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You – you alone will have the stars as no one else 
has them…In one of the stars I shall be living. In 
one of them I shall be laughing. And so it will be as 
if all the stars were laughing, when you look at the 
sky at night…You – only you – will have stars that 
can laugh.

Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, The Little Prince





CYRIL & THE MARRIAGE 
COUNSELLOR

Kalangadoo, Monday

Dear Gene,

How are you son?
Sorry I haven’t written for a while but with one thing 

or another, I’ve been so busy for the last few weeks I 
haven’t had time to scratch myself. On top of everything 
else Cyril died last Monday and your sister and I spent 
most of the week trying to cheer your mother up.

She’s taken it pretty hard of course. After all, Cyril has 
been with her for – I don’t know how many years it is now, 
it’s got to be ten. It’s very sad, but he had a good life. 

We ended up burying him down the backyard next 
to the shed alongside Fang the cat and Harold the parrot. 
Thought Cyril would like that, you know, at least he’d 
have some company.

I take it you knew old Fang passed away, I’m sure your 
mum would have written and told you. Funny how it 
happened too. He was sitting there one minute staring at 
Cyril in the budgie cage, the next minute he was as dead as 
a doornail. Just like that. Not a bad way to go I suppose – it’s 
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better than getting run over by a truck, isn’t it? Wouldn’t 
mind going that way myself, come to think of it. Staring up 
at the budgie one minute, on your way to heaven the next.

So how have you been getting along, Gene? Hope 
you’re winning.

I’m doing all right, I was a bit lousy for a while there 
after your mum and I parted ways, but I’m starting to kick 
with the wind again now.

My back is playing up a bit, my left knee is still crook 
and my liver is a bit dodgy according to Doctor Wilson, 
but aside from that I can’t complain. Not much point is 
there? I mean there’s no one around to complain to.

Your mother and I are talking to each other, that’s the 
main thing. I suppose it would be a bit hard not to talk to 
each other after 54 years. I don’t think my good ear would 
know what to do with itself if it didn’t hear your mum’s 
voice in it once a day. You’ve got to laugh, don’t you?

Your sister Sharon has been beaut too, she comes around 
every couple of days to say hello and make sure I’m eating 
properly. She keeps bringing me around this macrobiotic 
food she eats and those bloody lentil things. Gene, that 
stuff would kill you if you ate it for too long. I tell her I 
eat it but, just between you and me, I wait until she’s gone 
and I sling it over the fence to the Davisons’ chooks. But 
don’t tell Sharon that though, will you? She means well.

Anyway your mum and I are still going to the marriage 
counsellor. I don’t know what she’s told you. I’m a bit jack 
of it all to tell you the truth and it’s starting to give me 
the willies.

I didn’t know I had so many things wrong with me, 
Gene. I tell you what, once your mum gets into gear at 
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these little get-togethers, there’s no stopping her. I had to 
start writing all the complaints down, I couldn’t keep up 
with her. I’m not saying she hasn’t got a case, but dearie 
me, your mum’s going on about stuff that happened 40 
years ago.

I said to her, ‘Sonya, I can’t remember what happened 
yesterday let alone how I put your nose out of joint at a 
bloody barbecue at Alf ’s place in 1953. I mean, fair crack 
of the whip! If it was getting on your quince, why did you 
leave it for 40 years to have a shot at me?’

‘I only just realised it annoyed me,’ she said.
I don’t know Gene, it’s got me beat. She’s a mystery, 

your mother.
Oh, did your mum tell you that Sharon’s husband, 

Geoff, got a promotion down there at the Department 
of Births, Deaths & Marriages? He’s been made Senior 
Certificate Officer or something like that in the birth 
certificate section. He’s as happy as Larry. He gets a free 
trip to Adelaide once a year and reckons if he does all right 
in this, he might have a shot at archives. Good on him.

Anyway Gene, I better saddle up and get cracking, I’ve 
got to have a go at cooking myself a bit of spaghetti for 
tea and there’s a bit of a wingding on next door at the 
Davisons for Ted’s birthday. They invited me to join them 
and I thought I might toddle over a bit later. I’ll let you 
know how the spaghetti turns out anyway.

Give my regards to ‘Robert Helpmann’. I hope the 
ballet business is working out for him. Write soon.

Lots of love,
Your dad



THE ANZAC DAY MARCH

Kalangadoo, Monday

Dear Gene,

How are you son?
Well, I’m recovering. My leg’s a bit better and I’m 

moving about the place now in a wheelchair. You’ve got 
to keep moving at my age, Gene, keep the parts moving; 
you stop and you can’t get the body going again. I’ve 
seen jokers at my age go downhill really quickly in this 
condition.

