacob were on hand to help celebrate and so met at a 

restaurant in Mordialloc. 

Over the years, it does seem to be our MO that we are late for any such outing. I 

honestly have a clear conscience when I believe that it is rarely my doing. We had 

arranged to meet at 12:15 and Harry was under instructions to limit his gym workout 

so we could leave in plenty of time. Harry’s estimation of traveling time however was 

sadly lacking and along with frustrating traffic, we managed to be half an hour late. 

Most who know us will expect to receive a phone call apologising for our tardiness 

with hope that we will soon be there. Harry isn’t stressed and insists that there is no 

point in getting up tight about something you cannot change. Yes, however it does 

seem to be that this theory only applies to situations that don’t affect him. I point out 

that if it was him late for a footy game, it would be a different story. ‘Nah…chillax 

Mum’. Chillax indeed! I also began to explain about the need to keep up some sort 

of behaviour that resembled social etiquette, however the look on his face clearly 

indicated that listening to a lecture would have absolutely no effect. I turned up the 

music and hummed along to the Cranberries…in my heeeaad, in my heeeaad. 

Sitting out on the deck, overlooking the water on a beautifully sunny day was bliss. 

Catching up with Leanne and Jacob was a bonus and we chatted away oblivious 

that food was needed until the waitress suggested we order. A generous serve of 

calamari was sitting in front of me and I would have hoed into it immediately if it 

wasn’t for the fact that I dropped my fork and with amazing accuracy it managed 

to fall directly through the small gap in the decking and landed well out of reach in 

the undergrowth below. I did briefly wonder if other pieces of cutlery also met their 

demise in this fashion and if some poor wait staff had the weekly task of crawling 

under the deck to retrieve them. I then figured that perhaps not everyone was as 

fumbly as me and it was more likely that my fork would be the one lost and lonely 

utensil. Fortunately the restaurant found a replacement so I could in fact eat my 

lunch. 

A walk on the pier followed and the time of year was clearly evident as young 

school leavers were the predominant sun seekers. 

All in all a lovely way to spend the day and appreciate time spent with friends. 

Thanks for all the birthday wishes...not particularly entertaining reading, but there 

you go… 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

December 11th 2019 

Due to the wonderful generosity of family, and some scrimping on our bank 

account, for the past 4 years we have rented a flat in the city of Melbourne. Whilst I 

love living at Warburton, having the city flat meant that Harry was able to attend the 

school most suited. It also provided opportunities that have been invaluable in him 

gaining independence and confidence. With shifting priorities however I made the 

decision to vacate the flat and return full time to Warburton. This Wednesday was 

the day to move. If I say that really quickly, it doesn’t sound too stressful at all…that is 

until you actually have to organise the move. Anyone who has moved house will 

understand the impact of packing and unpacking and no matter how many boxes 

you have organised, there is still more stuff! Now keep in mind that we were renting a 

second living space, so indeed it should have been a relatively mild inconvenience 

to vacate. I can only assume that the accumulation and multiplying of clutter was 

entirely justified. The impact on yesterday’s nightmare has left us grumpy and tired 

and whilst the major move has happened, we still need to return for the last load 

and joy oh joy, clean everything!! 

Moving out of a property is one thing, but unpacking at the other end is another. I 

have spent today creatively juggling furniture into nooks and crannies and our little 

house in Warburton is bulging at the seams. Harry was a great help loading and 

unloading the truck, however today let me know that it was definitely beyond his 

expertise to decide what to do with a second toaster, kettle, saucepans, copious 

amounts of linen and doonas, extra TV, tallboys, beds and couches. You can also 

assume correctly that his offer to help sort pantry items was not exactly forthcoming. 

Also the golf and cricket were being televised and he explained that his attention 

and energy would be focused elsewhere. Excellent.  

