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Here we are at the end of another year.  Our 

lives are all so busy; time seems to pass more 

quickly each year!   
 

We can end up moving from one thing to the 

next without really concentrating on anything 

in particular.   
 

Sometimes we need to slow down and ñsmell 

the rosesò.   When we can focus on the things 

that are truly important, we can enjoy those 

things more.   
 

The article on Stress in this edition may 

provide some tips. 
  

May the Christmas and New Year Season be a 

time to celebrate hope, peace and new 

beginnings for you and your loved ones. 

 

                                               Gwen 

Editorial 
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The Community Support Centre Innisfail 

Inc 
 

 will close at 4pm on  
19 December 2014 

 
and will reopen  

at 9am on  
Monday 

5 January 2015. 
 

Useful phone numbers: 
 

Lifeline 1800 222 050 
 

Salvation Army ñWe Careò  
1300 36 36 22 

 
Parentline 1300 30 1300 

 
Kidôs Helpline 1800 55 1800 

 

$2%!-3 
 

Have you ever walked into a pub to satisfy a thirst 

Make your way to the bar and order your first 

As you taste that foaming ale your eyes take in the 

place 

There he sits upon a stool vacant look across his face 

 

His faithful dog beside him no thought of going home 

His sweat-stained hat a story just on its own 

His grizzled face a painting, brush strokes from the 

past 

His skin zigzagged by creases, calluses and scars 

 

He gazes at the wooden floor and dreams of long-

gone times 

He been a timber cutter, worked the railway line 

Sheared sheep for a living, a stockman further west 

And he remembers how he mixed it with the best 

 

His beerôs gone flat from sitting there 

That vacant look that far away stare 

The dogôs now sleeping at his side 

Perhaps itôs dreaming of those long-gone times 

 

Heôs survived the widow-maker, that rogue tree in the 

scrub 

The scorching heat of summer laying sleepers cut 

from logs 

The aching back from shearing 250 sheep most days 

That old scrubber charging its eyes mad with rage 

 

He remembers back to those times when he tested all 

his dreams 

He remembers a long-lost love and what might have 

been 

He remembers long, long ago when he was young and 

lean 

He remembers days of glory of goal posts and the 

team 

 

Now he sits in this bar, but they are all out there 

Sitting on their bar stools with that vacant stare 

Dreaming of those long-gone times when they mixed 

it with the best 

When they could do most anything always passed the 

test 

 

But something has caught them, something quite 

unseen 

Something not thought of when they tested all their 

dreams 

Something that can change you, your hair, your skin, 

your mind 

Something slowly catching us, it is this thing called 

time                                     

 

 Dennis Moore     
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Mrs. Giuseppina Bertuola (nee Barone) 
Do any readers remember turning the corner from Grace Street into Ernest Street, with the taste of a newly baked pie 
already in your mouth? Or was it a flaky pastry sausage roll, or Cornish pasty full of healthy vegies? And then to find 
one day that the shop was in darkness, the sign gone and Samôs Pies had closed. It was hard to believe this had 
happened and still, 10 years after it closed, visitors return seeking those oh-so-enjoyable pies. 
 

Mrs. Giuseppina (Josie) Bertuola, known to everyone as Josie, and 
her husband Mario were long-time owners of Samôs Pies. Josie 
spends her time now with family and cooking in her big oven at 
home for many charity events. For 10 years she has been an active 
member of the Inner Wheel Club which meets monthly at the 
Community Centre and she caters bountifully for these meetings.  
Inner Wheel is open to all women with the aims of personal service 
and friendship. The Innisfail club has 30 members with ages from 
35 ï 90+ and works to raise money for charitable organisations.   
Josie and Mario bought Samôs Pies from Sam Nightingale in 1969.  
Before then Josie had worked in the shop for a year, first as a 
cleaner, progressing to pastry making, cooking the meat and 
serving customers. In those days pies sold for 11 cents each.  At 
the end of a year Josie and Mario bought the business. It was 
difficult to raise the money for the purchase.  They told Sam they 
would not be able to do so. He agreed that an outstanding balance 
should be paid to him later in instalments. 

 

Josie came to Australia in 1963 with her father.  She was 16 and from an area of Italy now known as Abruzzi.  In Italy 
the family grew crops for themselves and made their own bread but there was no other form of income. In winter Josie 
learnt to sew.  Her brother, who is ten years older was already in the Innisfail area cutting cane. He came over in 1956 
and later bought a farm which the family still own. 
 

For two years during the cane season Josie worked on the family farm and on the Tableland tobacco farms during the 
slack.  She said, ñThen I got a job in Innisfail sewing for Ã2 a week making menôs suits at a tailorôs shop. They always 
gave me the button holes to do because I was good at them.ò   
 

Her father worked in the Walkamin area laying irrigation channels from the newly constructed Tinaroo Dam to the 
Tableland tobacco farms. Josie says he progressed to this from his first job as ñthe billy boyò, making tea for the men 
in the work gang and at the camp.   
 

Josie married Mario, a blacksmith, in 1966. Their only child, Anna, was born the following year and in 1967 her mother 
came to Australia from Italy. They owned Samôs Pies for 35 years and, when they sold it in 2004, they had 12 
employees.  During those years work started at 2.00am and finished around 6.00pm.   
 

Josie said, ñEverything was made from scratch and a lot of preparation was done on the previous afternoon. In the 
early years meat was bought wholesale from the Queerah Meatworks near Edmonton. Every day up to 70kg of 
sausage meat was bought locally. Mario made the sausage rolls.  By 7.30am they were cooked and in the delivery 
vans for the first run.  Mario managed the 5 vans.  
 

ñWhen the vans returned they were packed with orders from over 30 school tuckshops. We ran a strict timetable 
because it was no good taking pies to schools after the breaks. They had to arrive hot, beforehand. Then back to the 
shop to restock the vans for the lunch runs.ò   
Josie also catered for all the big events around town including the annual show, the sugar festival, the races and the 
footy matches. Then there were high teas and lots of charity events.   
 

You get the feeling that Josie would be utterly reliable. Her small stature belies her abilities as a reliable, 
extraordinarily hard-working business woman. She smiles a lot, which is endearing, and struggles to express 
adequately her deep interest in the community life of Innisfail with which she is closely involved and very well known. 
 

Josie says she regrets not getting to know more of her customers by name. ñWe knew very many people but when you 
are selling pies you donôt ask people their name,ò she said. ñBut we had our own way to identify a few of them.  ñSexy 
eyesò greatly enjoyed his nickname and there was also ñMintinaò, the person who loved mint lollies.ò 
 

When the shop was sold Josie and Mario returned to Italy for the first time since settling in Australia.  After so many 
years of hard work, they had time to spend with family in Abruzzi and to drive all over Italy, their first home.  


