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The long-awaited autobiography from one of Australia's most popular, much-loved and enduring
media stars, Lisa Wilkinson.Lisa Wilkinson has lived much of her life in the public eye. One of
Australia's most respected journalists and media personalities, her warm, intelligent and elegant
presence has graced our television screens for many years, where she has shared, shaped and
even shifted many important national conversations. But it all could have been so
different ...Subjected to horrific bullying as a teenager, Lisa survived by making herself as small
as possible. But she swore when she left school that no one was ever again going to determine
who she was - or limit what she was capable of. That determination and drive led to Lisa blazing
an unprecedented and enormously successful trail through the Australian media and cultural
landscape for more than four decades.An early ground-breaking career in publishing - at 21,
Lisa was the youngest editor ever appointed to take charge of a national magazine, Dolly, before
spending ten years as editor of the iconic Cleo magazine - then led to a stunning television
success story. This included spending more than a decade as co-host of the Nine Network's
Today show, before she caused a media storm across Australia and the world on the issue of the
gender pay gap, when she moved to the Ten Network as co-host of its prime-time award-winning
program The Project.It Wasn't Meant to Be Like This is the story of how a young girl from
Sydney's western suburbs came to be such a force in Australian cultural life. It is a story that is
honest, funny, engaging - and powerfully inspirational.'Told with humour and a 'did this really
happen to me' relatability ... generous and gracious' The Daily Telegraph

“A liberating, transformative chronicle of how spirituality can foster inspiration and hope while
emboldening the downtrodden through their darkest days.” -- Kirkus“When Chris first told a story
on my show, Snap Judgment, it was so beautiful I wept. But I kept asking for more. This book
proves what we believe at Snap―stories can lure you into places you’ve never imagined, and
maybe even change your life.” -- Glynn Washington, Host and Creator of NPR's Snap
Judgment“I’m not Christian but Chris has proven that all people―even the most troubled―are
worth our intrusions, even as passersby, as migrants, as souls among souls. Thank you for this
moving story. More people should have such courage, such character.” -- Luis J. Rodriguez, Poet
Laureate of Los Angeles and author of Always Running, La Vida Loca, Gang Days in L.A. and It
Calls You Back: An Odyssey Through Love, Addiction, Revolutions, and Healing“A powerful and
moving account of what it means to actually engage a hurting world.” -- Bill McKibben, author of
Deep Economy“As a former jail chaplain myself, I have yet to find a book that is so well written,
so honest, and so non-naïve-and yet compassionate-about the kind of world we live in! You will
live in your own world with greater courage if you read this book.” -- Fr. Richard Rohr, O.F.M.,
Center for Action and Contemplation and author of Falling Upward“God has a remarkable ability



to show up anywhere. Blessed are those, like Chris Hoke, who have eyes to see, and who tell
the stories so that we may come to believe. WANTED is beautiful writing and powerful testimony
to God’s living presence in forgotten places.” -- Sara Miles, author of Take This Bread and City of
God“Chris Hoke is what I would call a Christ-follower. He follows the path that Jesus walked,
eyes open, hands ready to help, heart ready to break. The result is life-changing-for him, for
those he serves, and for us if we have ears to hear.” -- Scott Cairns, author of Slow Pilgrim: The
Collected Poems“Wanted sings the gospel song that’s echoed through the centuries, from Paul
and Silas’ jail cell to Fannie Lou Hamer’s. I haven’t read a book since Tattoos on the Heart that
made me cry and shout “Amen!” as much as this one.” -- Jonathan Wilson-Hartgrove, author of
Strangers at My Door“Hoke meets the lonely young men of his valley who are in so many ways
unwanted―and he advocates for them, loves them, calls them brother. Beautiful, unsettling,
sometimes laugh out loud funny....For all their darkness, these stories have given me hope like
nothing else I’ve read in recent memory.” -- Fred Bahnson, author of Soil and Sacrament: A
Spiritual Memoir of Food and Faith“ Hoke eloquently articulates the erasure of margins and the
birth of a new inclusion-where the demonizing ceases and the disposable are no longer tossed
aside. It is a book which refines one’s own heart to meet the brokenness of the other and
discovery your own. ” -- Greg Boyle, S.J., Founder and Executive Director of Homeboy Industries
and author of Tattoos on the Heart“The psalmist says that God hides himself in the dark. That’s
exactly where Chris goes looking for him. This search among the most maligned of us is bound
to become a spiritual classic.” -- Dennis Covington, author of Salvation on Sand Mountain,
National Book Award finalist“Taut, tart, furious, merciful, tender, blunt, searingly piercingly
unforgettably honest...and sometimes so funny I sprained an eyeball laughing. I never read a
book so tender with its ears and so honest with its tongue. You’ll never ever forget it. Really and
truly.” -- Brian Doyle, author of Mink River“One of the most inspired answers I’ve found to the
WWJD? query is beautifully and forcefully displayed in Chris Hoke’s ‘Wanted’....Wondrous.” --
Spirituality & Health“Wanted is inspiring and eye opening, at turns heartwrenching and funny. It
is stunningly written, thought provoking, and will touch readers in the darkest depths of their
souls.” -- Pop Culture Nerd“This book is imbued with dignity, prayer, and an understanding that
relationships require forgiveness, on both sides. Wanted is a beautiful reflection on what the life
of faith looks like in action.” -- Sojourners“Every so often our spirits are lifted even higher by
compassionate, courageous, and creative souls who give all they’ve got to prisoners in work
modeled after the servant ministry of Jesus. Wanted describes such a ministry, and we highly
recommend it to you.” -- Spirituality & Practice“Wandering, surprising....as Hoke tells story after
story, he surprises the reader with his emotional honesty and his unswerving commitment to
peeling back layers of the narrative.” -- Books & Culture“Dark and yet hope-filled....Raw and real,
this is a book you don’t want to miss if you’re serious about being a Christian.” -- The Dubious
Disciple“Wanted: A Spiritual Pursuit Through Jail, Among Outlaws, and Across Borders, made
skeptical me cry, sit upright, and see my reality anew... it grabs readers by the neck and forces
them to see their own soul in the real world, the actual world that exists.” -- Alissa Wilkinson,



Christianity Today“Wanted... is a beacon of faith and hope, but it’s also a compelling
commentary on the U.S penal system and the callous disregard for the bodies and souls
crushed by it” -- Shelf Awareness“... it positively gleams with God’s presence as it goes to one of
the darkest corners of modern American society: jail.” -- Stina Kielsmeier-Cook, Englewood
Review of Books“Wanted: A Spiritual Pursuit Through Jail, Among Outlaws, and Across Borders
(HarperOne, 2015) is intense from the very first page. Chris Hoke has taken the reluctant
prophet theme so prominent in Scripture (Jonah, Moses, Jeremiah, etc.), crossed it with true
crime, and written the results down.” -- WORLD News Group --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.From the Back CoverWanted follows a restless young man from the sunny
suburbs of his youth to the darker side of society in the rainy Northwest, where he finds the
direct spiritual experience he's been seeking while volunteering as a night-shift chap-lain at a
men's correctional facility. The jail becomes his portal to a mysterious world where gang
members soon dub him their "pastor." As he comes to terms with this uncomfortable title—and
embraces the role of a shepherd of black sheep—his adventures truly begin.Hoke shares
sublime tales—sometimes comic, other times heartbreaking—of sacred moments in unlikely
situations: singing with someone who attempted suicide in the jail's isolation cell, dodging
immigration and airport security with migrant farmworkers, and fly-fishing with tattooed
gangsters. Set against the misty Washington landscape, Hoke's writing takes us with him as he
gains and loses friends within the prison system, and even faces his own despair—as well as
belovedness—on the back of a motorcycle racing through Guatemalan slums.In these stories of
"mystical portraiture," Hoke offers a new vision of the forgotten souls who have been cast into
society's dumpsters, helping us see that beneath even the hardest criminal is a fragile de-sire to
be wanted.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorChris Hoke is
a jail chaplain and pastor to gangs and violent offenders in Washington's Skagit Valley. Through
his work with the organization Tierra Nueva he cofounded a coffee-roasting business,
Underground Coffee, which employs men coming out of prison and addiction, and connects
them to agricultural partners in Honduras. Hoke received his B.A. from U.C. Berkeley and his
M.F.A. in creative nonfiction from Seattle Pacific University. Hoke's work has been featured on
NPR and in The Sun, Sojourners, and Christian Century.--This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.From the Inside FlapWanted follows a restless young man from the sunny
suburbs of his youth to the darker side of society in the rainy Northwest, where he finds the
direct spiritual experience he's been seeking while volunteering as a night-shift chap-lain at a
men's correctional facility. The jail becomes his portal to a mysterious world where gang
members soon dub him their pastor. As he comes to terms with this uncomfortable title--and
embraces the role of a shepherd of black sheep--his adventures truly begin.Hoke shares
sublime tales--sometimes comic, other times heartbreaking--of sacred moments in unlikely
situations: singing with someone who attempted suicide in the jail's isolation cell, dodging
immigration and airport security with migrant farmworkers, and fly-fishing with tattooed
gangsters. Set against the misty Washington landscape, Hoke's writing takes us with him as he



gains and loses friends within the prison system, and even faces his own despair--as well as
belovedness--on the back of a motorcycle racing through Guatemalan slums.In these stories of
mystical portraiture, Hoke offers a new vision of the forgotten souls who have been cast into
society's dumpsters, helping us see that beneath even the hardest criminal is a fragile de-sire to
be wanted.--Sojourners --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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DEDICATIONTo my father, Ray Wilkinson, whose gentle,loving star I still steer
by.CONTENTSDedicationForeword1 Little girl lost2 A love story3 And so it begins4 ‘Bappy’
days5 Off to high school6 Crushed7 Bondi bound8 Hello Dolly!9 Taking charge10 Meeting
Kerry11 The Cleo years begin12 Guess who’s coming to dinner?13 A New York state of mind14
Saved by the bachelors15 Good night, sweet prince . . .16 An ending . . . and a beginning17 ‘If
you don’t want him, I’ll have him . . .’18 Hello Jake, goodbye Cleo19 The times, they were a-
changin’20 Tough times21 Reach out for the sunrise22 Movement at the station23 ‘I wake up
with Today’24 Something’s gotta give25 Well, good morning to yoooouuuu . . .26 And the winner
is . . .27 The Trump card28 Fifty Shades of . . . WTAF?29 A changing of the guard30 Winning31
Coming up trumps32 The kiss of death33 I don’t like Mondays34 Night of the Long Knives . . .
and Champagne35 And then there was Brittany . . .AcknowledgementsPicture SectionAbout the
AuthorCopyrightFOREWORDMY BEAUTIFUL LATE DAD once told me that a person needs just
three things to be truly happy in life: someone to love, something to do, and something to hope
for.I have been wonderfully fortunate to have experienced all three.But none of it was
guaranteed. None of it just happened. There were, in fact, many times when all three seemed
unattainable, because so much of my life wasn’t actually meant to be like this.Growing up in
Sydney’s south-west, there were very few expectations placed upon me. Like every little girl in
1960s Australia, my life looked decidedly predestined: probably married by 23, with a bunch of
kids before 30. And if I were to have a job, it was more than likely going to be limited to that small
window before the arrival of kids because, from then on, ‘a woman’s place is in the home’. In
most workplaces, pregnancy was grounds for dismissal, and in many others, so too was
marriage; reliable childcare was almost non-existent; and women’s wages were considered
almost ‘pin money’ because, really, the plan was . . . to get a man to support you.If I wanted to
venture down a professional or corporate path, the glass ceiling – still decades away from even
being recognised as ‘a thing’ – ensured that opportunities for women were rare. Meanwhile, the
gender pay gap was just accepted as normal; reliable contraception was difficult to access;
abortion was illegal; domestic violence was rarely spoken of; women were banned from drinking
in public bars; getting any sort of bank loan or even a passport to travel was impossible without
the approval of a male guarantor; and there was no such thing as a no-fault divorce.And, oh
yeah, bachelors were desirable, but ‘spinsters’ were not.If I were to marry, I would have had to
promise henceforth to ‘obey’ my husband for the rest of my life. As for the name I was born with,
with its achievements, history and sense of self-identity? That would all immediately disappear.
Just as my mother went from a 22-year-old Beryl Eastall to Mrs Ray Wilkinson, all trace of that
young woman’s origins was wiped out, at least on paper.None of it appeared right through my
young eyes, and though the vision I had for my path forward was far from clear, I always felt that
what was ahead for me was going to be a little different, more circuitous, less predestined.By the
early 70s, thanks to the efforts of generations of women before me, I could feel the ground



