Frank Galluzo, 11th December 2001

Interviewed by Kim Paul
__________________________________________________________________________

Interviewer:
This is an interview of Mr. Frank Galluzo, being conducted at (?) fruit shop on Glebe Point Road, Glebe, on 11th December 2001.  The interview is being conducted by Kim Paul for the Italian Fruiterers’ History Project. This is tape number one.  Thank you very much, Mr. Galluzo.  I was wondering if you could start by telling me a few details about where you were born, and when you were born.

Frank:
I was born in (?), South of Italy.  A mountain town.  Born on 25th June, 1926.  And I was there, living with my mother and eight kids.  My dad had emigrated to Australia in 1927.  Left me as a baby, six months old.  And it took him eight years to be able to save to bring us out here.  We arrived here in October 14th, I think it was, 1934.  I was six years of age.  
Interviewer:
And when your parents first came to Australia, what did they do?

Frank:
My dad came first.  He came as an immigrant, and went looking for work.  He found work in a shop along Glebe Point Road, at (?111) Glebe Point Road. It was known as Arena Brothers.  And he worked there for about eight years.

Interviewer:
Was that a fruit shop as well?

Frank:
Oh, yes.  He worked in the biggest fruit shop in Sydney.  They had full-timers, up to eleven men working there.  One lived at, I think, 88 – it’s a restaurant now, and they lived in the house, they had a business in (?Mitchell) Street, (?), and he worked there for eight years.  He broke away for a little while, and went to try his luck on a farm out at North Ryde.  He went broke there and he came back to work for the same people, at 111 Glebe Point Road.  The Arena Brothers fruitery.

Interviewer:
And when did he go out on his own?

Frank:
He went out on his own two weeks before we arrived.  We bought the shop we’re living in now in July 1934.  It was a hundred and thirty pounds – which was a lot of money in those days, because we were only earning two pounds a week, for eighty hours’ work.  He came up to here, and he set the shop up, and he started off.  He battled and battled, because the Arena brothers down the road were very upset with him for trying to open up a shop (?) “I’ll get a few clients,” because they had a tremendous business.  They used to go to the markets twice a day!  (?) used to come home with a load of veges, and at two o’clock they’d go back and bring home a load of fruit.  Tremendous business. They supplied the University in those days.  
Interviewer:
And so you set up here?

Frank:
Yes, in July ’34.

Interviewer:
How many of you were there?

Frank:
Just me and my mum, who arrived here on October 10th, on the (? El Tranto).  I remember the ship!

Interviewer:
The (?El Tranto)?

Frank:
Yes.  (?), it was.

Interviewer:
Do you remember what your first thoughts were about Sydney, when you first arrived?

Frank:
When I arrived in Sydney, the first port of call was Melina’s mother and father.  They had a barber shop, which was only about a hundred yards from where (?), so we actually walked up to their place, and we had the most magnificent dinner.  I’d never seen so much food in my life!

Interviewer:
And Melina is Mr. Galluzo’s wife?

Frank:
Now.  She wasn’t then! (laughs) (?) as much as I know now! (?)
Interviewer:
So as a young boy you walked up the hill – 

Frank:
(?)

Interviewer:
Up the road, and had this fantastic lunch – 

Frank:
At Melina’s home.  Mr. and Mrs. Arena.  And we had (?) bread rolls, chicken, (?), which I’d never seen before.  I certainly ate that night!

Interviewer:
I bet you did.

Frank:
I was ill when I arrived here.  I had problems with one of my legs.  In the groin, they’d taken out some tumours from the groin, and I was (?) on the boat, and then by the time we got here it had become infected.  So when I arrived here I was quite ill.  And eventually I had to go to hospital.  This happened two or three weeks later on, of course, after I arrived.
Interviewer:
So from there, you went home to the shop?

Frank:
Dad and I, we ate there, and then at the back of the truck – there was a truck (?) – we sat at the back of the truck and we arrived here at 187 Glebe Point Road, Glebe, and that was the shop.  When we got inside the shop, - the shop was really an amazing thing to me.  I’d never seen a fruit shop.  And we started (?).   But Dad would battle for a long time, because things were tough.  I’m going back to 1934.  Just during the Depression days, and getting over the Depression.  (?)  We arrived, and there was no lino on the floor.  Bare walls.  No furniture in the house.  There were only four chairs.  And (?) we had to get wooden boxes to sit on!
Interviewer:
Was the house upstairs?

Frank:
(?).  An old house made of (?fibro), mainly.  Fibro and (?).  And we had – the (?) in the yard, a little backyard, with the toilet right at the back, near the lane…the (?bath) we used to cover with Hessian bags…
Interviewer:
I remember them.