Unfortunately for Harry, among the accumulated pantry items is a bountiful supply of 

canned tuna. Due to a stubborn childhood tuna incident, Harry has quite the dislike 

for my tuna mornay. I, on the other hand happen to love it and if I can work out if 

canned tuna actually has a use by date, will be hoeing into a tuna casserole very 

soon. Farewell to the Botanica, you have served us well and have thoroughly 

enjoyed your shelter…so there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday's with Harry 

18th December, 2019 

One week until the jolly one comes to visit and I am sure, like many others, I find 

myself immersed in Christmas preparations. It is indeed fortunate that I love this time 

of year and all the magic it can bring. 

These days of course there are various judgements and opinions on the reason and 

need for Christmas. Some of these appear to include topics such as irrational 

overspending, overeating, questioning the religious meaning, and an overzealous 

compulsion to be PC and call it Happy Holiday. I have total respect for any one 

person's individual acceptance or rejection of Christmas and truly understand it can 

be a tough time for many. I however chose to embrace all the chaos and traditions 

and appreciate every Christmas that I have left.  

So with tree in place, decorations located and dusted off, lights tediously untangled 

and tinsel sprinkled strategically around the house, it was time to put on carols and 

make pressies with my grand nephews. Brilliant day spent earlier this week with 

Parker and Chandler as they leap into the awe and excitement of Christmas. Life 

can be so simple if we look through the eyes of a child.  

It seems to have become the tradition over the years for Harry and I to take on the 

festive streets of Melbourne and soak up the Christmas spirit. The Block Arcade is 

always a favourite destination and whilst we didn't have the stamina to join the 

queue to fossick for chocolates at Haighs, I did manage to encourage Harry to 

open his wallet and guide him in the direction of a favourite perfume of mine. Magic 

indeed! The Myer Windows showcasing the animated version of Snugglepot and 

Cuddlepie was of course a major attraction and fortunately we were both tall 

enough to see over the majority of the crowd. Whilst we most likely missed a few 

details, we were able to get the idea. Harry's list of gifts were sought and bought 

under his instruction and I thank David Jones for supplying a seat for those of us 

weary ones who struggle with indecisive shoppers. One tradition I have each year is 

to buy Harry a snow globe. A couple have broken over the years and Harry is no 

longer fascinated by them...I however will continue to add to his collection and so 

the search was on.  

So the Christmas spirit is in full swing and whilst I expect a few lulls in the coming 

week, I will endeavour to keep up the momentum... through glazing the ham and 

watching carols, through layering the trifle and leaving out milk and bickies.  

Thanks to all who have come along on Wednesdays this year and I wish you all a 

wonderful, safe and healthy festive season. Ho ho ho! 🎄🎉💕 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

February 5th 2020 

Well yes, it has been a little while between posts. Christmas has come and gone, 

although I must say I am still managing to find morsels of glitter in dusty corners and 

the once festive décor in the pergola is still desperately grasping onto the remains of 

the once bulging piñata, a couple of forgotten baubles and some shabby faded 

tinsel that is quickly losing its shimmer in the weather. The energy spent in the lead up 

to Christmas, I am sorry to say, has disappeared into the January abyss. I use the 

word abyss because it seems to be a huge gap between Christmas and now…It 

really cannot already be February! 

I would love to be writing to you about all the fascinating and exciting adventures 

Harry and I accomplished during this holiday month, however I’m afraid, not a lot to 

report. With the bushfire tragedy affecting so many lives, fauna, flora and livelihoods, 

it became a time to be mindful and considerate to those affected and grateful for 

what we have. Within the January limbo, tennis and cricket were watched, the 

mornings drifted quickly into afternoons and the couch was utilised on a regular 

basis. Besides the odd and quite annoyingly messy phenomenon of it raining mud, 

the days started to blur into each other. As today is Wednesday and the year is 

already a month in, I inquired with Harry if indeed it was time to get back into the 

routine of doing something together...’Gym, eat, vege out, tv, eat, footy training, 10 

mins study, eat...no time Mum,’ was explained. I explained to him that it was possible 

to find some time if he could extract himself from his bed earlier than the current 

practice. This suggestion was met with confusion and disdain...a completely foreign 

concept that I believe will take quite a while to achieve. Speaking of 

underachieving...I did attempt to take a photo to accompany this post, because 

let's face it, posting without pics are rarely noticed. I tried to convince Harry that it 

was necessary however he wasn't having any of it. My stealth like lurking behind 

doors and furniture was sadly outwitted...or so he was led to believe! Whilst I admit 

the photos of his elbow are not great, I did overcome his avoidance tactics and 

managed to capture him in his natural fridge gazing habitat through the reflection 

of a picture on the wall. Never underestimate a mum on a mission! 