shifting, as Helen Reddy’s rallying anthem for the ages, ‘I Am Woman’, filled the airwaves. That
song demanded that we women raise our voices and finally be heard. It encouraged us to tell the
truth of our stories and to listen to the stories of others, because staying quiet wasn’t getting any
of us very far.But while I could sing along at the top of my voice to Helen’s unifying cry like every
other young girl, it would take me decades to have the courage to finally find my own voice, and
fully realise that I, too, knew too much to go back and pretend. Because when it comes to
women speaking out against injustice, the societal pressure – however subtle or unspoken – is
to say nothing, for fear of a possible backlash, or worse: being accused of trying to stand out.
When, in fact, all you’re doing is standing up. For yourself. And ultimately, all women.As women,
the rules we are taught from a very young age are conflicting: excel, but not too much; value your
inner worth, but here, buy all this makeup; love your body, but why not buy these torture
garments to smooth out all that unsightly cellulite while you’re at it?And when the prizes for
women are so few, what does that do to our psyche? What does that mean for our desire to see
other women succeed? How does it affect the camaraderie we feel with other women when we
are all essentially set up to be in competition for the few tiny slices of the pie that we’re told exist?
It means that our choices become limited. And in a man’s world, that’s a win. For men. So as a
woman, it can often feel like you can’t win. And when you can’t win, the temptation is to give
up.And there were times when I almost did. Times when the career moves I made felt too big,
too high profile, too high pressure for me to believe I could succeed, and I lived with the daily
knowledge that, with every challenge I took on, I was probably headed for a very public fall.I’ve
often wondered why I keep doing that to myself. Why, just when I have felt comfortable in a job,
proud of the work I was doing, and pretty sure of what each new day was going to hold, I’ve
decided to shake things up and move on. Why do I keep testing myself like that? Why the need
to keep proving myself?Perhaps because I’ve never felt completely comfortable with the
opportunities that have come my way over the years. As a kid from Sydney’s western suburbs
with no private schooling, a pretty ordinary pass in Sixth Form, no uni degree, no presumptions
of entitlement, and a more than healthy dose of convict blood deep in my DNA, I’ve always
wondered: why me?But when those opportunities did come along, I made damn sure I never
wasted them. I also didn’t want to disappoint those who were brave enough to take a chance on
me. To keep moving forward, though, I had to learn to love myself along the way – with all my
flaws and foibles, contradictions and inconsistencies.Not all of us are dealt the easy cards in life,
but that doesn’t mean you can’t reshuffle the deck once you’ve seen the light and the
possibilities of a better outcome.My mother was dealt terrible cards, but she was a hero and a
survivor. As a kid she was forgotten, ignored, and made to feel like she was an inconvenience.
And yet, after everything she had been through, she was able to show up and keep going.I’ve
been truly blessed by the good people I have had in my life who, over the years, have so
unconditionally believed in, loved, and supported me. But I’ve also seen people I didn’t want to
be like and situations I’d never want to be in. I now know that those people have been my
teachers, too.So, in some ways, this is a book about both thanks and forgiveness, showing



gratitude for the good angels and making peace with the bleak ones, because all of them have
taught me valuable lessons.To be human is an ongoing process, and part of that is making
mistakes. I’ve made plenty, as you’re about to find out. The important thing is to always look for
what we can learn from them to keep growing, keep choosing, keep evolving, keep challenging,
and to welcome change when it comes.And live with kindness. I hope I have.TV is an unforgiving
business where the stakes are often all or nothing, where worth is judged on daily ratings, shows
and people are axed without warning, and egos can be made or broken by unrelenting scrutiny.
It demands a strong backbone to cope with it all. And when you spend a significant chunk of a
lifetime sitting in the public gaze, people can have a lot of ideas about who you are, and how you
can be most easily defined. The good and bad impressions and suppositions others apply to
you can make your head spin if you allow them to.So, I don’t know if my story will confirm what
you already think you knew about me, or if maybe it will change your mind. All I know is, for me,
it’s never really changed.I always was, and always will be, Lisa Wilkinson from Campbelltown. A
magazine junkie kid from the suburbs who lucked out big time.And this, with all its mistakes and
missteps, flaws, and fabulously unexpected joys, is my story . . .Lisa WilkinsonOctober
2021CHAPTER ONELittle girl lost‘The moment you doubt whether you can fly, you cease
forever to be able to do it.’ – J. M. Barrie, Peter PanTHE TRIP ALONG THE dusty driveway out of
Dalwood Children’s Home was not a long one, but it was enough for six-year-old Beryl to look
back through the taxi’s rear window and take in the enormity of the old sandstone building.Once
more she bore witness to its grand columns, sweeping arched verandahs and monstrous black
front door. To some, that magnificent exterior would have conjured thoughts of romantic fairy
tales and magical castles where beautiful princesses would live out their happily-ever-afters.But
to young Beryl, this was no fairy tale. There was no happiness. This was instead a place of
endless anguish and deep distress.Inside the home were scores of disadvantaged children left
in the hands of staff whose job it was to raise them. Dalwood was ruled with an iron fist, and
punishment was as swift as it was harsh if ever the children stepped out of line.Abandoned,
unloved, malnourished and scared, some of these children just didn’t know any better – and at
least the slaps broke up the numbing monotony of their daily existence.Beryl looked once again
at that huge front door receding in the distance – the same one where, just three months before,
her mother, Marie, had unexpectedly left her standing, before herself disappearing into the night
without so much as a backward glance in the direction of her little girl.It was one of a number of
orphanages and foster homes Beryl had so far experienced in her young life, as Marie tried to
sort out her own complicated, ever-changing living and dating arrangements – arrangements
that rarely included Beryl.But here was this tiny girl, obediently sitting in the back of a taxi – a
hotbox on this stifling December day – with her little legs already sticking uncomfortably to the
vinyl seat, her mother now right by her side, and the two of them going who knows where.It had
all happened so quickly. Just ten minutes earlier, she had filed into the lunchroom with dozens of
other scruffily dressed kids, surprised to find it decked out in brightly coloured handmade
decorations, ahead of tomorrow’s Christmas Day lunch. The saying of Grace had only just



finished . . . Bless us, O Lord, and bless the food we are about to eat . . . when the word
came.‘Your mother is here,’ the woman hissed, in a tone almost as if Beryl had been caught
stealing a Milk Arrowroot biscuit – a rare treat the children would only ever be afforded on special
occasions.And it was true. On one of those whims that sometimes possessed her, Marie had
decided that she wanted her daughter back, and had no sooner arrived unannounced at the
entrance than she had demanded that it happen immediately – Do you hear me?There had
been no warm embrace when they met, for Marie just wasn’t like that. Nor was there a ‘thank
you’ to the woman manning the reception desk, who handed her the little girl’s small, already-
packed bag on the way out the door. Marie wasn’t like that either.Beryl was simply told they were
‘going home’, and that was it. Exactly where that home would be was not yet clear.In her six
short years, Beryl had moved to more places than she could count up to. Paddington, Glebe,
Annandale, Parramatta, Brighton-Le-Sands, Chippendale, Marrickville and Fairfield were just
some of the down-at-heel, raggedy-pants workers’ suburbs they’d moved through, living mostly
in housing commission tenements, sometimes on acquaintances’ couches – all temporary stays
and make-do.Until the next one – So don’t get comfortable, OK? And young Beryl never did.She
had so many questions she wanted to ask her mother, but as she sat there studying anew this
woman sitting silently beside her – all dressed up in one of her finest sundresses and probably
on her way to somewhere else – Beryl figured she had better keep her mouth shut if she knew
what was good for her.Besides, Marie was already concentrating on the powder compact she’d
retrieved from her purse, trying to minimise the beads of sweat forming along her top lip, while
simultaneously rearranging her recently done hair after the havoc this afternoon’s heat had
wrought upon it.Beryl knew all too well her mother’s moods, and how volatile she could be. In
moments like these, Beryl would always reach for the one thing that comforted her: her much-
loved Shirley Temple doll. It had been a Christmas present three years before from her
grandmother Clara, who looked after Beryl when Marie could not, which was . . . mostly.Wait.
Shirley! Where was she?Inside Beryl’s small bag of belongings, there was no sign of her dearest
possession, the beautiful rag doll she’d held on to so tightly during all those long, lonely nights in
the orphanage.With scrabbling hands, she reached over to her almost empty bag and
rummaged through the few items of clothing she had, but there was no sign of it. Looking to see
if it was at her feet, then spinning around to check behind her, Beryl realised . . . the doll just
wasn’t here.‘Oh no. Shirley! Where is she? Did they give you Shirley, Mummy?’Marie snorted in
reply. Oh, god, is this kid going to start already? She’d never quite got the whole Shirley Temple
thing in the first place. While Marie herself had always been something of a tearaway, by
contrast, that little American girl – who had so captivated Hollywood with her perfectly ringleted
hair and cute tap-dancing routines in sweet movies with a moral – was just a bit too cute for
Marie. That her daughter had now invested so much love in this pathetic doll was a little too
much for Marie to bear.‘No, they didn’t give me Shirley, but I’ll give you something to really cry
about if you keep carrying on.’The ache Beryl felt for Shirley in that moment was almost
unbearable. She knew that tears would get her nowhere with her mother, and she tried – she



really, really tried – not to cry. But knowing she shouldn’t cry and stopping herself were two
different things.She felt the hot stinging behind her eyes, blinked, and before she knew it her
face was wet with tears.‘Mummy, please, I can’t leave without her,’ she said, softly pleading. ‘I
need Shirley. Pleeeease, Mummy.’But Marie was unmoved. She was dropping Beryl back to her
mother Clara’s for Christmas and then Marie had a date. Softening a little, perhaps – with Marie,
you could never tell which way she would go in any given moment – she said they would return
some other time to get it. ‘Maybe next time I drop you at the orphanage? Promise.’But as much
as Beryl, kneeling by her bed each night in the weeks and months that followed, prayed that her
mother would keep her promise, Marie never did.And with that, Shirley, the only doll Beryl had
ever owned and loved, was gone forever.*It could have been so different for Marie.Despite her
descent from generations of the hardscrabble of 19th-century convict and colonial Sydney, at 16
she had been given a real shot at escaping it all when she fell in love with young Gordon Power,
a 20-year-old budding journalist at the Labour Times, the son of a one-time Federal Labor
Senator, with ambitions to follow in his father’s footsteps. Suffice to say, Marie was thrilled when
she and Gordon started dating, but terrified when she discovered she was pregnant with his
child. Gordon had been reared a strict Roman Catholic, so this bastard child was going to be
cause for deep shame, and Gordon had no intention of marrying someone of Marie’s station. In
other families, there might have been talk of ‘getting rid of it’, but Marie was also from a strict
Irish-Catholic family and that idea was never on the table.In any case, by the time Beryl arrived
on 12 December 1928, all of Marie’s hopes that actually meeting his sweet little daughter might
change Gordon’s mind about marriage and fatherhood had evaporated, as Gordon had fallen
gravely ill.In the months before he died from the ravages of tuberculosis, Marie would take her
daughter to the darkened rooms of Randwick Hospice to visit. But as Gordon’s health continued
to decline, so did any dreams Marie had of a secure future with the father of her child.Neither
Marie nor Beryl was mentioned in the death notice placed in the Sydney Morning Herald by the
family. Nor were they invited to Gordon’s funeral, with dignitaries from far and wide turning up in
huge numbers for the son of the distinguished former Mayor of Paddington and NSW State and
then Federal Senator.For Gordon’s family, Marie and wee baby Beryl might as well have not
existed, and it was clear they wished that continued to be the case as there was never any
further contact. With the Great Depression now in full swing, Marie just had to get on with it and
do the best she could.As the years passed, and various ‘fathers’ moved in and out, Marie always
insisted that Beryl change her surname – if not legally, then at least publicly – to fit whichever
man was present in her mother’s life at that time. Marie assured her that things were ‘less
complicated that way’.*For Ray Wilkinson, life couldn’t have been further from the experience of
young Beryl’s.As the son of Elsie and William Wilkinson, Ray was the apple of his parents’ eye –
a much-cherished only child, who had grown up in a stable home filled with love and
laughter.Particularly talented at drawing, he would sketch for hours on the back verandah of the
home William had built at 33 Osborne Street, Wollongong, on the NSW south coast.Music and
rugby were Ray’s other two great loves, with the latter curtailed in his late teens when a mild