Frank:
Put the washing in the backyard.  (?) and a washing board.  We had a copper in the bathroom.  We used to boil the water for the bath.

Interviewer:
The house was basically where we are now?
Frank:
Where we are now.

Female:
Not here!

Frank:
No, it was further (?up).  We knocked the house down in 1954.  We rebuilt.

Interviewer:
What did you do then, when you first came?

Frank:
Well, I (?) and I was separated from my mother – and I’d been living with her all my life – and I was always hungry.   I never seemed to have enough food.
Interviewer:
And you were in hospital.

Frank:
I went to the hospital three weeks after I arrived.  They took the groin – they took that part out.  I was there almost seven months, and (?) at the Children’s Hospital.  I remember a Dr. Rogers operated on me. In the hospital – I went in not knowing a word of English.  I’ll never forget: my first words in English today I learnt from this patient next to me.  I used to talk to him, thinking that he understood me.  I always talked to him in my language.  Poor fella didn’t understand me!  And I thought (?)!  Every time I’d want to call him, he’d say, “Me no understand!” (laughs) It was quite an experience.  My (?mum) used to come and visit me.  The visits for children at that time was two hours, from two to four, every Sunday.  No other visits.  But not for (?mum).  She used to present herself at the ward with a bunch of flowers and a bag of fruit!  They’d say, “Oh, no, you can’t!”  She’d smile and (?they’d understand what she wanted).  They’d say, “Alright.  Five minutes.”  (?) come and sit for five minutes besides the Sunday.
Interviewer:
And this was seven months, you were in hospital?

Frank:
Almost seven months.  I went in in November, and I think I came out in early June.  

Interviewer:
And what happened then?

Frank:
Then I came back and I went to school.  They took me down to the school, to the public school, and I was put in third class.  By that time I was nearly nine.  They put me in third class and the teacher was quite a nice guy.  Mr. (?Gobbins), his name was.  I’ll never forget him.  Mr.  (?Gobbins).  He tried to (?insinuate) me with the rest of the children.  My English wasn’t too bad.  I could make myself understood, because I learnt in hospital. Seven months away from my mum and dad, I picked up the English language because I had no other language!  I’d only see them once a week.  Mum, I used to see for five minutes on a Wednesday.  By the time I went to school, I could almost understand what they were talking about.  I couldn’t speak any English, but I could understand what they were (saying).  Gradually I improved, and I finished up going to the final year – Year Eight was the final year then.  Then if you wanted to continue, you would have to go to Ultimo College or Newtown.  So I went to Ultimo for about two months, and then I left.  I had to help Dad in the shop.
Interviewer:
So you came then to work in the shop?

F. Yes.  I was fifteen.

Interviewer:
And tell me about life in the shop then.  What was it like?

Frank:
It was alright.  I worked, and I used to open the shop at seven in the morning.  We used to shut at eleven at night.  We used to have to wait for the picture show to shut, the (?) show, because people might come by and want a bit of fruit at eleven o’clock.  We’d try to get everything to look good.  The fruit and vegetables (?were cheap).  (?) selling potatoes, twenty-eight pounds for a shilling!  There was a (?cut price war) at that time. Mainly, the potatoes were ten pounds for a shilling for (?), and fourteen pounds for a shilling for Bismarks, and they all came from Tasmania.  Tasmanian potatoes.  Onions were tuppence a pound, pumpkin a penny a pound. Beans, they weren’t over sixpence.  (?You couldn’t sell them.)  Tomatoes, (?).

Interviewer:
The picture theatre you were talking about – 

Frank:
(?)

Interviewer:
That’s the Valhalla?

Frank:
Yes, that’s right.  (?) before the war, but well after we arrived here.
Interviewer:
And when did you go to the markets?  Did your father go to the markets – 

Frank:
Every day.  Every day, he used to go back home and he used to have a (?) to bring his stuff home for a while, then he bought an old (?) car.  You know those (?)?
Interviewer:
Yes.

Frank:
And he made a flat top out of it.  And he used to go to the markets and bring things home, until things got bad and it (?caught fire, the car.)   But he got rid of the car, because it was costing more to run than he was earning.  Because it was breaking down all the time.  Then he used to have, all the time, a carrier.  Different carriers.  A couple of fruit shops, they had their own truck, and we used to hire space on the truck to bring our own, because things were (?grim).  We couldn’t do anything else.
Interviewer:
So this was about what year?  Do you remember?