Anyway, this is of course quite a lot of dribble, written simply to appease the 

frequent requests from facebook to write a post. I will endeavour to improve next 

time...So there you go! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

February 19th 2020 

Yes it is Wednesday and yet again Harry and I have not managed to spend time 

together. Given the fact that he is facing an exam tomorrow, he thought perhaps a 

spot of studying was in order. I of course agreed, and so with a couple of 

encouraging and motivating words, instructions regarding leftovers for lunch and a 

hopeful hint to take the dogs for a walk, I scurried out early this morning to meet a 

friend to watch Little Women. By the way...for the ignorant among us, this was not a 

story about small females, but a classic tale from Louisa May Alcott!                                               

It is not often that I seem to find the time to enjoy the pleasures of the cinema...and 

furthermore be viewing a film that I actually wish to see. Over the years I have sat 

through every children's flick and in more current times, I believe ‘action/adventure’ 

is the labelled genre. From Toy Story to James Bond, Diary of a Whimpy Kid to Mission 

Impossible and all the while the ‘Romantic Comedies’ have taken a backseat on 

the big screen. There is something quite fulfilling about watching a film in a cinema. 

You are transported entirely, surrounded by sight and sound that holds your full 

attention. For the next 2 hours there are no distractions, no noise and thoughts other 

than what is before you and I can't tell you how much I needed that right now. You 

are contained in a theatre, sink into your seat and surrender to the big screen. There 

is always quite a twilight zone moment on exiting a cinema. That out of focus period 

when you discover that you are no longer residing in 1865 Massachusetts, but 

indeed hustling to find lunch in the food court in the year 2020. Anyway, twas a 

lovely morning spent watching an excellent film, accompanied by a very good 

friend…and next time Leanne...remember where you parked the car!                                

Now whilst Harry was not included in today’s activity, he did venture to the airport 

with me yesterday. From a very early age, Harry has always loved going to the 

airport and of course in particular when we are actually going on a plane. All very 

understandable. Not so sure the enjoyment continues when we are simply picking 

up or dropping someone off, however perhaps it is not my place to determine what 

Harry finds exciting. I guess the energy of travellers, the anticipation of journeys to 

come, creates a contagious buzz that appeals. I get it, but yesterday was a simple 

drop off that didn’t even include leaving the car. He insisted on coming and of 

course as we approached the terminal, declared his urgent need for the toilet and 

food. I explained the cost of parking and food was likely to break the bank, however 

succumbed and agreed to the minimum parking time period. Somehow I managed 

to park the car in the furthest possible park from the entry and then proceeded to 

race in, grab a $9 chia cup (don’t ask), a quick loo stop and back. When Harry 

spied the new AFL bar, I finally cottoned on to his depth of enthusiasm. Of course! So 

there you go. 
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Wednesday’s with Harry 

26th February 2020 

Finally we managed to complete an activity together…albeit a short one, but an 

activity no less.  As I sit writing this, the sun is bursting through the office window, 

seemingly virtuous but in fact tainted with complete indifference to the fact that 

only one hour earlier it had gone missing, abandoned us and replaced by rain. 