heart murmur was diagnosed, and all strenuous exercise discouraged on his doctor’s orders. It
was that same diagnosis that put an end to any talk of Ray signing up to the war effort in Europe
as he reached conscription age – something Elsie was not displeased about, as disappointed
and frustrated as Ray was.While understanding Ray’s feelings on the matter – the lad craved a
physically robust life – William, too, could not have been more pleased that his son was going to
be spared firsthand experience of war. Himself a veteran of the blood-soaked French battlefields
of the First World War, including the appalling loss of Australian lives at Villers-Bretonneux, he
knew more than most the abject horror of young men dying all around him. Catching the Spanish
flu in 1918 in the final months of the war and then spending six months in an English hospital as
a result had possibly spared him from dying in a hail of bullets, as so many promising young men
of his Company had.William returned to Australia and settled back in Campbelltown, 35 miles
south-west of Sydney. It was a place where the roots of the Wilkinson family tree went deep,
dating back to the 1870s. The buildings on its main street – Queen Street – were still much the
same as they had been on the day they opened, and certainly the way they had been when
William left for war. It was a comforting relief for a man who had spent so long in European towns
that had been reduced to rubble.Decades later, William would regard even the idea of his son –
his only child – going off to war as anathema.So, with his heart murmur keeping him firmly on
Australian soil, Ray had thrown himself into his music studies instead, mastering the double
bass and guitar, while courting a local lass by the name of Skippy.CHAPTER TWOA love story‘I
want to know about your dreams and listen to you talk about your day. I want to hear your
childhood stories and what makes your heart race. I want you to tell me your fears and trust me
with your secrets. I want to listen to your favourite music while we lie in the middle of your
bedroom floor and kiss until we can’t think anymore.’ – Courtney Peppernell, Pillow Thoughts IV:
Stitching the Soul.IT WAS A COOL December night in 1949 that just-turned-21 Beryl would
remember until her final days.Sydney was only just beginning to recover from the ravages of the
Second World War. She and her best friend, Daphne, were thrilled to be heading to Sydney’s
magnificent Town Hall to see one of the hottest jazz bands around: Jack Allen & The
Katzenjammers.From the moment the house lights went down, the joyous swinging harmonies
of the eight musicians on stage, with the charismatic Jack out the front, had totally captivated the
packed-out crowd, intoxicated not just by the beer but by simply being young and in one of the
grandest places in Sydney.There was one particular member of the band, however, that Beryl
just couldn’t take her eyes off, despite the haze of cigarette smoke and being seated so far down
the back of the hall.‘See, Daphne? That one, in the second tier.’She was pointing at the
handsome double-bass player on the crowded stage, suited up, as they all were, in a white
tuxedo and black tie, and wearing a look of pure joy on his face. She couldn’t help feeling she
knew that face, and then she realised why. He was, make no mistake, a dead ringer for Frank
Sinatra.Beryl was smitten. No matter that for the past year she had been going out with a lovely
young man by the name of Keith Morris; this just felt so completely different that, just before the
band launched into the next tune, she leaned over and whispered to Daphne, ‘That’s the guy I



want to marry.’Daphne giggled – until she saw the look on Beryl’s face. She was serious.‘That’s
ridiculous. You don’t even know him. Besides, what about Keith? You guys are almost
engaged!’‘I know,’ Beryl replied. ‘But look at him – I’m sure he just smiled in my direction. He
looks so lovely. There’s just something about him . . .’A few days later, when the two met up after
work as they regularly did, Daphne had almost forgotten about her friend’s passing crush. But
Beryl certainly hadn’t – and for very good reason, but we’ll get to that.After leaving school at 15
to help Marie pay the bills, Beryl was now working the reception desk and switchboard at Clyde
Engineering, in the inner-west of the city.Beryl loved feeling needed and appreciated, and she
was, with every brightly answered incoming call to that switchboard. ‘Good morning, Clyde
Engineering! How can I help you? Mr Evans? Let me try that number for you now, sir . . .’So,
when Beryl sat down in the booth opposite her friend at the local milk bar just across the road
from Beryl’s work, Daphne wasn’t at all surprised to see Beryl’s always beautiful smile. But today,
that smile was brighter than usual.‘You’ll never guess who came into work today applying for a
job in the sales department!’ Beryl gushed. Then, before even waiting for a reply, ‘He asked me
out . . . and of course I said yes.’‘Sorry?’ Daphne replied. ‘You’re going on a date with someone
you don’t even know?’‘No! Well, yes. Well . . . sort of. It’s the double-bass player from the Town
Hall on Saturday night. Remember him? His name is Ray Wilkinson. And he got the job! We’re
going to be working together. Well, sort of together. He is so lovely. And Daph, he’s even more
handsome up close!’And so began an all-consuming romance between the 28-year-old budding
salesman from Surry Hills, now knuckling down for the first time to something a little more
secure than life as a travelling musician, and the sweet 21-year-old switchboard operator from
Chippendale, who was happy to have a job at all and, now, even happier to have Ray.Sadly,
Keith was heartbroken, as was Skippy, whom Ray had been engaged to for many months.Also
nonplussed about the whole affair was Marie.‘I don’t trust him. He’s too perfect,’ she would tell
Beryl, time and again. ‘He never gets upset about anything. I’m telling you, Beryl, you can’t trust
any man that nice.’But Beryl did, and on 19 January 1951, at St Oliver Plunkett Catholic Church
at Harris Park, Ray and Beryl – or ‘Beb’, as he called her – were married in a simple service, with
Daphne as chief bridesmaid. Also in attendance were a proud William and Elsie, along with a
disapproving Marie, now with three young sons, Ronnie, Neville and Alan – all half-brothers to
Beryl – watching on.Once again, Beryl was changing her name, this time to Wilkinson. But for
the first time, she wasn’t changing it to suit Marie, and it wasn’t out of embarrassment or
coercion. She was doing it because she wanted to. It would be the last time Beryl would ever
change her name, and on that January day, as the two emerged from the church into the warm
sunshine of a promising new life, there was nothing she’d ever been more sure of.To this point,
the men Marie had brought into Beryl’s life had been a disappointing collection of reprobates
who had only just tolerated her or, worse, simply denied her existence.Now she was Beryl
Wilkinson, bearing the name of a good man, a kind man, a man she knew she could finally
trust.The marriage began with a short honeymoon in the Blue Mountains, not far from venues
like the mighty Carrington Hotel and Hydro Majestic, where once Ray had taken to the stage



with his beloved double bass.But just as Beryl had been told by her boss that, as a married
woman, she now had to leave her job at Clyde Engineering, Ray had packed his double bass
and guitar back in their cases and stowed them away for no more than the sweet memories they
brought.Together, the couple found a tiny two-bedroom rental in the small village of Narellan, just
outside Campbelltown, and started saving for a home and planning a family.CHAPTER
THREEAnd so it begins‘We didn’t realise we were making memories, we just knew we were
having fun.’ – Winnie the Pooh, Disney’s Winnie the Pooh, 2011I DIDN’T WANT TO go. I told
Mummy that. But she insisted.Tears were rolling down my cheeks as I peered out the window of
the brown Morris Minor that had come to collect me from our little terracotta-coloured
weatherboard home at 17 Sturt Street, Campbelltown. My cries only got louder as Mum, waving
goodbye to me from the front verandah, receded in the dusty distance.I was just three years old
and on my way to my first day of community day care at a neighbour’s house four blocks away. It
was also my last day, as it turned out. The only thing I remember about the whole dreadful
experience was crying such a river of tears halfway through fingerpainting that they had to call
Mum to come and get me. She decided to never put me, or herself, through it again.I loved being
at home with Mum, playing with my little baby brother, Brett, and our big, beautiful boxer dog,
Sparky. And the best thing was that big school was two whole years away! There were still
cubbies to be built out of sheets and pegs on our Hills Hoist, sprinklers to play under in
Campbelltown’s unforgiving summertime heat, tall trees to climb and conquer, and Miss Pat and
Mr Squiggle to watch on TV. School could definitely wait.While our street was not exactly on the
outskirts of Campbelltown, it was new enough that most of it was still dirt track and devoid of
streetlights. It wound its way back up the hill towards the bush and other small pockets of new
‘baby boom’ developments, where other young families were similarly making a go of it here on
the south-western fringes of Sydney.The block Dad had bought and built upon had, until
recently, been part of a much larger farm. From our sloping block and the big, sliding kitchen
windows high above our backyard, we had a clear view of the original old timber farmhouse, still
with a smattering of grazing sheep, veggie gardens, huge mulberry trees and a neat row of
willows by the creek that always overflowed when the rains came, to our great delight.Because
that meant frogs. Lots of frogs. And there was nothing that my big brother, Kyle, and I liked better,
than catching some of those frogs – apart from silkworms, that is, and those mulberry leaves
were their food of choice.The life expectancy of both said frogs and silkworms, once they were
placed inside the shoeboxes Mum would helpfully keep for just such occasions, was a bit of a
moot point. Despite a constant food supply of earthworms for the frogs and fresh leaves for the
‘silkies’, and the holes we would punch in the lids to help both breathe, sometimes our little
friends wouldn’t make it – just like the many goldfish we had to flush down the toilet every six
months almost always because of overfeeding.Which is why there were few greater joys in my
young life than seeing my juicy silkworms, their tummies fat with mulberry leaves, slowly spin
their silky cocoons and then disappear inside their new, cosy, little white houses.While I waited
for them to re-emerge, I loved playing the role of ‘mummy’ – caring, feeding and nurturing my



little babies until they were ready to leave home and be out in the world on their own. Every day I
would gently lift the lid and look inside the darkened cardboard space for signs of a moth about
to break free from its chrysalis.And yet, when they did, I was always sad. I couldn’t understand
why they didn’t come back and visit. Ever patient, Mum would then have to comfort me through
that process. ‘You just have to be happy for them, darling. Remember, it’s the cycle of life.’Along
with our big backyard, our pretty little front yard – bordered by, yes, a white picket fence – held its
own joys; most particularly, three evenly spaced brick garden beds Dad had thoughtfully built
right next to the verandah, in which each of us kids could plant seeds and grow flowers of our
very own.The verandah itself was the perfect size for riding my blue-and-red Cyclops tricycle
round and round and round. For hours. My specialty was reverse parking, and many was the
time when Dad would arrive home from work and I would beg him to stand there and watch my
latest tricks.‘Watch this, Dad. I can do a three-point turn!’Dad was patience personified, and he
always did stop and watch, as if witnessing all this precision driving for the very first time.‘Well
done, sweetheart,’ he would say encouragingly. ‘You’re getting really good. Keep going.’But if
Dad was home and now heading inside, that was where I wanted to be as well. My tricycle could
wait until tomorrow.That was everyone’s reaction to my dad. An exceedingly wise and gentle
man, Ray Wilkinson was a highly respected member of the Campbelltown community. As the
much-loved president of the local Lions Club, there were few in the town who didn’t have a story
about Dad’s kindness. And now, as the well-regarded area sales manager at Cyclone Fencing in
Granville, his popularity and standing only grew.Granville was 25 miles away, so his role
demanded a long commute every day in his fawn-coloured EH Holden along the Hume Highway
(although at the time, ‘highway’ was a bit of a stretch). I remember once my whole family going to
the annual Cyclone kids’ Christmas party at his office. On the way, we counted how many traffic
lights and STOP signs Dad had to pass through before he arrived at work every day. Forty-three.
That made a total of 86 every day, as he took his place in that slow-moving, never-ending, stop-
start river of red lights back and forth from home.In the evening, usually around 7.30, when he
did get home (if I wasn’t out driving my own set of wheels on the front verandah), I would thrill to
the sound of his key going in the front door. Daddy! I would then run down the hall and straight
into his arms, and he would pick me up and swing me around.Sometimes, if Dad was home
particularly late – damn those traffic lights – I would stay up and wait for him. When I saw through
the venetians the flash of his headlights coming down the driveway, I would jump on the lounge,
close my eyes and pretend that I was asleep. Then, just as he sat down, he would quietly
whisper to Mum, ‘Is our little girl asleep?’ at which point my eyes would spring open and I would
yell, ‘Surprise!’Dad would always laugh heartily and give me a huge hug. And even though we
had played this game so very many times before, neither one of us ever tired of it. It was our
game. And it would always make me feel special.Ray was someone everyone loved spending
time with. Despite being an only child, he had become the centre of his own wider Wilkinson
family, including the slightly eccentric Harry Wilkinson, Dad’s uncle, who was in his eighties by
the time I arrived on the scene.Uncle Harry lived in a humble turn-of-the-century cottage directly



