Clare de Martino, 6th August 2002

Interviewed by (?)
__________________________________________________________________________

Interviewer 1:
This is an interview with Clare de Martino, at 16 Cooper Street, Kingsford, on the sixth of August, 2002. Clare, can you tell me your full name and date of birth? 

Subject:
My name is Clare de Martino and the date of birth is on the 12th of the seventh, ‘23. 

Interviewer 1:
Where were you born?

Subject:
I was born in Italy. 

Interviewer 1:
Where in Italy?

Subject:
In (0:00:49?), about an hour from Naples. 

Interviewer 1:
A village?

Subject:
A village.

Interviewer 1:
Over there. How many brothers and sisters did you have?

Subject:
One brother and one sister. 

Interviewer 1:
What were the names of your parents?

Subject:
La Cara.

Interviewer 1:
What was your mother’s name?

Subject:
Ersilia. 

Interviewer 1:
Cecilia?

Subject:
Ersilia. 

Interviewer 1:
Can you spell that for me?

Subject:
I’d better write it down. 

Interviewer 1:
Just spell it. Spell it.

Subject:
E-R-S-I-L-I-A. My father’s name was Giovanni – G-I-O-V-A-N-N-A-V-A-C-C-I-O-R. 

Interviewer 1:
Can you spell the name of the village for me, please? That’s where your parents came from. 

Subject:
Yes.

Interviewer 1:
Right. What did your parents do for work in Italy?

Subject:
My father was a tailor.

Interviewer 1:
A tailor? And your mother?

Subject:
My mother was a housewife. 

Interviewer 1:
Right. When did you family come to Australia?


Subject:
My (father) came here nine years before us. 

Interviewer 1:
Which was?

Subject:
Uh…I’m sorry, I can’t tell you what year it was. Then we came in 1936.

Interviewer 1:
So your father came nine years…?

Subject:
Nine years before us. 

Interviewer 1:
Right. Why did they come to Australia?

Subject: 
Well, my Godfather was here and my father wanted to get away from the old country. He told him to come out here in Australia and he paid.

Interviewer 1:
For him to come?

Subject:
Yeah. 

Interviewer 1:
He did know a little bit about Australia, your father?

Subject:
Yeah.

Interviewer 1:
What…except what?



Subject:
What’s my Godfather…?

Interviewer 1:
Right. So, what work did he do here when he arrived in Australia?

Subject:
He was a tailor here too, but first he went into, with an Italian chap. He was just doing a presser, you know, in a dry cleaning shop. 

Interviewer 1:
Did he ever tell you about his experiences in those very early days here? Did he ever talk about them to you?

Subject:
Yes, he did, that he had a very bad time. 

Interviewer 1:
That was then 1925. In what way did he have a bad time?

Subject:
He didn’t know anybody here and he was on his own. Then he started to get a few friends. Then they went to the club.

Interviewer 1:
So it improved? 

Subject:
Slowly. and then he sent for us.

Interviewer 1:
Right. When did your parents get into a fruit shop? 

Subject:
Well, my husband. My father never got into a fruit shop. Never! It was my husband. 

Interviewer 1:
Your husband. So how old…? You were 13 when you came here.

Subject:
Yeah.


Interviewer 1:
Did they go into the fruit shop…? How did you meet your husband?

Subject:
My father, he fought in the war. My husband, he met my father in the concentration camp. When he came out after four years, he said he had a cousin living at Double Bay. He said, “I’ll like to go meet Giovanni La Cara, where does he live?” He said, “Oh he doesn’t live far from me.” Because they lived at Double Bay and we lived at Edgecliff. They came to see my father, and then he came again, and then he came again. That’s how I met my husband.

Interviewer 1:
So when did he come to Australia? Your husband.

Subject:
My husband? Oh, what year was it? I’m afraid I can’t tell you. 

Interviewer 1:
So was he involved in the fruit business before he came?

Subject:
He was.

Interviewer 1:
In Italy?

Subject:
No, here. 

Interviewer 1:
So that was his first experience? 

Subject:
His first experience. 