Perhaps bad timing on our behalf, or perhaps it was meant to be…for what more 

appropriate weather to visit a rainforest than when it is raining? Ten minutes up the 

mountain from home is Cement Creek and a walk in the tree canopy and forest 

floor. Cement Creek…not the most romantic name for a beautiful pristine waterway, 

however named after the conglomerate rock formations. A lyrebird darted across 

the road and snuck off into the forest. It was too quick for the camera but as it 

scurried away, left a glorious impression with its ostentatious and elaborate 

feathered tail. I commented that it was a male because its plumage was more 

flamboyant than a females. Harry sighed and prepared himself for a lecture from 

me about how males in this world demand attention, leaving the females to be 

overlooked etc. He was in luck however as I felt no such need to spoil the moment 

with righteous virtues.                                                                                                                  

The view from the canopy walk is magical and you are encircled and humbled by 

the magnificent Mountain Ash. Testing my short stubby neck in this unnatural position 

was either going to enable me to appreciate the impressive height and command 

of these trees, or indeed cause vertigo and a complete black out! Fortunately I live 

to tell the tale and continued on our soggy but satisfying walk.  

As it was raining, we were wearing what should be considered water proof attire. 

Now anyone reading any past posts would realise that the coat I continue to wear 

in dodgy weather, contrary to appearance, is in fact not at all waterproof and yes I 

do need to acquire a more appropriate coat. Harry of course was sporting a brand 

name coat and was indignant to the idea that it was anything less than 

waterproof…’Mum, it is a yachting jacket…if it can cope with waves on the high 

seas, it can handle a bit of rain’. The next stage of this walk was to venture down to 

the forest floor…it always seems innocuous to mention that you are venturing 

‘down’…until of course you have to venture ‘up’. More of that in a moment… 

On the way, the luminous, shimmering foliage of ferns line the path…I push aside the 

thought that bloodsucking leeches may be lying in wait, and try and outsmart my 

camera's warning that I need to defog my lens. In doing so, I discover that I have 

camera options that I had previously been ignorant to. Harry is absolutely no help 

when it comes to explaining technology. He obstinately believes that it is not his 

responsibility to assist and instruct on issues that I can work out myself. I remind him 

that he wants to change his degree and become a teacher, which by the way, by 

pure definition, is a career in instructing. His silence was either a protest or a sign of 

defeat, but either way I did figure it out myself.  

I was contently snapping away at the moss and the fungus until Harry broke his 

silence to suggest that we move quicker. It then became apparent that the ‘up’ 

was about to begin. I have noticed lately that my left hip is a little sore and as the 

‘up’ involved countless steps, my pace was seriously compromised…well that and 

the fact that I am extremely unfit. Harry of course is a fitness freak and proceeded to 

leave me with the leeches and sprinted to the top. By the time I reached the top I 



was questioning my will to live and then wondered if a defibrillator could be located. 

Harry was waiting, not at all patiently and was exasperated at the size of the steps I 

was taking. ‘You know Mum, if you took longer strides, you would get places faster’. 

Yes Harry, but not sure I would be alive to tell the tale! 

So there you go… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

March 4, 2020 

Okay well in just over a month, Harry will be 21 years of age and so the topic of what 

he would like as a gift has been broached. Various ideas have been suggested and 

the latest is a camera. I explained my concern that he hadn’t shown any great 

desire in the past to partake in photography and that it would perhaps be tossed 

aside for the convenience of his phone. I suggested that he make use of my 

camera first to see if the impulse subsided. I then went on to explain about my love 

for photography and how I used to spend hours in my dark room, completely 

absorbed in the process of turning film into negatives and then the anticipation as I 

swished the chemicals over the paper and miraculously an image developed. I was 

only equipped to tackle black and white however, so of course the need to have 

photos developed professionally was often. To the 'HAVE IT RIGHT NOW’ generation, 

it is difficult to explain or indeed for them to understand that the process from film to 

photo was a lengthy and expensive one. The first decision was the length of film, 12, 

24 or 36 pics allowed and this of course was the first expense. Harry looked confused. 

You took your time to take a picture as there was no delete or try again buttons. Still 

baffled. If you had an SLR camera as I did, you needed to have some 

understanding about focusing and depth of field, aperture etc. You then send your 

film off to be developed after you have proudly assured yourself that your 

photographic ability could see you working for National Geographic. You wait 

patiently for a few days and then as expectations of brilliance rises, you open the 

packet of photos only to be hit by reality…that sinking feeling when you discover 

you had just paid for 36 photos that highlighted the details of your thumb! Harry’s 

reaction to my musings was in keeping with his usual response – a little confused with 

superior indifference. 

