Marianna Cincotta, 25th July 2002

Interviewed by Ouranita Karadimas
__________________________________________________________________________

Interviewer:
This is an interview with Marianna Cincotta.  The date is the 25th July 2002.  The interview is taking place at Marianna’s residence in Freemont Street, Concord.  The interview is being conducted by Ouranita Karadimas for the Italian Fruit Shops history project.  Marianna, could you please say your full name and tell me where and when you were born?

M. Cincotta:
My full name is Marianna Cincotta.

Interviewer:
Your married name first, and after, your single name.

M. Cincotta:
My full name is Marianna Cincotta.  I was born in (?) in (?), Reggio Calabria.  (?).  My mother?

Interviewer:
Yes, your mother’s name.

M. Cincotta:
My mother’s name is Maria Rosa (?).  My father’s name – Italian or English?

Interviewer:
English is better, yes!

M. Cincotta:
My father’s name is Vincenzo (?), he was born in (?), Reggio Calabria, Italy.  1880.  Mama was born the same, in (?).  1889.  

Interviewer:
Thank you!

M. Cincotta:
And we was a big family.  We grew up in (?), which is where we used to grow everything, and live and work.  Even in the wartime, we didn’t fuss because (?).  We came here in 1949.

Interviewer:
Just before you came here, I wanted to ask you, what did your family grow on the land?

M. Cincotta:
All of this. The (?nuts), the wheat.  (?) we live comfortable.  Comfortable.

Interviewer:
Rocella (?), Regio Calabria?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  (?)

Interviewer:
OK.  Was it a big town, or a small town?

M. Cincotta:
About eight thousand people.  I went just to the primary school, for five years, and I finished school when I was eleven.  A crop of olives. I used to pick olives, me and my sister and two ladies.  We supplied, you know?  So…

Interviewer:
From little girls, you worked?

M. Cincotta:
Eleven years (old), yes.

Interviewer:
From when you were small, like, six, seven, eight, did you pick the olives?

M. Cincotta:
No, after.  I was going to school.

Interviewer:
So, olives are in winter…

M. Cincotta:
They start in autumn.  We pick in November, something like that.

Interviewer:
OK.  And other times in the year, what did you do when the olives weren’t ready to pick?

M. Cincotta:
All sorts of things.  We had the animals.  Couple of sheep, and cows.  Couple of cows to do the ground, and a couple of donkeys.  It was a big family.  We sort of – we didn’t go to work but there was always plenty to do because we used to do a lot of things.  Work a lot (?).  It’s what we used to do.

Interviewer:
OK.  Did all the girls, when they were twelve, thirteen, go to teachers to learn sewing?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  I learnt a bit of everything.  A bit of sewing, a bit of fancywork, and we used to have a machine to do the linen and the blankets and all that…

Interviewer:
So you used to make all your own sheets, all your own blankets?

M. Cincotta:
My mother, she had to pay for some sometimes, to weave the things and to do the linen.  Sometimes we’d do, or sometimes she’d pay for it.  And on the farm, it’s like weeks – it’s a lot of work.  It’s different.  That time, we didn’t have the special machines to crush the wheat…the cows had to go round and round and round all day! (laughs) Oh, it’s a lot of work.  Different work.  (?) like very much, because we used to have the house and the farm, and the house to the town, to go if you were sick or going to church on Sunday, and you were supposed to come back there, you know?  Like, in the early days, my mother and father, they used to stay there in summer and go home in the winter, but (?the mother) was there all the time.  I didn’t like it very much.

Interviewer:
So in your days you stayed on the house on the farm?

M. Cincotta:
Yes, but we used to go home, too.  

Interviewer:
That’s like my grandmother.  Same thing.  They had the house where the olives were, and they had another house in the town. 

M. Cincotta:
Yes!

Interviewer:
And a lot of times, they used to stay in the house on the farm – 

M. Cincotta:
It’s more relax, because there wasn’t, like, a car or anything.  We’d walk half an hour by foot or donkey or something.

Interviewer:
When did you come to Australia, and why did you come here?

