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			Introduction

			As I commence writing this book, the world is amidst unprecedented times with the outbreak of a pandemic, coronavirus. It is turning the world as I have known it upside down. At 71, I am conscious of my mortality. Hence, I hope this book will be a legacy for my children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, family and friends. I wish to document some of the memories and events of my life as I remember them. I have been fortunate to find travel diaries, all the letters I sent or received amongst my mother’s belongings and those sent by Kerry to me and me to him. I also draw on my recollections.

			I want to capture the events, technological developments, social norms and history of the era, food fads through the decades and the companionship shared at our table at Hurlstone Homestead. In addition, it will be a cookbook for posterity. Hopefully, the memories and recipes will live on long after I have gone! Many friends had a “Marg’s Cookbook” for years. It was in the form of handwritten sheets in a binder. This book will be a more lasting record than that faded, motley collection of recipes.

			In this day and age, the pace of life leaves little time to stop, celebrate and enjoy the simple but most important things in life. It is even more so when family and friends do not live nearby.

			One of the most monumental, catastrophic, accidental events in my life caused me to redefine my priorities. This event would forever change my entire approach to life and how I would live my life in the future. Following the event in 1987, and not knowing what lay ahead, I made a resolution. Sharing a meal was a perfect way to ensure family and friends gathered regularly to celebrate anything worth celebrating. And I love to cook!

			For me, to live without cooking, sharing and savouring good food is akin to living without breathing. Food need not be fancy and time-consuming, just good quality, fresh local ingredients, prepared with love and care for family and friends. A cliché, I know, but true. The food is not as important as those we share it with and the conversation. Without good company, the impetus to produce interesting food languishes.

			I believe three factors contribute to memorable events and meals: the people and the conversation; the ambience of the surroundings; and finally, the food. When all three elements are present, it truly is a memorable occasion. Instead of living life through reality television and voyeurism, more conversations at dinner tables would result in closer families who know they are loved and valued.

			Although some of the recipes in this book may appear difficult: they are not. Most can be prepared well in advance. Although some take a little time to assemble ahead of time, they allow you maximum time with your guests. The goal is to exert the least effort on the day while having the greatest impact. You invite guests to enjoy their company and conversation, not for you to be in the kitchen most of the time unless you prepare the food together.

			My preferred mode of entertaining is lunch on a beautiful day at our table under the trees or in our courtyard as the weather becomes cooler. When winter arrives, our large table in the kitchen in front of a raging fire is cosy. Mostly, I serve food in the centre of the table on large platters on metal stands. Everyone helps themselves.

			These recipes result from an obsession with food and years of cooking. Many originate from various sources, including family, friends and inspiration from great chefs of our time, who I have admired. Once, I was nervous, but now I am more confident in my abilities. I am passionate about sharing my love of fresh food made with seasonal ingredients. I could be likened to a seagull that picks and chooses to suit the circumstances. I am a master of adaptation and re-engineering. There is little in the realm of original food recipes, just different interpretations of historic recipes, flavours and ingredients.

			My childhood friend from Queensland, Liz, fed my interest in food over the years by buying cookbooks for birthdays, Christmas presents and fabulous kitchen equipment. The most memorable is a large, beautiful Italian platter that I treasure. It is perfect to serve a large poached Champagne salmon, the signature dish for which I am well known. Sadly, my dear friend died of a rare cancer. I miss her enormously. There was no one more generous or thoughtful than Liz.

			I acknowledge the chefs who have motivated me to cook and experiment where possible. If the purpose of great chefs and cookbooks is to inspire, I consider myself one of their most successful graduates. Equally, I acknowledge the contribution of recipe gems from family and friends, such as those of my mother-in-law, Agnes and my father-in-law, Kevin, passed down from one generation to another. I have structured the recipes so they contain many basics, such as sauces and condiments that can be adapted to create many more recipes of your own.

			Great living and great cooking, as with great experiences, involve all the senses; smell, taste and sight, but foremost, the mind and the heart. Great memories are always about people. Their love and trust enable originality and experimenting without fear of failure. It is this freedom that provides the power to inspire and excite. What we eat and how we eat shape our philosophy and contribute to our sense of well-being and belonging to family and friends.

			I hope you enjoy your journey through this book as much as I have enjoyed compiling it. Enjoy and feel the freedom to reminisce, ponder and reflect on your life. Recreate your future through food!

		

	
		
			The Day that Changed My Life

			4th June 1987, 7.45 PM. A phone call. “Why aren’t you here?” I say, “Where?” She says, “This is the matron of Bendigo Base Hospital. Don’t you realise your husband may not live through the night?” The room spins. I think I am going to vomit. I say, “What do you mean?” The penny drops. Although she contacted the Shepparton police, she realises I don’t know. The police have been to our house. As I was not home, they left a note on the front door to contact them. We never used the front door. I have not seen it. She backpedals and says, “You need to come as quickly as possible, but not on your own.” My dilemma was that if I rang Kerry’s parents, I knew they would be devastated. I ring Joy, my neighbour and friend, and ask her if she is busy. She says that she is going to a kindergarten meeting. I reply, “Don’t worry,” but I must have sounded odd. Within two minutes, she is in our kitchen.

			I am in shock. I start to pack a bag but with an oddly inappropriate assortment of clothes. Joy pours me a glass of brandy or whisky; I can’t remember which. She takes over the packing and says, “Ring your in-laws.” I couldn’t. Instead, I ring a friend, Sue, whose husband, Mark, is a surgeon. She rings Mark. He is still in surgery. She arrives on my doorstep and takes me to Kevin and Agnes’s. Finally, Kevin and I are on our way to Bendigo. We pick up my brother-in-law, Paul, in Kyabram, and barely a word is said. We drive in shock. We finally arrive at the hospital. The matron and some hospital board members are waiting at the entrance. The matron has realised the enormity of the accusation made in the phone conversation and is seeking to redress it. I am not interested in their apologies. I only want to see Kerry in intensive care immediately.