Interviewer 1:
What did he do in Italy?

Subject:
My husband? I don’t know. I couldn’t tell you.

Interviewer 1:
He had some experience with the fruit?

Subject:
Yeah, with his uncle. He used to work with his uncle in Stanley Street. 

Interviewer 1:
Did they lose that business when they got interned? 

Subject:
No.

Interviewer 1:
So, what happened? 

Subject: 
He lost his business, and his uncle was the owner, and he sold the property to somebody else. When he came out, he started to work for somebody else, for another Italian. They had a shop in Circular Quay. 

Interviewer 1:
A fruit shop?

Subject:
A fruit shop, a sandwich shop. A bit of everything. 

Interviewer 1:
Which fruit shop was it, do you know?

Subject:
One in the Manly wharf. 

Interviewer 1:
Oh, okay. Where was he interned? 

Subject:
As soon as Italy went to war.

Interviewer 1:
No, but where?

Subject:
First at (?Loveday) and then Orange. 

Interviewer 1:
How did you manage when your father wasn’t there?

Subject:
I wasn’t married.

Interviewer 1:
Manage. 
Subject:
Oh! 

Interviewer 1:
How did you and your mother manage?

Subject:
Well, I was working in the factory where they used to make (?jewel cases). It was very nice, the owner was very nice. Then, when Italy went to war, they all said, “If you don’t sack the dago, we go on strike.” I had to go. As soon as I went home, my mother was crying, my sister was crying, my brother was crying. There were four big policemen waiting for my mother to pack my father’s bags, to take him away. We had a horrible time because we had no friends, no family. It was just us and nobody else. 

Interviewer 1:
What about other Italians?

Subject:
We didn’t know anybody where we lived. We used to live at Edgecliff and the church was across the road. We couldn’t go there so we had to go to Paddington, St. Francis. 

Interviewer 1:
Why couldn’t you go to the one across the road?

Subject:
Because it wasn’t our parish. We had to go to the police station and get the permit to go there and to go see my father at Liverpool. We had to take a detour. One day my sister went, and the next, my brother. The following week, I went. Then we had to go to church at St. Francis Parish in Paddington. We had to walk. There was no buses, no tram, no anything. Rain or shine, we had to go there. This was Australia. The priest at our parish, St. Joseph Edgecliff, he went and spoke to the police. He said, “This is not fair – they’re not criminals. They only live across the road from our church. Why can’t they go to that church?” To cut a long story short, we used to go to church there, at St. Joseph’s in Edgecliff. Every weekend we had to get a permit to go see my father. Then Sunday night, it doesn’t matter what time we got home, we had to go to Paddington police station and bring the permit that they gave us to go see my father.

Interviewer 1:
So your movements were regulated, were they?

Subject:
Mm.

Interviewer 1:
How did you survive?

Subject:
Somebody up there liked us. 

Interviewer 1:
What did you do for money?

Subject:
Then I got a job. My father used to work in a presser, in a factory with a Jewish man. You couldn’t wish for a better Jew in all your life. My father didn’t go to work, naturally. He was taken away. He came to our place. He said, “Where’s your father?” We said, “They took him away.” He said, “What do you mean they took him away?” I said, “The cops took him away yesterday.” He asked my mother, “Do you know how to use a needle?” We said, “Yes!” He said, “Well, you come to work at my place.” We went to work at his place in Surry Hills. My mother was cleaning the dresses and I was a machinist, and I learned all the machines that he had in the factory. I was there ‘til I was seven months pregnant with my son and he wouldn’t let me go. You won’t believe me. After 21 years, I went back to see him. We sold the business, me and my husband. I said, “(?Mr. Rod), what are you doing here? Can you give me a job?” “Give you a job?!” he said. “You start right now!” I said, “No, I’ll see you tomorrow.” That’s how I went back there, after 21 years. That’s the story of our lives. We got married. I had my son, I had my daughter and we lived at North Sydney in Milsons Point. I used to hate that place, because we’re used to always being in the Eastern suburbs. A relation of my husband said he was selling his business in Elizabeth Street, Surry Hills. He asked, “Would you like to go and buy it?” I said, “Alright, as long as I get out of here.” I didn’t know nothing about a fruit shop and I had to learn from scratch. That’s how it started. My children grew up and then we sold the business after twenty years.