opposite the town’s Central Infants’ School, which I would soon be attending. He was rich
beyond his wildest dreams, after buying up much of the town’s cheap farmland in his early years
as a plumber in his father’s business, and more recently selling off those lands as the area grew
in popularity. Not that you could tell, because there were only three things that Harry loved in life:
his wife, Rita; his vast array of prize-winning potted orchids, which spilled well beyond the giant
greenhouse in his back garden; and, with no kids of his own, playing ventriloquist at just about
every children’s party in the town. Including my own fifth birthday party just before I headed off to
big school.It was my first-ever birthday party, and my over-excitement must have been obvious
to everyone, especially when I accidentally peed my pants just as proceedings were about to
begin. All the neighbourhood kids were there – the three Sullivan kids from number 16 across
the road, my friend Sharon from three doors up at number 23, and Susan from next door at
number 15.Mum had knocked herself out blowing up balloons and providing every possible
party-food treat: fairy bread thickly coated in hundreds and thousands, homemade toffees,
jellybeans, GI cordial in big glass pitchers and – joy of joys – little cups of red Aeroplane Jelly, my
favourite.The plan was set: once Uncle Harry had made his appearance and thrilled us all with
his amazing talking doll, we would play Pin the Tail on the Donkey and Pass the Parcel, and then
it was birthday-cake time! At the end of the party, each child would be able to take home with
them a cute little lolly basket Mum had stayed up all night to make, filled with a rich assortment
of snakes and cobbers, Fantales and Jaffas, Freckles and chocolate bullets.Except none of it
ever happened. Just ten minutes after everyone arrived and we settled into the garage around
the makeshift party table holding all that delicious food, I somehow lost my balance. That saw-
horse of Dad’s I was sitting on to get a good ringside seat on the whole food situation had
somehow toppled over, taking me with it, and I cracked my head wide open on the garage’s
unforgiving concrete floor.Mum had to tell everyone to go home so I could be rushed to the
doctor. With blood dribbling down my forehead and all over my pretty pink party dress, I was
carried out into Dad’s car. The crestfallen looks on the faces of all the kids who had just been
robbed of an afternoon’s worth of sugar and games – not to mention Uncle Harry and his talking
doll – would never leave me.As Mum and I disappeared up the driveway, Jamie Sullivan from
across the road called out, ‘Can I take my lolly bag, Mrs Wilkinson?’In the distance, I could hear
Jamie’s mum who had come to collect him.‘Jamie, Lisa’s bleeding – don’t ask that! And say
“please”!’Before a wan, ‘Please, Mrs Wilkinson?’Fortunately, my head wound healed quickly;
sadly, my humiliation didn’t. Nor did my disdain for birthday parties. And it would be many
decades before I would ever gather the courage to have one again.*If Dad was a pillar of the
community, with a wide circle of friends and colleagues outside the home, Mum more easily
found her purpose within it, and took comfort in sticking close to home.She was proud that in this
life she was working hard at building with Ray – after a childhood filled with so much transience,
trauma and uncertainty – her own three children knew the stability of living in just one house,
with two loving parents and the same bed with the same pillow upon which to lay their heads
every night.Like every stay-at-home mum I knew – which was pretty much every mum I knew –



Beryl did everything around the house: the lawns, the meals, the washing, the ironing and the
cleaning. While I’m sure Mum would have liked a bit more domestic help from Dad, he was the
‘breadwinner’ in charge of everything financial, and that was just the way things seemed to
naturally divide up between them.Mum always said that all those chores helped keep her weight
down, too. Not for her were those Ford Diet Pills to ‘keep you slim and regular’, advertised during
her favourite daytime show, Beauty & the Beast.Nor did she like those Bex Powders her own
mother seemed to rely upon so much. The recommendation to housewives across the country
at the time, at least according to those ads, was, when life gets too much, just ‘have a cup of tea,
a Bex and a good lie down’. And Marie would have one of those ‘good lie downs’ most
afternoons, as she struggled on a small pension to raise her three sons, largely on her own.But
Bex was in fact a highly addictive compound analgesic, and the powdery contents in those little
blue-and-yellow envelopes I so often saw in Nanny’s handbag, combined with her growing love
of alcohol, were not a good mix.Mum didn’t want any of it. She wanted to keep her slim,
34-24-34 figure naturally. Even if that meant missing the occasional meal. Or two. Or sometimes
three. And walking everywhere. Mum said that one day, when she could gather the confidence,
she would learn to drive and get her licence, like lots of other mums in our street were doing. But
for now, walking was fine, and that included trips to the small supermarket four blocks away in
Queen Street, to do the week’s shopping.Mum always let me help with putting all the groceries
in the basket for the lady at the checkout, and then into our portable vinyl shopper trolley for the
slightly harder and heavier trip back home.Always my reward for being such a good little helper
was to stop by Andrews Milk Bar just across Queen Street for an icy-cold chocolate milkshake
served in a big stainless-steel milkshake cup, the frothy brown top punctuated by two red-and-
white striped paper straws. One for me and one for Brett. I loved sitting there with Mum, sipping
our milkshakes, and watching my sunny Campbelltown world outside go by. I felt lucky, and so
grown up.*I was right. Two years was exactly the amount of time I needed to be ready for big
school. And from the very first day I arrived in Mrs Yabsley’s kindergarten class, I absolutely
lapped it up.I couldn’t get enough of learning the alphabet, numbers, reading, painting and
drawing pictures to take home to Mum and Dad, and playing with my new friends, Lisa and
Michelle.Every day Mum would walk me to school, me often clutching a big pink camellia flower
from the bush in our front yard for the kindly Mrs Yabsley.I loved doing well at school and
became quite addicted to the whole gold-star reward system given out for excellent schoolwork.
Everything I did was in the hope of having one of those much sought-after shiny stars licked and
pasted by Mrs Yabsley right next to my latest writing practice – Bb, Bb, Bb, Bb, Bb, Bb – knowing
that Mum and Dad would get to see it at the end of the week when my exercise books came
home for signing.The only thing better than the gold star was one of Mrs Yabsley’s animal
stamps – the red ink applied either on the back of the hand or, better still, right in the middle of
your forehead, so the whole world could see what a very good girl you had been to be so
publicly decorated.If I got one of those stamps on a Friday, and was really careful and worked
around it when I washed my face that night, I would get to display that stamp on my head all



weekend. Even better if the animal stamping fell just before a weekend when we were visiting my
beloved grandparents Da and Bappy, as they were known, down at their place in Wollongong,
right after Sunday School at our local Methodist Church.While Dad was largely agnostic, Mum
was a self-described ‘lapsed Catholic’, her experiences as a child too harrowing to lead to any
greater piety than that. The Methodist Church was simply the happy medium we ended up
with.And Sunday School was just what every kid in Campbelltown did. The deal was, if Kyle,
Brett and I sat still and listened during those Sunday-morning teachings, Dad would take us for
ice-creams at Con’s Milk Bar straight afterwards as a reward, before we headed to
Wollongong.Con himself was a huge local character, one of a wave of post-war European
immigrants drawn to the area in recent times. Con had an enormous affection for Dad and would
always yell from behind the counter whenever he saw him, ‘Ray, where have you been, my
frrrriend?!’Con’s Milk Bar boasted all the basic essentials of a corner store, but one of its biggest
selling points was the shiny glass lolly cabinet right by the front door, and its treasure trove of ice-
creams in the shop’s big stainless-steel bins. I used to love the distinctive sound of Con
slamming those metal lids back to reveal . . .‘Pine-a Lime-a Splice-a? Paddle Pop-a? Or maybe
just a big-a scoop of icy vanilla in a cone-a, Miss-a Lisa?’ Con would ask.‘Mr Kyle, young Brett-
a? For-a you?’Con’s was also where Dad would always stock up on his favourite brand of
cigarettes – Consulate – in their soft, green-and-white packaging that, to my young nose, never
completely hid the sweet, enticing smell of the rich tobacco within. For years I presumed that
Con made these ‘Con’-sulate cigarettes just for Dad, and that Dad’s two-pack-a-day habit was,
in turn, just his way of supporting his friend Con.Then, with Sunday School attendance and ice-
creams done, it was time to pile into the family Holden, collect Mum, and head south to
Wollongong, playing I-spy and spelling games, led by Dad, all the way.Da and Bappy had
together seen themselves through plenty of hard times. Family was precious to them; and
beyond each other, the thing they loved most in life was when their much-loved son and his
young family came to visit.Their home was actually a combination of three cleverly designed
flats: two one-bedders at the front – providing Bappy and Da with a small rental income – and
their own three-bedder at the back, with its sunny timber verandah and huge meandering back
garden featuring the biggest mandarin tree imaginable.In one corner of the garden was the long-
drop dunny ‘outhouse’, and right next to it, the garden shed, where tumbledown blooms of
purple wisteria flourished in springtime. Inside the shed was a dark wonderland full of the tools of
Bappy’s various trades from his younger days. He was a handyman to beat them all, my
grandpa, and could fix anything. You only had to ask.Beneath the verandah was the big old,
cavernous open laundry – always filled with the sweet waft of Sunlight soap – with its long
cement washing tubs, a shiny ‘copper’ for boiling the clothes, and a large rubber-handled
wringer for squeeeeeezing out any excess water, before everything was hung out on the line. If
Da wasn’t cooking in the kitchen or mending clothes in her tiny sewing room, this was where I
would always find her.Beyond the laundry was the garage, permanently housing the beautiful
lines of Bappy’s perfectly preserved dark-green Ford Cabriolet ‘automobile’, dating back to the



1930s. I don’t remember ever seeing Bappy actually driving that beautiful machine, but every so
often I would catch a glimpse of him gently pulling back the large protective cover, giving the
wooden dash and leather seats a gentle dusting, while possibly, briefly, remembering all the
happy family outings it had once afforded them.Often Kyle, Brett, Mum and I would spend our
school holidays there in Wollongong, while Dad stayed behind doing his daily Campbelltown/
Granville/Campbelltown trip, to and from work.Those holidays were full of long, happy days
spent at North Wollongong and Austinmer beaches. We would bake ourselves brown beneath
the Aussie sun, build endless sandcastles, and jump in and out of the waves with our bright-
orange Zippy boards while Mum watched from the shoreline, before returning to Osborne Street
for dinner and nights filled with games of ‘21’ and ‘Old Maid’.In the mornings I would often watch,
transfixed, in the washroom just off the back verandah as Bappy – now in his late seventies –
would lather up his face, and sharpen the blade of his razor, back and forth, back and forth, on a
long piece of leather hanging from the small, silvery mirror above the basin. Then, he would
artfully scrape off every last whisker, pat his face dry and give me a kiss on the forehead, before
excusing himself to get dressed. Neat cardigans, collared shirts, sharply pleated pants and,
sometimes, a tie.No matter that Bappy’s days of actually needing to dress up at all were now few
in number – with the important exception of the annual ANZAC Day march down Crown Street.
With many of his former infantry mates now gone, though, and the lingering pain of his own war-
time mustard gas burns becoming increasingly bothersome, his attendance was no longer
guaranteed.William was raised to be a gentleman in the truest sense of that word. And he was.
He also had a keen eye for a bargain. With still-sharp memories of the need for ‘rationing’ during
the wars, tinned corn, tinned ham, tinned pineapple and tinned peaches were repeatedly
purchased, cut-price, in their dozens, all of them then placed under the kitchen sink, as
insurance against the day government rationing might be implemented again. It never was, but
Bappy and his constantly replenished cache of tinned food were always ready, just in case.I
always remember seeing him purposefully walking up the steep hill of Osborne Street, his empty
leather port and string shopping bag in each hand, his once-strong legs still managing the climb,
but the old soldier slower now. And those trips were starting to take it out of him.Da adored her
husband, and we in turn adored her. Small, cuddly and utterly low-key in all she did, she devoted
any spare time she had to her role as president of the Wollongong Legacy Club, such was the
gratitude she felt to have got her much-loved William back, safe from the war.Da delighted in a
growing love I had for performing, and would patiently sit and dutifully clap with every single
rendition of ‘Chopsticks’ I would play on the big pianola in the corner of their lounge room. Ballet
performances were soon added to my night-time show repertoire after we bought a pretty pink,
but slightly limp, second-hand ‘tutu’ during a visit to the local Wollongong Vinnies, with
Mum.Mum and I would often disappear into that Vinnies for hours on end – me helping her sort
through the jumble of discarded clothes piled high into the variously priced bins. With items
priced at 5 cents, 10 cents and 50 cents apiece, depending on the quality, Mum loved the thrill of
finding bargains she declared to be ‘good as new’.Mum never wanted for much, and was a