Anyway, what have I been up to? Not a lot really. I had 
an outing on Monday – my mate Milton was marching 
on Anzac Day in Mount Gambier so Percy Struthers and 
Milton piled me and the wheelchair into the car and I 
went down to watch them march. Well, I was going to just 
watch, but what happened was this old codger in another 
wheelchair saw me in the crowd and came up and had a go 
at me because I wasn’t in the march.

Cantankerous old bugger he was, well he seemed like it 
at the time anyway. Talk about giving a joker a hard time.
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‘What’s the matter with you, digger?’ he demanded. 
‘You don’t look dead, why aren’t you marching?’

I explained the situation to him, I mean you know 
the story, Gene: your mum and I didn’t fight in the war, 
we sang, we entertained the troops. So I tell him this and 
told him they wouldn’t let us march, because you had to 
have been a soldier to march. ‘Says who?’ demanded the 
old codger.

‘Well, whoever says who,’ I said.
He just looked at me Gene and said, ‘Bugger the ones 

who “says who” mate, we took notice of “says who’s” in 
France in 1916 and look where that got us!’

Anyway, I could see he wasn’t going to let up so I 
wheeled myself into line and ended up marching instead 
of watching for the first time in 40 years.

Turns out to be a beaut old fellow too, Morrie 
– Morrie Parsons his name is. Reckons he was at the 
business end of 90, but only looks a day over 80 and 
is as tough as nails. Morrie still lives on his own, he’s 
a bloody marvel and a funny bugger too. He said to 
me, ‘I’m glad you came along Roly, I’ve been thinking 
it’s about time we had a recruitment drive. I’m the last 
one left you know. The rest of the buggers died on me, 
haven’t they?’

Well, the upshot of it all is that Morrie’s made me an 
honorary member of his regiment. He’s talked me into 
marching again with him next year. If for some reason 
he doesn’t front up, he made me promise I’d march in 
the regiment anyway. I promised that I would, I couldn’t 
let the side down could I?
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Anyway, I better go. One of the tyres on my wheelchair 
has gone down and I’ve got to go and find a pump from 
somewhere.

Regards to Ahmed. Write soon.

Lots of love,
Your dad



 OLD DOC WILSON & 
THUNDERBOXES

Kalangadoo, Monday

Dear Gene,

How are you son? You winning?
I’m all right myself. The liver is playing up a bit, the 

back is a bit crook and my bad knee is no better. Oh, the 
cholesterol and blood sugar levels are up a bit and the new 
heart tablets are giving me wind, but aside from that, I’m 
a picture of health really.

As old Doc Wilson said to me, ‘At least it takes your 
mind off the arthritis, Mr Parks.’

He has an exceptional bedside manner, Doc Wilson. 
Milton Jones reckons Doc Wilson’s lost his marbles. I 
think he’s right. I reckon he’s in the book, he just doesn’t 
know what page he’s on.

I said to Doc Wilson a few weeks ago after my knee 
was still playing up, ‘Look, Doctor, maybe I should get a 
second opinion?’ Doc Wilson looked at me and said, ‘All 
right, if you insist. Come back tomorrow at 2 pm.’

He’s really losing it Gene, he shouldn’t be practising.
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Milton had an appointment to get something shoved up 
his Khyber the other day and, while sitting in the waiting 
room, out from the doctor’s surgery comes old Bluey 
Jackson so Milton asked him how he was. Bluey replied, 
‘Oh, Doc Wilson reckons I’m as fit as a mallee bull.’

Then what do you know, Gene, the words had no 
sooner come out of his mouth when Bluey drops dead 
in Doc Wilson’s doorway. Milton said the nurse ran up, 
checked his pulse and yelled out: ‘Doctor Wilson! Doctor 
Wilson! The man is dead! What do we do?’

Doc Wilson looks at the nurse and says, ‘Turn him 
around and make it look as if he’s arriving.’

He needs to be put out to pasture, Doc Wilson. You 
take your life into your own hands when you turn up to 
his clinic.

Speaking of people trying to get rid of us oldies, the 
government here is in on it too. They want us dead so 
they don’t have to pay us the pension. The young are also 
in on the scheme; they want us dead so they can get their 
hands on our assets quicker. They are trying to confuse us 
to death Gene, how else do you explain a DVD remote? 
Who the hell came up with that device? It’s the most 
confusing thing ever invented.

