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The thing about improbable events is that, while they don’t “normally” happen, sometimes they 
do happen… just by chance. Unlikely events do occur. Like winning a lottery. I read about a man 
in England who won over $m1 in a lottery, then a year later won it again!  That hasn’t happened 
to me though… 
 
In 2007, Sophie and I were living in Hobart, but on a trip to Melbourne we had bought cupboards 
from Ikea, in  flatpacks. At that time I had my Hilux truck. So, of course, the flatpacks went on the 
back, exposed to the elements. There wasn’t much we could do about it.  
 
The next day, rain was forecast. We were driving to towards the pier, to catch the ferry back to 
Hobart. Sure enough, it started to rain, just lightly at first. As we were passing through St Kilda, I 
said to Sophie “we need some sort of weather-proof sheet, and some pieces of wood to keep 
the flatpacks off the wet tray”. I’m not sure why I said those words, because, with the ferry to 
catch, we had no time to shop for anything like that. 
 
Around the next corner there was a pile of rubbish on the side of the road.  On inspection, it 
appeared that a large political bill-board had been dismantled, and lay on the road verge waiting 
to be transported to a rubbish tip. The bill-board image itself was printed on some kind of plastic 
sheet, and was just the right size to cover our load on the truck tray. And the pine frame, now 
broken up, was just the right size to place under the flatpacks to keep them off the wet tray! 
 
It was a strange but happy coincidence. 
The affair of the six tomato stakes was even stranger. 
 
I was living and working in Wollongong, about an hour’s drive south of Sydney. The week 
before, while shopping at the local supermarket, I had bought a pumet of six tomato seedlings. I 
was living in a flat in the suburb of Figtree, and my flat had a small vegetable bed just outside 
the front door. Just perfect for my tomato seedlings! 
 
Within a day or two of planting, the seedlings had recovered from their move and were doing 
well. I realised that I would soon need six tomato stakes for them to grow on. Of course, I could 
have bought stakes from a hardware store… but, well… I just didn’t want to spend the money.  
 
The next weekend Miriam was flying up from Melbourne to visit me. I would drive from 
Wollongong to Sydney Airport to pick her up. I thought it likely that the drive would take me past 
more than one construction site, and it was likely that I could pick up suitable scrap wood from 
an industrial rubbish bin to make up the tomato stakes. I was always doing things like that… 
Miriam was quite used to it. 
 
However, as it turned out, I found nothing, even though I was keeping a eye on the side of the 
road as I drove through the suburbs of Sydney.  When we left Sydney I realised the stakes were 
not going to appear.  
 
The road to Wollongong runs, for part of its distance, through forest. This is the forest of the 
sandstone escarpment, which borders the narrow coastal plain on which Wollongong sits. I knew 
there would be fallen twigs and branches on the forest floor, so I stopped the van (my trusty 
Holden HQ 1972, which I was to own for 33 years!).  A few small branches would have to do 
instead of the neat wooden stakes I was originally looking for. 
 
I had pulled the van off the road, onto a grass-covered verge. Mirri stayed in the van. As I 
walked around the back of the van, I tripped over something in the grass. I looked down. In the 
grass were six tomato stakes, the sort I had seen for sale in hardware stores, still with string and 
the dried up remains of tomato plants, doubtless from last season! 
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