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On a recent summer’s evening close 
to midnight, 19-year-old Arts 
student Abbie Moyle stood on 

Brunswick Street, squinting up at a tram 
emerging from the faraway glare. After a 
long day and a couple of drinks, she was 
finally heading home. 

Meanwhile, a short distance away, a 
shadowy four-legged creature was slinking 
its way in and around Edinburgh Gardens 
– sidling up against moonlit elm trees, 
crouching like a panther in high grass. 
Waiting for something. 

The number 11 glided its way down 
Brunswick Street with Abbie inside, listening 
as the tram made its familiar sounds: it 
drew up to its stop at Alfred Crescent, the 
dinging noise rang out, the doors opened 
automatically. 

Suddenly, as the doors opened, a dark 
brown blur hurtled into the tram at 
terrifying speed and scrambled its way 
past commuters before leaping, in an 
affectionate frenzy, straight onto Abbie. 
If this creature had a sinister edge to it 
whilst moving through the shady park, 
that was clearly a trick of light. Now, lit by 
the tram’s bright interior, it revealed itself 
to be a dog like any dog – skittish, friendly 
and desperate for love. 

“I was really surprised and thought, ‘Am I so 
drunk that I’m seeing things?’,” Abbie told 
The Rotunda. 

“But then when he started jumping all over 
me, I thought: ‘Wait this is real life! Nobody 
will believe me!’”

Abbie and her new friend rode all the way 
up St Georges Road and onwards to Preston, 
moving through the Inner North together 
like a modern-day version of Tintin and 
Snowy. Having arrived at her tram stop 
and not knowing what to do, Abbie called 
her friend Taylah Stemmer. Taylah picked 
up Abbie and the effervescent canine, then 
took them back to Taylah’s house on Bell 
Street. 

“When I first saw him I was confused 
beyond anything,” said Taylah. “I had no 
idea what we were going to do with him.”

It soon became clear that this wasn’t 
actually a dog like any dog. He possessed 
a passionate streak – one that would cause 
even the boldest of hounds to look away in 
embarrassment. In the car, he indecorously 
jumped onto Abbie. Once home, he didn’t 
waste any time and began humping things 

furiously. At 2:00 AM, all humped out, he 
sprawled out on Taylah’s bed and slept for 
eight hours (pictured above). 

As Taylah recalled: “He was definitely cheeky, 
flirty and loved luxury. Once he got on that 
comfy bed, he rolled over on his back like a 
king… he had the night of his life.”

1st Floor, 341 Smith Street
Fitzroy VIC 3065
–
HELEN SANIGA
0412 503 771
www.dasstudiopilates.com

ten brilliant years 
of caring for our 
community

We respect and acknowledge the 
traditional custodians of the land, the 
Wurundjeri people of the Kulin Nation. 

northfitzroyrotunda.com
                          @the.rotunda

EDITORIAL

We know it’s been a while – though 
surely everyone’s entitled to 
an indulgent summer break? 

Of course, it can’t go too long, so after 
finishing The White Lotus – then bumping 
into a friend who asked how “The Gazebo” 
was going – I realised it was finally time to 
raise this newspaper’s profile.

She might have made an innocent mistake, 
or it could’ve been an elaborate power-
play, but either way the gazebo comment 
got under my skin and soon I had more 
stories than I needed:

Front-page news on one canine carouser’s 
bark-annalian night; a feature on the 
long gone local restaurant with the 
unpredictable owner that made “the best 
pizza of all time”; a column by a fed up 
resident who fears endless bureaucracy 
will make street parties too difficult to hold.

Meanwhile on page 4, Fitzroy’s captains 
and coaches look optimistically to the 
season ahead. Elsewhere, a local girl 
raises a glass to the summertime glory 
of Edinburgh Gardens  – and discovers 
the existence of a curious underground 
community. Unfortunately, our dog 
columnist Ludo isn’t included in this issue 
– we’re waiting to hear the outcome of an 
internal investigation, but hope he’ll be 
back soon.

Who writes the eye-catching posters on 
the outside of the Presbyterian Church? 
Who caught the eye of our Street Style 
correspondent? If you accidentally walk 
naked past your child’s Zoom tutorial and 
the teacher sees, what do you do? Read on 
to find out.

To our deliverers: you’re the best. You 
deserve Nobel Prizes and biopics made 
about you, but for now please just accept 
my sincere thanks.

Lastly, The Rotunda needs advertisers 
and contributors to keep it going. Email 
northfitzroyrotunda@gmail.com. It’s the 
best way to reach the local community.

Now go ahead and read 2023’s first issue 
of The Rotunda – not the bloody “Gazebo”. 
Understood, Gracie?

Charlie Gill

The Rotunda isn’t going 
anywhere
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Let me tell you: I did five sweeps of 
North Fitzroy on five different (hot) days 
and there was NO ONE who came up to 
scratch – so lift your game, locals! Don’t 
just reach for the closest thing. You’re 
in close proximity to the best vintage 
stores in the city, you could rustle up an 
imaginative outfit (like Ruby’s here) in 
seconds. I was forced to cross the Great 
Divide of Alexandra Parade, but I trusted 
my sixth sense, and soon I found Ruby (or 
Ruby found me) – and as it turns out, she 
has impeccable North Fitzroy credentials. 
Her beautiful infectious smile and 
delightfully cheerful demeanour elevated 
her already eye-catching look. So much 
so that as I was taking her photograph, a 
stranger randomly thrust a sunflower at 
her. She said it had happened before. I’m 
not surprised.

WHAT IS YOUR NAME?
Ruby Tomšič.

WHY AREN’T YOU SURE ABOUT HOW 
TO PRONOUNCE YOUR OWN NAME ?
My surname is Slovenian... I grew up 
thinking it was pronounced one way, 
but years later my Nonna referenced the 
spelling... which in turn would change the 
pronunciation entirely. 

CAN YOU TELL US ABOUT YOUR 
OUTFIT? “WHO” ARE YOU WEARING? 
HOW DID YOU PUT YOUR OUTFIT 
TOGETHER?
Who I am wearing is just a no-name Salvos 
dress – it’s a shapeless sack, for lack of 
better words, I just tied it in a different way 
than usual to give it structure and a fitted 
appearance. But my thoughts when putting 
this outfit together was purely comfort 
and functionality... I had to have at least a 
little bit of freedom of movement with my 
clothes; otherwise I would have styled it 
with layers of belts, vintage lingerie, corsets 
– you name it, I would have been wearing it. 
But on days like these I rely on my jewellery 
to add something extra to what I would 
have otherwise deemed a boring outfit. 

THREE WORDS TO DESCRIBE YOUR 
PERSONAL STYLE?
Provocative, punk and print. I take a lot of 
inspiration from the music I listen to and 
the eras in which they were popular. I listen 
to punk, classic rock and metal and I love 
that those genres have a distinct look that 
is attached to them so I always try and bring 
some element of that into my personal style.