demon with leftovers and a great believer in recycling. I dare say, the haunting spectre of her
troubled childhood accepting hand-outs and living in hand-me-downs never left her.*I always felt
sad when those holidays with Da and Bappy were over and it was time to head back up the Bulli
Pass to home. With the lights of Wollongong and the flaming fires of the Port Kembla steelworks
falling away behind us, I would rest my head on the windowsill in the back seat of the EH, look
up to the sky and watch the moon, transfixed as it raced along beside us, somehow going at
exactly the same pace as our car.When I asked Dad how that happened, he said it was because
he would adjust the speed of our station-wagon so we would always arrive home at exactly the
same time as the moon, so it was there outside our window as we fell asleep that night. How
very clever, I thought. How very Dad.Around this time, I was given my very first pair of ballet
shoes. Inspired by my Vinnies tutu, and the excellent response I was getting to my performances
in front of Da and Bappy, I joined the Lurnea School of Classical Dance. One of the girls at
school, Leanne, was already going, and when I told Mum I would like to try ballet too, she didn’t
hesitate. And so began my after-school lessons with the supremely elegant Miss Dean at the old
Masonic Hall in Allman Street, not far from school.I was smitten from my very first class. Miss
Dean moved in a way that was crisp and precise, and quite unlike anyone I’d ever met. Her jet-
black hair was always scraped back into the tightest of buns, while her long, lithe limbs made the
act of simply walking across a room a stunning stage performance in itself.Her own dreams of
making it on the world’s stage having possibly already receded, it was clear she still took
enormous joy in passing on those dreams to young ones like me. She was patient and kind and
extraordinarily encouraging, and every afternoon when I would arrive for my lessons, she would
beam. And so would I.Two lessons a week quickly became four, and as my progression whizzed
through the various ballet ‘grades’, Miss Dean told Mum that I was ‘good enough to go all the
way’. I wasn’t sure exactly what ‘all the way’ meant; I just knew that the more I danced, the more I
wanted to dance. Everything was possible when I slipped on my pink ballet shoes and criss-
crossed those shiny slim ribbons once, twice, three times around my ankles. To my amazement
– and certainly to the amazement of my two brothers – I could will my body to move and lift and
leap and hold with complete control, to feel lighter than air, and to dance!Every December, all
the Lurnea dance schools from across Sydney would hold their annual eisteddfod at the
Footbridge Theatre at Sydney University. Classical ballet, jazz, tap, highland – every one of the
dance disciplines on offer was enthusiastically represented.Our class would practise our group
performance for months, and somehow, every year, I was asked to do the only solo classical
ballet performance on the night’s rundown. Every time, I would stand in the wings behind the
massive stage curtain, terrified, just before my chosen music would begin. And every time, on
Miss Dean’s cue, I would take a deep breath, get out there in the footlights and . . . love every
second of it. I never felt more alive than when I got on that stage, and I would live for seeing
Mum’s and Dad’s smiles out there in the audience, and then the look on their faces afterwards
when they came to collect me backstage.One performance, though, more than any other, will
stay with me forever. It was 17 December 1967 and my neon-white tutu, with its sharply starched



tulle skirt sprinkled with tiny diamantes, was glowing as I waited patiently side-of-stage for the
girls from the Hurstville chapter of Lurnea to complete their tap-dancing rendition of ‘Hello
Dolly’.Standing next to me was Phyllis Wheatley, who was in the performance after mine. Phyllis
was one grade ahead of me in ballet, and two years ahead of me in life. She had been forced to
grow up more quickly than most in recent times though, as, just two years before, her father,
Kevin, had tragically been killed in the war in Vietnam. At the age of 28, Phyllis’s dad was
protecting a fellow soldier who had been mortally wounded as the Viet Cong closed in. Even
though he had been urged by medical personnel that there was no longer anything he could do
to save his comrade, the young soldier never left his side. Kevin Wheatley was posthumously
awarded the Victoria Cross as a result, and Phyllis and her siblings were growing up without
their amazing dad.Right now, though, as the Hurstville tap-dancers were beginning to take their
bows, and just as I was about to take my first steps onto the stage, Phyllis leaned in to whisper
something.‘Did you hear what happened?’ she asked, clearly very upset.I hadn’t, but I hoped
that whatever it was could wait, as by now the last of the girls were off stage and I needed to
prepare to go on. I asked if she could tell me later.‘The prime minister,’ she continued, unable to
wait. ‘Harold Holt. He’s dead. He drowned at a beach in Victoria today. It’s so sad. Our prime
minister is dead. And . . . he has . . . three kids.’Phyllis had tears rolling down her cheeks. She
understood the loss felt by the Holt children, the same pain she and her siblings had
experienced just two years before.With just seconds to spare, I gave my friend Phyllis the
biggest hug I could. I’ll never know if it helped, because right then I really had to close my eyes
and focus.With that, the spotlights came back up, immediately igniting the diamantes on my tutu.
I lifted my arms into first position, pointed my toes and delicately stepped out onto the stage, a
huge forced smile on my face. Phyllis never moved throughout my whole performance, and I kept
looking over to see if she had someone with her.As I lay in bed that night back in Campbelltown
after the long trip home and thought of Phyllis, I wondered what it would feel like to no longer
have your dad around. I tried to imagine it, but I simply couldn’t. And I hoped I would never find
out.CHAPTER FOUR‘Bappy’ days‘I will never have this version of me again. Let me slow down
and be with her.’ – Rupi KaurIF GOING TO VISIT Da and Bappy was a dose of pure sunshine,
then going to visit Nanny, as we called Mum’s mother, Marie, was a dark agony.Years of taking
Bex powders and an increasing dependence on alcohol had proven to be a toxic combination,
and after suffering a series of strokes, Nanny was now living in a semi-vegetative state in a
nursing home in the inner-south-west Sydney suburb of Lakemba.These were difficult trips for
Mum, and Dad knew it. Mum’s relationship with Nanny had always been fraught; all the more so
now as Mum increasingly found herself dealing with the demons and disappointments visited
upon her by Marie’s lifetime of motherly indifference.I could always tell when one of these dutiful
Sunday-afternoon visits to the nursing home was coming, because right after Sunday School
Dad would cheerily collect us – the car already packed with swimming costumes and towels –
and take us straight from ice-creams at Con’s to the Woolwash, Campbelltown’s favourite
swimming spot out the back of the bush at Kentlyn. With its array of long rope swings tied to the



ancient gums on the Georges River shoreline, small sandy ‘beaches’ and gentle freshwater flow
when the rains came, this place always gave sweet relief to locals escaping Campbelltown’s
searing summer heat. For us kids on these ‘Nanny visit’ Sundays, the Woolwash was an
unspoken reward in anticipation of what we were about to endure.From the moment we would
open the aging frosted-glass door at the nursing home’s entrance, the smell would hit us: an
unmistakable pungent punch in the nose of stale urine, antiseptic and old age, all seemingly in
competition against one another – the urine often winning. That is, until the cleaners would start
up the whirring discs of the floor-polishing machines, at which point waves of industrial-grade
chemicals would have a momentary olfactory win. Then as we would walk down the long
sunroom corridor, passing various snoozing elderly residents in wheelchairs as they took in the
afternoon rays, the strong aroma of today’s lunch – or was that last night’s dinner? – would take
over.Arriving at Nanny’s shared room, we would gently pull back the grey plastic curtain, trying
not to disturb her similarly bedridden roommates. And there would be Nanny, half propped-up by
pillows, staring into the middle distance, her mouth slightly agape, unable to speak and, from the
moment we entered, entirely unmoved by our presence.Always, Mum would arrive with freshly
washed nightgowns for Nanny – after having gathered the dirty ones during the last visit – and
flowers from our garden, hoping against hope that those small gestures would bring a smile or a
flicker of recognition to her inanimate face. But . . . nothing. Undeterred, Mum would busy herself
with putting away the clean nightgowns and placing the deep-pink camellia blooms in a small
cut-glass vase that sat by the bed in anticipation of these fortnightly visits.Unlike Da, Nanny had
never smothered us in cuddles – that was all a bit too soppy and sentimental for her. In fact, I
don’t remember ever receiving any kind of affection from Nanny when we were little, so we didn’t
really miss it now that we were older, and her arms had become almost as useless as every
other part of her weak, emaciated body.I’m sure it took all Mum’s strength, and Dad’s too, to try
and remain upbeat during these visits. But no matter the subject – my ballet, Kyle’s judo, Brett’s
footy, or how we were all going at school – still Nanny remained unresponsive.Occasionally, she
would lift her eyes and stare at one of us, or a small trickle of dribble would roll down to her chin,
and Mum, always doing what she could to keep some semblance of Nanny’s dignity intact,
would dutifully wipe it away. For all the years of hurt, she was still her mum. And yet, the only
emotion I ever remember witnessing from my maternal grandmother towards her only daughter –
even when she was well – was indifference and detachment.To help pass the time while Mum
and Dad ‘chatted’ with Nanny, Kyle, Brett and I would sometimes wander out into the long
hallway common to all of the shared hospital rooms, and make good use of the super shiny,
always freshly polished linoleum floors. Shoes off and socks still on, it was the perfect spot for a
game of slip-and-slide and, on a good day – if we didn’t squeal too much and get roused on by a
passing sister – we could kill a whole half-hour in that corridor.On the trips back home, Mum
would always be a fairly silent presence in the front seat. The very sight of her mother and her
slow, sad demise clearly awakened all those grim memories of a childhood that every day she
was fighting to leave behind. I am sure she must have dwelt on it all.How could her mother have



so often abandoned her?How could she have not kept her promise to go back and find her
Shirley Temple doll?How could she have denied her little girl the care and warm embrace of the
only parent she knew?I felt for Mum, as so much of what she had learnt as a child meant that
now, in her adult life, taking risks and trusting too much would, in her mind, almost always
guarantee hurt. So, living a smaller life and never getting her hopes up on anything was a much
less painful path for Mum to take. With no model of caring motherhood to work from, she had to
take her cues as to how a family should function from Dad. Dad knew that, and his patience as
Mum navigated it all was unending.As to Nanny, there was certainly something of the fighter in
her, as she continued to exist day after day, month after month, year after year in that same
darkened corner, silently sharing a room with an array of ever-changing faces she never got to
know.And then finally Nanny, too, slipped away.It was a small funeral, and Mum said we didn’t
need to go. It was a school day, she said, and coordinating getting all of us to the church in
Parramatta was going to be too difficult. She had to meet up with her half-brothers, and Dad had
to come back from work and . . . look, just don’t come, OK?So, we didn’t.It was many years later
that I discovered that Mum didn’t attend Nanny’s funeral either. Those memories, those scars,
that hurt, that lifetime of disappointments were all just far too deep for her to pretend to celebrate
a life that had so traumatised her own. There had already been far too many farewells when she
was a little girl. One more made no difference.Dad went to the funeral – of course – driven as
always by his sense of duty, his desire to do the decent thing, and be there for that little girl not
strong enough to face this final moment. The man Nanny never liked, the man she said was ‘too
perfect’, was there – the sole representative of a chapter in Marie’s life she had closed long
ago.*I loved Miss West. And there was no student more thrilled than me when it was announced
that our entire class was going to have her for another whole year as we moved from Fourth to
Fifth Class.Miss West was a traditionalist, both in her style of teaching and her, well, style: cable-
knit vests, kilt skirts, knee-length socks, sensible court shoes, and a neatly waved hairstyle
straight out of the playbook of Her Majesty the Queen (that’s her there in the wattle-yellow
ballgown in that big picture just up above the blackboard). With no kids of her own, still living at
home with her mum, and in her early thirties, Miss West was known to everyone as a ‘spinster’.
Not that she seemed to mind, because all that ever really mattered to Miss West was teaching
‘her’ girls and boys, and teaching them well.I suppose I was one of the ‘good girls’ through
primary school, always eager to please and keep learning. I took pride in getting my homework
done on time. I loved being blackboard monitor and was always the first one to put my hand up
to clean the dusters. If the teacher needed a note delivered to the principal’s office, up would go
my hand again.My favourite job of all, though, was helping to roll out copies of our homework
sheets from the big old gestetner machine, with its fading purple ink and heady – somewhat
addictive – solvent fumes that would be released during the printing process.After school, with
homework done and if Kyle and Brett didn’t already have a game of cricket going with the other
kids in the street, I would often head three doors up and play with my friend Sharon. Along with
making mud pies, and playing jacks, elastics, chasings and hide-and-seek, we loved playing