M. Cincotta:
Because my father – in the early days he went to New York, but at that time they used to go away and (come) back home.  And then my uncle was the same, and they knew, when we was in Italy, that you can’t progress very much with what’s here, and they sort of…I was, you know, I was 21.  I (?did) like living at home, but they told me I better come because my brother was here, and my brother married my cousin, and, you know. And I came out here.  I was 21.  I came here when I was 21.  I didn’t have any (?) or anything! (laughs) But that’s alright.

Interviewer:
Couldn’t you say no to your family?  “No, I don’t want to go”?

M. Cincotta:
Yes, but they didn’t really like sending me here, but they did that for my future, you know?  For my better future.  Like, come out here, we was in Mascot at the shop, there was a little baby there, there was a lot of work…my brother was employing somebody to work, and they had like…my uncle, my father,  my sister-in-law was there, and there was a lot of work to cook, to wash…no washing machine! (laughs) There was no washing machine, then you had to rinse them out.  (?) I mean, my sister-in-law, she was young and, you know…it wasn’t very easy.  Matter of fact, (?I have nerve) trouble now.

Interviewer:
Oh, really?

M. Cincotta:
Mm. Like, (?) my brother in the market.  And then I was…(laughs) I was sorry.  The (?press)…but anyway.

Interviewer:
So when you first came to Australia, you lived with your brother and his family in Mascot?

M. Cincotta:
In Mascot.

Interviewer:
That was a fruit shop they had there?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.

Interviewer:
And do you remember where in Mascot it was?  The name?

M. Cincotta:
No, I don’t know the name.  But it was in a shopping centre.

Interviewer:
OK. So, you had to help in the shop?

M. Cincotta:
In the shop, and it was hard because it was another language I had to learn.  Listen, and do all the work!  (laughs)

Interviewer:
So how did you go with working in the shop, and you’d just come to Australia and you didn’t know the language very well?  How did you manage?

M. Cincotta:
I picked it up bit by bit.  I remember my brother, he took me in the shop and said, “Beans, carrots, potatoes…”  all this, you know.  After a few weeks, it was no problem to serve a little bit.  No.

Interviewer:
And you had to help with the cooking and all the washing…were there other young Italian men who were staying with the family at the time as well, when you were working?

M. Cincotta:
I had another brother.  There was a brother three years older than me.  He’d had a bit of education in Italy, but then he couldn’t find a job, so he thought he’d come out here, and he was staying there too.  There were quite a few people.  My cousin was working there, and my uncle was living there, and my brother and the wife and the baby.  A lot of people.  And not much room! (laughs)

Interviewer:
Was the house behind the shop and upstairs?

M. Cincotta:
Upstairs, yes.

Interviewer:
The customers that came to the shop, were they nice to you?

M. Cincotta:
Mm.  Yes.  Next door was nice.  If I was going to church, I’d walk to church on Botany Road.  And after all these years, three or four nights ago we went back to the church for a funeral, somebody had died.  The son – the mother, she’d christened me, she’d christened me, my sister…I don’t know.  We was living near one another there, on the farm.  And the sort of…my mother christened their daughter.  It was very friendly.  Now, the son had died, and we went the funeral after all this time.  Beautiful church on Botany Road.

Interviewer:
Botany Road, Mascot?

M. Cincotta:
I think it’s next to (?) – I’m not really sure! (laughs)

Interviewer:
Alright.  Let’s go back to your early days here in Australia.  So, you said that you weren’t very happy sometimes…

M. Cincotta:
I missed my mother, and I was expecting a different life.  But my sister-in-law, she just…

Interviewer:
Did the shop have a name?

M. Cincotta:
No, I don’t remember.   I don’t know.

Interviewer:
But your brother’s name was (?Filacarmo)

M. Cincotta:
(?Filece Filacarmo).

Interviewer:
What year are we talking about here, when you fist came?

M. Cincotta:
’49.  1949.

Interviewer:
OK. Did you come by boat?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  One month (?).

Interviewer:
OK.  Do you remember the name of the boat?

M. Cincotta:
(?Vivaldi).

Interviewer:
Vivaldi.  Alright.  Once you were here in Australia for some time, how long was it before you met your husband?