IF YOU COULD HAVE ANYONE’S 
WARDROBE, WHOSE WOULD IT BE AND 
WHY?
What I have now, but with the money to buy 
whatever else my heart desires. Walking 

into my room is like walking into a strange 
vintage bazaar and I love it. 

TELL US A LITTLE BIT ABOUT YOUR 
HOUSE HISTORY IN MELBOURNE’S 
NORTH?
Crashing with a friend above a pub on Smith 
Street, then to Preston, to Collingwood, 
Carlton North, Fitzroy and back to Preston; 
that’s only in the past 4 years... I love the 
northern suburbs... can’t imagine being in a 
different part of Melbourne.  

I have a soft spot for the area, my parents 
met here and growing up my dad worked 
as a postie in Fitzroy and we’d visit him 
on his breaks, or do his route with him, so 
I remember what it was like 20 plus years 
ago too. He used to deliver the mail with 
one of those buggies and I remember 
sitting in it on the way back to the post 
office then at lunch we’d go as a family to 
either Viet Rose or Vegie Bar. We did live in 
the Mount Dandenong Ranges at this time 
too, so I have vivid memories of hearing his 
motorbike roar down the driveway in the 
early hours of the morning, before the sun 
had even come up yet. 

WHAT WAS IT LIKE LIVING ON 
BRUNSWICK ST ITSELF?
There is a lack of privacy that comes with 
always being amongst the hustle and 
bustle, so I enjoy the space I have now, big 
rooms, big backyard and I love to garden, 
Brunswick Street doesn’t offer that as 
much but I do really miss having everything 
a stone’s throw away… the sound of the 
trams at night, and the slight chaos of the 
night life. I find it fun to feel like a little fish 
in a big pond.

THREE WORDS TO DESCRIBE NORTH 
FITZROY?
Creative, calm (in comparison) and a little 
inspiring.
 
WHERE DO YOU LIKE TO GET YOUR 
COFFEE?
I’m a huge coffee drinker, a-dozen-shots-
deep-a-day sort of coffee drinker. Growers 
Espresso in Fitzroy North and Skull Trash 
in Fitzroy. Though I do have favourite 
baristas. 

WHAT DO YOU DO FOR WORK?
I’m an Assistant Accessories Designer and 
a stylist for photoshoots. I mostly design 
shoes and bags, others too but those are 
the most fun to play around with.

IF YOU HAD TO CHOOSE ONE DESIGNER 
TO DRESS YOU FOR THE REST OF YOUR 
LIFE, WHO WOULD IT BE?
I wouldn’t want anyone else to dress me, or 
at least not seriously. I like to have control 

over my clothing and appearance but I’d 
let my mates have fun dressing me up in 
something I typically wouldn’t wear. Myself 
and my housemates all look very different 
and we’ve toyed with the idea of dressing 
up as each other to go out in for a gag and 
I’d be fine with that. 

DO YOU HAVE A BIG FASHION NO-NO?
Flares and round toed shoes!!! The 
exception is if you’ve got the full sharpie 
look going with flared jeans, Cons or Docs. 
I also think that belts and shoes should 
match in colour, bags too if you’re using 
one. Oh and I hate tall boots with a flat 
sole, get a heel going, even if it’s small, just 
give me something. 

WHERE DID YOU GROW UP? WAS 
THERE A DEFINING MOMENT IN YOUR 
LIFE THAT CHANGED YOUR PATH?
I grew up in the Mt Dandenong Ranges, 
beautiful scenery but boring as batshit. 
That was probably the defining moment, 
getting old enough to question what else 
is there to do.

WHERE AND WHEN WERE YOU 
HAPPIEST?
Definitely when I was living in the most 
disgusting share-house in Collingwood… 
Boy oh boy was that place gross, but I 
was very happy.  We had tape covering 
the cracks in the windows, a back door 
that couldn’t close, a bathroom falling off 
the second story, metal sheets covering 
the holes in the floors, we almost had 
a basement by the end of it and we all 
smoked inside — five of us. The whole 
thing was a health hazard, but I loved it…  
I lived there with my partner at the time. 
We’d gallery hop, go to any opening that 
offered free booze and those were our 
nights out. He’d play guitar as I read or 
painted alongside him and we did that 
almost every day. That was an incredible 
time in my life. 

IF YOU COULD BE ANYWHERE WITH 
ANYONE IN A YEAR’S TIME, WHERE 
WOULD YOU BE AND WHO WITH?
Honestly, I have no clue. I never think that 
far ahead. 

STREET STYLE

Dear Annie,

My teenage son is currently doing group 
tutorials with his maths teacher on Zoom, 
using our computer in the family room. We 
are a freewheeling household and this week 
I accidentally walked past his Zoom on my 
way from shower to bedroom – without 
a towel. This would have given his maths 

teacher and possibly a lot of teenagers the 
full view. My son didn’t notice and so far 
nothing has appeared on social media, but 
how will I ever face the teacher when I have 
to come in for parent-teacher interviews? 

Unwaxed

Dear Unwaxed,

Your son’s maths teacher must surely deal 
daily with endless complains from uptight, 
overbearing helicopter parents. It’s possible 
they’ll be so relieved you aren’t one of them that 
when parent-teacher interviews come around, 
they’ll be nice enough to pretend it never 
happened. Just pray they don’t ask what you’re 
doing afterwards. 

But if you’re still concerned, how about this: Send 
a quick email to the teacher asking a random 

question about homework, saying that as you 
have been overseas for a work trip for the past 
fortnight, your Dutch au pair is supervising your 
son – and he may hear back from her. 

Dear Annie,

They say “Good Fences Make Good 
Neighbours”, and I’m sure that’s true – but 
in our case it’s a bit more complicated. Our 
neighbour (with whom we are friendly) is 
an architect and when the fence collapsed 
between our houses, we proposed a modest 
timber replacement much like what was 
there before. Our neighbour, however, 
insisted that as a design expert, they had 
found a “far superior fence” that would 
increase the value and aesthetics of both our 
houses. They showed us photos – it looked 
like a concentration camp barrier designed 

by Björk. We rejected it on the grounds of 
cost, but they insisted they’d cover the entire 
fee. How do we avoid installation of this fence 
without insulting his professional “talents”? 

Fergie Fracas

Dear Fergie Fracas,

Explain to your neighbour that since your 
Canadian cousin (with whom you are very 
close) started the Buy Nothing Movement in 
the 1990s, you have committed to the same 
principles. You are now embedded within 
the Australian chapter, which strives to 
curtail all unnecessary consumerism. While 
you appreciate your neighbour’s talents and 
generosity, you’d be very embarrassed in 
front of your friends and family to indulge 
in such an illustrious fence. The downside is 
you may have to sell your car. 