with our dolls.Everyone I knew had Barbies, but somehow I just couldn’t bring myself to get on
board the Barbie train. Her proportions bothered me, knowing that, were she human, she would
have been incapable of staying upright with that ridiculous boobs-to-waist-to-hips figure
ratio.That said, Barbie did have quite the array of careers: school teacher, doctor, nurse,
astronaut, flight attendant, fashion designer and ballerina. Still, I just couldn’t relate. All those
endless job choices seemed much more about fashion and selling more dolls than any
suggestion of what the future might hold for young girls with ambitions for a life beyond ‘wife’ and
‘mother’.My favourite doll was the less popular, much shorter, rounder Skipper, with her flat
chest; bob-cut hair; kind, makeup-free eyes; and a sprinkling of adorable freckles. If I’d had a
sister – and I always wanted one, for I envied those girls blessed with the closeness of what I
imagined as a familial female other half – I wished she would have been Skipper. So that was the
doll I always took to Sharon’s.Sharon’s family had a huge backyard and it was always the
location of the neighbourhood bonfire on Cracker Night, even though it would invariably leave a
deep blackened scar in their lawn. Skyrockets, penny bungers, throwdowns, Catherine wheels
and sparklers were the once-a-year treat we all saved up for, and the three-dollar bulk-sized bag
from Con’s was always the best value for money.Campbelltown’s well-known hoons, excited by
the bonfires blazing in just about every street, always saw Cracker Night as full permission to put
on a show and perform endless screaming burnouts and ‘doughnuts’ in the otherwise quiet cul-
de-sacs right across the town. The small number of local police would be too busy to worry
about squealing tyres though, as every year there would be countless other mishaps to attend
to. Cracker Night invariably ended in a busy emergency ward over at Camden Hospital –
bonfires that got out of control, misfired skyrockets and skylarking with penny bungers often
causing the most harm. Burst eardrums; third-degree burns; eyes, fingers, toes forever taken;
and sometimes, deaths, always featuring on the 6pm news the following night.Before school, at
least in our house, we watched Miss Marilyn’s Super Flying Fun Show starting at 7 o’clock every
morning on Channel 9, with its games and cartoons; the lovely host, ‘Miss Marilyn’ Mayo; and
the slightly crazy Rod Hull, with his out-of-control life-sized puppet, ‘Emu’.There were lots of kids
at school who weren’t allowed to watch TV in the morning, but Mum didn’t have a problem with
us switching on the old black-and-white – as long as we kept getting ready for school, and didn’t
dare touch the delicately placed antenna ears that extended out the back juuuust so. There was
a fine art to getting those silver sticks in exactly the right position so you could see the picture
rather than just an infernal rolling black band across the screen or, worse, a screen full of snow –
so woe betide any one of us who ever moved them!All through primary school I had something
of an obsession with Archie comics, which featured four wholesome, quintessentially American
teenagers in the 1960s. After school, I would regularly head down to the local newsagent to see
if the latest weekly instalment in the series had arrived.Archie Andrews was the slightly hapless,
red-headed, freckle-faced ‘boy next door’ and the quasi ‘nice-guy hero’ of every story. Then
there was his rich football-star mate, Reggie, whose shiny black hair, we suspected, was as dark
as his heart. Reggie was always in competition with Archie: from his starring role as the school’s



touchdown-scoring quarterback to those shared Harvard ambitions; from the cars they both
drove to the affections of the two central women in their lives, Betty Cooper and Veronica Lodge.
And this is where all of us playing along at home had to make a choice between Betty and
Veronica – because both girls were rivals for Archie’s love, and every story revolved around
Archie trying to decide which of the girls he would choose.Betty was the ‘good’ all-American ‘girl
next door’: the always sweet, always available one, hopelessly in love with our hero, and often
the loser in this game of romantic roulette for Archie’s affections. Veronica on the other hand was
the much more exciting, glamorous, brunette vixen whose life epitomised the ‘American dream’:
a vast family mansion to rattle around in; a wardrobe stuffed full of designer clothing; and
European summer vacations with her distracted millionaire father who appeared to spend all of
his excellent life making money, while Veronica excelled at spending it.It all came so easily to the
beautiful Veronica, including having Archie wrapped around her little finger. We just knew this
self-centred villainess was bad for him, and much better suited to the dastardly, equally self-
obsessed Reggie; but more than all that, we wanted our favourite, Betty, to win out. If only Archie
would wake the hell up.With every new instalment, I was always willing Betty to stop playing the
waiting game: if you want him, go and tell him, for heaven’s sake, and stop putting up with all
those back-stabbing antics of Veronica’s. And why does he get to do all the choosing anyway?
What happens if he ends up choosing neither of you? What are you doing about planning for
your future – an education, a job, a career – like the boys both are?Complicating it further was
the fact that Betty and Veronica were cast in this ongoing love triangle as BFFs. They were the
original, ultimate ‘frenemies’.Archie’s world was a clearly drawn example of a theme that
permeated much of my childhood (most particularly in the fairy tales that were read to me, as
they were to every other little girl and boy I knew, at bedtime): that when it comes to your future
happiness, there is only ever one prince, one glass slipper, one magical kiss that will ‘save’ you,
and you’d be best advised to do whatever you can – decency be damned – to get that guy. Oh,
and by the way, that guy you want? He gets to do all the choosing. So stand in line, sister!
Because we all knew the deal: getting the guy was your meal ticket for life. And we heard it again
and again in the tales of Cinderella, Snow White, Rapunzel and Sleeping Beauty (who was
actually in bed fast asleep when that random passing prince started kissing her!). The stories of
these female characters involved a happily-ever-after that only came if you were lucky enough to
be chosen – chiefly because you were the most beautiful one, and usually after being in direct
competition with a whole bunch of other women.Stepsisters? They were always ‘ugly’ and mean.
Stepmothers? Let’s paint them as seethingly jealous harridans, ready to throw you into the oven,
or better, banish you into the darkened forest with nothing but stale bread. And let’s not forget to
throw in a nasty female witch, just to be extra sure we drive home the women-are-always-in-
competition-with-one-another message.As to each story’s ending, I couldn’t help noticing that,
once these young damsels had bagged their handsome guy, their lives suddenly stopped – at
roughly 20, with nigh on six decades of their lives yet to be lived. The conclusion? The most
interesting thing that would ever happen to these young women was already in the rear-vision



mirror.While I was reading Archie comics, my brothers were devouring Mad magazines, where
the hero of the piece was a goofy kid of indeterminate age, called Alfred E. Neuman, who stood
for mocking all he observed in the world, including those fairy tales.It was in fact the pages of
Mad magazine that cured me forever of that whole ‘damsel in distress’ theme when I saw their
complete carve-up of Rapunzel who, locked up for years in a tall, tall tower for crimes unknown,
grew a couple of hundred feet’s worth of hair before yet another prince (presumably one with
hair-climbing abilities) came and rescued her.Mad magazine – ironically enough put together by
an almost exclusively male team of writers and comics – had decided that if that prince was
going to be worthy of Rapunzel’s forever affections, she had to set him a challenge to prove his
love was real. And so, in their version, when that prince appeared at the bottom of Rapunzel’s
tower and uttered that infamous line, ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your golden hair’, what she
threw down was not the silky golden tresses from atop her pretty blonde head, but the slightly
darker, somewhat more coarse growth from years of not shaving her underarms.The moral of
this totally updated take on the story was all the more superb for its final comic frames, as this
edgy, feminist version of Rapunzel saw her square-jawed prince unable to cop a joke (or her
bodily sproutings) and hastily gallop off, at which point she tied that underarm hair to a nearby
hook that had been there all along, expertly climbed down it and rescued herself. She didn’t end
up with that dopey prince because he was too superficial to see past the hair. But Rapunzel was
free. And she’d done it on her terms. And I liked that.As for Betty? She never did wind up with the
always undecided Archie, but that was a good thing. Betty – and every woman, I decided –
deserves better than ambivalence.Meanwhile, as I got older, there were plenty of other stories
and characters for me and my girlfriends to take our cues from. American sitcoms formed a large
part of our daily pop-culture diet, and looking back, they probably had a bigger influence on me
than I realised at the time.Every afternoon after school, there was a smorgasbord of TV shows to
choose from, many with sharply drawn female characters who, at first glance, appeared tied to
their kitchen and usually kid-bound married lives: Bewitched, Get Smart, The Addams Family,
The Munsters, The Beverly Hillbillies, I Love Lucy, I Dream of Jeannie, The Flintstones and The
Jetsons.At closer inspection, however, there were much more subtle messages at play in these
sitcoms: firstly, they seldom ended without some sort of moral lesson having been learnt. The
good guy or girl always won, kindness mattered, and bad people could be thwarted by heroic
collective action. Secondly, if you were a woman with a few wily tricks – often way too
sophisticated for the men in their lives to understand – you could navigate your way through a
man’s world and turn most situations to your advantage.When it came to the men they were
married to, or in the curious case of I Dream of Jeannie became ‘slaves’ to, these men were
often clueless bumblers – Fred Flintstone, Darrin Stephens, Major Nelson – repeatedly unable to
succeed at anything without the help of the much sharper women guiding them through.One of
the few sitcoms to show a woman in an actual workplace was Get Smart, starring the goofy
secret agent Max and his groovily dressed female sidekick, Agent 99. Of course, 99 was
hopelessly in love with Max and, like a ‘good girl’, was always waiting for him to make the moves.



But when it came to ultimately beating the baddies, it was usually the clever, capable and eagle-
eyed 99 who did so. While 99 pretended that Max had done it all himself and always gave him
the credit for saving the day, we at home knew better.And then there was The Brady Bunch, with
its iconic opening theme song (‘Here’s a story, of a lovely lady . . .’); cute-as-a-button kids; and
teachable lessons delivered by squeaky-clean caring parents, Carol and Mike – as it happens,
the first TV couple ever to be seen sharing the same double bed.Every afternoon at 5.30pm,
right before the Channel 10 news, there I was on our lounge-room floor – as the cameras
zoomed in on the Bradys’ super-cool, split-level ranch-style home – ready to see yet another
perfectly resolved episode of gentle sibling rivalry, unrequited crushes or giving the kid that
didn’t make the team a helping hand.So addicted did I become to this series, that I used to try to
impress Kyle and Brett by guessing in the opening seconds of the first scene which episode was
being screened that afternoon. Would it be the one where Cindy and Bobby attempt to beat the
teeter-totter record? Or the one where Marcia gets hit in the nose with the football? Or when
Davy Jones from the Monkees is her date for the prom? Or that god-forsaken Hawaiian two-
parter with the unlucky tiki charm that eventually spelled the end of the show? I always guessed
right; yet my brothers, inexplicably, were never impressed.This was the first ‘blended family’
depicted on mainstream TV, and with three evenly age-matched boys and girls thrown into the
mix, we all had our favourites. While many of my girlfriends had a crush on the oldest, Greg, and
we all tried to recreate Marcia’s perfectly centre-parted sun-kissed mane of hair, I was always
drawn to Jan. Jan was quintessential middle child: not the prettiest, not the showiest, not the
most popular, and the least likely to ever rock the boat.Jan was also the one with the biggest
heart, the sharpest spark of adventure and a keen eye for justice. And if the Jan-featured
episodes had a theme, it was usually that it’s the quiet one who does the work and no-one sees
coming who often prevails. As a middle child myself, I liked that.In one episode, probably my
favourite of all 117 that made up the show’s five-year run, Jan finds a childhood photograph of
her permanently single, adventure-loving, kinda crazy Aunt Jenny who occasionally comes to
stay before she jets back off overseas to her next far-flung exotic destination. Aunt Jenny is
already in her later years and, boy, has she lived a life. But she is not what you’d call
conventionally pretty, and that picture of her as a young girl is the spitting image of Jan as she is
now.Aunt Jenny soon discovers that Jan is worried she is looking into her future – and her future
face – when they meet. Jan can’t hide her disappointment, but Aunt Jenny, God love her, is not
offended, and instead teaches Jan important lessons of cherishing the beauty within, and why
living an interesting, adventurous and fulfilling life will always bring far greater joys than any
cares Jan may ever have about the superficial. Jan immediately gets it, and vows from that
moment forward to live life just like her magnificent, risk-taking, beautiful Aunt Jenny.Every time I
watched that episode, I cried.CHAPTER FIVEOff to high school‘Mockingbirds don’t do one thing
but make music for us to enjoy. They don’t eat up people’s gardens, don’t nest in corn ribs, they
don’t do one thing but sing their hearts out for us. That’s why it’s a sin to kill a mockingbird.’ –
Harper Lee, To Kill a MockingbirdIN THE CAMPBELLTOWN OF the early 70s, you were either a