			My heart is thudding, and my mind is racing. Nothing or no one prepares me for the sight of Kerry hooked up to many machines, beeping and buzzing. He looks small, grey, lifeless and helpless. My knees buckle, and a nurse grabs me and leads me to a chair. To this day, I vividly remember the emotional rollercoaster I experienced. That moment is still implanted deep in my memory and has haunted me for years. Even as I write this now, 35 years later, I am in tears. Little did I know then that a few days later, the doctors would tell me they suspected head injuries. After four days, they roll him to theatre and conduct CCTV scans. It takes an eternity, and after many hours, they confirm that he has brain injuries affecting his speech and motor coordination. Revisiting and writing about those days has been tearful but cathartic. It has taken all these years to come to terms with the events, although part of me wonders if I have.

			Earlier in the day, as I hung out the washing, I counted my blessings about how fortunate I was. We may not have been well off, but I was happy. I had a wonderful husband and three beautiful children. What more could anyone want? Oh, the fragility of life! I did not know then the extent to which my life would turn upside down. Our lives would never be the same again.

			Earlier that day, I was silently cursing Kerry for being late. We were in a babysitting club. I was due to babysit at 8 o’clock. I distinctly told him that morning that I did not want to drag a 9, 6 and 3-year-old over to Mooroopna to babysit if he was late. Frankly, when I answered that life-changing phone call, I was furious as I thought it was Kerry ringing to say he was running late. Remember, there were no mobile phones in those days. Kerry had gone to Swan Hill; the distance between the towns was substantial. Public phone boxes were located only in town.

			Weeks and months of living in a blur followed. Kerry was in a coma. The hospital gave me a room with another woman from Cobram, whose son had been in a coma for nine months. He died. Was this a portent of things to come for me? Fortunately, our dear friends in Shepparton, surgeons Mark and Roger and Ian, a radiologist, took control. They insisted it would be better if he were operated on in Shepparton as soon as he was stable enough to withstand the ambulance trip. It was not an easy feat. Due to rampant staphylococcal infections in hospitals at the time, hospitals were reluctant to transfer patients.

			Our friend, Ian, visited me with his son, Rob, on their way to a car rally in Warrnambool. They arrived in intensive care, and Rob looked at Kerry and all the machines he was hooked up to and immediately fainted. They stopped again on their way back from the rally; Pete did not faint this time! A plan began to hatch. Ian told the Bendigo staff that he was my doctor. Untrue. I needed to be in Shepparton as my children were distressed, and he was concerned for their welfare. Untrue. They were well cared for by their grandparents. I had told them by phone that Daddy just had a broken arm.

			Fortunately, a friend of my mother-in-law, Lorna, worked at the Shepparton Base Hospital. Against all odds, she managed to facilitate a bed in isolation. Finally, Kerry was transported back to Shepparton with me, following in my car. The plan was that if he started to fade, they would stop. I would dump the car and travel in the ambulance. He didn’t. Once we arrived in Shepparton, it took hours to transfer him from the ambulance to the room, with everyone having to gown up, gown down and shower before leaving.

			Relief! I was back and finally went home to our house in Corio Street, only to find our house burgled. It looked like a tornado had been through the house. The furniture was upside down, beds, linen press, washing machine and freezer. So it went on. Yes, apparently, some people keep cash in the washing machine, freezer or under the mattress! As I drove into the driveway, I noticed a group of youths in front of our house. I rang the police, who came immediately. It was after midnight before I fell into bed, without having been able to see my children after so long away. But as usual, sleep was not to come; another night of a churning stomach and time to think. Will Kerry survive? What is to become of us? How will I pay the bills?

			Kerry needs an operation as soon as possible. He is in danger of losing his arm. Our doctor friends deem it urgent. Roger will be the orthopaedic surgeon; Geoff, the anaesthetist, and Mark, a general surgeon, will assist. Roger told me the operation would take about four to five hours. He needs two steel plates inserted into his broken right arm. His clavicle has broken, his scapula has shattered, and he has broken ribs. His ear had been sewn back on in Bendigo soon after the accident. They warned me anaesthesia could be a problem as he has severe head injuries. Roger told me to go home rather than brood in the hospital waiting room.

			I drove to Joy’s place. I cannot remember what inane conversation we had, if any. Neither can she. Four hours went by, then five, then six. Now I am sick with worry and have returned to the hospital. All they say is that Roger is still operating. Another hour drags on. Finally, Roger appears in clogs, and his gown is blood-stained. He tells me, “Kerry has come through the operation. I am as happy as I can be in the circumstances.” One down, how many more to go? The theatre nurse comes out and tells me that she has never seen anything like the meticulous work that Roger has done. She said it was as though he was doing a jigsaw puzzle, piecing back together the radius and ulna.

			The next challenge is determining how much the head injury has affected his brain capacity. He can open his eyes now but seems not to recognise anyone. He was not able to talk. Kerry was born with cerebral palsy and required extensive therapy as a child. He lived in callipers for the first 13 years of his life. The left-hand side of his body is underdeveloped, and his left arm and leg are shorter than the right-hand side. The irony was that the accident affected the right side of his body: his good side. Many months of occupational therapy lay ahead, to restore his ability to walk and talk.

			I have other concerns as well. My qualifications have lapsed as the government brought in teacher registration whilst we were overseas. When we arrived in Shepparton, I found myself pregnant. Hence, I stayed home and became a housewife, as was the norm for women in 1977. My qualifications were out of date.