Ask 
Annie

Send your queries to:
annie.what.should.i.do@gmail.com
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Dear Editor,

I love that you are on the hunt for news 
on Al Albero. 

Nothing would make my day more than 
my family sitting down once again to an 
Al Albero pizza. You had to put up with 
a bit & be patient, but nothing tasted so 
good. Pizza loaded with fresh ingredients, 
a beautiful base, floppy and sloppy to eat, 
with sauces made in-house to compliment 
the pumpkin, tomato, salami and other 
toppings which made everything super 
delicious.

There was no point trying to phone-in an 
order as it was way too busy with people 
queueing. No point asking the name of staff 
as they never lasted. No point in trying to 
be friendly as the guy wasn’t interested.

The question I’ve discussed at home more 
than once, “How far would we travel for 
one more Al Albero pizza?” Certainly 

Geelong or the Surf Coast wouldn’t be out 
of the question.

Al Albero was Fitzroy North GOLD. ‘The 
Pizza Master’ popped up out of nowhere, 
stayed a little while then disappeared 
overnight.

Good luck in turning up news.

Chris from McKean Street 

Editor: Chris’ feelings about Al Albero are 
clearly quite intense, but he certainly isn’t 
alone on that front. It’s been ten years 
since that extraordinary little pizzeria and 
its mercurial proprietor locked up shop, 
and we’re still searching for answers. Flip 
to page 5 to find out more. 

Dear Editor,

I know that I’m getting to become a 
grumpy old man, but it really upsets me 
to see how many people don’t pay their 

way on public transport. For example, 
just today I took the 86 tram from Clifton 
Hill to the Exhibition Gardens and back, 
and I took a few hidden statistics. Out 
of 74 prospective fares, only 32 tapped 
on or off. I’m sure the minister would 
know of this (cameras everywhere), but 
it’s obvious that it’s cheaper to allow 
fare evasion than to employ the required 
number of inspectors to stem the degree 
of fare evasion....or is it? The government 
should bring in free public transport 
because too much of the public already 
thinks it is free!

Tony from McKean Street

Editor: Tony’s clearly got a sharp eye 
and a talent for tallying, so much so that I 
dare say his skills would be put to better 
use at Crown Casino – counting cards and 
making a fortune – or working for the AFL 
and keeping track of disposals, hard ball 
gets, tackles, etc. Anything but recording 
how many fare evaders there are on the 

86 tram – and I say that because I may or 
may not be one of them. Sometimes. Either 
way, The Rotunda endorses the abolition 
of the Myki system. 

Dear Editor,

Requesting an exposé on the whack 
but iconic posters at the Clifton Hill 
Presbyterian Church on McKean St. Who 
designs them? Why? Do they have a secret 
gallery collection hidden in the back? Is it 
actually run by an atheist millennial with a 
penchant for Microsoft Paint circa 2005? I 
can’t rest until I know.

Thea from McKean Street

Editor: Why am I only getting letters from 
people from McKean Street? Anyway, 
that’s a good question.

Send your letters to: 
northfitzroyrotunda@gmail.com

 LETTERS

I t’s an overused word, but the posters to 
which Thea refers do certainly qualify 
as “iconic”. They’ve been adorning the 

front of the Clifton Hill Presbyterian Church 
for what feels like forever, making that 
drive to the Queens Parade shops just that 
little bit more interesting. 

They’re occasionally perplexing, 
sometimes witty, often thought-provoking 
and a lot of the time just straight up 
bizarre. We live in the Age of Instagram 
Infographics – little square slides that 
often feel sanitised, corporate and listless, 
with dot points that can be swiped past in 
a millisecond. 

So it’s refreshing, at times, to be 
confronted with often roughly-designed 
posters that pull no punches, featuring 
things such as: three malnourished African 
children captioned with a Janis Joplin lyric 
(February 2018), the phrase “Love Your 
Enemies” written in the style of the ISIS 

flag (November 2014), or “This church is 
not full of hypocrites – there’s always room 
for more” (January 2008).

They’re one of the many things that give 
North Fitzroy character – so it’s about time 
we found out who’s behind it all. I enquired 
with the church and was promptly informed 
by Geoff Cox, a member of the church, that 
all the posters are designed and produced 
by an organisation in Sydney named 
Outreach Media. 

“We are one of several churches who 
subscribe to their posters. They are 
produced roughly monthly, and the idea is 
that every subscribing church is displaying 
the same poster at the same time.”

“They are designed to reach people passing 
by, who would not normally attend church, 
and be conversation starters or just sow 
seeds in their mind which may prompt 
further enquiry about a poster’s topic.”

“We first started about 20 years ago. I 
have been putting them up each month 
right from the start... I think it was in the 
1990s.”

It would surely be safe to assume that 
of all the churches signed up to receive 
posters from Outreach Media, the Clifton 
Hill Presbyterian Church is the one with the 
most moxy. Certainly, they aren’t preaching 
to the converted – as of the 2021 census, 
63.8% of North Fitzroy residents described 
themselves as having no religion, while the 
national average is 38.4%. (Another 5.2% in 
North Fitzroy chose not to state their belief).

Either way, they certainly are conversation 
starters, and I for one don’t want to see 
them going anywhere. Finally, in answer 
to Thea’s question, I don’t think there’s 
a gallery hidden out the back, but an 
archive of posters dating back as far as 
2006 is available on Outreach Media’s 
website.

CROSSWORD by LR #9
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PURRRFECT CAT SITTER
Does your cat prefer to stay at home 
while you’re away? I come to you!

Book a visit from a trusted, reliable 
and genuine cat lover with over 
10 years of repeat customers.

Fitzroy North and surrounding suburbs.

REASONABLE RATES

0448 692 650
ben@purrrfectcatsitter.com

    @purrrfectcatsitter

ANDY’S
DOGGY DAY CARE
WHERE EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY

Your dog is not just a pet. 
It’s part of your family.

We take care to give your dog the 
loving experience they get at home.

Open Monday to Friday: 7:00am - 6:30pm

andysdoggydaycare.com.au
4 Rickard St, Brunswick East VIC 3057

0488 482 027 03 388 7200

andysdoggydaycare@gmail.com

@andysdoggydaycare 

WHO WRITES GOD’S GAGS?