Holden family or a Ford family (we were Holden). You had a TV or you didn’t (we did). A caravan
or you didn’t (unfortunately, we didn’t). A home phone or you didn’t (we did – 21165!). Your
parents smacked you or they didn’t (thankfully, ours didn’t). Your parents smoked or they didn’t
(sadly, ours did). And you were either Catholic or ‘other’ – and we were definitely ‘other’, due in
no small part to Mum’s perplexingly un-Christian Catholic upbringing – a confusion she was
determined we kids would never have to experience.That meant, when it was time to choose a
high school, there was no choice to be made: I was headed for the come-one-come-all public
school, Campbelltown High. There were two other high schools catering for the town’s growing
baby boom, but both were Catholic and stood high on the two big hills that marked each side of
the old town.On one hill sat St Gregory’s for boys; on the other, St Patrick’s for girls. And sitting
almost exactly between the two, just a couple of blocks from our house, was Campbelltown
High.And while going the non-secular route meant I would never get to experience any of those
traditional celebrations some of the girls from my ballet classes would – like taking confirmation
and, perhaps eventually, making their ‘debut’ – I didn’t mind. I never quite understood what the
purposes of those events were anyway.Besides, when I saw that St Pat’s strict uniform code
dictated a heavy woollen blazer at all times (scorching hot summer days included), a
handmaiden-style bonnet and immensely sensible brown school shoes, I figured missing out on
a couple of chances to wear pretty lace frocks was a small price to pay.At Campbelltown High
the dress rules were somewhat more relaxed. Even though on day one of First Form we were
told that our skirts had to be long enough so that when we knelt down our hem would touch the
ground, that rule never stuck. We worked out pretty quickly that with our belts pulled tight
enough around our waists we could always hitch our skirts, and no-one said a thing when we
ditched our blazers. The headmaster would occasionally frown when he cast his eye over
morning assembly, but none of us ever took his threats of detention seriously. He knew, I
suspected, that there were bigger issues at play in a worthwhile education. The most important,
of course, was encouraging good teachers, and my greatest hope was that here in high school I
would find another ‘Miss West’.As it happened, not everyone had turned out to be a fan of Miss
West’s gentle teaching style – most particularly Miss Stupples, my much tougher-talking, Kiwi-
born teacher in Sixth Class. And she didn’t miss.‘I’m not going to spoon-feed you kids,’ she had
warned us in that final year of primary school. ‘I know most of you have come from two Miss
West years, but let me tell you, this year is going to be different. I’m different. Because high
school is different. It’s time to toughen you lot up.’And she was right. Transitioning from being one
of the ‘big kids’ of Sixth Class, to one of the all-too-easily identifiable First Formers – in our
oversized uniforms, brand-new Globite school cases in hand, nervously sitting on the sidelines
at lunchtime trying to work out exactly where you fitted in and who you fitted in with – did come
as a huge shock.With students from all the small primary schools in the town landing here
together, there were plenty of new kids to meet, too. At least I had my pod of friends from
Campbelltown Central with me, including my three besties – Michelle, Lisa and Sharon – who
felt as I did: that we needed to stick together until we could work out this place and all these new



faces.The school itself was made up of a random hotchpotch of standard-issue Science, Arts,
English, Library, Home Ec (for the girls) and Woodwork (for the boys) blocks, along with a
growing number of demountables, surrounded by lots of green playing fields, and big old trees.
In the middle of it all, a huge central playground.Navigating the rules of that playground was a
steep learning curve too. Sure, you could draw a hopscotch course on the ground, or set up a
genteel game of elastics or jacks like you did back in primary; but in this much more rough-and-
tumble space, that line of play demarcation you might have been counting on meant nothing.
These older kids were a lot bigger, a lot louder, a lot faster, and a lot less apologetic if one of
their frequently out-of-control balls just happened to connect with your game, or your
head.Schoolwork was harder, too, and getting my brain around things like trigonometry,
chemistry and algorithms, for god’s sake (I mean, when in the history of the world would they
ever have any relevance in most people’s lives?), was a bit of a struggle.Then there was the ever-
changing line-up of different teachers that came with our weekly ‘timetable’. No longer was there
one teacher devoted to nurturing each of us through to the end of the year. High school involved
a new teacher for every new subject, every new 40-minute period, every new classroom.It felt
like everywhere I looked, change was happening – and not just at school, but for women, and
girls like me, in general. Nowhere was it happening with more speed than in the media, and
courtesy of two Australian women who were making a lot of important noise on the world’s
stage.The first was Germaine Greer, whose book The Female Eunuch was imploring women to
challenge the ties binding them to generations of gender inequality and domestic servitude.
Greer argued that women didn’t have to do what had always been expected of them: that is, be
good girls, get married, have kids, be nice and shut up. Detractors blamed the book for breaking
up marriages, while generations of dissatisfied women saw simple good sense and real power in
its message, and were using it to renegotiate terms across every aspect of their lives on a more
equal basis.Greer begged women to raise their voices and take on the world.A little less angry,
but arguably even more powerful, was singer Helen Reddy, and her number-one hit that quickly
became a feminist anthem to women across the generations. From the moment I first heard ‘I
Am Woman’ on More Music 2SM – it spoke to me.I am woman, here me roar,In numbers too big
to ignore,And I know too much to go back and pretend.’Cause I’ve heard it all before,And I’ve
been down there on the floor,No-one’s ever going to keep me down again.Oh yes, I am wise,But
it’s wisdom born of pain.Yes, I’ve paid the price,But look how much I’ve gained.If I have to, I can
do anything.I am strong,I am invincible . . .I am woman!Wow. Just . . . wow!Suddenly we realised
that so many of the songs we all listened to on the radio were about wishing and hoping and
waiting for a man. This song wasn’t about men at all – it was about us. And our unrealised power.
Helen Reddy reminded us that we deserved to be taken seriously and celebrated as human
beings who could be anything we wanted to be – and without the crushing restrictions faced by
our mothers and grandmothers.Her message was only driven home further in her Grammy
acceptance speech six months after the song’s release, when she thanked God, ‘because she
makes everything possible’. In that one simple line I felt, like many, as though I had been woken



up. Helen Reddy was right. Women were suddenly questioning everything. Why is it presumed
God is a He? And while we’re at it, I wondered, why does Mum get called Mrs Ray Wilkinson?
Why do women have to leave their paid employment when they’re pregnant? Why are there so
many female teachers, but every school principal is always male? Why are all the newsreaders
on TV always men? And every DJ on 2SM? And our prime ministers? Why are blokes only ever
addressed as ‘Mr’, but women always defined by their marital status: ‘Mrs’ or ‘Miss’?Gloria
Steinem was another name I kept hearing. Steinem was editor of a US magazine called Ms (I
loved her and the title already), and sometimes, when I got my teachers to sign my autograph
book at the end of each year (in the absence of actual famous people to sign it), they would
quote the wise words of others. One that always stuck with me were the words of Gloria
Steinem.‘Without leaps of imagination or dreaming, we lose the excitement of possibilities.
Dreaming, after all, is a form of planning.’Dreaming. I liked that.*Dolly.It was a strange name for a
magazine, to be sure. But I loved that highly catchy jingle I kept hearing on Graham Kennedy’s In
Melbourne Tonight for a new Australian magazine for teenagers. As the song kept repeating,
‘Dolly is a girl like you!’For years, when I headed to the newsagent looking for my latest beloved
Archie comic, I’d occasionally see teen magazines from overseas, like Honey from the UK and
Seventeen from the US, but from Australia, there was nothing.Sure, magazines like The
Australian Women’s Weekly, Woman’s Day and New Idea had always been a mainstay in our
house since before I could remember. These were wholesome weekly housewife journals, chock
full of recipes, knitting patterns, and cleaning and gardening tips – all the better to ‘housewife’
with, I figured. There was always plenty of news on the royals, too – any royal would do, really,
but mostly it was Queen Elizabeth and her corgis, as well as everyone’s favourite former-
Hollywood royal, Princess Grace of Monaco.But Dolly was different. And from its very first issue,
I was hooked. So, too, were my girlfriends. Dolly wasn’t exactly a girl like me – but that was the
whole point, really. Because now I could dream of the girl I could be.Dolly quickly became my
teen bible. Every month a whole new world of fun, fashion and advice I simply couldn’t get
anywhere else became mine. Every month I’d open up those pages and dream of which clothes
I’d buy if only I had the money, which pop star I’d date if only he knew I was alive, which hair
colour I’d use if only Mum would let me, and which of all those Yardley Pot O’Gloss colours for
lips, cheeks and eyes I’d save up to buy (for me, Pot O’Gloss Lilac always won).Dolly was
everything. A lifeline. A best friend. A teacher. A trusted confidante. A glimpse into my future.And
then there was ‘Dolly Doctor’, with its hugely helpful, sometimes lifesaving, intensely personal
advice on everything from contraception to pimples, vaginas to periods, tampons to pubes,
pregnancy to STDs, and boys . . . so many questions on boys. Not that that was really an issue
for me yet, but ‘a girl like me’ could always dream . . .So much of the pain of our teenage years
was lessened when we escaped into that ‘other’ world of Dolly. There was one teenage hurt
Dolly couldn’t take away, though. At the end of Second Form and within just a few weeks of each
other, both Lisa and Sharon announced that they with their families were moving away – Sharon
to Queensland, and Lisa to Sydney’s North Shore.I was heartbroken, and simply couldn’t



imagine life without them. So I threw myself even more intensely into my ballet to try to fill that
void. I was now at Advanced 1 Level and just about to begin en pointe, so Miss Dean was thrilled
when she saw my renewed commitment to the craft and to her.With Sharon and Lisa now gone,
Michelle and I quickly grew closer than ever, with sleepovers becoming a regular thing. And
along came new friends like Sue and Christine, Julie and Therese.But I still missed Lisa and
Sharon, and although we all promised to become regular pen pals and visit whenever we could,
I just knew life was about to change.And by Third Form, it certainly did. I just never could have
imagined how much.*I don’t quite remember when I first noticed Raelene Schroeder looking at
me menacingly, but she definitely was. I’d known her vaguely since kindergarten, but we were
never in the same classes, and now her antipathy towards school, its rules and its teachers was
well known.Raelene was far and away one of the prettiest girls in school, with deep olive skin,
stunning almond-shaped green eyes, and a pair of legs that were the envy of all of us. She was
one of the first to shave her legs, wear makeup to school, peroxide her hair, pierce her ears, and
pluck her eyebrows right down to the thin brown line that was the fashion of the day, and she was
regularly on detention for smoking either in or behind the toilets with her gang.Raelene had
already had two ‘serious’ boyfriends in succession – two of the coolest older guys in town – and
it was a common sight to see her being picked up at the school gates by one of them a in their
panel van (or shaggin’ wagon, as they were much better known). Raelene spent most of those
afternoons down at what had now become a quasi-clubhouse for the tougher kids in the town,
Andrews Milk Bar.Yep, Andrews had now become ‘Cool Central’, with its maroon vinyl booth
seats, frosted amber feature glass, plastic hanging ivy, and that new-fangled European-style
coffee machine, which all held such lovely memories for me from all those grocery shopping
trips with Mum when I was little. There was still a smattering of young mums and their bubs in
there, casually catching up over toasted ham-and-cheese sandwiches – just like Mum and I
once had – seemingly oblivious to the fact that Andrews had, somewhere along the line, become
a hub for many of the town’s most intimidating.If Andrews was now the place where the cool kids
hung out, then booth number two, with its perfect view of everyone walking past its big open
doors, was its seat of power. And that was exactly where Raelene would always be positioned.If
you weren’t one of those accepted by the cool gang, just walking past Andrews took huge
reserves of courage, knowing there was an audience ready to pass judgment over every one of
those ten steps it took to go past that open door. Sometimes, though, I had no choice. Positioned
as it was, right in the centre of Queen Street, I needed those streetlights to ensure a safe path as
I walked home alone from ballet. So, on these afternoons – particularly in the darker winter
months – Andrews became impossible to avoid.My ballet case, with its various leotards, shoes,
tights, leg warmers and hair paraphernalia, was a dead giveaway that I had just come from what
was considered the very un-cool pursuit of ballet, so I always tried to pretend I was just casually
looking in the other direction when I passed.But sometimes one of Raelene’s gang would call
out. Not responding would only up the volume and the humiliation. Glancing over guaranteed a
snarl, a dirty look, or worse: ‘Wilkinson! Just been off to ya stupid ballet, have ya? Ya dick!’ or