Interviewer 1:
What year did you actually go into the fruit shop?

Subject:
I think it was 1946. Yeah, because my son was born in ’45. We went there and then we sold the business, because…

Interviewer 1:
So did you live…?

Subject:
We lived on the premises.

Interviewer 1:
Right. And you owned the building? 

Subject:
No, no. We paid rent. 

Interviewer 1:
So you lived on the premises and worked there. What sort of people lived in the area, then?

Subject:
They were very nice. 

Interviewer 1:
The customers?

Subject:
The customers were all…It was a (?passing) trade. People, with all the factories around, used to come in the morning to buy their fruit or whatever. They were very nice people. Very nice!

Interviewer 1:
What sorts of businesses existed around your shop? Did you have other businesses?

Subject:
There was a coffee shop, a hardware store, a wood maker, a newsagent and a fish shop. All in one court. 

Interviewer 1:
Your husband spoke English?

Subject:
Oh, yeah.

Interviewer 1:
They didn’t have any communication problems with the customers? Who worked in the shop as well as you and your husband? 

Subject:
Just the two of us. We didn’t have anyone else.

Interviewer 1:
Who did the bookkeeping?

Subject:
He did!

Interviewer 1:
Oh! 
Subject:
He was more clever than me (laughs gently).

Interviewer 1: 
Did you go to school when you came to Australia?

Subject:
I went to school for 18 months.

Interviewer 1:
Okay, where did you go to school? 

Subject:
St. Joseph’s, Edgecliff.

Interviewer 1:
Oh, okay. Where there any other children at your school from a migrant background? 

Subject:
There were four, but they were born here. Because we couldn’t speak English, they still ran away from us. They didn’t know us. I had nothing to do with them and they had nothing to do with us. 

Interviewer 1:
The customers in your fruit shop, what were they like towards you? You said they were okay…

Subject:
No, they were very nice.

Interviewer 1:
Even though you were…?

Subject:
Yes, very nice. 

Interviewer 1:
Were a lot of your customers also migrants?

Subject:
No, all Australian. 

Interviewer 1:
So you didn’t experience any racism?

Subject:
No. There was one woman. She was a real…!  One day she came into the shop and said, “How come your tomatoes are dearer than the ones in Crown Street?” (?). I said, “I didn’t ask you to (clears throat)…” She said, “I’m an Australian.” I said, “No, you’re not. This country belongs to the Aborigines. You’re a white woman!” I let it out.

Interviewer 1:
(laughs)

Subject:
I said, “I know more about the country’s history than you do.  Get out!” She came back two days later and she apologized to me. She said, “I’m sorry.” I apologized too.  I said, “I’m sorry, but you really got under my skin, because the first language that I learnt…” That was the only one. The others were very, very nice – all of them. 

Interviewer 1:
Can you describe to me a particular day in the shop? What time you opened and what time you closed…?

Subject:
We opened at seven in the morning.

Interviewer 1:
Every day of the week?

Subject:
Every day. Seven days a week. Then we would close at about seven or six o’clock at night. 

Interviewer 1:
Your husband went to the market here? 

Subject:
Yeah.

Interviewer 1:
Did you stock any fruits or vegetables that were known to Australians at that time? 

Subject:
Well everything was made here then. Our fruits and vegetables, our lollies, our chocolates - Mastercraft Chocolate, I don’t know if you remember that. 

Interviewer 1:
What about garlic and…?

Subject:
We bought all that at the market. 

Interviewer 1:
Who bought that, though?

Subject:
Customers, but just the mention of the word garlic: Ugh! Not now! (laughs) Everything is garlic, garlic. We never used to sell much because it wasn’t very well known like it is today. 

Interviewer 1:
So your customers weren’t very adventurous. They didn’t want to know how to use…?

Subject:
No, no, no. 