So anyway…as to today’s activity, we again kept it in the vicinity of home and took 

a short drive to the Redwood Forest in East Warburton. Yes we have visited in the 

past, but it is an ideal spot for Harry to try out the camera. On the way there the 

conversation turned to Harry’s choice of clothing. We seem to have had quite a few 

conversations regarding Harry’s clothing on these outings. Today was no exception. 

Whilst it is just into March, the weather was a tad cool, so I donned a jumper. Harry 

on the other hand was in a tee shirt. He casually mentioned that we couldn’t stay 

too long as he was cold and also hungry. I asked him why he didn’t seem capable 

of ascertaining the correct clothing for the weather. He informed me that firstly it 

was not winter so no jumper should be needed and secondly the forecast was for 22 

degrees, both of which meant a tee shirt would be sufficient. I suggested that in 

future he just looked outside.  

Fortunately today the camera was digital and there would be no end to the number 

of photos capable of being taken…that is until we discovered that the memory card 

of 3000 photos was blinking FULL. Are you kidding me! Okay so perhaps I haven’t 

taken the time to delete the hundreds of dodgy shots taken over a number of years 

and let’s face it, when you have no restrictions on quantity, you just go for it. So we 

sat on a log for a while, Harry still hungry and cold whilst I quickly made space for 

today’s additions.  

The Redwood Forest is indeed a unique and somewhat calming place, with trees 

stretching straight and skyward, standing in rigid uniformed rows with only their 



canopy allowed to sway. Their strength is somewhat comforting. It used to be only 

locals that knew of its existence, however now the knowledge is spread globally and 

tourists gather to partake in her spirit. Today however, there were very few visitors…a 

family playing and frolicking in the woven nests, others solemnly strolling with 

contemplation, and Harry and I with photographic intentions. We ventured past the 

forest boundary towards the sound of Cement Creek. Harry was quite keen to show 

that he could master the camera and so proceeded to focus on fungi, ferns and 

frogs and showed a liking for lichen, leaves and logs. This was of course until he 

explained that his hunger pains were going to ‘literally’ kill him unless we found food. 

You will be pleased to know that I managed to forage for some nourishment just in 

time and he is still alive and kicking!  

His photographic skills need a little work and so does my ability to download 

them...so in the meantime...the following are the ones I took from my phone 

camera. Thank goodness for digital.  

So there you go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

March 14th, 2020 

 

Whilst we didn't get to share time together this week due to an overload of 

appointments and work/Uni commitments, we will attempt to put aside some time 

soon.  In today's climate with restrictions and potential isolation scenarios, it very well 

could be more time than Harry would like!! Whilst I am excitedly dusting off board 

games and discovering how many cans of tuna are hiding in the cupboard, Harry is 

determined to continue life as he knows it. He is not however coping with the 

thought that we will not be at the MCG to support our beloved Blueboys. In our 

carefree lifestyle we have never really been tested to restrict the 'normality' of life. 

Many are commenting that it is 'just a cold' and are dubious of the restrictions 

necessary. The fear and panic of such a pandemic is overwhelming to others and 

they are emptying supermarket shelves. To me it is really quite simple...Yes it is 

inconvenient and will affect us all in so many ways, but surely our priority should be 

to those who could be gravely affected. I personally do fit into that category, but 

more so am concerned for my elderly parents and neighbours. Remain calm, be 

reasonable, think of others and accept the situation. Stay well people! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

March 18th 2020 

As Harry is working today, my feeble attempt to amuse and entertain, at the 

detriment of the English language, will have to wait. Instead I wanted to discuss my 

health…so for those not interested, (understandably) you can stop reading now. 

A friend contacted me last night to check if I needed help with obtaining any 

supplies especially given the gist of my last post regarding my health. It was quite a 

pleasant surprise and I really appreciate the thought. Just to let anyone interested 

know however, I am completely fine and functioning as 'normal'. In my last post I 

explained the absolute devastation in receiving the news that scans had shown the 

cancer had progressed and the only solution would be lifelong chemo treatment. 