Frank:
That would be about 1936, ’37.  I was still only a boy then.  I (?) until ’42.  8th April, 1942.

Interviewer:
Tell me about then.

Frank:
When I started work?  Well, Dad – he was a very severe – what do you call – 

Interviewer:
Emphysema?

Frank:
Emphysema in the chest, very, very bad.  He was a strong smoker, smoked four packets of cigarettes a day. He wasn’t well.  Mum and I used to go to the markets.  He used to stay home and tell us what the prices were, and practically he’d go to bed.  Mum and I used to (?) and…we did well.  Before, Dad was doing well on his own.  We struggled for a while, but we got on in time.  Every day it was a couple of shillings extra.  If you made ten shillings in one day, it was big money.  Today, that would be a lot of money.  You could buy a lot of (?) for three shillings.  I remember going to the markets with five pounds, and we’d fill up the truck.  Apples (?).  (?), one and six a case.  (?) shillings, (?) pounds.  Potatoes would be a few pounds a ton.
Interviewer:
So there you are, you and your mum are running the shop, with Dad – 

Frank:
With Dad’s help.  We went well.  We did extra well with Mum. My mother was a worker, and a thinker.  (?If Dad didn’t like our ideas), she would quick and lively send him to bed, (?)! (laughs).  She used to say, (?) Come on, let’s go!”  (?)

Interviewer:
How were your ideas different from your dad’s?

Frank:
I was more progressive.  (?) in those days.  Yes, I used to think, “Lete’s see, let’s do this, do that…I’m sure we can do better than this.”  I used to walk somewhere, and wherever I saw a fruit shop I’d pull up and look into it, and work it out…”I can do that.  Why can’t I do that?”  That was the attitude I had.

Interviewer:
Were you selling different vegetables and – 

Frank:
Oh, yes.  In those days, capsicum, eggplant…people used to say, “What are they?  What do you do with them?”  I always remember Dad used to buy a case of capsicum or a case of eggplant, and by Sunday we’d always have to cook and eat them, because nobody bought them!”  Even mushrooms.  Nobody knew what they were!  Just the bananas, the apples, the pumpkin, the potato.  Cabbages.  We used to get a lot of cabbages, a lot of cauliflowers, a lot of spinach…

Interviewer:
So slowly, people like you and your dad and your mum, introduced…

Frank:
(?) middle of the shop.  We introduced spaghetti.  You could buy a box of spaghetti for about five shillings, and we’d sell it for (?a shilling a pound).  It used to be, I think, twenty-two pounds, spaghetti in a box, and I think we paid ten shillings for it.  We said, “We’ll sell it for a shilling a pound.”  “What do you do with this?”  We used to tell them.

Interviewer:
And they’d come back and buy more?

Frank:
Not really.  (?) But it started it off.  I remember with zucchinis, people were slow…we used to try to tell them, and we’d sell them four for sixpence.  (?) pound.  Four zucchini for sixpence.  It caught on.  It caught on.  (?) immigration.  Not so much immigration, but people going overseas traveling, and trying new things, what they were, and they’d come back…and getting involved with them...(?) and they’d come back and want to eat the same food.

Interviewer:
I’d like to take you back a bit to the war period.  Can you tell me a little bit about what it was like to be – 

Frank:
It was horrible.  It was horrible.  I can remember in front of the shop – it only happened once – (?) in the front, picking them up and throwing them in the shop, calling out “Dagos!  Why don’t you go back to where you came from?”  The discrimination was horrible.  I can tell you that.  At school, (?) sitting next to me in class. When the war broke out they’d give me dirty looks, as if I was the enemy.  As a matter of fact, the teacher, in an assembly, spoke about this.  He said he didn’t want to see any of this going on here, but it went on.  It went on.

Interviewer:
Were there many other Italian boys at your school?

Frank:
I can only remember two more.  The (?Ortalo) boys.  They’re the only ones I can remember.  The (?Ortalo) boys and myself, were the only ones who were of Italian descent at school.

Interviewer:
And were they from – 

Frank:
Another part of Italy.  

Interviewer:
From the south?

Frank:
No, they were from the Islands.  Sicily.  Yes.

Interviewer:
And did they have a shop around here?

Frank:
Yes, across the road.  (?)

Interviewer:
(?) and what sort of shop was that?

Frank:
A fruit shop.  There were thirteen fruit shops in Glebe Point Road.

Interviewer:
Thirteen fruit shops?

Frank:
Thirteen fruit shops!

Interviewer:
But the Arena Brothers were the biggest?

Frank:
They were the biggest.  They were.