Interviewer 1:
Did you display fruit in the shop? 

Subject:
Yes.

Interviewer 1:
Who did this?

Subject:
My husband. 

Interviewer 1:
Was there a special art to this?

Subject:
It was the knack of doing this. He had the knack of doing all this with fruit and chocolates. 

Interviewer 1:
Why was it done - to attract customers? I mean, the better the display, the better the…? The more attractive?

Subject:
The more attractive for the customers, the buyers, yes. 

Interviewer 1:
Apart from the story, can you tell me if you had any other bad experiences during your time in the shop?

Subject:
No. 

Interviewer 1:
Do you have any daughters? 

Subject:
I’ve got one daughter and one son. 

Interviewer 1:
Did your daughter marry?

Subject:
She’s married an Italian. 

Interviewer 1:
Not to a fruiterer, though? 

Subject:
No, he’s an accountant at a gas company, a big shop. 

Interviewer 1:
Sometimes it happens that the daughters of greengrocers marry greengrocers.

Subject:
His parents were greengrocers, but my son-in-law is an accountant for a gas company and his brother is a doctor. His sister married a pharmacist. 

Interviewer 1:
Oh, okay. So you moved away from the fruit shop. Can you explain to me the decline of the fruit and veg. shop over here in recent years? Why do you think there has been a decline? Supermarkets? 

Subject:
Uh…

Interviewer 1:
Oh, sorry, why do you think there are less Italians in fruit and veg shops these days? You know how Italians used to have more fruit and veg shops? Why do you think…?

Subject:
Well, now they have everything. Not only fruit and vegetables. They have groceries, and everything! Pasta…they have everything you want. They don’t sell fruit only, like we used to in our days. 

Interviewer 1:
Why did you sell your business?

Subject:
Why? Because my husband was sick and tired of it. He said he’d been in the business all his life and he said he’d had it. I said, “Okay, I’m happy. We’ve bought this house here.” He didn’t live long enough to enjoy it. 

Interviewer 1:
Oh…

Subject:
This friend of ours at Coogee, he had the fruit shop in Coogee Bay Road and he got sick and had a heart attack. His wife and his sister-in-law all came here and, “Joe, will you help us?” Joe helped them alright, but that’s when he died. 

Interviewer 1:
What year did he sell the shop?  Can you remember? 

Subject:
What year?

Interviewer 1:
Yes. He had it for around 21 years, so it was in the late ‘60s. 

Subject:
Yes, in ’60, ’61. 

Interviewer 1:
Is that business still in existence? Does your business still exist?

Subject:
No, it doesn’t exist. They tore all the buildings down and there is a big building on the corner of Devonshire Street in Surry Hills.

Interviewer 1:
Oh! I see; I know where it is. 

Subject:
Elizabeth Street and then (0:19:43?) Street.

Interviewer 1:
Across the road from the Strawberry Hills Hotel. 

Subject:
Yes.

Interviewer 1:
Did you have local people that lived in the area coming into your shop?

Subject:
Oh yeah, at the back - all the people from Surry Hills. They were very nice, those people there. 

Interviewer 1:
It was very much sort of a working class area, wasn’t it? 

Subject:
No!

Interviewer 1:
No? Not in the late sixties? What sort of people lived there - middle class?

Subject:
They were middle class people.

Interviewer 1:
Did you and your husband socialize with other fruiterers?

Subject:
No, we didn’t socialize with them. 

Interviewer 1:
You worked…

Subject:
Just work and he was tired, and that was it. 

Interviewer 1:
Did the children help you in the fruit shop? When they were young?

Subject:
No. My son was two and my daughter was 12 months.

Interviewer 1:
When you sold?

Subject:
No, when we bought it. 

Interviewer 1:
But during the time…
Subject:
My daughter got married.

Interviewer 1:
But before that? She helped in the shop? 

Subject:
Oh, yeah.

Interviewer 1:
After school?

Subject:
After school they helped us, yeah. 

Interviewer 1:
That was expected of them, was it?

Subject:
No, it wasn’t expected of them but they were there, and they’d just come in and sell to people. 