M. Cincotta:
Only a couple of years.  I met him in 1951, and then we got married in 1952, in February.

Interviewer:
And how did your families know each other?  Or, how did you meet?

M. Cincotta:
Well, because he was friendly with my brother.  He’d come to see me, with his brother.  He’s got a brother (?pharmacist), and they came there one day.  And that’s all! (laughs)  More or less an arranged marriage.  An arranged marriage.  They say arranged marriage doesn’t work, but sometimes…that’s the way we’ve been brought up.

Interviewer:
That’s right.  OK.  So you got married in 1952.  And then, did you move and begin working in a fruit shop together?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  All the time!

Interviewer:
OK.  Which fruit shop was that, which you began together?

M. Cincotta:
Just here in Concord Road.  You know Concord West?  There’s the (?) shop there, with the residence and all, and we got married, and Dad built the house where we are now, in Ryde.  They built a house there for themselves, and then the father died the next year, 1953.  

Interviewer:
Tom’s father?  

M. Cincotta:
Mm.

Interviewer:
Your husband’s father.  Alright.  What was life like for a young married woman in a fruit shop?

M. Cincotta:
Well, I didn’t mind, because I’d been brought up with work, and so…it was a bit hard, because I’d have liked to have a day off, but we never had a day off.  We used to be busy on Sunday.  People would come to the hospital and stop there for drinks, ice creams, everything.  A bit hard.  But I didn’t mind work because I’d been at work all the time, and then I had the baby before 12 months.  She was born in – we got married in February, she was born in January.  It was alright.  It was good.  Then the father died, and the mother – there still was work for us, to come to the shop…had to cook for everyone!  Cook and cook and cook.  And I still cook!  Two hot meals a day! (laughs) 

Interviewer:
Do you have to cook twice a day?  Two different hot meals?

M. Cincotta:
No – in (?) I used to make, like, a big saucepan of chicken, chicken sort of stew thing.  Not really soup, but…and I’d put some in the freezer, some in the fridge, and then I’d cook a little spaghetti, and he’d have that.

Interviewer:
Alright.  In the shop in Concord Road, was the house with the shop?

M. Cincotta:
Yes, upstairs.  A nice residence.  The father was building – two shops there, and two residences after the War.  He’d been in Concord West – it’s Concord West here, not Concord.  Concord West.  And he’d been in Concord West for over sixty years.  Yes.  Over sixty years.  He was the oldest son in the family.  The mother was very close to him, which I think…(?) retired, and for the mother life would have been different! (Laughs) (?He wouldn’t listen to me, but he would listen to the mother!)

Interviewer:
With your shop, did you run it together?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.

Interviewer:
Did you have different jobs to do?  For example, what did your husband do in the shop, and what did you have to do in the shop?

M. Cincotta:
I used to open the shop in the morning, with a little baby.  Put in the walker, and I used to tie them up because otherwise she would run in the road! (laughs) Yes, I used to open the shop, and then the mother would come down, then he would come from the market, then I’d go and cook, and do the washing…work hard.  I mean, we’re well-off now, but he’s still got to work.  Not because he needs the money, but because he doesn’t know what to do with himself.

Interviewer:
OK.  Did the shop used to open about six o’clock in the morning? Seven o’clock in the morning?

M. Cincotta:
Seven o’clock.

Interviewer:
So the baby tied up to the walker…(laughs) And what about when – I think you had three children, didn’t you. What about with the second and third child?  It must have just been harder to get up in the morning and do all that.

M. Cincotta:
Yeah.  Yeah.  Oh, well, the mother used to help, like.  Matter of fact, I didn’t have a washing machine when I got married, and she used to take all the clothes – she had a washing machine at home. Then they bought me a washing machine! (laughs)

Interviewer:
In your shop, were they mainly Australian customers?

M. Cincotta:
Yes, that’s right.  It was a good shop.  There were a lot of orders to deliver.

Interviewer:
Did you sell any Italian vegetables?  Vegetables that Italian people like?

M. Cincotta:
Not like now, no.  It’s more like…Australian…(?) just up the road.  It was (?Parramatta Hostel), they call it (?) Hostel.