From the medical standpoint they were 100% certain that the nodules they were 

now reviewing were cancer and that the targeted treatment I have been having 

every 3 weeks for the past 5 years would need to change to the more debilitating 

and destructive treatment of an aggressive chemo. I have often found myself 

balancing on that tightrope...the reality and acceptance of the medical world's 

expertise and my own determination based on my instinct and inner self. I truly 

comprehend that whilst I am being told my life is limited, I have faith in my own 

knowledge that I will be okay. Those thoughts are tested constantly but right now I 

am so thankful that I had the fortitude to believe in my instincts. Due to the fact that 

the nodules were now large enough to biopsy, I insisted that we do that prior to any 

treatment decisions. My choice was accepted but it was deemed unnecessary as 

on all counts it was concluded that it was the progression of cancer. 

Well the results have come back that those particular nodules were not cancer, but 

inflammation. I was at my oncologist on Monday and was told that I am the only 

one they have seen this occur. Not sure how unique I am, but if it wasn't for my 

insistence to do a biopsy, I would most likely right now be on chemo for the rest of 

my life. I am still considered stage 4 and my regular treatment will continue, at least 

until we sort out the inflammation. They are thinking it may be an autoimmune issue. 

Relief is an obvious reaction but also the understanding that we were all given gut 

instincts for a reason. 

I have always felt that having cancer has given me the gift of life. Whilst I have 

sometimes been overwhelmed with the so called incurable nature of my situation, I 

have never once questioned ‘why me’ or become angry with it or about it. Cancer 

cells are part of me…they are my cells and treating them as an enemy can only 

damage me. I see them as the ‘party’ cells, they are not wanting to join the regular 

pack, but prefer to party on and cause a bit of chaos. I don’t choose words such as 

battling and fighting because to me that only conjures up a war that I cannot win. 

These cells are mischievous and indeed may eventually encourage their mates to 

join the party, but I know that as soon as I understood that I can actually be 

accountable and responsible for my own part in this, then that allows me the power 

and belief to alter my outcome. Whether that equates to a longer life, is yet to be 

known, but either way it is a good feeling to be strong. None of us need to be a 

victim, we are all stronger than we know. 

Speaking of health... 

It is really disappointing, as we grapple with the health crisis of today that some 



people seem to have lost their sense of community and values. Many people seem 

to be putting themselves and their self-entitled arrogance ahead of what should 

really be the only concern and that is looking after those who are vulnerable. Forget 

about being sceptical, forget about hoarding and about how it will affect you 

personally and start to understand that NOTHING is more important than health. 

Unfortunately this realisation comes too late for so many. Look after the ones who 

need it and stop the nonsense. 

Life doesn’t happen to you it happens for you and it is how you choose to react that 

is the real measure of your being. 

I feel privileged and in fact a little smugly superior that I have gained an 

understanding of my own values and what is meaningful to me and much of that 

has been due to the gift of cancer. 

Stay well my friends.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

March 25th, 2020 

Okay, so the idea behind Wednesday’s with Harry was so I could spend more time 

with my son…little did I know that would now mean ALL the time. Now the virus is a 

very serious situation and we all need to follow the restrictions and advise…so this is 

not about making light of the current circumstances…HOWEVER!!! 

Needless to say our usual activities will be put on hold for now as we adjust to the 

‘new normal’. In their place will be me attempting to encourage Harry to partake in 

some board/card games, in-depth conversations, creative hobbies, cleaning skills 

and a spot of cooking. The reality will be Harry detesting board games, grunting one 

word sentences, spending time in the shed gym, going for countless runs, creating 

the need to clean, watching reruns of The Office and complaining that he is hungry. 

His Uni is now online and so the excuse for spending time in his room, in his mind is 

now technically justified.  