			Suddenly, we have no income, no savings and a mortgage to pay. I need work, but what to do? More about that later.
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			Growing Up
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			My Baby Photo

			My mother, Shirley, was born on December 28th 1922, to Fanny Mary and James Wilfred Haigh in Murwillumbah. She was the second daughter; the first, Mavis, died soon after birth. In 1926, the family moved to Sydney and lived with her grandmother, Hannah, in Gordon, where Wilfred worked for the council. Next, they moved to St Ives for six years, close to the French’s Forest National Park. National Park. In 1930, Wilfred was injured at work and was unable to work for several years. During the Great Depression, they had no money and lived on food vouchers and home-grown fruit and vegetables. It was a struggle, but they enjoyed their lives and took every opportunity to go bushwalking or to the beach.

			In 1932, they returned to Northern New South Wales to live on a banana farm at Smith’s Creek and then to North Tumbulgum. My mother attended Terranora Public School before moving to Murwillumbah School. Here, she obtained a bursary for high school. Unfortunately, for financial reasons, she left school in her intermediate year. She started working at Glynn’s haberdashery as a cashier. She was promoted to accounts clerk and sat in a room above the shop with a glass window. The shop assistants put the customer’s money in a tin and winched it to her on a zip line. She completes the sale and sends back the change. She learnt shorthand and typing from the nuns at the Catholic Church on Saturdays. She also studied bookkeeping at the Southern Cross Commercial School and later used those skills during the war.

			With the outbreak of war, she became a voluntary aid defence worker at the Tweed Hospital after completing a St John’s First Aid and a home nursing course. In June 1941, with some resistance from her mother but her father’s blessing, she joined the Women’s Australian Air Force (WAAF). She travelled to Melbourne for training and then posted to Evans Head, where she worked as a store clerk. It meant that, on leave, she could travel home to her parents. After being promoted to corporal, she transferred to Ash Island in the Hunter region, then to Laverton, where she turned 21. Her regret was not being able to celebrate the day with her parents. In 1944, she was promoted to the rank of Sergeant and posted to Richmond, west of Sydney. It was here she met my father, Keith John Griffiths Bowen.

			In 1945, shortly before the war ended, she applied for a discharge. She obtained a position as a trainee nurse at Balmain Hospital and qualified as a registered nurse in March 1949. Her friendship with my father developed after the war. I believe he proposed to her either on the wharf in Sydney or the Manly ferry. They were married in Murwillumbah on January 7th, 1950. Among my mother’s letters, I found this poem by J. Robinson, a guest, written for the occasion.

			First came the flower girl, dainty Denise

			A pert little self-assured miss if you please

			Frocked in palest lemon with a posy of red

			Took the part to perfection as everyone said

			Then the radiant bride on the arm of her dad

			A greying haired digger whose eyes looked so sad

			His firstborn Shirley he was giving away

			To the folks who had reared her, it meant a great deal.

			Mr and Mrs Bowen, I wish you the best

			With God’s greatest gifts may you always be blessed

			Good luck be with you whatever betide

			The luckiest groom and his radiant bride.

			My father became a Baptist minister following the war. Just over a year later, I was born in Yeppoon on March 28th 1951. Shortly after, we moved to Biloela, where my brother David was born on January 18th 1953. On later visits, our childhood memories were of pineapple farms, mango trees in Yeppoon, and dusty roads and cotton farms in Biloela. It was always an adventure to visit these places later on holiday, staying with our parents’ friends. A few years later, our father transferred to the church in Dayboro at the foot of the Glasshouse Mountains. In 1957, we moved to a housing commission house in Inala as my father’s health deteriorated, and not able to continue in the ministry.

			My father grew up in Annerley Road, Annerley, in Brisbane. It was up the road from the bakery owned by the parents of the author, Hugh Lunn, who wrote: “Over the Top with Jim.” My father had a twin brother, Selwyn. Selwyn was a tailor. Unfortunately, they fell out after the death of their father and only reconciled near the end of his life. They had an older brother, Len, who became an architect. He designed the forecourt of the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier in Canberra. He and Gwen, my aunt, and my cousin, Diane, lived in Canberra. I always enjoyed their visits.

			Diane was much older than me. She would grab my arm and leg and give me “aeroplane rides,” as we called them, swinging me around until we would fall on the ground laughing. I begged her to do it over and over. She always did! We also played hopscotch and had egg and spoon races, sack races and three-legged races. Another game was with a long piece of joined elastic. Two people stood with elastic around their ankles. A third jumped in and out singing, “England, Ireland, Scotland, Wales, inside, outside, puppy dog tails!” The elastic moved higher and higher until the person could not jump the height.

			My grandfather was a civil engineer. His sister married Billy Hughes, the first Australian prime minister to introduce conscription. My paternal grandmother, Elvira Muriel Born, was an opera singer. Her parents emigrated from Prussia to Ipswich, Queensland. Amongst my mother’s possessions, I found a 120-year-old silk-covered book. In the book were 100 poems written by Elvira in old-fashioned cursive. Here are two poems.

			To My First Love

			I remember meeting you on September 02

			We were eating both of us

			And the meeting happened thus

			Accidental on the road

			Sentimental episode

			I was gushing you were shy

			You were blushing, so was I

			I was smitten very true

			Badly bitten, so were you

			Any money, not a bit

			Rather funny wasn’t it?

			How we blighted happy pair

			How delighted people were

			But your father to be sure

			Thought it rather premature

			And your mother strange to say

			Was another in the way

			What a heaven vanished then

			You were seven I was ten

			That was many years ago

			Don’t let anybody know.