Interviewer:
Thirteen fruit shops!  It’s unimaginable.  There’s one now.

Frank:
Everybody was struggling.  Getting (?) out of it.  Cook a lot of old fruit and vegetables.  My mother used to cook a lot of old fruit and vegetables.

Interviewer:
I can imagine.  So, during the war it was tough, and there was a lot of discrimination too?

Frank:
A lot of discrimination.  (?Very tough people).  (?) I had an uncle who was like a brother to me, because my mother reared him, and he (?) Australian Army.  (?) firearms, but loading and unloading ships and all this.  He volunteered.  I can always remember there was a lady when this was group was (?performing) in front of the shop.  This lady by the name of Mrs. Lewis.  I’ll never forget it.  And she got up and she gave them hell.  She said, “You leave them alone!  They’ve done nothing to you!  As a matter of fact, one of their boys are fighting with our boys!  How can you boys fight?”  So things quietened down, you know?  I’ll never forget it.  Her son still come into the shop.  He’ll come into the shop.  (?) I’m going back sixty-odd years.  

Interviewer:
What was the supply of fruit and vegetables like during the war?

Frank:
There was (?deliveries).  There was a little bit of a shortage.  Mainly potatoes, onions, apples.  Sometimes (?) could grow would go to the armed forces, and we had to be rationed out.  (?) rationed out.  And things were quite dreadful.  Plenty of (?) around.  Plenty of casualties and things.  Things were scarce, too.  (?) was very scarce.  (?) like pumpkin and things like that.

Interviewer:
So what happened after that period?  You were still at school…

Frank:
I was at school until 1942, and then I came into the business with Mum and Dad.  And we just worked and worked.  (?) things improved.  They improved a lot.  People would (?), still things were bigger.  I’ll never forget, one night we were having dinner in the back of the shop.  This fella, drunk as he was, (?) sat at the table.  And my father looked at him and (?) “I don’t want no problems.”  He said to my father, “(?)”.  (?) handle it.”  So (?) at the table, (?) at the same time.  The following night he tried to do it again.  My father met him at the door and said, “What do you want?”  He said, “Get (?out)!”  My father got a big stick, and hit him on the back with a stick, and he ran for his life.  We never saw him again.  My father said, “I fixed him!” (?) not going to put up with this.  (?) people pushing you around.  He said, “I’m not going to take it from you.”
Interviewer:
What initially made your dad choose Australia?

Frank:
Because (?) to go to America, because all his other brothers were in America.  He couldn’t get to America, for immigration reasons, so he went to Argentina.  He stayed there about twenty months, and (?with his brother) tried to contact somebody (?in the game), contraband, and he was going to America from Argentina on a ship.  He wasn’t supposed to be there, but their brothers had organized things from the other end: (?go to) America and they would take care of things.  But unfortunately the boat broke down (?).  When (?) they asked him what he was doing on the ship.  He said, “I thought I was going to Italy!”  But he knew where he was going.  He said, “I couldn’t take Argentina anymore.  I thought I was going back to Italy!  Going back to my home town!” Anyway, because of what he said, they got him on a boat to Italy and sent him to his home town!  And when he got there, he started to look at emigrating again, because he didn’t feel like trying again for America.  Australia was on the list, and he decided to come to Australia.  He just came with a suitcase, and off he went.  Forty-five days, it took him to get here.  On a boat.
Interviewer:
And he basically knew people here in Australia?

Frank:
There were other townfolks that were here from (?the home town) and when he arrived there was one or two people who met him and showed him the way, where to go.  And then, “You’re on your own!”  He went and worked on the farm there for five shillings a day, and (?), because there was no other work around.  If there was other work, the Australians had priority for the jobs available.  He wasn’t Australian, so he couldn’t get into a factory or a government job or anything where you could earn money. Half the time, some of the Italians that were here used to get you a job and you had to sling back a little back to them for giving you the job.  Then after six months they’d sack you and put somebody else – 

(Side B begins)
Frank:
- in your place! (?) And there wasn’t…but we got along.  We (?were living in it).  That’s why it took him eight years to save a hundred pounds for Mum and myself to come out here.  It cost him sixty pounds for the day.  Forty pounds for Mum and twenty pounds for me.  Then he bought the shop for thirty.  And another ten pounds to buy the stock.  We survived.

Interviewer:
So you were in the shop at wartime.  You’re now working in the shop?

Frank:
I don’t work much now, because of my health.  My mind’s quite good, but my body (?).  I’ve only got one leg.  Half a foot!  I’m just about losing my eyesight.  The reason I go down to the shop is not so much to work, but to get away from everything.