I bought one of these home entertainment centres or 
whatever they’re called a few weeks ago. I knew I couldn’t 
put the bloody thing together and Sharon was away, so 
Milton and three of my other mates come round to my 
place one night to try and help me figure it out.

Five blokes over 75, with 375 years of experience 
among us – do you reckon we could get that bugger to 
work? Bloody thing!
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In the end I rang my neighbour who sent his ten-
year-old grandson around the next day to set it up for me 
– which he did in under five minutes.

The whole corporate sector is doing it as well; if they’re 
not selling you products that you can’t operate when you 
get home, they’re flogging you phone or electricity deals a 
barrister would be flat out trying to make sense of. If, by 
some miracle, you can work it all out, the bloody font size 
is so tiny you can’t possibly read the fine print.

Confuse us to death, that’s what everyone is trying to 
do Gene. I mean, I know a few of the oldies down our 
way who still haven’t figured out how a stereo works. In 
fact, one or two of them down here are still coming to 
grips with inside toilets that flush.

I can still remember when they first converted the old 
thunderboxes to inside toilets. There were some people 
down this way who tried to bring their thunder boxes 
inside. I know, I was one of them.

As old Bern Colville, Hazel Colville’s husband – he’s 
dead now Bern, of course – said to me at the time: ‘They’re 
a bloody marvel these indoor lavatories, Roly.’ 

I said, ‘They are.’
‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘How you can push a button and it all 

ends up over at Bluey Dodson’s night cart – that’s a bloody 
miracle.’

‘It is.’
‘I’ll tell you one thing about them, though,’ said Bern. 

‘They don’t like sawdust much, do they?’
Give my regards to Ahmed, won’t you? Write soon.

Lots of love,
Your dad



RAINING PEA SOUP

Kalangadoo, Monday

Dear Gene,

How are you son? Keeping the dingoes off the front 
step?

I hope so. I’ve been a bit up and down myself, to tell 
you the truth. You know how you have those miserable 
weeks when, truly, if it was raining pea soup, you’d get 
hit on the head by a fork – thrown by your mother!

I’m telling you, I couldn’t take a trick in that department 
this week. Couldn’t look at your mum without getting 
my head bitten off!

She’d been a bit crook, as you know, so I tried to do 
the right thing: keep my head down and my trap shut, 
especially when she got a bit maggoty. But boy, a couple 
of times there this week, Gene, she really got my back 
up! It didn’t matter what I said, I couldn’t win!

I rang her the other day and said, ‘Look, Sonya, if 
you’re not feeling a hundred per cent, I’ll come over and 
run your messages for you.’
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You know what she said in that voice of hers that 
freezes magpies in mid-air? ‘No thanks, I’ll take care of 
what I need to do.’

‘All right,’ I said, ‘you don’t have to be like that! I was 
only offering to help because you were crook. I’ll go away.’

‘You just worry about yourself,’ she said.
The way she put it I was about to suggest she open a 

window at her end because the condescension must have 
been fogging up all the windows.

I said, ‘I’d wish you’d told me just to look after myself 
last week when I filled in for you at the op shop when you 
had to go to the Doctor’s.’

‘You didn’t have to do it.’
‘No, I didn’t, but you asked me to, so I did.’
I thought to myself, ‘Bugger it, she can run her own 

messages, if she’s going to be like that.’
So, anyway, I’m down the post office about an hour 

later and I run into Thelma Hopgood, with a list as long 
as her arm, doing all your mum’s messages for her. Not 
only that, Thelma ticks me off for not helping your mum 
when she’s sick!

That was it, I’d had enough, so I flew around to your 
mum’s joint and jeez, I was wild. Had to calm myself down 
on the porch before I rang the bell because I thought I’d be 
likely to throw a seven, the way I was feeling – especially 
without my tablets.

So I explained I’d run into Thelma and said, ‘Look 
here, Sonya. I’m fed up with this business. Make up your 
mind; if you don’t want me around, that’s fine, but I’m 
buggered if I’m going to feel like a feather duster one 
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minute and a bloody rooster the next. It’s as simple as that.’ 
Jeez, I was cranky!

‘What are you going on about, you silly dill?’ she said.
I said, ‘Well, one minute you want me around, the 

next you make me feel as useless as a bloody ashtray on a 
motorbike. Fair dinkum!’

I don’t like raising my voice to anyone, let alone your 
mum, but as far as I’m concerned, in the last couple of 
weeks Gene, your mum has really gone over the Plimsoll 
line.

I said to her, ‘Look, Sonya, I just want to know where 
I stand.’