			At The Concert

			They bade me sing, I chose my sweetest song

			A play of love and passion and despair

			With beating heart I faced the brilliant throng

			And from my soul poured forth the plaintive air

			The lovers’ tale I told in soft calando

			Their cruel wrongs, their flight in desperation

			Now while they sailed to plaintive rallentando

			I faintly heard this touching conversation

			“It’s very warm, we’ll have a storm

			Do you know the Blue Alsatian Mountains?

			We give a dance, they’re off to France

			Have you seen the illuminated fountains?”

			The singer’s pride I felt within me rise

			And turned away from listeners so perverse

			Ah, there I see two eager gazing eyes

			To them alone I’ll sing my second verse

			Of storm and wreck, I told in wild crescendo

			The lovers’ death I sang in desolation

			But while I sang upon the decrescendo

			To my dismay, I heard this observation

			“My dear you’re right, that sleeve’s too tight

			And a gown of such length is out of place

			A lovely song but much too long”

			My paternal grandparents were considerably well off. They lived in an enormous old Queenslander, which, when sold, was divided into six flats. We played cricket on the street with the other kids in the neighbourhood. My grandparents were extremely strict; we always dressed for dinner. Reading her poems shows humour that I do not remember as a child. Their house had enormous archways between rooms draped with crimson velvet curtains and large gold tassels. The house was full of antiques. I remember a block of iron was heated in the range stove and placed in a wooden box. We would put our feet on top of the box in the winter to warm them. My brother David and I loved that there was a trap door on the floor of one of the wide verandas; when opened, it revealed a secret staircase down to a cellar. They also had one of the first toilets that was not a thunderbox in the back garden. They installed the toilet on the landing of their back staircase; it was porcelain with a flush chain.

			It is interesting to note here that my paternal grandfather was named David John Griffiths Bowen; my brother is also named David John Griffiths Bowen. During the great depression, my grandfather was in charge of engineering for the Brisbane to Sydney Pacific Highway after the war. My brother became a civil engineer and spent seven and a half years living in Paris working on a section of the rail “chunnel” from Paris to London. He also worked with a company that fixed the Hume Highway from Sydney to Melbourne. Both worked on major infrastructure projects during their engineering careers.

			It would be true to say that we found our maternal grandmother, Fanny Haigh, much more relaxed and involved in our lives. Our maternal grandfather, James Wilfred, known as Wilfred, was a farmer and stock inspector. When he retired, I remember him spending most of his time lying on the couch reading the form guide. My mother’s parents were poor but always seemed to make ends meet. Fanny’s mother, Annie Tracey, had a daughter, Mavis, who died at two weeks of age. My grandmother, Fanny, had a daughter, Mavis, who died at two and a half weeks. My mother’s sister, Audrey, was two years younger, and her brother, Robert, more commonly known as “Dagger,” was thirteen years younger. My favourite relatives are Dagger, Lorna, my aunt, and cousin Dianne. For many years during our childhood, we camped at Hastings Point. Lorna and Dagger, a builder, had a caravan, and we had a tent.

			We had a grey Morris Minor. When you went around a corner, you hit a lever. A plastic arm popped out to indicate you were about to turn. We crammed a tent and camping equipment into the small car to drive to Hastings Point. We set up the tent in August with all our equipment, including an ice chest. We laced the sides shut with rope and left it until we arrived for the Christmas school holidays. Everyone was so trusting. In all the years we camped, nothing was stolen. Although my family was poor, they always managed to take us camping every year without exception. We travelled from Sydney to Cairns, Yamba to Scarness and on the ferry to Bribie Island. Eventually, Hastings Point became the ritual holiday destination.

			My aunt Audrey and her husband, Les, had four sons; Billy, Allan, John, and Gary. Les was a bus driver for the Greyhound Bus Line. He often picked my brother and me up on his bus trip to Kyogle and dropped us off to stay with our grandmother in Tumbulgum.

			I grew up in a housing commission area in Brisbane called Inala, purposely built to house poor people and immigrants. It was isolated from the rest of Brisbane. Wayne Goss, Anastasia Palecek, Queensland Premiers, and Anastasia’s father, also a politician, lived in Inala.

			My father was in the RAAF during the war. In February 1942, his plane was shot down during the fall of Singapore. They took him to Changi Prisoner of War Camp. When the war ended, he was 4 stone 7 lbs. and spent time in a hospital in Singapore before being deemed healthy enough to sail back to Australia. In 1957, he was diagnosed with muscular dystrophy. It is a dreadful, insidious disease, with all his body’s muscles gradually degenerating. Every organ in the body depends on muscles to function. I was six when he was diagnosed. It is the first vivid memory of my childhood. I knew something catastrophic had happened in our family but did not comprehend what. Soon after, we moved to Inala. It was to be the beginning of years of poverty and a difficult childhood with my father. In hindsight, he suffered from post-traumatic stress disorder. He was often angry, prone to sudden outbursts, and had an explosive temper. My mother was also angry about what she had lost; she had to give up nursing to be his full-time carer. There was often enormous tension in our home. Eventually, the disease affected his speech. He was hard to understand and staggered when he walked. It became problematic for me, as the children at school would chant that my father was a drunk. He had never had a drink of alcohol in his life. Eventually, he was confined to a wheelchair.

			Early on, when he still walked, he took David and me to the Ecca, the Royal Brisbane Exhibition Show. I remember he bought me a fairy doll on a cane and some fairy floss. When we got home, he took the doll off the cane, and the cane lived behind the fridge. From then on, he took it out to belt us when he considered that we were not doing the right thing by his standards. In hindsight, due to his war experiences, he had a Dr. Jeckle, Mr. Hyde personality. I don’t think he meant to hurt me. He would be angry one minute and hug me the next. There were many good times in our house, but life was unpredictable. As a child, I found it confusing.