Interviewer:
OK.  So, I’m wondering if you ever spoke to your customers about Italian food?  Did any of them ever ask you about Italian food?

M. Cincotta:
Not really, no.  (laughs)

Interviewer:
OK. What else can you tell me about the years that you spent in the shop at Concord Road?

M. Cincotta:
There was…I remember when the father passed away, because he was well, we had a party at Ryde, the house, because it was my birthday, his sister’s birthday, and the mother’s birthday.  His sister’s on the 3rd, I’m on the 18th, and she was on the 9th.  We had a party.  And he was dancing all over the place with the baby, my first baby.  Then in the nighttime they ring up to the shop.  The father’s sick. So my husband and the brother – the brother would stay with us there, because he used to catch a train that went to (?Merrylands) to the shop.  He said he was sick.  He went to the market, and then they rang me up in the morning – his brother’s still there, and I said, “No, he’s gone.”  He’s dead!  He’s not well – they didn’t tell him he was dead.  See?  Then they sent the lady from the (?Corrini) Hospital to pick me up and take me there.  It was a shock, you know?  (?) And then she was sick.  And I coped with a lot, too, because she came down and I was going (?flat into) the work, and then she came and “Mary,” she said, “Do you know the number of the doctor?  I don’t feel well.”  Anyway, she got the doctor, the doctor arrived…I tried to move the (?lounge), from one chair to another chair, to another chair.  I got the blanket to cover her up, and she fall over. She fall, because she’d had a stroke.  I screamed, and the baby was in the pram, the young baby woke up and screamed (?).  Then they got the ambulance, and they took her to hospital, and on the way to the hospital, she died.  It was sad.  The father died in 1953, and she died in 1958.  So…that’s a big memory for me.  You don’t want to (?put these things in).

Interviewer:
If you like, I’ll leave that out.  If you like.

M. Cincotta:
No, no.  (?) (Laughs)

Interviewer:
OK.  After the Concord Road shop, then you and Tom bought Tom’s kiosk.  Is that right?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  But it was a little shop on the side here.  It wasn’t a big shop.  We used to open at ten o’clock in the morning. He used to do the markets for the other shop.  He’d worked hard.  But he wasn’t well.  Never been strong.  He’s lucky to be alive now, because (?) no good.  

Interviewer:
So you have the shop in Concord Road, and the kiosk as well?

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  But (?) market there.  I used to come to the little shop here at ten o’clock in the morning, after I get the children to school.   But then, 1965, we built – this was all backyard.  We was (?allowed) to build the shop, but then we built the big shop in 1965.  We used to be very, very busy.  Now it’s not so busy, but it’s better because otherwise we couldn’t cope, you know?

Interviewer:
So you were living in this house here…

M. Cincotta:
Yes.  This house had been renovated when we came here, 1958.  It was an old house.  There was a little kitchen down here, in this room, and then we built a big kitchen here and it was alright.  Then in 1978 we left the shop for two years.  His sister took the shop and took the house, and she did that (?) because we kept the house there, the house was leased, and we kept the house and shifted there.  And then, about twelve or fifteen years ago, this house was renovated again, which is comfortable, you know?  Then it was empty.  Now the grandchildren are here!

Interviewer:
OK.  So the first shop you had, the kiosk, was stuck onto this house at the front here – 

M. Cincotta:
Not “stuck” but it was just on the (?front).  And (?) couple of children here.  You know?  But in 1965 we built the big shop.  It was all backyard there.

Interviewer:
With the shop, when you first opened it here, did you sell fruit?

M. Cincotta:
We didn’t open the shop.  It was two older people, like…because this was a repatriation hospital, and here was war…he went on the war, and he was allowed to open the kiosk here, and the daughter, she was living across the road, and the daughter was running it for them, because they were two older people, but then the daughter couldn’t do anymore, so they sold out, the property and all, and we bought it in 1958.  In 1965, we built the big shop.  But we didn’t open the kiosk. It was open here, from the war – a soldier, he was in the war, or something…

Interviewer:
A returned soldier?