ACROSS
1 Reimburse (6)
4 Tolerate (4)
7 Emergency squad (1.1.1)
8 Destructive wind (7)
10 Buddy (5)
11 Top dog (5)

14 Alleys (5)
15 * Joyful sound (5)
16 Beirut is its capital (7)
18 Point (3)
19 * Ly on a narrow valley (4)
20 Rubber (6)

Solution: 
northfitzroyrotunda.
com/cheat

Note:   
Asterisked clues relate 
to our suburban border 
and require lateral 
thinking

DOWN
1 * Everyone hurry! (7)
2 Vogue (7)
3 * Feeling Jack of the 

Western edge (9)
5 Self-image (3)
6 Regret (3)
9 Underground worker 

(4,5)
12 * Queen Alexandra’s 

big events (7)
13 * Top celeb (7)
16 Trouser part (3)
17 Buzzer (3)
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Last year, Fitzroy’s Senior Men’s and Senior Women’s teams fell just 
short of winning a premiership. Is the year they take the next step? 

By Marshall Toohey with Gabrielle Murphy 

F itzroy Football Club’s four Men’s and 
two Women’s sides all participated 
in finals action in 2022. The Senior 

Women’s side suffered a heart-breaking 
loss in the grand final to the team 
strangely associated with that bastion of 
male privilege, Scotch College. I can’t call 
them ‘Old Scotch’ because, as you know, 
there are no girls at Scotch. For the Senior 
Men, it was a case of ‘so near yet so far’, as 
they were just one goal away from toppling 
eventual flag winners Old Haileybury in 
the first semi.

So in 2023, there’s plenty to reflect on – 
and even more to build on. Both groups are 
up for the challenge of competing in the 
premier echelons of VAFA footy. 

With a ‘new’ senior coach and an ‘old’ 
captain, the Roys Women have attracted 
a strong contingent of new players, and is 
now a destination of choice for apprentices 
coming up from the Juniors. With about 
30 new recruits regularly turning up for 
preseason training on one of Melbourne’s 
best-kept-secret grounds (historic and leafy 
Corben Oval in Fairfield), the Roys Women 
are igniting their coach and captain’s 
highest hopes. 

“It’s going really well,” says Nathan Jumeau, 
the newly appointed Women’s senior coach 
– a more than handy old Roy Boy himself, 
premiership player, and recently appointed 
life member. 

“We’re developing really good links with the 
Fitzroy Junior Football Club’s senior coaches, 
including coach of the Under-16 girls Adam 
Stapleton who came down to training 
recently. With that sort of collaboration, the 
pathways are really opening up, you could 
even say are becoming seamless.”

“So far we’ve had around 11 girls joining 
us from the Juniors, including the three 
who played last season,” Jumeau says. “And 
our ranks have also been strengthened by 
recruits such as Monika Lewalska who’s 
come across from West Brunswick, Holly 
Newman who’s moved to Melbourne for 
university, and Sarah Yule from St Mary’s.”

Meanwhile, inspirational captain Cass 
Blake will again be supported by seasoned 
stalwarts in the likes of Erin Gogerly, Alexa 
Madden, Jamie Nelson and Mia Sutherland 
(to mention just a handful) and – excitingly 
– Gemma Minuz, who returns after a long 
layoff due to a knee injury. Lucy Kerr 
will be hitting the field again (with added 
responsibilities) as a playing coach. And 
with the likes of Zoe Hargreaves and Claudia 
Hetherington – who made their debuts and 
lit up the ground last season – Cass reckons 
the trophy is theirs to win. 

“If it’s effort that will do it, we’re up for it,” says 
Cass. “Fitness is a definite focus for us this 
season. To be honest it was last season too, and 
one of the reasons we made it all the way to the 
granny. But if anything, we’ve sharpened the 
fitness focus even more this year.”

For the men, the recruiting tentacles 
have been far reaching, starting back 
in mid November when they hit the 

preseason track. There are over 50 new 
recruits, and on occasions over 90 at training 
on any one night. As with the women, Fitzroy 
is now a destination club – especially with 
the post-pandemic flood of young people 
wanting to live in the inner city. 

2022 co-captain Jack Hart reckons the Roys 
are “right in the slot” to challenge for finals 
action and beyond – especially if these 
exciting new players can make an impact. 

He notes how easily the new Roy recruits 
have bonded with existing players. “Chas 
Roberts has been involved from day one, 
and Caleb Harward is looking to add to our 
midfield group.” 

Tall and mobile swingman Luke Baker 
returns, along with ‘energiser bunny’ Max 
Davey. Then you can throw likely lads Charlie 
Faubel, Harrison Grace, Nino Lazzaro, Jacob 
Long, Luke Minahan and George Pyers into 
the mix. Meanwhile, one junior who hasn’t 
missed a beat and deserves keeping an eye 
on is Darcy Winstanley. 

Jack’s prediction for the Best & Fairest this 
year is Nathan Ligris. “He’s the fittest he’s 
ever been. And the oldest he’s ever been.” 

Luke Mahoney commences his sixth year 
as senior coach. There have been some 
changes to his panel – experienced and 
well-regarded Luke O’Connell has come 
in as Senior Assistant, Andy Roberts as 
specialist, and Cam Mitchell and Jack 
Dalton as line coaches. The transition 
of personnel has, apparently, been 
seamless.

Luke thinks that last year’s performance 
engendered great belief in the group, but that 
finals action only became a reality after the 
last game. For most of the season Fitzroy was 
fourth or fifth on the ladder – in contention 
for making the finals, but hardly a lock.

“We need to win more.” Simple, 
straightforward and realistic, that’s 
Luke. When asked for a potential area of 
improvement, he immediately went to the 
forward line. 

“The backline is one of our strengths, a 
great group of six or seven, our midfield 
group one of the best. Ted Clayton and 
Donovan Toohey in the VAFA B Grade Team 
of the Year, and the quinella in our last two 
Best and Fairests. It’s the forward line that 
we need to pinpoint. We need to craft our 
forwards, provide more options, and get 
bigger scores on the board.”

On Luke’s wish list is the continual growth 
of impressive young players who made an 
impact last season: the likes of Jock Green, 
Darcy Lowrie, Rhys Seakins and – when 
free from duties with Carlton’s VFL team 
– Heath Ramshaw. “That’s our expectation, 
and it’s exciting,” says Luke.

In both the men’s program and the 
women’s program, the future’s 
definitely looking bright for the Roys 

in 2023 – and it seems the players are 
always looking at ways to get (even) 
better. The men run a development squad 
for young guns to foster their footballing 
ability, while the women are doing special 
strength and conditioning sessions at the 
Australian Catholic University on the side.  
With intense competition for spots – plus all 
the juniors flowing through – improvement 
comes organically, and indeed, talented 
players are coming on to the scene quicker 
than the new age health shops that keep 
popping up in the neighbourhood. Will the 
players and coaches deliver? Will the hard 
work pay off? 

Women’s skipper Cass Blake puts it 
unequivocally: “One thing’s for sure, we 
don’t want to lose again.”

Men’s skipper Jack Hart sets his sights high: 
“Finals are now a benchmark, winning a 
final is our aim at the very least.” 