			He died in 1975 when I was twenty-three and living in London and could not get home in time for the funeral. My mother would not wait for me to come. At that time, it took several days to fly home. When I finally arrived home, Kerry took me to his grave in the Mount Gravatt War Memorial Cemetery. For the first time, I grieved. Being so far away, I think I was in denial that he was dead. He was 57. He never spoke to anyone about the war, including my mother.

			Not knowing what lay ahead, when my father was diagnosed, my parents decided to holiday in New Zealand. David and I were billeted with family friends in separate families. They were away for six weeks. I remember crying a lot and being inconsolable. At six, I thought they had abandoned me and were never coming back. During this time, I don’t think I saw my brother. If I did, it was only once. They did come back. One of my vivid memories is the much-repeated slide show nights my parents put on for their friends. I knew New Zealand like the back of my hand. When I went to New Zealand for the first time, I constantly had a feeling of déjà vu.

			In my primary school years, my mother became ill with rheumatic fever. She went to bed in a darkened room and lay there for six weeks. Our grandmother came from Tumbulgum to look after us. She spoilt us with special treats we would never usually have been allowed. My brother and I spent much of our school holidays staying with Grandma in Tumbulgum. She would send us to the bakery to buy a high-top double loaf of bread. We then crossed the road to the ferry to Terranora. The ferryman gave us a free ride over and back. On the trip, we nibbled hot bread out of the loaf. When we arrived home, there was just a shell of crust. After a while, she sent us to buy two loaves at a time! She also took us shopping in Murwillumbah. Once, she bought two pounds of cherries. I scoffed the lot and then had a stomach ache, which did not abate until I vomited. It became a family story she would tell and tease me about until she died. It amused her enormously.

			We loved it when the Tweed River flooded whilst we were staying. It meant we couldn’t get to Brisbane or go back to school. We sat on the front steps and watched the water gradually creep up the stairs. Men in boats came to ensure we had food and check we did not need to be evacuated. The water never flooded the house as it was on stilts.

			Sometimes while we were staying, she took us to the beach. Once, we went to Coolangatta. We played in a body of water, not connected to the ocean. I got out of my depth and was sucked into a stormwater drain pipe. To this day, I will never forget the moment that I stopped fighting and felt totally at peace. I could see a large tunnel with a bright light at the other end I was travelling towards. A girl grabbed me. I floundered and fought back. She pulled me from the water and thumped my back. I vomited and passed out. When I came to, my grandmother was bent over me, crying. I loved her very much. The best word to describe her is jolly. She always wore her heart on her sleeve. As a result of almost drowning, my parents booked me into swimming lessons at the Inala baths. It was a decision that would change my life.

			Illness punctuated my childhood. I suffered from asthma and was often hospitalised at the Mater Hospital in South Brisbane. Ventolin did not exist; cures were experimental. I was one of the first children placed on a trial for cortisone as a potential cure for asthma. It had the effect of bloating my body and face and destroying my teeth. It turned out that the decision to teach me to swim was also to prove the best cure for my asthma. Swimming increased my lung capacity and taught me to breathe deeply. Over the years I swam, I had few serious attacks.

			After my father died, my mother joined numerous church groups. She eventually took a position at Emmanuel Theological College at Queensland University, where she worked in the office for many years. In her late 70s, she studied at the University of Queensland for a degree in theology. She attained it in her 80s. She became a lay preacher, filling in for ministers when they went on holiday or were indisposed.

			In the 1950s, Robert Menzies was prime minister. There was mass immigration post-war. Migrants bought olive oil from chemists to cook with. Before that, it sold as medicine! 1953 was Queen Elizabeth’s coronation; she visited Australia in 1954. The Northgate pineapple factory opened. When I was at teacher’s college, I worked there on holidays. Women who had worked in factories during the war went home and back to household duties. In 1954, women represented just 6% of the workforce. Women were the homemakers and did all the cooking, cleaning, washing and ironing. Black and white television came to Australia. In September 1956, the Summer Olympics were in November and December. Dawn Fraser was at the peak of her swimming career, and 9,000 visitors were billeted with local families.

			Washing machines were a godsend, but mainly for the wealthy. My family had a copper and a ringer for washing clothes and a floor sweeper for cleaning. My mother listened to the serial Blue Hills on the radio each lunch time. We went to the drive-in at Richlands to watch movies in our car. My father wore braces to hold up his pants. There were jukeboxes in public places to play music. Elvis Presley had arrived. The FJ Holden first appeared in the late 1950s.

			There were grocers but no supermarkets. The food was uninteresting. My mother often made tripe, which is the stomach lining of lamb. She cooked it with bacon and white béchamel sauce. A milkman delivered our milk each morning in glass milk bottles. Growing up in the 1950s, the standard meal in our house was meat, usually gravy mince or sausages and three vegetables during the week and a roast dinner on Sundays with visitors from church joining us. The meat was overdone; the vegetables boiled with lots of salt, soft to a pulp and grey.

			Inala was the poorest socio-economic suburb in Brisbane. It had the highest aboriginal population in Brisbane at that time. It was next to the Wacol Prison Farm and the Wacol Immigration Hostel. Yet ironically, with so many immigrants, there was no diversity of food available.

			My best friend was Wanda Dabrowski, whose family emigrated from Poland after the war. On our way to swimming training at five o’clock each morning, her mother fed us bread and hot dripping. I thought it was the most delicious exotic snack I had ever eaten. One of these mornings, I arrived at her house; her mother was upset. John F. Kennedy had been shot and killed. From her distress, we knew this was a monumental event in history. We walked to the swimming pool in silence.