Interviewer 1:
I suppose if you’re on the premises…did your son or daughter ever get teased for being Italian? 

Subject:
No, no.

Interviewer 1:
They went to school at Surry Hills?

Subject: 
No, my daughter went to school at St. Pats, Church Hill, and my son was a boarder at Holy Cross, Ryde.  

Interviewer 1:
That’s close to Marist Church, at St. Pats, Church Hill - a lovely old church. It’s called Margaret Street, I think. 

Interviewer 2:
Here?

Interviewer 1:
In Sydney, in the city.  

Subject:
Yeah, in the city. 
Interviewer 1:
The Marist priests run it. It’s a lovely old church and they’ve never changed it.   

Interviewer 2:
Have I been there? No. 

Interviewer 1:
I’m sure…It’s historic. Next door is the Commercial College for girls. It used to be. 

Subject:
They’re not there anymore. It used to be - Devonshire Street and Riley Street. 

Interviewer 1:
It’s not a Catholic College anymore. They took over a parish primary school. There’s a Catholic Church across the road. There’s a café there, run by the parishioners. 

Subject:
Is there? I haven’t been there since…

Interviewer 1:
Where did your son go to school?

Subject:
He was a boarder at Holy Cross, Ryde, in Victoria Street.

Interviewer 1:
Oh yes, I’ve heard of that. So you were open seven days a week?

Subject:
Yes.

Interviewer 1:
You must have been exhausted!

Subject:
(clears throat) 

Interviewer 1:
(laughs) 

Subject:
It was, but it’s amazing how you get used to it. I mean, that’s your life. Take it or leave it. We had to take it!
Interviewer 1:
So you had a fairly good time? 

Subject:
No, we did. When the war finished, we used to go to all the Italian - my husband and I, my mother was our babysitter: the Italian ball, and on the boat. We used to go to all of it.

Interviewer 1:
So you did have a social life, before the shop. Was there an Italian community that used to actually socialize? 

Subject:
Yeah, it was.

Interviewer 1:
Where did they go? 

Subject:
I don’t know.

Interviewer 1:
You mentioned a club before. 

Subject:
No, we didn’t go to a club. The Italian Ball at the Trocadero. I don’t know if you remember.

Interviewer 1:
Oh, the Italian Ball? 

Subject:
Oh, yes! 

Interviewer 1:
Was that an annual event?

Subject: 
Yes, an annual event. When the Italian boats used to come here, we used to go on the boat, and there was such a big party, and they used to make money for the underprivileged. We never used to miss it. We used to really enjoy that. I used to like having a new dress every time you go. You go with the same people and you don’t want to show you’ve got the same dress. We used to have a lovely time. It was very, very nice. 

Interviewer 1:
What were other Italians doing in Sydney? What were they working as?

Subject:
Some of them, they were all fruit shop, and I don’t know if you know, Angelina Arena - the singer - she used to sing at the Trocadero. 

Interviewer 1:
Oh…
Subject:
The opera singer.

Interviewer 2:
Is that related to the Member of Parliament…did you say Arena?
Subject:
No relation to that one at all. 

Interviewer 2: 
(laughs)

Interviewer 1:
Did she live in Australia, did she? 

Subject:
Yes, she still lives here.

Interviewer 2:
Martina?

Subject:
No, no. Angelina Arena. No relation at all with the other Arenas.

Interviewer 1:
So Angelina Arena was quite well known in the Italian community? 

Subject:
She was, she was. She had a beautiful voice. She went to Italy to study more with the Opera House in Milan and all around there. She was there for about six or seven years. Then she came back here and she was singing at the Opera House and everybody… If you see her now, oh, mama mia! She’s suffering with arthritis…she walks like this, she’s got a hunchback.  We don’t know how we’re going to end up, do we? 

Interviewer 1:
What do you think about the popularity of Italian food in Australia these days? 

Subject:
Fantastic. It’s really marvellous. You’ve got to go to Leichhardt there. I don’t go, but my daughter does. She always buys stuff that you don’t get around here. You’ve got to go there – that’s where the Italian community is, naturally. You go for one thing and you end up broke!
Interviewer 1:
How did you cope with the Australian-British diet when you first came to Australia? Like meat and three veg. 