M. Cincotta:
A returned soldier, yes.  Because this was a repatriation hospital before.  We couldn’t open, but he did.  Just a little kiosk.  And he used to come to the other fruit shop to get the fruit, to sell the fruit.  Not a very big quantity.  We still don’t sell a big quantity there.  Just if somebody wants (something) for lunch, or…

Interviewer:
Alright.  So, once you finished from the Concord Road shop, you didn’t have much with fruit and vegetables?  You finished the fruit and vegetables?  Here in the kiosk, you didn’t sell much fruit?

M. Cincotta:
No, not much.  Just a few good fruit.  We still sell not as much.

Interviewer:
I want to go back to – 

(Side B)

Interviewer:
- the shop at Mascot.  I just want to find out a little bit about that.  Were there a lot of Italians in Mascot at the time you were there?

M. Cincotta:
No.  I knew an Italian lady, she was living in Maroubra there somewhere.  She used to sew.  I’ve still got the dresses, and my daughter has the dresses! (laughs) I’ve still got dresses she use to sew for us, for me and my sister-in-law.  An Italian lady.  But that’s all. I don’t remember much.  Maybe there were some other Italian people there, which was very friendly, too.  I never remember what sort of shop they had.  A different shop.  I used to be very friendly…she’s sick now.  She used to ring up sometimes.

Interviewer:
OK.  So, your family out here was your two brothers, yourself…did you have any sisters who were out here?

M. Cincotta:
No.  At that time, no.  But again, I don’t know exactly when my sister came.  It must have been in the sixties, I think.  She came, and now she’s in Collaroy.  She’s not well.  Then in 1960, we went back to Italy, and we went to America, and my mother and father came out here and lived in this house for a while.  But 1960, then the little – ten years, and then they died, because my father (?) when he died.  We went back to Italy…

Interviewer:
So you left the kiosk with – 

M. Cincotta:
The little one, the little one with the uncle, Tommy’s uncle.  They came and lived in this house here, and looked after the shop for us.

Interviewer:
What was it like for you?  Did you visit your town?

M. Cincotta:
Yeah, (?).  And then we were supposed to go to America.  We did go to America, and then (Tom went) from America to England, then from England to Italy to pick up my mother and father.  And I came out here with the two children.

Interviewer:
Straight from America?

M. Cincotta:
From America to here.

Interviewer:
And Tom went the other way?

M. Cincotta:
Tom went back, to pick up my mother and father.  Then he came back.  

Interviewer:
OK.  What was it like, going back to your town after so many years?

M. Cincotta:
It wasn’t very long.  It was, like. 1960 – eleven years after.  It wasn’t very long.  We took two children with us.  We left one here with my sister.  Oh, my other sister came here in 1959.  I forgot that.  She’s married, too. She married somebody from there, came out here – go home and get married, that’s what (?we used to do) and come back.  I had a sister here.  And then by 1970 my oldest sister came here, with her husband and a daughter.  Now she’s in a nursing home.  She’ll be 93 in December.

Interviewer:
OK.  So, one by one your family came out.

M. Cincotta:
Yes, we’ve only got the one brother there. One brother.  He’s 82.  We’re all old people now!

Interviewer:
For your parents, it must have been hard to come to a new country when they were fairly old people.

M. Cincotta:
They loved to come here, because (?we were all) here, more or less, but then they wanted to go back home, but they were too old.  Yes.  It was hard.

Interviewer:
It would be difficult.  Over the years, have you seen change in the way people shop for the fruit and vegetables?

M. Cincotta:
I think people like more vegetables and fruit now, I think.  Mm.  Earlier, we used to sell a lot of (?) and that, but not much now.

Interviewer:
And why do you think Italians, more than any other group, got into the fruit and vegetable shops when they came to Australia?

M. Cincotta:
Because it’s (?the only) work, like…because, for the (?) come with no English, and it’s (?) other jobs, you know?  Got to have…like, a fruit shop or…no, not everybody.  Not everybody had a fruit shop.  For some, they’d go and work in a factory, or different things.  But you can’t have an office job if you can’t read and write.  Most of us, we only went to school about five years.  That’s what they used to do there.  And that’s not enough to pick up English very well.  You can manage to talk, but it’s very hard to write.  To read, it’s not too bad, but to write, it’s not very easy.  So that’s all you can do.  But with the children now – we’ve got three daughters, they’ve all got the education.  It’s different. Two of them are pharmacists, and the older one, she’s a high school  teacher.  Science teacher.