			During the 1960s, only one in five women worked. Those who did were in female-dominated jobs such as cleaning. Many girls left school at 15 and became secretaries, using manual typewriters. Only 34% were still at school at 16. Women still did all the housework. I remember the twist was the dance of the times, and Go-Go dancers danced in cages in nightclubs. The Beatles came to Australia; the crowds went wild. I bought my first record to play on our new record player.

			Frozen chicken appeared with the advent of the deep freezer. Chiko rolls appeared when the Chinese opened businesses. Tupperware parties were the social activity of the day. We were encouraged to stand on the top of the bowls to prove how indestructible they were. Pubs shut at 6 p.m.; women were not allowed into the main bars. They had to drink in the hotel ladies’ lounges. Decimal currency arrived in 1966. Hairdryers consisted of a plastic cap into which air was blown. My brother and I listened to Jason and the Argonauts sitting on the floor near our four-foot-high radiogram.

			We lost a Prime Minister, Harold Holt, to the ocean. We went to war in Vietnam; 15,300 men were conscripted to fight, 200 men died, and 12,000 were wounded. On the 21st of July 1969, Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin landed on the moon. Neil Armstrong walked on the moon and said, “One small step for man, one giant leap for mankind.” I was practice teaching at Inala State School that day. Schoolwork stopped while we crowded into a room and watched it on a small black and white television. And Margaret Fulton began to teach us to cook!

			Visits to restaurants were non-existent. It was not until I travelled that I was exposed to exotic flavours and food delicacies of other cultures. The most exotic thing served in our house was the mayonnaise that my brother, David, and I made every Sunday for the coleslaw that accompanied the Sunday roast. It consisted of a can of condensed milk, mustard powder and vinegar. We needed to eat the top third to make space to mix in the mustard powder and vinegar. Not a chore; we loved it!

			The following is a menu, typical in name only, of our Sunday lunches growing up. I have put my modern spin on the recipes. The roast lamb was plain, served with roasted potatoes, pumpkin and coleslaw. The lamb is delicious and simple to make, and it is worth investing a few dollars in a meat thermometer to ensure you never overcook the meat. It is delicious served with salsa verde. Salsa verde is a staple to have at hand. It is delicious served on top of avocado toast, vegetables, chicken or fish. The fennel provides a foil to the richness of the lamb. The pumpkin soup was plain, and the apple tart was traditional, so this is my modern version. I make large quantities of the soup and freeze it in portion sizes. I make the caramel apple days ahead. I hope you enjoy my modern take on a traditional meal.

			Devils on Horseback

			Sweet Potato, Pumpkin, Roasted Red Capsicum and Chilli Soup with Pesto and Vegetable Loaf

			Rosemary, Garlic and Anchovy Roast Lamb

			Salsa Verde

			Roasted Hasselback Potato and Sweet Potato

			Roasted Capsicum and Baby Onions

			Stuffed Tomatoes

			Fennel Baked in White Wine

			Baked Caramel Apple and Star Anise Ice Cream

			Devils on Horseback
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			Makes 24

			24 wooden toothpicks

			¼ cup soy sauce

			½ tsp ground ginger

			¾ cup dark brown sugar

			24 dates pitted

			Soft goats or blue cheese or 50/50

			24 whole smoked almonds

			12 slices prosciutto, cut in half crosswise

			Preheat the oven to 200°C. Soak the toothpicks in water. In a bowl, mix the soy sauce and ground ginger. Place the brown sugar in a shallow bowl. Spread a pitted date open and stuff it with cheese and smoked almonds. Wrap the date with half a prosciutto slice, secure it with a toothpick, dip the bundle in soy sauce mixture, and then into brown sugar. Place the wrapped dates in the prepared baking dish. Bake in the preheated oven until the prosciutto is brown and crisp, 15 to 20 minutes. Allow it to cool slightly before serving at room temperature or warm.

			Sweet Potato, Pumpkin, Red Capsicum and Chilli Soup with Pesto and Vegetable Loaf
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			2 tab olive oil

			4 red onions

			3 cloves garlic, chopped

			4 red capsicum, diced

			½ kg sweet potato

			½ kg pumpkin, chopped

			3 whole red bullet chillies, seeded

			2 bay leaves

			Chicken stock to cover

			Coconut cream to taste

			Brown the onions in oil and add the garlic and capsicum. Stir for 5 minutes. Add the pumpkin, whole chillies and bay leaves. Cover with stock and cook until tender. Remove the chillies, bay leaves and puree in a blender. Add coconut cream to taste. Serve with a dollop of pesto in the middle of the soup and the bread.

			Pesto

			1 cup olive oil

			150 gms basil or coriander

			2 cloves garlic

			6 tab Parmigiano, grated

			100 gms pine nuts

			Place all the ingredients except the oil in a food processor. Process until the mixture is coarsely chopped. With the motor running, gradually add the oil in a thin stream until the pesto is fairly smooth but still has some texture.

			Vegetable Loaf

			1 red onion, diced

			1 red capsicum, diced

			400 gms sweet potato, cubed

			1 carrot, grated

			1 zucchini, grated

			½ cup corn

			1 garlic clove, finely minced

			2 tab butter

			¼ cup pepita seeds

			¼ cup sunflower seeds

			¼ cup pecan nuts

			1 tsp sea salt

			½ tsp ground pepper

			3 large eggs

			¼ cup coconut yogurt

			¼ cup coconut flour, sifted

			1 cup plain flour

			½ cup fine polenta

			4 tsp baking powder

			½ tsp lemon thyme

			2 tab fresh basil leaves, chopped

			½ tsp paprika

			100 gms soft goats’ cheese

			50 gms shredded mozarella

			Zatar Topping

			½ tab sesame seeds

			½ tab sumac

			1 tab oregano

			¼ cup vegetable oil

			Preheat the oven to 180°C. Line an 8-cup loaf pan with baking paper and set aside. In a large frypan, melt the butter. Add the minced garlic and stir until fragrant. Add the onion, diced sweet potato and red capsicum. Season with a ¼ teaspoon of salt and all the pepper. Cook over medium-low heat, stirring occasionally until softened, about 8 to 10 minutes. Add the grated vegetables, seeds and nuts.