Subject:
We went to school across the road, as I said before, and we were there the day…when it was play lunch, you know, we thought it was lunch time. So we went home – just as well we only lived across the road! All the girls in the school came to our place. They said, “No, no, no!” We said, “Yeah, yeah, yeah!” Ooh, ooh, ooh!  (Laughter)  We went through hell. I said, “No, no, no. After.” Mum said, “Well, you better go back to school.” We went back to school and after, the Sister was trying to explain to us, you’ve got to go home for lunch, and then come back again. I said, “Righto.” 

Interviewer 1:
What were you eating back then? What was your mother cooking for you? What sort of food? 

Subject:
My mum was cooking all the Italian stuff, you know.

Interviewer 1:
Where was she getting it from? 

Subject:
My father used to buy (?fagioli), (?), pasta and all that stuff. He used to go down to Fiorelli, down in a market. It’s not there anymore, anyway. It’s where we used to buy the (?lagumi) and all that. The fruit shop was further down from us and he used to go there and buy the greens. My father used to get only three pounds ten a week then. He had to pay the rent, feed us, school, and clothing. There was a position at St. Vincent’s Private Hospital and Sister Lawrence said to my father, “Do you think Claire would like to go there?” My father said, “Boy, St. Vincent’s Private Hospital – setting the table for the nuns.” (laughs) My father told me and I said, “Yes! I’ll go tomorrow!” (laughs)  I used to hate school! I used to hate it!  I did, but I had to be there seven o’clock in the morning ‘til seven o’clock at night, and then we used to have a couple of hours’ rest in the afternoon. Where we lived at Edgecliff, to go down New South Head Road by tram, it was tram in those days, it was two pennies from there to Kings Cross. Well, I used to pay one penny, get off at Kings Cross, and walk all the way to save the other penny, going home at night. My grandchildren today say, “Oh, yuck!” Oh, yuck alright! They’re all born with a silver spoon in their mouths, these days. But I tell you, we went through hell. I wouldn’t like to wish that on anybody, because it’s terrible.  It’s awful!

Interviewer 1:
So you don’t look back on those days and…?

Subject:
No, I don’t. Forget it! No way in the world. Now it’s different. It’s much nicer and it should be. 

Interviewer 1:
So you don’t think Australia treated you particularly well? 
(Side B begins)

Subject: 
Not when you first came, no - unless you know the language and unless you have the family. 

Interviewer 1:
That’s upsetting. So, why was your father interned and the rest of the…didn’t they intern women?

Subject:
Because he used to go and talk with the Italians at the club. In those days, it wasn’t your club like they are today. Just to go and have a yarn with someone - oh, he was “against Australians”! 

Interviewer 1:
But they didn’t intern women and children, obviously?

Subject:
No! Only the men.

Interviewer 1:
They just let them starve outside…what did your father do in Orange? Did he have to do labour? 

Subject:
No!  He didn’t do nothing. He said, “Why should I?” 

Interviewer 1:
Oh! (laughs) 

Subject:
And he didn’t.

Interviewer 1:
Good! 

Subject:
But my husband used to go to work for a shilling a day, on the farm. It was one shilling those days. 

Interviewer 1:
So he was put to work on a farm? 

Subject:
Oh, yeah. 

Interviewer 1:
He was interned. 

Subject:
He was interned the same day Italy went to war against England. 

Interviewer 1:
The same day?

Subject:
Same day, the cops went there. 

Interviewer 1:
They didn’t waste any time, did they? 

Subject:
No, they sure didn’t waste any time.  Only today, they’re different. So they should be. If it wasn’t for them, Australia wouldn’t be the way it is today.

Interviewer 1:
What about your husband – how old was he when he was interned? He must have been quite young. 

Subject: 
He was in his twenties.

Interviewer 1:
He was a young man when he came out. How old were you when you met him?