Interviewer:
That’s fantastic.  Can I just take you back to that period when you and your mum were working in the shop just after the war?

Frank:
Before the war.  And during the war.

Interviewer:
You talked a little bit about what was available, what it was like…what was that period like, just after the war?

Frank:
After the war it was very, very good.  People made lots of money.  We made very good progress, because it’s amazing, the money that was available.  Soldiers coming back from the war, (?) pay.  And the money was there.  The stuff wasn’t.  You could almost sell anything.  Even lemonade – unless you had an empty bottle, you couldn’t buy a full bottle.  You had to (?replace) it. If you wanted a bottle of lemonade, you had to bring the empty bottle in and we could give you a full one, because there wasn’t enough to go around.  Just after the war – I’ll be honest with you, we saw more money then than we ever, ever saw in our lives.  I think, matter of fact, it was after the war that my brother bought a property, his first property, out at Clovelly.  He eventually sold it to build his own at Burwood, but I remember he paid fifteen hundred pounds, which was a lot of money.  He was able to save it.  It wasn’t so much my Dad, I think it was my Mum who saved the money.  I’m very sure of that.  My mother, she was illiterate, she never went to school in her life, but you couldn’t put one over her!  You couldn’t put one over her!  You could put it over my dad, but you could never put it over my mum!
Interviewer:
(laughs) So you must have been working pretty hard?

Frank:
Oh, yes.  I’d open the shop up at seven o’clock, and I’d be there until at least ten o’clock at night, and sometimes open until eleven o’clock.  I used to be there all day.
Interviewer:
What was the shop like there?  How had it changed?

Frank:
Oh, it was two windows, a door in the middle, and a large, large-ish, quite a big room…at the back of the shop we had (?) and then (?) upstairs.  It was very dilapidated, but (?).  (?Corrigan’s) mother owned it, she owned the property.  Then she died.  (?Al) decided to sell.  (?The place caught fire.)  It was going to be rebuilt, then he changed his mind.  His mother died, and he’d sell.  So we bought the place for two thousand, nine hundred and forty pounds.
Interviewer:
Was it the same as the shop is now?

Frank:
Oh, no.  We built that shop.

Interviewer:
Sure, but the same sort of area, though?

Frank:
No.  It was much smaller.  Much smaller.  About half the size.  We knocked it down in 1954.  Right to the foundations!  And we effectively built it.  It got bigger later on. We extended it out the back.  Where we’re selling pineapples now, used to be our dining room!  And where we weigh things up, is where the stairs came upstairs.
Interviewer:
At the front of the shop?

Frank:
At the back of the shop.

Interviewer:
At the back of the shop, where you weigh things up, used to be upstairs…OK.  So, we’re now in the sort of fifties, and, as you said, it’s a time of great prosperity – 

Frank:
Very much so.

Interviewer:
What’s the stock like?  Is it different to – 

Frank:
People started to get to know the new vegetables and the new fruits, and all these things.  People would return from overseas, there was a lot of people coming back from overseas after the war.  A lot of people had been in Libya, in Egypt, in Greece – they learnt to eat their food, and they brought it back because they wanted to have it here.  Things progressed from there.
Interviewer:
And you’re still working in the shop.  How many other people were in the shop with you at that stage?  You and your mum – 

Frank:
We had one outside, only.  Mum herself, and Dad.  All that (?) came in later on.  For a while, there was only Mum and Dad and I.  We never stopped.  (?) We knew the job had to be done.  We got up and did it.  (?) scrub the floors, (?), a couple of old towels, scrub the floors and (?wind) it up.
Interviewer:
And were there still thirteen fruit shops in Glebe Point Road?

Frank:
Oh, yes.  Up until the 1950’s.  Yes. The first one was (?Chapman’s) near Glebe Point.  The next one was down there, just before Forsyth Street.  There was one after Forsyth Street, on the corner, next to (?).  There was one that opened up between Forsyth and (?Berry) Road, and there was the (?Bundy) – they called it the (?Bundy), it used to be known as the (?Bundy), because all the tram drivers would bundy in.
Interviewer:
Where that other old fruit shop (?) use to be?

Frank:
No, opposite the (?homeopathic) hospital.  You know where that is?

Interviewer:
Oh, yes.