‘You betta watch yaself, Wilkinson. Raelene’s gunna fight ya.’It was terrifying.Once, in the lead-
up to a big ballet exam, Mum surprised me by turning up to watch my class, and on the way
home I mistakenly thought having her by my side would give me a bit of protection. I was
wrong.‘Got your fuckin’ mum with ya, Wilkinson? That won’t save ya. I’d be shit scared if I was
you, ya fuckwit.’I was utterly crushed. I didn’t want Mum to see this, to hear this. I knew with her
own deep insecurities she would be shattered for me. And in a moment when I needed her
strength, I didn’t know if she would have it.It turned out to be the only time in my life I was ever
glad of Mum’s failing hearing. She had started regularly wearing a hearing aid, courtesy of the
not-infrequent slaps across the ear she used to cop as a kid from Nanny. But thankfully, on that
day, she didn’t have her hearing aid on . . . so she was shielded from the explicit ugliness of what
was happening.‘What did your friends just say, darling? I think they’re calling out to you.’‘Nothing,
Mum,’ I said, before quickening my step and adding, ‘Can we go up to Con’s on the way home,
please? I’m starving.’At school, it started to become impossible not to notice the signs that
trouble was brewing. An ‘accidental’ push in the canteen line, a not-so-stray basketball to the
head while walking to class, a fully packed schoolbag aimed square at my legs in assembly.
Never from Raelene. Always from one of her growing number of tough-talking minions.Then it
came: an anonymous note saying that Raelene was going to ‘get me’.*She was beautiful, but not
like those girls in the magazines. She was beautiful, for the way she thought. She was beautiful,
for the sparkle in her eyes when she talked about something she loved. She was beautiful, for
her ability to make other people smile even if she was sad. No, she wasn’t beautiful for
something as temporary as her looks. She was beautiful, deep down to her soul.It was as if F.
Scott Fitzgerald had known Miss Jackson when he wrote those stunning words in The Beautiful
and Damned.Miss Jackson lived in the most seriously cool, big old double-storey terrace house
on the hill overlooking town with a bunch of other young teachers, just out of teachers’ college.
She wore bell-bottom trousers, had a curtain of shiny black hair, an intellect every bit as
imposing as her frame was light, and she was my Third Form English teacher.A powerhouse of
calm and strength in equal measure, Miss Jackson was brilliant and rebellious and nurturing –
and gifted me with what became a lifelong love of the written word. F. Scott Fitzgerald, the poetry
of T.S. Eliot, J.D. Salinger’s The Catcher in the Rye, even Shakespeare’s previously
incomprehensible ye olde gobbledegook, all suddenly came alive under Miss Jackson’s
magnificent teaching spell.If there was one text we studied, however, that for me stood tall above
all others, it was Harper Lee’s classic, To Kill a Mockingbird.While the story took place in
Depression-era Alabama, the themes were universal, and told through the innocent eyes of six-
year-old Scout Finch as she, her brother, Jem, and friend Dill learnt powerful lessons about the
impacts of persecution and judgment, poverty, prejudice and racism, and how fear and cruelty
only prosper if you stand by and let them. The title refers to an incident in the novel, in which
Scout’s dad, Atticus, upon giving air rifles to his two young children, tells them they’re allowed to
shoot at tin cans but never at a mockingbird. Scout, puzzled, learns that there is a proverb, ‘It’s a
sin to kill a mockingbird’, because these birds harm no-one and only make beautiful



music.Scout’s an astute kid who, by closely observing the actions of her magnificently humble
small-town lawyer dad and his ongoing fight for justice, can see the adult world’s oft-repeated
oscillation from beauty to prejudice.Everything about that book spoke to me. As the quiet, moral
compass of all in his orbit, Atticus was my dad; Scout, still so wide-eyed about learning the
sometimes confusing ways of the world, was me. And even though I didn’t fully realise it at the
time, the tale of the bullied Boo Radley was slowly, inexorably becoming my own . . . But I’ll get to
that.One assignment Miss Jackson set our class that year that I loved more than any other was
to examine two of Sydney’s afternoon newspapers, The Sun and The Daily Mirror. The task was
to check for the journalistic and marketing-style devices the editors employed to lure readers in.
For me, it was more fun than a school project should be allowed to be.I have no idea why, but
something in me just clicked. Somehow, I could not only see exactly the formula they were using
to attract readers, but I provided commentary on the language used, assessed the layouts, and
was even presumptuous enough to offer ideas on how I might be able to do better if ever I was
given the chance. Working on that assignment didn’t feel like homework; it felt like I had found a
home to work in. I even wondered idly if perhaps that might be a career for me?Come the
Monday morning, as Miss Jackson handed back our assignments, my mark in big red writing at
the top right-hand corner of the first page was impossible to miss: 10/10! ‘Excellent work, Lisa.
You even made ME think about how this is all done. Congratulations!’I was thrilled, although
soon became anxious as Miss Jackson set me a further task of giving an actual speech on the
subject in front of the entire class. I agonised about it for days, knowing that two of those who sat
on the edge of Raelene Schroeder’s main gang, Louise and Jenny, were in my English class and
would no doubt report this presentation back to her. Wilkinson, the goody-two-shoes ballerina,
sucking up to the teacher and drawing attention to herself. Again.But what could I do? I couldn’t
let Miss Jackson down, and I didn’t want to tell her the real reason I was so scared. I’d become
good at hiding the bullying that was going on and not imposing the pain I was feeling on
others.In the end, I gave the speech, proud of myself for getting through it, and loving for just
those moments the feeling that this was a topic I just got, and that had captivated my
imagination and fascination. Miss Jackson had beamed at me throughout my whole
presentation, and most of the class seemed to be listening.And as I stood out the front, with all
of those faces staring at me, I tried really hard not to look over at Raelene’s two gang-hangers;
but just once, I couldn’t help glancing over, and of course they were both glaring at me, clearly
aching to tell Raelene what I had gone and done this time.Sure enough, two days later at
lunchtime, I looked up and saw them coming.As I so often did in those days, I’d sought refuge in
a quiet corner in the sun by the Science block, out of the view of the main playground. My
upended Globite schoolbag was performing the role of a makeshift seat, while Leanne, my
friend from ballet, and a group of others were enjoying the winter sunshine beside me.But
heading across the sports field straight for me was Raelene Schroeder with six of her
henchwomen on either side, including Jenny and Louise.I don’t think I’d ever felt so small or so
completely powerless and vulnerable in my life, as my friends, in the path of this approaching



cyclone, scattered with the wind. I didn’t blame them; what could they possibly do in the face of
such a show of impending force? Besides, it was clear this gang wasn’t coming for them, now
that a gum-chewing Raelene, along with her backup crew, some of whom I didn’t even
recognise, were just a few feet away from me.‘You’re a show-off little bitch,’ Raelene spat at me,
as her left hand swiped across me, knocking my Vegemite sandwiches into the dirt.Her right
fist? I never saw it coming, but it now crashed into my temple with so much stinging force it sent
me flying to the ground, my head only just missing the concrete corner of the building. Even as I
went down, the roar of other students went up as a crowd quickly gathered.‘Fight! Fight! Fight!’I
was now on my side, trying to curl up into the tiniest ball possible as Raelene’s knee dug into my
right hip, making it impossible for me to move, blows now raining down on my head, my nose,
my lips, my ears. For the first time, I tasted my own blood.Still Raelene’s fists continued to make
contact as the roar of the baying mob grew louder and her mates screamed, ‘Get her, Raelene!’
Even more kids raced over to witness firsthand the spectacle of two girls – or one at least –
going for it, amidst dust flying, on the school grounds.Were it not for a teacher pulling Raelene
off me, I don’t know how it would have ended.This time, however, it ended in the principal’s
office. Even though I stood there with splatters of blood on my uniform, my left eye beginning to
swell and my brain rattled from what had just happened, we were both roundly told off for
fighting.I could have told the truth – that it wasn’t a fight but a flat-out vicious, unprovoked
assault; but in my still-shocked state, with Raelene standing next to me, smirking, and not a
single scratch on her, it would have taken more courage than I had.I could have told Mum and
Dad, too, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I knew it would have upset them terribly. And I
didn’t want to dwell on the hurt or the humiliation. I wanted the whole thing to just go away, and
for everyone to move on. Raelene had had her kill and, in the eyes of her gang, come out the
victor. I hoped that would now be the end of it.But I had to wonder, was it worth doing well at
homework assignments or even ballet, if getting beaten up like this was the result?And yet, Miss
Jackson saw something in me that I was years away from seeing in myself: that I could do this,
that I had some kind of intuitive understanding of a small part of the way the media worked, and
a feeling for what didn’t. My love of words had been ignited, too, and I wanted more. Maybe
journalism was for me? Deep inside me a seed had been planted, and I had Miss Jackson to
thank for it.As for my friends, they were sorry for having abandoned me, but they didn’t have to
apologise – I understood. Raelene was a malevolent force of nature who could not be reasoned
with, only fled from. Who would willingly put themselves in the way of that?What I couldn’t
understand was, what had I done to deserve all this? I had wronged no-one. Yet I was being
attacked in the playground of my own school and was in as much trouble as my attacker? I really
couldn’t make sense of it; I just knew that to survive, I had to keep my head down and make
myself small – while my daily paralysing fear, always lasting deep into the night, was that it would
happen again.*At least we all soon had a major distraction, and no-one welcomed it more than
me.The pop band Sherbet was coming to town!
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Jill the Cat Mom, “Very interesting!. This is the memoir of an Aussie woman, who made her way
into journalism, first through magazines, then transitioned into TV co-host. I didn't give 5 stars
because she bounced around a bit chronologically, which I find annoying. Also, she uses a lot of
Australia-ism's without explaining them. WTH is a Logie? I was thinking "loogy"? Finally figured it
out to be is a TV award, like the Emmys in the U.S. So more explanation might have been nice
for non-Aussie readers.I could relate to her, though, as she kind of stumbled her way through
life, and ended up in the right place. I did the same. Overall, a very interesting book.”

Dean Bailey, “Excellent story of an inspiring woman who makes a difference.. Every one has a
story, how their early life, affected later life. What worked for them and what didn't. Lisa is a
familiar face to Australians, but her success stems from caring for others and telling their stories.
This book, however, is her chance to tell her story and what she's passionate about. The up's
and the down's. I'm not from Australia, and was only introduced to her work recently via
YouTube and streaming. She has the class and credibility that has disappeared in general
media.  Keep up the great work Lisa!”

joanne hattersley, “Loved the writing style. Loved your storytelling. Whenever I read a book, I
avoid all reviews until I’m done. I never want a review to sway my opinion. I’m very glad I never
read some of the reviews of “it wasn’t meant to be like this” otherwise I may never have read it.
Some of those reviews labelled this book as “boring”. Another said “it’s just fiction”. Another said
“couldn’t get into it”. As I sit here now after reading it, none of those words come to mind. I’d call
it well written, informative, relatable and most of all life. This book is about a life.In the book, you
will find plenty of award show chatter and TV information, but the core of this book is family, of
which Lisa states on numerous occasions she could not be without. It is abundantly clear her
family are her number one supporters and advisors. Discussions are not made in Lisa’s family
alone. Family come together. Before taking a new job or giving up an old one, it’s discussed
together.Lisa’s book is well written, you could almost say it’s a kind of diary of her life. This style
of writing adds to the relatability of Lisa and the things she has done. Being subject to horrific
bullying. Vowing not to let the bullies define who she was then or who she was to become.
Becoming the youngest editor ever to take the reins of a national magazine. Spending ten years
at the helm of Cleo magazine. Lisa clearly has what it takes in life. That’s without touching on her
TV career of course.While this book clearly shows her successes, it is not afraid to discuss
failures. It’s not afraid to talk of heartbreak in life. The book does not shy away from a traumatic
incident with the father of a friend when she was younger. It certainly does not shy away from
failures in her TV career, whether that be using the wrong language on TV or the infamous
ending of her Today show career.Overall what this book does, in my opinion, is show you that if
you work hard enough, the rewards are there. If you’re willing to take the rough with the smooth,



the rewards are there. The book is incredibly funny and honest. It’s inspirational.Thank you Lisa
for sharing your life. I thoroughly enjoyed it.”

Christine J Tilyard, “BRILLIANT. WHAT a great read….. interesting, thought provoking,
informative and at times so sad.I haven’t followed Lisa’s life or career closely but admire her
recent stand alongside Brittany Higgins. This book catalogues her life as a child leading up to
her stance.I had to restrict myself to a chapter at a time, I became so absorbed in it….. I could
have sat and read it in one sitting.Thank you for your words, Lisa and thank you for the work you
are doing for girls and women of Australia.”

Glen, “Women's equality. I thought it was very well written. You have certainly come along way
Lisa since being bullied as a teenagerGood on you. Have watched you on TV for many years so
was great to read about your life. I am in my 70s so have not read the magazine's I was a young
Married Mumwith 3 children .Cheers Glen”

Zermatt, “a really great read. A frank and open writing style by a ground breaking journalist, it’s
an eye opening insight to Australia’s media world, and a really enjoyable read”

Joanne, “Fabulous. What a wonderful story, the memories of growing up in the 60’s and 70’s
came flooding back to me, but what an amazing career and talent. So many achievements told
with grace and humility and a wonderful role model for women.”

The book by Lisa Wilkinson has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 454 people have provided feedback.

Dedication Contents Foreword 1. Little girl lost 2. A love story 3. And so it begins 4. ‘Bappy’ days
5. Off to high school 6. Crushed 7. Bondi bound 8. Hello Dolly! 9. Taking charge 10. Meeting
Kerry 11. The Cleo years begin 12. Guess who’s coming to dinner? 13. A New York state of mind
14. Saved by the bachelors 15. Good night, sweet prince . . . 16. An ending . . . and a beginning
17. ‘If you don’t want him, I’ll have him . . .’ 18. Hello Jake, goodbye Cleo 19. The times, they were
a-changin’ 20. Tough times 21. Reach out for the sunrise 22. Movement at the station 23. ‘I wake
up with Today’ 24. Something’s gotta give 25. Well, good morning to yoooouuuu . . . 26. And the
winner is . . . 27. The Trump card 28. Fifty Shades of . . . WTAF? 29. A changing of the guard 30.
Winning 31. Coming up trumps 32. The kiss of death 33. I don’t like Mondays 34. Night of the
Long Knives . . . and Champagne 35. And then there was Brittany . . . Acknowledgements Picture
Section About the Author Copyright



Language: English
File size: 24540 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 389 pages
Lending: Not Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