Subject: 
21. I’ve got to think. My memory is slowing down…21! I was 21 in July, and we got married in November, because my father was a tough cookie.  Oh, gee, he was tough, my father.

Interviewer 1:
Were they happy about the marriage?

Subject:
Oh, yeah! But my father was still old-fashioned. To this day I’ll never forget it. My husband’s cousin, it was his birthday and his family lived in Stanley Street. So we went there at nighttime. It was 12 o’clock when we got home, and my father was pacing up and down the corridor. When we got there, he opened the door and said, “She’s not your wife yet! She’s my daughter!” “Alright, Mr. La Cara. I’m sorry. We were only down at my auntie’s place.” A couple of days later, I said, ‘Do we have to put up with that?” (laughs) He said, “Do you want to get married?” I said, “Let’s get married in the morning, and get away from here!” He was very strict like that – very Italian and old-fashioned.  Oh, crikey!

Interviewer 1:
Did it help, getting married?

Subject:
Oh, yeah! 

Interviewer 1:
Your husband wasn’t as strict as your father, then? Was it easier getting married? 

Subject:
Oh, it was! We had a nice party at the (?Dungowan); I don’t know if you’ll remember what that was. In Martin Place, it was an Italian place. 

Interviewer 1:
What was it called?

Subject:
It was (?Dungowan), in Martin Place. It was an Italian restaurant, where all the Italians used to go for wedding receptions. 

Interviewer 1:
How do you spell it?

Subject:
Oh, gee. I’m not good at… (?Dungowan). 

Interviewer 1:
It’s an Australian word, an English word? It’s not an Italian word, is it?

Subject:
It’s an Italian word, like when Romano was in…

Interviewer 1:
Did you go to Romano’s?

Subject:
No, we went to the (?Dungowan). It was a bit cheaper there! (laughs) 

Interviewer 1:
So Dungowan was a little bit down from Romano’s? 

Subject:
Yes.

Interviewer 1:
Your father gave you the reception?

Subject: 
Oh, yes. My father…dressed as a bride…we had (?), we had everything. When my husband said, “We’d like to get married”, my father and mother said, “So soon?” 

Interviewer 1:
(laughs)

Subject:
He said, “Are you alright?” He couldn’t answer!  He said, “Of course I’m alright!” (?) Anyhow, we got married and went to Katoomba for our honeymoon, where everybody used to go in those days. They’d stay at the Majestic Hotel.

Interviewer 1:
Oh, you stayed at the Hydro Majestic Hotel, did you?

Subject:
Yeah. Not today, they go overseas today. But that’s it.

Interviewer 1:
Is there anything else you want to tell us about your memories in the fruit shop?

Interviewer 2:
Any other stories or incidents that happened while you were in the shop?  Did you have any customers that you can remember? 

Subject:
No. One customer, she used to come and buy all the stuff from us every week, and then she used to pay us once a week, because she had a boarding house. She passed away and I don’t even remember the name.

Interviewer 1:
You sold all the extra things, like cigarettes?

Subject:
Oh, yeah: cigarettes, drinks and Vincent’s powder, Bex powder.  In those days bottles of drinks were glass. I’m paying for it now – lift them up, put them in the fridge and all that.

Interviewer 1:
Then they bring back the empty…?

Subject:
Yeah, they bring back the empty bottles, and you give them the money. Not today. Today is a much better time. It is much, much better. But some areas, it seemed to be more happy than we are today. 

Interviewer 1:
It’s too much now. Too many choices! 