Frank:
And there was another one just after (?Mulberry) Street.  And there was (?) on Bridge Road, then there was us, then there was (?El Cardo), then there was Arena…there was only one (?English) people who owned a fruit shop, just before (?) Street.  Then there was one, Lombardo used to be there, before Franklins Street.  And then (?) one just past (?) Street there. A  tiny little one.  And then there were corner shops all around that sold (?).  Little corner shops.  Like the corner – (?).  (?) used to be there. 
Interviewer:
And did your mum and dad cook mainly from the vegetables in the shop, and use the stock for – 

Frank:
(?).  If it looked like it was going off, we’d just cook it, you know?  But it was quite good.  Well, we were reared not to waste.  My mum would cut a slice of bread in halves, and put half (?) and half for dinner.  (?)  Of course, we were good.  And my grandmother…I can remember my grandmother calling me home, on my way home from my other grandmother, calling me in on my way home.  I’d go in and she’d give me a slice of bread to take home.  If I wasn’t on my own, she wouldn’t give me anything, because she couldn’t afford to give the other boy a slice.  So she said to me once, “If you’re on your own, come in and get a slice.  But if you’ve got anyone with you, just say goodnight to me.”  I made sure that nobody came with me, then! (laughs) I did, too!  I’ll never forget it!  Uncle (?) used to say, “I’ll take you home.”  I’d say, “No, please, I don’t want nobody to take me home!  I’m big now and I want to go home on my own!”  (?) my other grandmother was there and (?I used to give her) a slice of bread.
Interviewer:
When did you two marry?

Frank:
In 1949.  I used to know her as a child.  She hasn’t changed!  (?You only see the front of her.  You don’t see the back of her!)
Interviewer:
So you grew up, in many ways, together.
Frank:
Her mother and father and my mum and dad came from the same town.  (?) My mum and dad knew her mum and dad.  During the war, unfortunately somebody didn’t (?) and they had the bad luck of being interned for five years.  Her mother and father.

Interviewer:
Not her mother?

Frank:
No, her father.  And her brother.

Interviewer:
And your family was still running the (?barber’s) down at – 

Melina:
No, at that time we were in Glebe.

Frank:
In ’38, they came.

Melina:
’36.

Frank:
’38, they came to 159 Glebe Point Road.  He opened it up as a barber shop.

Interviewer:
So you two got married in ’49, and then you came to live in the shop here?

Melina:
(?) down the street (?) for nine years.  Living down the street, and then we came…
Frank:
(?)

13:07

Frank:
Dad and I and Mum were (?).  We built two shops, which was this one, the fruit shop, and next door, which now is Gleebooks.  But then, it was a grocery shop. We lived on top of the grocery shop. There was a unit, a two-bedroom flat there, and Mum and Dad lived in 187.

Interviewer:
By that stage, then, you had the fruit shop and the grocer’s shop?

Frank:
No, we rented the grocer’s shop.  We built it, but you rented it out.

Interviewer:
OK.  And you were still working in the shop then?

Frank:
Oh, yes.  Yes.

Interviewer:
And running it…

Frank:
As a matter of fact, it was ’63 when my parents (?left) here.  ’64, ’63, and they moved to Riverwood.  Dad had been very, very ill, and just couldn’t cope with it anymore.  They build a home in Riverwood.  They sold the one they bought in Clovelly for fifteen hundred pounds, and they built one in Riverwood.

Interviewer:
And you two were running the business…
Frank:
From ’63 onwards.

Interviewer:
And what was the shop like then?  By that stage you’d done the rebuilding – 

Frank:
It wasn’t like it is now.  It wasn’t self-service.  It was “Yes, please?”  “Yes, please?” You’d go along: “Yes, please? Can I help you?”  And we’d sell half a pound of beans – you’d weigh half a pound, and put it down there.  Then when it was all (?) you’d get a bit of paper, added them up, and they’d pay for them.
Interviewer:
When did that change to self-service?

Frank:
Self-service – I was against self-service.  I maintained there was nothing like service.  I was brought up that way.  But in 1980, something happened, and I could see that self-service – the people who had self-service were going ahead like wildfire.  As a matter of fact, in 1980 I turned it to self-service.  I never looked back.  

Interviewer:
But from the sixties to the eighties, you made a number of changes to the shop?

Frank:
No, we didn’t make any changes to the shop.  The big change came in 1980, with self-service.  After that, we had the fridges at the back, we had – 

(Recording paused)

Interviewer:
You were just talking about the interior of the shop in the sixties.  The shop, during that time, had fridges at the back?
Frank:
Fridges at the back, and a milk bar.  We made milk shakes.  We made our own ice blocks.  We had Peter’s Ice Cream.  

Interviewer:
And before then – were there many things that you made to sell in the shop?