			Meanwhile, in a small bowl, sift together the coconut flour, plain flour, semolina, baking powder, paprika and the remaining ¼ teaspoon of salt and set aside. In a large bowl, whisk together the eggs and coconut yoghurt. Whisk in the flour mixture until fully incorporated and slightly thickened.

			Fold in the cooked vegetables, seeds, nuts and herbs. Gently fold in the goat’s cheese and shredded mozzarella. Scrape the mixture into the prepared pan. Mix the zatar topping and brush over the top of the bread.

			Bake until light golden brown on top and set in the centre, about 40-45 minutes. Remove from the oven and cool it for 10 minutes in the pan. Serve it warm from the pan, or cool it on a wire rack and serve at room temperature. Store the leftovers in an airtight container in the fridge for up to 3 days.

			Rosemary, Garlic and Anchovy Lamb
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			2 kg leg lamb

			1 head garlic

			8-10 anchovies

			Skin of ½ preserved lemon, diced

			1 bunch rosemary

			Olive oil

			Sea salt and pepper

			Take the meat out of the fridge one hour before so it will cook evenly. Cut random incisions into the lamb on both sides and stuff each one with a sliver of garlic, a piece of anchovy, preserved lemon and a sprig of rosemary. Leave the rest of the garlic unpeeled and place it in a roasting tin. Rub the lamb with olive oil, salt and pepper. Place it on a bed of leftover rosemary. Bake for 20 minutes at 220°C, and then reduce the oven to 180°C or 160°C for fan forced, for about 20 minutes per kilo for medium-rare, or until 58°C on a meat thermometer. Set aside on a plate for 15-20 minutes to allow the juices to settle. Carve into slices across the grain. Serve with roasted garlic, salsa verde and vegetables.

			Salsa Verde
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			1½ cups chopped, flat leaf parsley

			2⁄3 cup extra virgin olive oil

			¼ cup salted capers, washed and drained

			3 anchovy fillets

			1 tab white wine vinegar

			1 tab lemon juice

			2 large cloves garlic, minced

			½ tsp freshly grated zest from 1 lemon

			Salt and freshly ground black pepper

			Place the parsley, olive oil, capers, anchovies, vinegar, lemon juice, garlic and lemon zest in the bowl of a food processor. Pulse until parsley is well chopped, about 10 1-second pulses, stopping to scrape down the side of the bowl as necessary. Season the sauce with salt and pepper to taste.

			Roasted Hasselback Potato and Sweet Potato
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			Potatoes

			Sweet potatoes

			Fresh ground nutmeg

			Pepper

			Cream

			Peel and finely slice the potato and sweet potato but not right through. A tip for cutting the potatoes is to put a skewer horizontally through the bottom of the potatoes so that when you cut the potatoes, the skewer will stop you from slicing all the way through. Alternate the potatoes and sweet potatoes in a dish. Sprinkle with nutmeg, pepper and drizzle with cream. Roast at 200°C until crisp. Remove and keep warm.

			Roasted Capsicum and Baby Onions

			Olive oil

			16 small shallots, peeled

			1 red and 1yellow capsicum, cut into 8

			Place the shallots and capsicum in the roasting pan with the lamb and drizzle with oil. Remove when cooked and keep warm.

			Stuffed Tomatoes

			8 medium ripe tomatoes

			2 cups coarse breadcrumbs

			60 gms butter, softened but not melted

			1 tab chopped rosemary

			1 tab chopped lemon thyme

			1 tab chopped basil

			21handful parsley leaves

			4 cloves garlic

			4 anchovies

			1 tab capers

			Finely grated zest of 1 lemon

			½ cup cubed mozarella

			Pepper to taste

			¼ cup coarsely grated parmesan

			Cut the top off the tomato and set aside. Remove the tomato pulp and strain off the juice. Remove the seeds. Chop the pulp and set it aside. Blend the herbs, garlic and anchovies. Add the breadcrumbs and butter and blend till just mixed. Fold in the capers, lemon zest, cubed mozarella, chopped tomatoes and pepper. Stuff the tomatoes and top with parmesan. Sit the tomatoes on top of the reserved tops and pour around the juice and cook 30 minutes.

			Fennel Baked in White Wine

			2 bulbs fennel, trimmed and keep fronds for garnish

			Butter

			White wine

			Sea salt and pepper

			Trim the fennel and cut each into 4. Cut out the core but ensure the quarters are intact. Put in a dish and dab the fennel with butter and pour in some white wine. Seal with foil and bake till softened. Season the fennel with salt and pepper. Remove and keep warm. Serve garnished with chopped fennel fronds.

			Baked Caramel Apple

			4 kg Granny Smith apples

			1 cup granulated sugar

			Finely chopped pistachios to serve

			King Island honey and cinnamon yoghurt to serve

			Line the sides of a 28cm spring form tin with baking paper, about 6cm above the pan. Peel and core the apples. Finely slice into 2 mm slices with a food processor or mandolin. Place the apples in overlapping concentric layers in the pan, sprinkling liberally with sugar between each layer and pressing down the apples as you go. Ensure the middle is mounded higher than the outside, as it will sink during cooking. Apples will reach about 3cm above the pan. Place the cake tin on a wire rack in a roasting dish with a little water in the bottom to catch the juices and stop the weeping juices from burning. Bake for 3 hours at 180°C. Remove the tart from the oven and cool it for about 10 minutes. Pour the juices into a saucepan and reduce until syrupy. Release the side of the pan and leave it to cool on the base. Let it cool to room temperature; invert it onto a large plate. Sprinkle with chopped pistachios and serve in wedges with syrup, honey, cinnamon yoghurt and star anise ice cream.