For Luke, Nathan and their captains, it’s all 
smiles as they eagerly await the start of the 
season proper. Hopefully, we’ll see those 
smiles again in September. 

ROYS SET THEIR SIGHTS HIGH 

“Winning a final 
is our aim at 

the very least.”

Nino Lazzaro flies for a contested mark. 
Photo courtesy of the Fitzroy Football Club. 

Captain Cass Blake and utility Alexa Madden. 
Photo courtesy of the Fitzroy Football Club. 
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By Charlie Gill
Illustrations by Marnie Florence-McNeil

16th-century Spanish conquistadors 
spoke of ‘El Dorado’ (The Golden 
King), a mythical indigenous tribal 

chief who coated himself with gold dust and 
disappeared into Lake Guatavita. The Oscar-
winning documentary Searching for Sugar 
Man (2012) investigates what happened 
to beloved 1970s singer-songwriter, 
Rodriguez. Stories about pursuing what is 
lost and the endless search for answers 
are touchstones of our culture – and 
North Fitzroy is well acquainted with this 
timeless narrative.

Over the last eight years now, various 
locals have passionately sought out these 
answers, united by a common thread: they 
have been touched to the core by pizza. 
Al Albero was a pizzeria that sat at 354 
St Georges Road – just up from Danny’s 
Burgers – and while it looked fairly normal 
from the street outside, inside its four walls 
it brimmed ferociously with chaos and 
brilliance. Its owner was, apparently, a real-
life Soup Nazi. The pizzas were amazing. It 
closed in 2013.

Following a tip from a curious Rotunda 
reader, I began searching myself. I waded 
through the pixelated sludge of old internet 
forums, eventually finding one site in 
particular that contained hundreds and 
hundreds of reviews of Al Albero – Zomato, 
which no longer operates in Melbourne.

Something special had been happening here. 
There were over 30 pages of testimonies 
expressing awe, anger, pleasure, fear, 
elation, outrage and gratitude. Heaving 
beneath the surface of this unassuming URL 
was an ocean of feeling – a Shakespearean 
drama, Greek tragedy and sit-com, all in one. 
These were people trying to make sense of 
it all: of the pizza, of the pizza maker. The 
art and the artist. 

The artist was a man named Joe, who 
these armchair Matt Prestons repeatedly 
described as a genius. They called his 
product “the best pizza of all time”, “mind-
blowing”, “heavenly”, “a work of art” and 
“life-changing”. The occasional disparaging 
review seemed primarily influenced by 
unhappiness at Joe himself. 

Joe was passionate, as one review 
charmingly highlights: “I heard the owner 
whispering ‘a beast of a pizza’, last time he 
slid mine out of the oven.” This passion was 
at times expressed in an unconventional 
manner – one customer overheard 
Joe lecturing his staff on “how to train 
customers” and that “his regulars don’t ask 
questions”. Another describes him as an 
“arrogant pompous fool”. 

Others share long, detailed stories of 
always-entertaining trips to Al Albero. One 
disgruntled man tells the story of his father 
mishearing Joe and responding with “two 
medium pizzas” when Joe asked how they 
were going. This inspired an elaborate 
performance in which Joe carried out 
a conversation voicing both characters, 
emphasising that “here we do the human 
thing first”. Later on: “He screamed about 
the rudeness of my father, the decline of 
the west and the awfulness of everything – 
especially me.”

One person said a trip to Al Albero involved 
taking the risk of “being insulted by a Lord 

Voldemort 
look-a l ike”. 
Another likens 
him to Peter 
Garrett, quipping that 
“if you don’t mind copious 
amount of sweat beading from 
Garret’s forehead on the pizza it’s worth 3 
stars”. 

But most of the reviews describe him 
with reverence. As “incredibly lovely 
and accommodating”, or “one of the 

friendliest people I have met”. One person 
recounts that “one time he gave my flatmate 
a couple of lovely mangoes when she went 
to pick up the order”. 

All these stories piled up in rapid succession, 
a ceaseless cacophony of commentary 
building to its crescendo – but then my 
eye settled on one particular review: a lone 
violin, the bow plaintively crossing back 
and forth in sorrowful tribute. 

In August 2013:

“Al Albero may be closed, but the exquisite 
genius of Joe’s work lives on in my taste 
buds. You are truly missed as this was 
something special and amazing. I hope your 
doing OK and when you’re ready, you’ll 
have at least one customer waiting at the 
door. Thank you!”

Closed? Just like that?

In March 2014, another wrote:

“Ladies and Gents. With a broken heart 
I announce the end of Al Albero… The 
landlord has posted a notice on the front 
door with intent to take vacant possession 
of the building.”

Then, like royalists leaving flowers 
outside Buckingham Palace in the wake 
of their queen’s death, Al Albero’s devoted 
customers began mournfully toasting their 

f a v o u r i t e 
restaurant, and 

its king. 

“I miss Al Alberos so much. 
PLEASE REOPEN – PLEASEEEEEEE.” 

“Wherefore art thou Al Albero?. There’s 
nowhere out there that could replace this.”

“Can’t believe Al Albero closed down. 
Shattered.”

It was like attending a seminar on the seven 
stages of grief. People were shocked, then 
heartbroken, then baffled: Where had Joe 
gone?

“THE SEARCH IS ON. If anyone know of 
his whereabouts (retired?, new location?) 
please share details”

“Where’d you go?. Best pizza ever. Does 
anyone know what happened?! There is a 
giant chunk of my life missing without this 
place.”

A man named Niketh who wrote a review 
on Zomato in 2012 saying it was the best 
pizza he’d had in his life wrote in 2019: 
“Yah I still check online to see if anyone 
found anything out”. Seven years later!

Now it’s 2023 – ten years since Al Albero 
closed down – and people continue to search 
for the El Dorado of St Georges Road.

When I put the call out via Instagram 
to anyone who’d been to Al Albero 
back in the day, I received a flood of 
responses: “I would love to know.” 
“I hope he’s going okay wherever 
he is.” “I still think about that pizza.” 

Just three days after I first read 
through the Zomato page for Al Albero, 
it mysteriously disappeared. Coincidence 
or conspiracy? The timing was undeniably 
suspicious. On the other hand, the page 

for every single local cafe or restaurant 
disappeared, each page blank bar the 
following message: “Goodbye Melbourne! 
It has been a great run but we have, sadly, 
stopped our operations here.”

The Zomato reviews were almost lost to 
history forever. (The Yelp reviews – all six 
of them – are still there.) 

Still, I wanted answers. I’d jotted down the 
email of a journalist named Giordi Caputo, 
who’d been responding to many of these 
reviews back in 2016 – the tracks of a 
hunter who’d gone before me. I contacted 
him. 