Frank:
Not really.  Not really.  Ice blocks were the only things we use to make.  And milk shakes.  The rest was mainly chocolates, and cigarettes. That’s about it.

Interviewer:
And gradually those other things phased out?  I know now that you don’t sell anything else except fruit and vegetables.
Frank:
(?) phase them out.  People go to the supermarkets and get them.  You can’t compete with them.  Let’s be honest.
Melina:
But the thing was, we were robbed at the time, weren’t we.

Frank:
A couple of times we were broken into, and they took the cigarettes.  That’s all they took.  Cigarettes and change.

Interviewer:
So in the seventies, I guess, you started to phase out all those other items.

Frank:
We phased mainly all the items out when we turned it into self-service, because the shop then became – we were very nervous about it, turning into self-service.  But it was a success.  A big success.  We were earning money without expenses, wages.  Which is a big factor.  People serving themselves – you’d have someone to look after the stock, walk around the place, and one or two girls at the counter.  One girl mainly, and two girls on the weekends.  

Interviewer:
And how different – obviously there were a whole lot of different things which came into the shop in terms of fruit and vegetables by that stage – 

Frank:
Oh, yes.  New varieties?  Oh, lots of new varieties.  Lots of new varieties.  Queensland avocado.  In the seventies, we never handle avocado!  We use to buy a box just for curiosity.  But now, avocados are our main line!  Mangoes.  You use to see mangoes for a week or two.  Now, mangoes start in September and go right through to February.  Things have developed tremendously.   It all comes down, I think to people traveling, and people traveling to us, too.  Coming to Sydney.  What do you call them?  Tourists.  
Interviewer:
By that stage, you were self-service.  You had less people in the shop – 
Frank:
Oh, yes.

Interviewer:
A whole different variety…can you tell me about that period?  About, say, the eighties to now?  What’s different for you?

Frank:
As the supermarkets got involved with fruit and vegetables, we were starting to feel it.  We thought we’d combat that with quality and presentation, and that is the big difference.  At a market, they throw things on there, and nobody worries about them, but with ours, I had a man who never stopped walking around that shop, fixing things up and moving one thing from one place to another.  If something gets (?), it gets replaced.  And all that’s going on.  That was our advantage to supermarkets.  Supermarkets is very convenient shopping, because it’s one-stop park and buy.  (?) more the parking than anything else.  Parking – we find that very difficult to win.  We find it a bit of a battle against (?), and now they’ve put on – what you put your money in – 
Interviewer:
Metres?

Frank:
Metres.  Parking metres.  They’re killing us.  Only recently a customer – last Saturday week, a very good customer of ours, who bought quite an amount of stuff.  And somebody yelled, “Is anybody (?) across the road?  They’re being booked!”  She ran out there, tried to convince them that she was only there for a few minutes, and they wouldn’t listen to her.  They laughed at her.  She got in the car and (?went down the road), and we haven’t seen her since.  She left all the goods that she’d bought on the counter – which hadn’t been paid for – and I’m sure that lady won’t come here again.  Not because of me, but because she can’t park there.
Interviewer:
Tell me about that network of other Italians in the area.  Did you socialize very much with them?

Frank:
Not a lot.  With a couple, we did.  The (?Orcado’s), we socialized with a bit.  And the (?) down here, we socialized a bit.  But we were keen to do better than they were doing.

Interviewer:
What was it like for your children?  They went to school – 

Frank:
There was a local school, the Catholic school.  They went to St. James.  And after St. James they went to Lewisham High.  They were very good.  They helped me in the shop.

Interviewer:
And your son works in the shop now?

Frank:
I have two sons.  One branched away into wholesaling, and the other one’s working in the shop.

Interviewer:
Three generations!

Frank:
Three generations.

Interviewer:
Just fantastic.  What do you think about the future?  What – hopefully, you’ll continue working?

Frank:
Well, hopefully he’ll continue working, but at the back of my mind I’m thinking how hard it’s going to be for him, because today you can’t get the workers you used to be able to get.  Who are keen to work.  Today they seem not too keen to work.  They’re keen to go home, to go out, have a holiday, sick pay, and all this…and a shop like this needs people that are very reliable.  Fortunately, I’ve had people who’ve worked for me for twenty-odd years.  Mrs. (?Larkins) worked for twenty-three years.  (?) worked for eight years for me.  Even Helen – by the way, Helen came to say hello to you yesterday – Helen worked for twelve years for me.  (?Omara), she worked thirteen years for me.  Mind you, we had our differences – 
Melina:
Not much – 

Frank:
No, but (?) and we got over it.