			Star Anise Ice Cream

			400 gms vanilla sugar

			9 egg yolks

			500 mls milk

			1 litre cream

			A handful cracked star anise

			Place half the sugar in a bowl with the egg yolks and beat well till pale. Bring the remaining sugar, milk, half the cream and star anise to the boil in a saucepan. Remove the saucepan from the heat, cover it, and leave it to infuse for an hour. Return to the heat and bring to the boil again, then strain through a fine sieve. Pour gradually onto the egg mixture, stirring to incorporate. Return to the saucepan and reheat gently until the mixture coats the back of a spoon and has thickened slightly. Do not allow it to boil, or it will curdle. Remove from the heat and pour in the remaining cream to arrest the cooking process. Cool after straining through a fine sieve. Churn in an ice cream machine, or refrigerate in a tray until firm, then beat in a mixer and freeze.

		

	
		
			Educating Marg in More Ways than One
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			My Family Home 98 Lavender Street Inala Brisbane
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			Di our neighbour in Lavender Street
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			Mrs Tupper our neighbour in Balsa Street now 94 years old

			I attended Inala State School. In primary school, I was always at the top of the class. I liked primary school. I loved books and was a voracious reader. I would get a torch from the kitchen drawer and hide it under my pillow. When my parents put me to bed, I read books under the blankets. My favourites were Ann of Green Gables and Snuggle Pot and Cuddle Pie. My primary school years were routine. Class sizes were huge. I had some very dedicated teachers, as classes were often chaotic, depending on the ability of the teacher to discipline unruly students.

			My vivid memories of primary school were walking home one day and finding myself in the middle of a greyhound-dog fight. Fortunately, I was rescued by someone running out of a nearby house. I don’t remember how old I was, but I was young, probably in grade 2. I also remember, in grade 5, being dared by a group of boys to jump over a tin. I did, only to fall short and gash my knee to the bone. I have the scar to this day. Other memories are of milk delivered to the school and left in the sun. By the time we drank it at morning tea, it was hot and often curdled. One of my favourite activities at school was dancing around a maypole, weaving patterns with the ribbons down the pole.

			After my near-drowning experience, swimming became a big part of my life. I swam 25 laps of a 50-metre pool at 5.30 am every morning and again after school. Following primary school, my parents sent me to Brisbane Girls Grammar School. I’m unsure who paid the fees. I suspect my paternal grandparents assisted. I was always on the swimming team and would train at the Valley Baths or the Gregory Terrace pool. Laurie Lawrence, one of Australia’s most famous coaches, coached at the Valley Baths. For him, silver and bronze medals were never good enough; only gold would do! My speciality was 100 metres breaststroke and some butterfly. At school, there would be circuit training at lunchtime. My mother took up timekeeping and took me everywhere to compete in competitions. Swimming occupied all my leisure time.

			I was overwhelmed by Brisbane Girls Grammar School. Most students were from wealthy families. I could never go on excursions as my family could not pay. I felt very out of place. My mother made all my uniforms to save money. I never had any bought clothing until I left high school. Mum was an excellent seamstress, a skill I replicated when my children were growing up. That is until the advent of Target, which sold imported clothes cheaper than making them.

			I went from being dux at primary school to the middle of the road at high school. It was devastating and a blow to my ego. I thought I was clever, only to find that I was just an average student who had performed well in a poor socio-economic school. I was freckle-faced with unruly curly hair. I was self-conscious and became quite shy.

			At Grammar, there was one other student from Inala. She was a full-blooded aboriginal girl who lived two streets away from me. She had a scholarship to the school as she was a brilliant athlete. We gravitated towards each other as we felt isolated in such a prestigious school. Her father beat her mother when he drank too much, and she often hopped on the morning bus in tears. She was to become one of the early aboriginal female lawyers in Queensland.

			I graduated in 1968 and won a scholarship to Kedron Park Teachers College. I received the princely sum of $34 a fortnight on which to live. I thought I was rich! It was here that I had my first foray into love. Ken was in my class; we would sit next to each other and could not stop talking. He wanted to be an airline pilot but was colour-blind, so he was rejected. He decided to become a teacher instead. I had a big crush on him. I thought he was gorgeous. He was handsome, engaging and witty, if not somewhat shy. Unfortunately, he asked a friend to ask if I was keen on him romantically. I was shy and embarrassed, so I told his friend he was just a really good friend. Big mistake. Always, be honest regarding your feelings. He was devastated; his response was to avoid me, and he finally asked out another girl in our class. I was young, naïve, stupid and too shy to know how to fix it. I was heartbroken. It took me months to get over it. Unfortunately, he died at quite a young age of a heart attack.

			Another frightening and sobering event happened at this time. A group of four girlfriends decided to go to the cinema. We caught the train as the cinema was opposite the station. On our return journey, we left the train and walked two blocks back to our friend’s house to stay. Suddenly we were attacked by five men and found ourselves on the ground with the men trying to rape us. We were screaming and fighting. Fortunately, our friend’s father, a minister, heard us and came running down the street in his pyjamas, and they ran off. The police were called, but by the time they arrived, they could not find them. It left us shaking and with an increased sense of being vigilant about our personal safety in the future.

			After 12 months at Teacher’s College, I applied for a Diploma of Physical Education Degree at Queensland University. I was successful and hence would go to teachers’ college by day and university at night. I had a crush on Alan, a handsome and
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