As I am somewhat in the crappy category for immune deficiencies, I thought it wise 

to take Harry grocery shopping with me as some sort of human germ shield…and yes 

I do realise that is quite the oxymoron statement! He strongly objected to coming, 

but the need for him to purchase some hair goo altered his decision. Last time, I 

apparently bought gel instead of putty. Yes there is a difference. He explained to 

me that whilst the outside containers look simular, the putty was white inside. I of 

course informed Harry that it was highly unlikely that I would park my trolley in the 

men’s toiletry section whilst I proceeded to open various hair products with the aim 

to detect their colour. He begrudgingly tagged along.  

So the first step in this new age of shopping is the trolley itself. I figure that the least 

amount of my person touching it will be beneficial, so pry one off the steely ranks 

with my fingertips. I then use the same finger tips, and on occasion my elbow, to 

manoeuvre and steer my chariot whilst simultaneously being mindful of the 1.5metre 

distance from fellow shoppers and not to touch my face. Of course the fact that I 

shouldn't touch my face, instantly creates the most annoying itch on my nose. The 

first thing I spy is someone checking out with an 8 pack of toilet paper…my heart 

skips a beat and I quickly change directions to seek out the couple of pellets 

overflowing with loo rolls that are glowing like a beacon of hope in aisle 11. The 

craziness of toilet papergate will perhaps never be resolved, except to conclude 

that the human race are idiots. So I grasp onto the one pack allowed and feel calm 

in the knowledge that any plans of hunting lavatory necessities could subside, at 

least for another week. Now my thoughts shift to what else was essential. We cruise 

up and down the aisles with more reassurance that the panic buying had dissipated 

somewhat…that is on most items. Of course soap is hard to find and apparently dry 

biscuits are proving popular. It says a lot when the only packets left are Ryvita. Harry 

informed me that if he wanted to eat cardboard, he would chew on the box. I 

question my need to purchase another can of tuna and then start to second guess 

the necessity for other more luxury items such as razors and hair dye. Now I do 

understand that staying home invites the option to neglect one’s upkeep in the hairy 

leg and grey hair department, but do I really wish to surrender all 

maintenance…perhaps not just yet. I do imagine at the end of this we will all exit our 

homes looking like we have been saved from a deserted island…bearded, 

unkempt, dishevelled and incoherently calling for a volley ball named Wilson.  



So we manage to navigate the aisles, untouched and unbreathed upon and go to 

line up on a bit of tape marked on the floor for the checkout queues. It is about this 

time that I realise that whilst there are numerous shoppers waiting, there are only 2 

checkouts open. It then becomes evident that I needed to use all my experience 

and skills to deduce whether queue number one, whilst more items in trolleys, but a 

quick checkout assistant, would beat queue number two with less goods but quite a 

chatty and therefore quite slow register operator. Harry was confused and strongly 

disagreed with my choice of queue number one. So the challenge was on…and for 

some time, Harry had that ‘I told you so’ look on his face and his objections were not 

too subtle. I held strong however and when we finally managed to complete our 

transactions ahead of those in queue number 2, victory was mine! I smugly pushed 

the trolley, (with finger tips) back to the car, vindicated and justified. The celebration 

was short lived however as I needed to search the depths of the glove box to 

locate, among the odd collection of phone chargers, breath mints and car 

manuals, a packet of hand wipes, with the hope they were not entirely dried up and 

may be somewhat useful to disinfect my contaminated fingertips.  

So there you go, another quite useless rambling account that just happens to be on 

a Wednesday. You will be pleased to know, or not, that there is plenty more where 

that came from. Clearly I need a hobby! 