Interviewer:
Is there anything else you’d like to talk about in relation to the shop?

Frank:
Well, I would only say this about the shop: the experience I’ve had has been hard, but it was worth it.  If I had my life again, and the same situation, I’d do it again.  I wouldn’t be afraid, as I was then, because I can see now that if you do the right thing, you can make very good…(?) the fruit shop, you can make a very good living.  A very good living.  Better than average.

Interviewer:
Can I just ask you: when you had children – you had two boys – 

Frank:
Six boys!

Interviewer:
Six boys?

Frank:
Six boys and a girl!

Interviewer:
Seven children!  How did you manage to work in the shop?

Frank:
Yes, yes.  She’d wait until the very last moment before she went to hospital to have the baby, and when she came back – before we knew it, she was back in the shop helping.
Interviewer:
So, where were the kids?  Were they in the shop with you?

Frank:
They were helping.  They were there.

Melina:
(?) grandmother, and she used to help us.

Frank:
She used to mind the children.

Melina:
And my mum did, too.

Frank:
My mum and dad did…

Melina:
But your mum was in the shop all the time…

Frank:
Yeah, but they helped.  They all pitched in.  I remember my kids in apple boxes on the floor while I was working!  I’d be talking to them, you know!  And I’d kick them along when I had to move them!  They’d be in a box of fruit, and around went the kid!  When they got to about four or five years of age, I had a (?smock) made for them.
Melina:
We’d get them at the pre-school at Broughton Street.

Frank:
I had little (?smocks) made for them, and every night I used to see my little kids washing the floors!  (?) That’s why I’d say I’d do it again.  They were the best years of my life.  Honest.
Melina:
They never (?) in the street.

Frank:
They never had time!  They didn’t have time!  They’d come home, and they’d go upstairs, have something to eat, then they’d be out the back – there was no upstairs – they’d have something to eat, then they’d do their study, but I’d expect them for one hour in the shop per afternoon.  And they used to work that out amongst themselves.

Interviewer:
Each one?  Or – 

Frank:
Each one, yes!  They were all involved.  They use to give me a hand.

Interviewer:
In those days you shut at ten o’clock at night?
Frank:
No.  There was a stage, when the laws were made that all fruit shops had to be shut at seven-thirty.  And if you didn’t, the Industrial Commission could take you to court.  Matter of fact, they took me to court once for being open at eight o’clock.  Cost me two pounds.  Industrial Court down at Circular Quay.

Interviewer:
So you used to get up at five, five-thirty, get to the markets or earlier – 

Frank:
About that time.  To be honest, we organize ourselves in such a way that the markets would only open at seven o’clock.  Nobody was allowed inside the markets before seven AM.  So what we used to do (was), we used to try and get there by seven AM, but there were that many trucks trying to get parking, to get in there, that what we use to do (was), we used to take the truck at night, lock it up at our parking spot, and then I’d get the tram or the bus down to Central and walk own.
Interviewer:
I was going to ask you – this was Paddy’s markets, not Flemington…

Frank:
No, no.  Paddy’s markets.

Interviewer:
And you’d go every day?

Frank:
Oh, yes.  Yes.  We were open six days a week.  This was in the seventies.  But we were very fortunate.  Our first child was a girl, and after she was about eight or nine, she’d (?read the list).  We use to bring them home and Catherine would take over.   It was a family.

Melina:
In her last year of school, (?) – 

Frank:
In her last year of school she said to me, “Dad, can you afford to board me for a year at school?”  And I said, “What do you mean, darling?  Aren’t you happy here?”  “Yes,” she said, “But I’ve got so much schoolwork to do.  I want to do well.”  She said, “If you can afford it, I’d like to board for a year.”  I said, “Well, (?) we’ll make it affordable!”  So she went to St. (?), got into university, became a pharmacist…
Melina:
She gave it up after five years.

Frank:
She was a pharmacist for five years at a hospital pharmacy.  She was five years in Prince Alfred Hospital.  Then she gave it away.  She got married, had a family, and she decided she wanted to be a schoolteacher.  So she went and studied again.  (?) kids.  She’s got three daughters of her own.
Interviewer:
That’s wonderful.  Well, thank you so much.  Is there anything else you’d like to add?

Frank:
No, unless you want to ask me anything more.  There’s lots of things I could add, but I can’t think of them (?unless you) remind me of them.

Interviewer:
I think we’ve covered a fantastic history of your life in the shop, and your life together.  Thanks very, very much.

Frank:
No problem.

Interviewer:
That’s a fantastic, fantastic account.  Thanks very much.

(Recording ceased)
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