All Giordi could say was that after 
conducting a number of interviews trying 
to find Joe, he came to learn that things got 
all too much for him and that of six years 
ago he was living in Queensland. He didn’t 
think Joe wanted to be found.

Maybe this isn’t specific enough 
for some people – not a proper, 
storybook ending to the famous 

tale of Al Albero, nor a morsel of juicy 
gossip to consider while waiting in line 
at the Piedimonte’s checkout. But maybe 
it’s appropriate that Joe left us on a 
cliffhanger. 

Because now, he and Al Albero are destined 
to be immortalised in folk legend forever 
– just like the Golden King who covered 
himself with gold dust and disappeared 
into Lake Guatavita. I suspect the story of 
this incredible restaurant  – and the Zomato 
reviews – will become North Fitzroy’s 
answer to the Iliad: an oral history, stories to 
be told and retold and reverberate through 
successive decades as fact loses shape and 
myths are made. 

I will leave it with ‘TJ’, who wrote the 
following Yelp review – possibly the most 
inspired bit of writing I’ve ever read:

“I fear the passing of the known universe 
after witnessing the birth of this mighty 
phoenix of a venue… my spirit was torn 
asunder by the sheer brilliance of the 
lamb pizza I was eating in a nearby park, 
my world disappeared, and a vision of the 
phoenix came to me. The phoenix was in 
fact the fearsome owner incarnate, and 
its brilliant piercing eyes seemed to look 
beyond me, even though for the duration 
of the vision all that existed was the bird 
and I. Simultaneously our beaks/mouths 
opened and we screamed in a harmonic 
that cannot be described, and I knew with 
all possible certainty that we were feeling 
all the joy and suffering of the ages as we 
sung the song of our people. The people of 
North Fitzroy. The people of Melbourne. 
The people of Al Albero.”

SEARCHING FOR PIZZA MAN
The pizza was “life-changing”. The owner was “complicated”. Ten years on, locals still brood over Al Albero and its sudden disappearance

“I fear the passing of the known universe after 
witnessing the birth of this mighty phoenix of a venue.” 
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In certain pockets of North Fitzroy, street parties have become tradition – but one veteran organiser says they’re getting much 
harder to arrange

ARE STREET PARTIES WORTH THE TROUBLE?

By Ian Robertson

6:39 PM: Missed call

6:44 PM: “This is a Yarra City Council 
officer ... Why is the street still 
closed? ... You’re at risk of a fine up 
to $1,000.”

Sounds threatening, doesn’t it? Street 
parties are great for connecting the 
community – surely a priority for the 

local Council – but unfortunately, a labour 
of love has turned into a bureaucratic 
horror, thanks to slow regulatory creep 
over the past forty years.

Since 1983, Clauscen Street residents 
have held four summer street parties: the 
street free of cars but chockablock with 
BBQs, banquet tables, basketball games, 
table tennis, face painting, go-karts, knock 
down cans, performances, visits from 
Santa Clauscen, kids riding bikes and the 
unmissable orange garb of the “Didis” (staff 
from Sunrise Kindergarten).

I arrived in Clauscen Street in 2001, and 
got involved when a second event was 
suggested a few years later. Planning such 
an event aligned with my professional 
interest in the potential of car-free streets 
to liberate communities.

Yarra Council policy indicates that they 
support street parties to achieve “social, 
community or cultural outcomes”. The 
main requirements necessary to stage such 
events are 1.) Support from at least 80% 
of the neighbours who may be affected, 
2.) Public liability insurance and 3.) A 
temporary road closure permit.

Residents have always eagerly offered 
their support, with many donating to 
the cost of running the event. Procuring 
insurance has similarly been easy – there’s 
a provider whose application process is 
straightforward and quick.

In 2006, Council dropped road closure 
signage off to us on Sunday morning and 
collected it in the afternoon, and we set 
them up ourselves. In 2013, Council set up 
the traffic controls on Sunday morning and 
dismantled them in the afternoon – at no cost.

So, over the years, organising this 
highly rewarding event hasn’t been too 
demanding, and we wanted to put on 
another in November 2022. It ended up 
demonstrating that the gradual increase in 
regulation is taking the fun out of it.

After two years of lockdown, neighbours 
had excitedly begun talking about the 
prospect of another street party. We were 
confident we knew what was involved and 
began organising it three months ahead of 
the anticipated date – November 20. 

We contacted Council, and received advice 
that to secure a road closure permit they 
now require:

• Application completed in full.
• Letter of support from at least 80% of the 

neighbours who may be affected.
• A traffic management plan to be drawn up 

and implemented on the day of the event 
by an accredited traffic management 
company.

• A notification letter for the road closure 
must be approved by council and then 
distributed to residences & businesses 
within a 100 metre radius of the event a 
full seven days prior. 

• Event Management Plan. 
• Waste Management Plan.
• Noise Action and Amenity Plan.
• Complete run-sheet from bump in to 

bump out.
• Notification provided by applicant to 

Victoria Police, Ambulance Victoria, PTV, 
Metro Trains and Fire Rescue Victoria.

They advised us we were eligible for a 
Small Project Grant up to $1,000 to assist 
with the costs of traffic management. We 
made an application, though as we’re not 
an incorporated body, we needed auspice 
from a not-for-profit organisation – for this 
we were generously assisted by Sunrise 
Kindergarten.

After seeking quotes for a Traffic 
Management Plan (TMP) from three 
VicRoads accredited contractors, we took 
the risk of the lowest price ($1,000) and 
commissioned the TMP that was duly 
submitted to Council.

Over the following two months we held 
meetings, letterboxed the neighbourhood, 
planned activities, recruited performers 
and advertised the event. The total cost for 
permits, traffic control and incidentals like 
printing was $2,500 – plus some additional 
items such as stage hire.

Countdown

Zero minus 98 days: Planning the event, 
door-knocking. 
Zero minus 77 days: Application including 
Traffic Management Plan submitted to 
Council. 
Zero minus 56 days: Invitations sent to 
Nichols Ward Councillors. 
Zero minus 48 days: Grant application 
submitted to Council, $1,000 awarded the 
next day.
Zero minus 35–14 days: Occasional 
meetings. Reminders on the street 
WhatsApp group. 
Zero minus 7 days: The long range forecast 
for the 20th was terrible. Contingency plan: 
If it’s bucketing down, the event is off.
Zero minus 4 days: Council confirms the 

booking, says we can advertise and send 
invitations. 
Zero minus 3 hours: The weather forecast 
still threatens.
Zero minus 30 minutes: Heavy showers. 
The contractor arrived to set up the traffic 
controls (‘ROAD CLOSED,’ ‘DETOUR’), by 
which time the street was clear of cars and 
enthusiastic residents were stringing up 
decorations. A Council inspector attended 
to ensure the road closure was implemented 
as approved, expressing annoyance that 
residents had pre-empted the closure and 
were already setting up.