On a serious note… 

The economic effects of this will be felt by all and that will be a challenge…from that 

we can recover. Your health is everything. Without it you have nothing. Sincerely 

hoping that everyone is keeping well. Heartfelt thoughts to all those affected, 

especially those hit hard in Europe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday’s with Harry 

April 1st 2020 

Typing April 1st just now, prompted me to realise that indeed today is the day that 

practical jokes are pranked among the unwary. One I clearly remember, many 

years ago, was a news report regarding the outbreak of a deadly disease in the 

spaghetti crop. It was devastating farmers and causing widespread concern from 

lovers of pasta. They showed the spaghetti strung on the vines with a ‘weevil’ (aka 

black cotton) attacking the crop. The naivety displayed by the public was 

remarkable and I wonder if repeated today what the response would be. Sadly I 

feel it would be viewed no less sceptical and no doubt someone would take up the 

cause and create a Go Fund Me page! My only contribution to today’s mischief 

was to turn a couple of clocks back an hour in the very small attempt to confuse. In 

our household we have a total of 10 clocks all ticking away. This, by the way, is a 

statement about my love for the look of a clock, not some obsessive disorder 

relating to knowing the time…and trust me, those in the know will acknowledge that 

we are always running late. Now whilst turning clocks back (or is that forward) is due 

to happen this weekend, the reality is that this is not going to have any great effect 

on Harry as he is equipped with various digital time telling apparatus that constantly 

beep and inform him of seemingly everything he needs to know. My piddling 

gesture however is a small nod to the Mexican standoff that is taking place here at 

the moment. 

One of the sitcoms that Harry enjoys and tends to be played repeatedly here is 

‘Everyone loves Raymond’. In one episode, a suitcase is left on the stairs and neither 

the husband nor wife felt it was their responsibility to put it away. I think at one point 

Ray placed some cheese in it to create an offensive odour and therefore 

encourage his wife to attend to it. We seem to have similar incidents occur regularly, 

although, truth be known, I am clearly losing on the parenting front as I am the only 

one who appears to realise it is actually happening. At the moment, the clock in the 

toilet…yes the toilet…has stopped at 9.12. For the past couple of weeks I have 

made a point of not changing the battery in the very misguided belief that 

someone else in this household would bother. Obviously there is absolutely no 

intention of it being rebatteryified by anyone other than me…even if cheese was 

inserted! Finally I inquired if he had noticed and indeed he had…’not my 

department Mum’… So silly me, not in fact a Mexican standoff…simply status quo! I 

then went on to inquire if he had any knowledge of the shortage of bowls and 

spoons that had disappeared from the kitchen. I, of course already knew that the 

pile beside his bed was multiplying and along with other various utensils he found, 

and like a scene from the Cat in the Hat, he juggled them back to the kitchen…and 

when I say kitchen, I mean in the vague vicinity of the general area. 

Speaking of his room… I shared with him an inspirational post from an ex-navy dude 

who was attempting to motivate those who perhaps are becoming overwhelmed 

by the current situation. ‘If you want to change the world, start by making your bed.’ 

The idea of course, is that one small task leads to another…if you attend to the small 

tasks then the bigger tasks happen…get up, get dressed, power of one, power of 

hope…etc. Now I must admit, that besides Harry spending countless hours staring 

vacantly into the fridge, he generally is quite motivated to get up, exercise and 

study, His bed however remains unmade. Harry’s response to this was that it is a 

scientific fact that leaving your bed unmade created more opportunities for bed 

bugs to escape and therefore the healthier option. He very well may have a point, 

but may have also missed the point! 



The closing remark from this post was a quote from Viktor Frankl…a true inspiration 

and someone I have turned to frequently over the years…’ When we are no longer 

able to change a situation, we are challenged to change ourselves’. 

And now I must go and choose an outfit for tomorrow…as opposed to the ‘at home’ 

gear donned of late…an outfit you ask? On an outing you query? Overlooking the 

fact it is cancer treatment that beckons, I find myself in a bizarre conflict. The 

excitement from actually leaving the house verses the reality of where I am going 

and that it may involve wearing a Hazchem suit! 

So there you go, another sprawling collection of words with no real direction, filling a 

page as we find ourselves contained in our own small worlds. 

Take care all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

These journals are only the past few years 

Harry…and this is not the end.  Just a pause to wish 

you the best 21st birthday you can possibly have, 

especially given the current circumstances.  

You have grown to be a beautiful young man and I 

look forward to spending many more years 

collecting memories with you. 

 

All my love…xx 

 