Subject:
Too much of everything and too quickly. Gee, whiz! We used to leave the door open to go to the shop at Maroubra Junction. Now, I have to have bars all over the place! I was robbed here once. On my way home, my father and I, (?we went to Italy) because when my uncle became a priest, my father was over there, so my sister and her husband went to Italy and said, “Oh Dad, why don’t you go?” He said, “No, no, no!” They said, “Yes, yes, yes!” My father said, “I’m not going to go by myself. Why don’t you come with me?” I said, “Alright.” So, I went with my father to Italy. We went to America first, because he had his sister there, and they hadn’t seen one another for sixty-three years. We went to America to see all our relations and cousins. From there we went to New York to see my mother’s sister and her family. They’re all gone now, God rest their souls, all of them. Then we went to Italy, where I was born and my father was born too. We saw all our relations there. They were all born after we came here. My uncle’s a priest and when I went to communion, my uncle gave me the communion and I felt real funny inside. Oh, geez.  But it was very nice. We enjoyed it so much. Then we came back. We stayed there too long.  Four months in each place. It was too much!  We came home and Dad said, “Thank God we’re home!” My uncle said, “Claire, why don’t you stay here?” I said, “Uncle, how can I? My whole family is in Australia. My son is on his own. My daughter is married and she’s got four children. How can I stay here?” He passed away too. They’re all gone! Isn’t that funny? 

Interviewer 1:
But you have your family, your grandchildren?  

Subject:
I have my grandchildren. My grandson is studying to be a priest.

Interviewer 1:
Oh, right!  How old is he?

Subject:
32. 

Interviewer 1:
The grandson?

Subject:
Yeah, the eldest one is 33. He’s getting married in December in South Australia, that’s where he is. He’s an engineer for the council. 

Interviewer 1:
Where is he in South Australia?

Subject:
In South Australia, I don’t know where he is.

Interviewer 1:
Adelaide?

Subject:
Adelaide, somewhere there. My other grandson is in London. He’s the chief chartered accountant. He’s in America and Europe, because he’s got to go around there and check what they do. When he does that, the rest of the day, or two days are for himself. He’s been everywhere. He said, “I know Italy and all around Europe better than you do.”  I said, “Thank you very much! We couldn’t afford it when I was there, let alone now!” The girl, she’s studying something else in London. She’s in London. My other granddaughter, the younger one, she’s a solicitor. She’s twenty-four years of age. But no intention of getting married!  Only my eldest grandson. I said, “It’s about time that you’re getting married!” He’s 33 years of age. The girls are saying, “We haven’t got time, we haven’t got time!” I said, “Don’t wait like your uncle did, because my son is not married and he’s fifty-five!” (laughs)  You like to see them settle down, but not a bad marriage.

Interviewer 1:
No. 

Subject:
He keeps saying, “Are you tired of cooking for me? Are you tired of ironing my shirt for me?” I said, “No Anthony, I’m not, but I’d like to see you settled down.” He said, (?“I see enough at work!”) That’s it. We know Italian people married twenty, twenty-four years with kids, and a wife that just left him. He said, “I don’t want that. I’ll end up on my own too. I might as well be on my own now and have no worry and no headache.” Anyway, would you like a coffee or a cup of tea?

Interviewer 1:
That’d be lovely.  Do you have any photographs from the fruit shop?

Subject:
Yeah! 

Interviewer 2:
You have already been into (?KOASIT). Last Saturday.

Interviewer 1:
Oh, I’m sorry! 

Subject:
My son and my daughter-in-law were there. 

Interviewer 2:
They brought you to UTS. They brought in all the photos.

Subject:
My photos, yeah. 

Interviewer 1:
How did your daughter find out about the project?

Subject:
My boy?

Interviewer 1:
How did you find out about the project?

Subject:
Oh. My son-in-law’s sister, she lives on the North Shore and it was in the local paper.

Interviewer 1:
Oh, yes. Right. 

Subject:
Then she told Robert about their parents, and the fruit shop. My daughter said, “Mum, do you have any photos with Dad in the fruit shop?” I said, “Yes, I have.” That’s how we…

Interviewer 1:
Oh, right. 

Subject:
So, that’s it. Any more stories?

Interviewer 1:
No, you’re the storyteller! (laughs) Have you got any more stories to tell us? (laughs) You haven’t thought of anything else? 

Subject:
No, my language. 

Interviewer 1:
No, that’s okay. So, I’ll switch the tape off? Thank you, Claire.

Subject:
That’s alright. Now, would you like coffee or tea?

Interviewer 1:
That would be lovely. 

Interviewer 2:
I’ll have coffee. 
(Recording ceased)
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