‘What a lot of tripe!’ she said.
‘It’s not tripe!’
‘It is tripe!
‘No, it’s not!’ I said.
‘Yes, it is tripe,’ says your mum.
It went on like this for an hour or so.
‘Don’t raise your voice at me, Roly Parks!’
‘I’m not raising my voice at you.’
‘You’re raising your voice!’
‘No I’m not!’
‘You are!’
‘I’m not!’
‘Listen to you!’
‘Listen to you!’
‘You raised it first.’
‘You did!’
‘No. I. Did. Not!’
‘Oh, yes. You. Did!’
‘Did not.’
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‘Did so.’
I finally said to her, ‘Look, Sonya, for God’s sake, what’s 

getting on your goat? Why are you dark on me?’
‘You know why. You want to divorce me, don’t you?’ 

she says.
‘I want to what?’
‘Divorce me.’
‘For crying out loud Sonya, who said anything about a 

divorce? Did I say that?’
‘No, you didn’t.’
‘I didn’t?’
‘No,’ she said, ‘you didn’t, not in as many words.’
‘Well, for God’s sake. What makes you think I want 

one?’
‘Because you took the records,’ she said.
‘I took what?’
‘The records.’
‘What records?’ I said.
‘All the James Last and Klaus Wunderlich albums we 

had!’
‘Yes, I took them to listen to. So?’
‘So, you never gave them back.’
‘I haven’t finished listening to them,’ I said.
‘Well, why didn’t you tell me that? Why didn’t you tell 

me that was why you didn’t give them back?’
‘Maybe it was because I didn’t know that I had to!’
‘Well you should have!’
‘Why?’
You know what your mum said, Gene? She said, 

‘Because I thought you were splitting up all the stuff we 
owned so you could divorce me.’
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I give up. Can you work out the logic of that, Gene? 
If you can, write and let me know will you? It’s got me 
completely buggered.

Anyway, I pulled up stumps after that, went home and I 
rang your sister Sharon to see if she could throw some light 
on the matter. She went and consulted the I Ching oracle 
thing she reads. It said, ‘You cannot solve your problems 
alone. Swallow your pride and seek aid. Choose the right 
source for this aid and all will be well.’

So I rang my mate Milton and we went down the pub.
Keep all this under your hat though, won’t you? Your 

mum’s running out of material at the marriage counsellor’s 
and the last thing I want to do is top up her tank with 
more petrol.

Give my regards to Ahmed. I hope you’re both well 
and write soon.

Lots of love,
Your dad



SPUD TURNER  
& THE AMAZING ARTHUR

Kalangadoo, Monday

Dear Gene,

How are you son? You winning?
Not much to report. Milton and I went to see an old 

mate of mine perform at the Horny Stallion Bistro over 
there in Millicent.

I don’t know if you’d remember The Amazing Arthur, 
the facial illusionist from Penola? Anyway, Arthur was head-
lining the cabaret night so we booked a dinner and show.

Arthur has been working up at the Gold Coast at one 
of those resort-type places for the last year and cleaning 
up, so he told us. Ever since he added the penguin into his 
act, he has never looked back. It was a brilliant idea – who 
would have thought of combining facial illusion with a 
talking animal act? I can’t think of too many performers 
who’d change their act that dramatically. Not at the age of 
70 after 60 years in the business! Just shows you the talent 
of some people.

I mean, Arthur was always a very good ventriloquist 
but he never did it on stage. Arthur reckoned there were 
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blokes better at it, that’s why he stuck to his facial illusions. 
I suppose when you have double joints in your face, you’re 
not going to have a lot of competition, are you? That’s 
why he did so well.

But like everything, the public eventually tires of you. 
That’s what happened to Arthur; he couldn’t get arrested 
with his act for nearly ten years. Still, to his credit he never 
gave up and never chucked in the towel. Arthur was telling 
me about it the other night after the show.

‘I knew I needed a new act, Roly, and had to find a new 
idea, but for the life of me, I couldn’t think what. Then 
one night I was watching the telly and that old show with 
the talking horse, Mr Ed, came on and I thought to myself, 
that’s it! That’s the gimmick! What I need is a real horse 
on stage in place of the ventriloquist’s dummy.

‘It was a pretty good idea at the time, but when the 
grog wore off in the morning I realised that carting a 
horse around the countryside was a bit high maintenance.’

I can see his problem, Gene. As Arthur said to me, 
‘Even if you got lucky and could have trained a horse to 
open its mouth when you wanted it to on stage, the RSL 
Club would think you were off your lolly!’