Interviewer:
So why didn’t the next generation continue in the fruit shops?

M. Cincotta:
Because it’s hard.  It’s long hours, and nobody likes long hours.  It looks like, now, the older generation will pass away and the younger generation will…they (?don’t like) to work so hard or so long, because (?they can do) better.  They were born here…they can do better.

Interviewer:
OK.  In Australia now, there are hardly any Italian fruit shops.  In Sydney.  Very few.  Where, thirty years ago, one in every three fruit shops was Italian.  

M. Cincotta:
Yes.

Interviewer:
What’s happened to all the fruit shops?

M. Cincotta:
What’s happened – it’s like now.  Before, like, the supermarkets never used to open late.  At half past five, everything shut.  Now, it’s open all night.  And they have everything there, so the people would just go in one stop and do the shopping.  And the fruit shops have got to close.  That’s (?what it is), you know?  We’re lucky here, because a lot of people from the hospital.  Otherwise you can’t survive anymore.  

Interviewer:
But the supermarket, the quality of the fruit, is not good at all…

M. Cincotta:
It’s not good at all, but still, the people, they don’t like to (?), but they don’t care about the (?), a good mandarin…they don’t want to pay the money, I suppose.  If you want to pay the money, OK, but not everybody…people who have half a dozen children, three or four children, they can’t afford to buy good fruit.  They’ve got to buy the (?) ones. That’s (?how things are).

Interviewer:
The last thing I want to ask you is, when you came to Australia and…say in the 1940’s, 50’s and 60’s, most Australians didn’t know about Italian food and Italian vegetables, but now Italian food is very popular.  Number one food.  What’s happened, do you think, in that thirty, forty, years to change?

M. Cincotta:
It’s because I feel like we’re a lot of Italians here, and there’s a lot of Italian restaurants, and they try and…but Greek food is good, and now Chinese with the rice.  All the things….it’s sort of everything you see on television, like the shows, different cooking…Wednesday night on Channel 2, eight o’clock, there’s half an hour there, that cooking (show)…food is (?) thing, anyway! (laughs)

Interviewer:
Some people say that the Australians learnt to like Italian food – 

M. Cincotta:
Yeah, like olive oil.

Interviewer:
- from the Italian fruit shops.  They say that Australians learnt about Italian food from Italian fruiterers.

M. Cincotta:
That’s right.  And the delicatessens – there’s one in North Strathfield, they’ve got (?), busy, busy, busy.  (?) they’ve got all different things there.  Very good.  Very nice.

Interviewer:
OK.  But in your fruit shop, you didn’t have many Australians who asked about Italian vegetables or Italian food?

M. Cincotta:
Not really, no.  No.  They had books.  They watched on television.  They learnt it from everywhere.  

Interviewer:
That’s an interesting point.  OK.  Can you remember anything about your time in the fruit shops that I haven’t asked you about, and you would like to speak about it?

M. Cincotta:
About the Italian fruit shops…it’s hard work!  Hard work, you know?  My husband is a workaholic.

Interviewer:
He’s a workaholic? (laughs) I know what I didn’t ask you.  I didn’t ask you to describe to me what your shop, the fruit and vegetable shop in Concord Road, what that looked like.  If I go into the shop, where did you have everything?

M. Cincotta:
On the right side was where we stacked the fruit, the beautiful stacks of fruit.  On the left side was a big window with all the vegetables.  On the middle side was a big fridge with ice cream, biscuits, chocolates, everything.  And at that time we used to have big tins of ice cream, you know?  We used to scoop and make the cone.  There were things there.  Milkshakes.  You know milkshakes, with the big enameled glass?  Yeah.  A lot of work.  A lot of work! (laughs)

Interviewer:
What about windows?  Did you have to make them look beautiful with the stacks of fruit?