The party went well. Mayor Sophie 
Wade, Councillor Amanda Stone and 
the  local State MP attended. The 

afternoon was clear with gusting winds. 
Elsewhere in Melbourne flooding was 
experienced. The event wrapped up by late 
afternoon. A great time was had by all. 

Which brings us to the re-opening of 
Clauscen Street after the event. I had the 
following conversations: 

Ian Robertson (IR) to Traffic 
Management Contractor: “Are your crew 
coming to remove the traffic controls?”
Contractor: “Yes they are mate.”
IR to Council Officer (CO): “The traffic 
management contractor was due to reopen 
the street at 6:00PM, but they haven’t 
shown up.”
CO to IR: “That’s not my problem, your 
permit requires that the street be reopened 
at 6:00.”
IR to Contractor: “Council has just asked 
me why the road is still closed?”

Text from Contractor: “Can you open the 
road, they are on the way.”
IR to CO: “I have contacted them, all I can 
do is wait for them to get here.”
CO: “I need you to open the road now 
...you’re at risk of a fine up to $1,000.”

(I must comment here that we approached 
the Council officer directly to discuss the 
situation, and they were friendly).

So we dismantled the traffic control signs – 
seemingly in contravention of the expensive 
requirement that this be undertaken by an 
“accredited traffic management company”.

Meanwhile, just over in the City of Darebin, 
Northcote resident Nikki commented on the 
French Street party – held on December 18, 
not long after the Clauscen Street event:

“Our interactions with the Council couldn’t 
have been easier… We collected road 
closure signs from the Council depot on 
the Friday before and dropped them off the 
Monday after. Done and dusted, no charge 
for anything, and a great time had by all.”

During and after the organisation of the 
Clauscen Street event, we heard that residents 
in other Yarra streets were also becoming 
frustrated by increasing Council demands for 
staging such events. In at least one instance, 
people had decided it was too much trouble, 
and too time-consuming. I wasn’t fined $1,000, 
and our party did go ahead successfully. But 
will we have another one? Is Council’s aim 
to support community engagement being 
undermined by creeping regulatory demands 
and corporate risk aversion?

is a proud sponsor of The Rotunda’s printing costs

Unique Gifts and Coola Hoops
Custom made Hula Hoops, Juggling Balls and Clubs plus a unique range of 

Giftware including Heico Lamps, Mexican Treasures, Homewares and Gems.

www.thesingingwhale.com.au

The Singing Whale
286 St Georges Rd North Fitzroy

0402 105 666

“The gradual increase in 
regulation is taking the 

fun out of it.” 

Clauscen Street’s party in November last year. 



Issue 10     March 2023       THE ROTUNDA      7C O M M U N I T Y

“SUMMER LOVIN’ HAPPENED SO FAST” 
As the leaves turn brown and the sun starts its retreat, one local pays tribute to summer in the Inner North, and the beating heart 
of it all: Edinburgh Gardens
By Laney Morgan

This is a love story, and in my opinion, 
the kind of love story often left unsung: 
a story of love for place and season.

As we bid farewell to another long, hot and 
mirthful summer, I think it’s appropriate 
to salute Fitzroy North – and surrounding 
areas – for all it’s provided over the aestival 
season. This is an ode to the Inner North, to 
summer and to the beating heart of it all: 
Edinburgh Gardens.

On a recent Friday evening, after a 
swelteringly hot day, I asked the good 
patrons of Edinburgh Gardens to describe 
their perfect summer day in Fitzroy North. 
The boundaries were quickly redrawn to 
include the entire Inner North – Carlton 
North (A.K.A West Fitzroy North), Fitzroy 
(South Fitzroy North) and even Brunswick 
East (North East Fitzroy North). That’s OK – 
we’ll call some of their possessions ours and 
vice versa. Sharing is caring.

“Do we have unlimited money?” one Edi 
Gardens goer asked hopefully. If so, her 
answer was to repeat the perfect day in the 
Inner North for 365 days straight without 
money constraints  – complete with a 
morning visit to Wildlife Bakery to procure 
a kimchi croissant and coffee, a remedial 
massage at Stable Health on St Georges 
Road, cheese and prosecco in Edi Gardens 
and then a finale at Monty’s Bar.

There seemed to be a focus on wellness 
– as well as Stable Health, the bathhouse 
Sense of Self got a mention. Another park-
goer had it all figured out: post soaking at 
S.O.S, he would demolish a fried chicken 
sandwich from Hector’s Deli then lap up the 
Happy Hour at Amarillo with gusto – $15 
Negronis – before bidding adieu to the night 
at Gogyo, for ramen. His pals commented 
on his jam-packed schedule, but he merely 
affirmed: “There’s always space on a free 
day! How about I meet you guys at Monty’s 
at the end of the night?”

This particular park huddle and I dissolved 
into laughter at this point, so much so that 
a bottle of prosecco was knocked over onto 
the tablecloth masquerading as a picnic rug. 
However, one of the members of the party 
had the smoothest hands in the west north 
and quickly saved it. This is how much we 
love you, Inner North, we knock prosecco 
over in your honour.

One stressed yet eager park-goer requested a 

quick minute to think about her perfect day. 
“I need to google some shit!” she told me. “I’m 
from Abbotsford!” We won’t hold it against her.

A park-goer who has only recently moved 
back to the area loves the strong sense of 
community that Fitzroy North provides, 
which rarely happens in a sprawling city. 
“Everyone is so friendly and respectful… 
you can smile at people in the street and 
they don’t think you’re a total weirdo!”

The dog park has rules, as a newcomer to 
the area has realised. “It seems like you 
can’t come to Edi Gardens before 8:30 AM 
unless you have three dogs – my perfect 
day would be watching dog owners trying 
to control out-of-control dogs…it gives me 
a chuckle on the way to work.”

We are clearly a canine-loving suburb. 
Another park-goer told me his go-to coffee 
spot in the morning is Bell Street Coffee 
Window on Brunswick Street due to its 
status as a prime dog-scoping location.

The most exciting discovery on my 
peregrinations throughout the gardens 
was that Fitzroy North is home to an 
underground marbles scene. The location, 
however, remains top secret. Apparently, 
the strapping lad with whom I spoke had 
been recognised by a veteran marbler who 
believed he possessed immense potential. 
This old master took the young buck under 
his wing and the rest is history. The game 

commences on a Tuesday at high noon 
under an undisclosed bridge. You heard it 
here first.

And the love of the game is all this marbler 
needs for a perfect day in the Inner North. 
“If one is marbling,” he said with authority, 
“there’s the whole day gone”.

Piedimonte’s also received a lot of love – but 
a lot of guilty love. As a deli lover confessed: 
“Many days have been spent at Piedimonte’s 
trying to justify why I can spend that much 
money on nice food!” 