And that was what happened. Arthur rang a few clubs 
he’d played at to see if there was any interest and they 
hung up on him. Thought he was crackers. Anyway, not 
one to let failure get in the way of a good idea, Arthur 
thinks ‘right idea, wrong size!’

So you know what he does, Gene? He goes out the 
next day and buys a penguin! God knows from where 
or whom. But Arthur buys it and takes it to this animal 
trainer he knows on the Gold Coast and the bloke shows 
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him how he can train this penguin to be his ventriloquist’s 
dummy. It took him a year.

Gene, you have to see this penguin and Arthur together 
– you’d wet yourself. Funny? The penguin is sensational! I 
mean, I don’t know if you can imagine it; here you have 
Arthur doing his facial contortion routine – which is pretty 
bloody funny for starters – twisting his face up to look like 
a wombat or whatever, then in the middle of the act, out 
waddles this penguin, it climbs up a little ladder and then 
plonks herself on a pedestal next to Arthur.

The penguin opens her mouth and says, ‘I know a 
doctor who can fix that!’ Then as everyone is laughing, 
the penguin turns to the audience and says, ‘It’s true! Trust 
me, I used to be one!’

I tell you, Gene. I mean, I’ve seen ventriloquist acts 
before, but Arthur and that penguin – you’d swear the 
penguin is really talking! They’re billed as ‘The Amazing 
Arthur & Penelope the Talking Penguin’. I don’t think 
I’ve ever come across a cabaret act like it, and I’ve seen a 
few. They’re booked out for a year and a half, so Arthur 
reckons.

Good on him eh? Not bad for a facial illusionist from 
Penola and a penguin from the Gold Coast. Goes to show 
you, Gene: in this business, never give up.

By the way, speaking of never giving up, did I tell you 
that Pearl La Monde’s come out of retirement again? You 
remember the jazz singer Pearl La Monde from when you 
were young? You used to like her dresses. Well, Spud 
Turner, our agent who runs Spud Turner’s International 
Class Acts, is putting together another series of ‘farewell’ 
concerts for Pearl. They kick off with a couple of nights 
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at the Horny Stallion in Millicent, then a few nights at 
Merino’s Nightclub over in Penola.

I was talking to Spud the other night about it. He says 
Pearl is off the grog and the valium and is singing better 
than ever. Apparently the therapy has gone well and she’s 
not as bitter as she used to be. Which is good, isn’t it? It was 
a shame the way Pearl went in the end – blaming Spud for 
not making her the big star she thought she should have 
been. Trouble was, Pearl always saw herself as someone 
who could have made it big time at the clubs in Sydney.

I think not getting the job singing on the cruise ship to 
the Pacific sort of tipped her over the edge artistically, you 
know. After that, she hit the plonk in a big way and her 
career went downhill. So it’s beaut that she’s back.

Speaking of Spud Turner, it’s his fiftieth anniversary 
in the business this year. That’s the other reason Pearl 
has come out of retirement. She’s going to sing at his 
celebrations in a couple of weeks. So are your mum and 
me of course; we’d been with Spud for 30 years. He’s had 
an incredible career the old Spud, especially when you 
consider who he started his booking agency with. The 
first act he booked was old Merton Mathews the close-up 
magician – he’s dead now of course, Merton.

Then he had Molly what’s-her-name, the belly dancer 
from Penola, she’s gone too I think. Then there was the 
Swinging Samuel Sisters, the singing trapeze act. Sad the 
way they went – tragic – and of course, Clarrie Simms and 
his International Orchestra got their start with Spud.

So, he’s come a long way since those days. I was looking 
at who he’s got on the books at the moment and there 
are tap dancers, singers, clowns and fire-eaters. Spud runs 
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the Bucking Bull down at the Horny Stallion and he’s 
got Trevor the Sheep Juggling Act from Port McDonald, 
and Shirley the Lingerie Artiste down at the motel dining 
room works for him.

Spud also manages the jelly wrestling on Thursday 
night at Merino’s, and if you want a Father Christmas in 
this neck of the woods, well I think he’s got that business 
sewn up as well. Spud was always a great spotter of 
emerging talent.

Not everyone can do it. I remember when he first took 
on The Amazing Arthur, I said ‘Spud, I’m not sure how a 
joker pulling silly faces all night is going to go down here. 
I mean you can go down the pub and see old Clem Baxter 
do that after he’s had a couple.’ I was very wrong.

Anyway, I had better go. Got to think about what your 
mum and I might do for Spud’s celebration.

Give my regards to Ahmed and write soon.

Lots of love,
Your dad