M. Cincotta:
Yes. We had stacked fruit on one side, and on the other side all the vegetables in the window.  Vegetables.  Like, spinach, beans, (?), parsnips…in the window, so people could see from the outside.  Oh, it was a lovely shop.  

Interviewer:
It must have been hard work, though, because you didn’t have self-service.  

M. Cincotta:
No.  No self-service, no.  Not like now.  No.

Interviewer:
OK.  So how many people worked in the shop?

M. Cincotta:
Me and my husband, and the mother.  We always had men.  Sometimes we had a cousin there, another time we had a different man to do the market because he was strong.  That’s why we came here, because (Tom) wasn’t very well.  And when my young daughter was born, she was born in 1957, he had a stone on the kidney, and the specialist only gave him six months to live, but he goes to the (?herbalist) every three or four weeks.  You’ve got to go to (?), the herbalist, and he drinks that, and he has the vitamins…and he has a massage once a week.  And that’s the way he believes – and he keeps going, like that.  I don’t know…

Interviewer:
I understand.

M. Cincotta:
He doesn’t drink, he doesn’t smoke, he doesn’t gamble. Work, work, work! (laughs)

Interviewer:
And you have to work, work, work, with him!

M. Cincotta:
I don’t know if you’ve got to put all this (?).

Interviewer:
And you’ve got to work with him?

M. Cincotta:
And I have to work with him.  I’ve been brought up with work.  Our custom is, when you get married, it’s for better or for worse.  That’s – (?) I keep it going!  I keep it going.  (laughs) Every year, the same!  Because nobody (?).  If it’s not one thing, it’s another.  But we’ve been away a lot of times.  In 1960 we had a lovely trip, I bring my mother and father.  In ’78, again, we went to America, where we met my brother in England, we had a tour of Europe…in ’78 we went back again because the young daughter, 1960, we left with my sister, and he said to her, “When you’re grown up, I’ll take you around the world.”  But ’78 (?) it was her last year at university.  She couldn’t come.  But we went just the same.  Then in ’78 we went back again and took her.  We went from here to America.  Travelled around the (?New World), Washington…we went everywhere. Everywhere.  It was good.  Then from there we went to Italy, England…and in ’96 we went to (?Alaska!)  Because we were told (?) time all the time.  Then again, my daughter came, and we went to Los Angeles, to the Grand Canyon, to New York…relatives there.  Then went to Washington – it’s beautiful there.  Then went to Alaska.  That was in ’96.  In ’99 we went to the Holy Land. He never used to go to church.  After that, he goes to church now on Sunday.  The Holy Land.  We flew to Italy, went and saw my brother, then we met a group in Milan and we went to the Holy Land, then we went to (?) then we went to Egypt, and then we came home.  We came home in time for the funeral for my nephew.  He got killed in a car accident.  That’s my older sister’s son.  A good man, but a dead man.

Interviewer:
Are you thinking of selling the shop after all these years?  Are you thinking of finishing the shop?

M. Cincotta:
I don’t know.  He’s not well.  He (?has a cold).  On Friday morning he came home and rang me up and said, “I’m freezing cold. Can you come early?”  And I put him to bed, and (?) cousin, his cousin rang up and they talked and he said, “He might have a temperature.”  I have a thermometer here – (?I couldn’t remember) if I had one or not, but I took his temperature and he had a temperature, so he had to stay in bed all day.  Then on Saturday – lucky, lucky – it was school holidays, so my granddaughter came.  We managed.  Then (?Saturday) morning my daughter opened the shop and came here at four o’clock, and then on Sunday morning my granddaughter opened the shop again…I think it’s because he gets a lot of chills.  That’s in the shop.  They have drafts, the coolrooms, in the mornings at the market.  I don’t know if we’ve got to go.  He’d like to stay here, but I don’t know.  He doesn’t know himself.  That’s why – this is a lovely house, and it’s empty because of the guy with the shop.  It’s near the shop.  He didn’t put anybody…so if you’ve got to get out of the house, you’ve got to get out of the shop.

Interviewer:
Thank you very much.  Thank you.  I appreciate your time to talk to me.

M. Cincotta:
Yeah.  I don’t know if you want to put all these things…whatever you think…put them in…

(Recording ceased)
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