Hot standouts included the pasta bar 
Good Times (“it’s always a good time at 

Good Times”) – while others mentioned 
the classy, sultry vibes encountered at 
Monty’s, or early evening drinks under 
a mauve-coloured sky at The Tramway, 
Waxflower or The Great Northern. The 
Pinnacle, smack bang in the middle of 
St George’s Road, offers a killer jazz and 
trivia night, paired with mouth-watering 
tacos.

Florian in Carlton North received 
numerous shout-outs, alongside one of 
the best patisseries in the area, Monforte 
Viennoiserie. Nonna’s House – the newly 
opened sub store nestled on Nicholson 
Street – also made it to the fore.

I finished my travels chatting with two 
Kiwi beauties from across the pond. 
They added a bike ride along the Merri 

Creek Trail to the list and a visit to Savers 
on Sydney Road (thank God it’s back!). For 
them, the perfect day is unfulfilled without 
a Gardens session spent enjoying a most 
cherished pastime: watching the bats fly 
over at sunset. The novelty of bat watching 
is never lost on me; it has to be one of the 

coolest and most supernatural occurrences 
ever. I feel like I’m an extra in Nosferatu.

Lily, one side of the dynamic Kiwi duo, 
mentioned her partiality for a good dance. 
I took this as my opportunity to leap 
forward with a recent gripe of mine – that 
I can’t locate anywhere in the Inner North 
that adheres to all three of the following 
requirements for a stellar boogie: good 
clientele, good music and a good venue. 
It’s proving quite difficult, and the security 
guards at The Lame Duck on Gertrude 
Street now know me by name. This may be 
both a good and a bad thing.

Lily shared my sympathies. “Monty’s has 
great music and a great environment, but 
not everyone wants to dance!” They also 
let me know about Angel Music Bar, which 
borders on the city. I trust anything a Kiwi 
tells me, so I’ll endeavour to check it out. 

I finished up interviewing my fellow 
evening picnickers and  – right on cue – the 
bats began making their majestic commute 
home. I plonked on a rug with pals and 
packed away the rest of my Old Mates. I was 
sleepy, numb and felt mosquitoes devouring 
my exposed ankles, yet I didn’t care even a 
little bit. Another Inner Northern summer 
slips through our fingers – it glides away 
into the distance like the bats above us.

CRAZY DOG’S ONE NIGHT STAND
From page 1

Hours later, in the harsh morning light, 
reality hit Abbie like a ton of bricks: 

“I was imagining a whole new life with 
him in it, but once I woke up sober with a 
stranger’s dog in my friend’s bed, I started 
questioning my grand plans.”

So the next day, the girls decided to take 
him to The Lost Dog’s Home in North 
Melbourne. But as we all know, nights 
like that come at a heavy price, and in the 
back seat the dog was clearly enduring the 
hangover-to-end-all-hangovers. His eyes 
told the story (pictured).  

This charismatic canine had gone out on 
the town, managed to go home with two 

lovely young ladies, partied hard once back 
at their place, conked out on a nice comfy 
bed – then got them to drive him home the 
morning after! Not bad, mate.

As it turned out, the people at the Lost Dog’s 
Home knew him pretty well already – this 
wasn’t his first rodeo. The dog’s name was 
Judo, and Judo had chosen Abbie. 

“It was so sad saying goodbye to Judo,” 
lamented Taylah. “He could honestly be 
doing anything right now. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if he made his way to the airport.”

But the girls will never know – because soon 
after dropping him off, they said their final 
farewell and went home, leaving Judo to 
work his bad boy charm on other innocent 
commuters the world over. 

 “The game commences on a Tuesday at high noon 
under an undisclosed bridge.”

Judo the morning after.Judo on his way back to Taylah’s joint. 
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Are 10,000 steps enough?
All Australians should incorporate strength 
training into their weekly routine, but it is 
especially important for those over 40.

The recommendation of 
10,000 steps a day is 
well known as the key 

to staying fit and healthy, 
however walking and aerobic 
activities are only part of the 
story.

The Australian Physical Activity 
Guidelines recommend at 
least 2.5 hours of moderate 
intensity physical activity 
per week as well as muscle 
strengthening activities at least 
2 days per week. While many 
Australian adults participate 
in the recommended amount 
of physical activity, only 1/3 
complete the recommended 
amount of muscle 
strengthening activities. This 
number gets even lower as we 
age, with only 11% of those 
aged over 55 participating in 
strength training twice per 
week.

“These numbers are hard to 
understand when we know 
the incredible benefits that 
strength training can have 
on an individual, especially as 
they age”, says Physiotherapist 
Jess Hiew. Jess is the Clinic 
Leader of Kieser in Fitzroy, 
which welcomes clients of all 
ages to their strength training 
programs and has seen first-
hand the benefits strength 

training can have on those 
aged over 40.

“We see clients everyday 
with back pain, knee pain 
and chronic conditions such 
as osteoporosis and arthritis 
which are currently on the rise 
in those aged over 40. Clients 
are surprised to hear that 
many of these conditions can 
not necessarily be managed 
with aerobic exercise alone.”

Muscle mass decreases 
approximately 3–8% per 
decade after the age of 30 
and this rate of decline is even 

higher after the age of 60. 
This involuntary loss of muscle 
mass, strength, and function 
is a fundamental cause of and 
contributor to pain and injury 
as we age. However, these 
changes in muscle mass can 
be counteracted by strength 
training, which increases 
muscle protein synthesis in 
both younger and older adults.

A common myth for those 
with osteoporosis is that 
strength training is unsafe 
and can lead to fractures. 
However, numerous studies 
have shown that progressive 
resistance training is actually 
one of the most effective 
forms of exercise for clients 
with osteoporosis due to the 
dynamic and rapid loading 
of bones which induces bone 
strains.

Kieser is a unique Physiotherapy 
and exercise facility, which 
changes the paradigm of the 
traditional fitness facility to 
welcome clients of all ages 
and provide older clients 
with a safe and supportive 
environment in which to 
improve their strength and 

physical function. Our training 
facility is designed to support 
our clients, with a quiet, non- 
invasive environment that has a 
focus on physical performance, 
rather than physical aesthetics. 
With an average client age of 
55, our members are able to 
train in a safe and supported 
environment surrounded by 
their peers.

Kieser has a clinic on 
Brunwick Street in 
Fitzroy North and new 
clients are eligible for 
50% off for their initial 
assessment. To learn 
more about Kieser, 
call 9445 7900 or visit  
kieser.com.au.

“Many conditions 
can not necessarily 
be managed with 
aerobic exercise 

alone.”

Strength training at Kieser

Fitzroy team with Freddie Kieser Fitzroy


