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It is humbling to have discovered that I am not the brightest Camel in the pack when it 

comes to re-establishing residential arrangements.  I find it amusing that people are so 

surprised to see me in my current home.  And it continues to surprise me that they all 

make the same somewhat startled and repetitious comment …. “There’s a Camel in the 

Fruit Bowl” … as if no-one else knows this.  Have they not seen a Camel in a Fruit Bowl 

before?  A Camel has to sit somewhere, and after the journey and adventures that I have 

had, this is quite frankly the least of the dramas.   

 

Just maybe the confusion arises as I am a mere 20 cm high and 16 cm from nose to tail, a 

size that ordinarily would identify me as a "Toy Camel" but, to be honest, I feel real ..... 

and I have all of the style and dash and panache of the big fellows.   

 

Only the other day I was trying to explain my presence to a startled observer, along the 

lines of  “It’s okay … no harm done … who says I can’t legally sit in the Fruit Bowl?” … 

but to no avail.   All I get is the usual human hysteria.  I even tried a scientific 

explanation, having observed on the television news lately that as long as something has 

“scientific evidence” then it is politically or philosophically acceptable.  I started out with 

a simple description of a Camel … “Large hornless ruminant long-necked cushion-footed 

quadruped with (Arabian) one hump or the large fleece-bearing (Bactrian) two humps 

from China/Mongolia, or the elite Bishari and Bikaneri riding camels or the powerful 

freight-carrying lowland Indian camels which are capable of carrying huge loads of up to 

800 kg” … and specifically explained that this description included no reference to, 
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exclusion from or avoidance of, sitting in Fruit Bowls.  But as we know, the average 

human’s intelligence and imagination, is ….. well, average.   

 

Did I mention a journey and an adventure?  Perhaps an explanation may help you to 

understand.  I was living in an Op Shop.  For quite a long time really … knowing how I 

got there doesn’t add great value to the story but suffice to say that, currently, 

technological gadgets seem to have a greater attraction than 20 cm high long-necked 

cushion-footed quadrupeds.  I don’t actually mind Op Shops because they are one of the 

few areas in our society where there doesn’t seem to be prejudice or bias amongst the 

occupants, of which I was one.  No observation or assessment of gender percentages, no 

racial prejudice, no pecking order or social or class structure, no Unions, no Party 

Politics, no Carbon Tax or daily obsession with global warming, no social media with its 

‘tweeting’ and ‘liking’ and obscenely expensive 'phone accounts, no wondering whether 

Politicians are lying when they say “I said … he said … I promise …”!  

 

The ladies who came and went each day, those good souls known as volunteers, always 

seemed to treat me with respect and almost with affection.  Was it pity?  Perhaps, but I 

can handle that as I had a bit of that for myself, to be honest.  One lady in particular, the 

Tuesday Lady, got into the habit of saying goodnight to me as she headed towards the 

front door on her way out.  And she called me Ron.  At least I thought she did, because 

each Tuesday evening she would call out “See you later Ron” as she passed me.  It took 

me simply ages to work out that she was in fact saying “See you later on”.  You try and 

say it with a broad Aussie accent … it sounds the same.  In some ways I was a bit 
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disappointed as I had quite got used to being known as Ron.  Ron Barassi, Ron Clark, 

Ron …. Ron What?  I obviously needed a second name if I was to match it with the best.  

Not being highly educated or the best speller in the Camel-world I settled on Camello, 

Ron Camello, and almost laughed myself silly when I added “Shaken, not stirred”!       

Referring back to my previous reference to the lack of any particular order or sequence in 

the Op Shop, I found myself sitting next to a pile of books, books that looked far from 

new, books that were well-read and a bit tatty.  I mightn’t even have looked at the books 

if the top one had not toppled off leaving a really tired and well-read little volume staring 

back at me.  I had a closer look inside the front cover … it was a 10th Edition, printed in 

1951 and with its original sale price written inside in pencil … 10/6.  And I couldn’t 

believe my eyes … it was me, it was about me.  I existed!  The book was called “The 

little world of Don Camillo”.  Surely the writer (God forbid, his name was trickier than 

mine … Giovanni Guareschi … but don’t ask me to pronounce it) had made a wee 

mistake, surely he meant Ron Camello?  

 

“The little world of Ron Camello”.  Right now I could use my very own little world.  And 

so it began, the journey that led to the adventure that led me down the garden path to ….  

trouble, nothing but trouble.  Once I had made the decision, I can’t tell you how easy it 

was, logistically, to leave the safety of the Op Shop, to venture out to the bigger wider 

world to find my own ‘little world’.  Possibly too easy.  Cardboard box, trailer, main road 

out of town, Council Recycling Yard.  Whooooa!  This is not what I had in mind.  And 

there wasn’t even anyone to blame for this hair-brained scheme but Ron Camello.  There 

was no choice then but to hitch a ride back to town in a cardboard box, trailer, main road 
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back to town …. but, this time not in the direction of the familiar safety of the Op Shop.  

It was time for me to make a brave stand and to continue to search for my very own ‘little 

world’ while I was still young enough to enjoy it.  Nothing else for it but to jump from 

the trailer when the towing vehicle slowed down at the lights, land somewhere and see 

what options presented themselves.   

 

I will skip the next two weeks as it was not a pretty sight.  The fairest thing to say is that I 

stuffed up once or twice, I made some halfway decent decisions, and I survived … but 

not well.  As you know, Camels are browsers rather than grazers, preferring roughage 

including thistles, blackberries, gorse or other pest plants instead of improved pasture, 

and I think that part of my trouble was that I wasn’t smart enough to have worked out that 

any residential neighbourhood which was a reliable provider of such feral flora was also a 

pretty reliable provider of some feral residents.  Residents with no sense of humour.  

Okay, I’ll acknowledge that hungry camels may cause some tree damage because of their 

reach, but let’s face it, any chomping on low-hanging leaves that a 20 cm high Camel 

achieved in the dark of night was the only form of pruning that most of those gardens 

would see in a month of Sundays!  Get over it, I say.  

 

And so I eventually found myself lying on the nature strip at No.4, in the rain.  Not a 

pretty sight I suspect … muddied, wet, bedraggled, a split in the seam down my shoulder, 

tail missing, and not too attractive.  I lay there for about 4 days, dreading the day when 

the lawn was due to be cut.  How was I to know that the resident lady at No.4  had in fact 

seen me, wondered who had misplaced me, assumed that I was loved by someone and 
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had checked each day in the hope that I had been found and taken back home.   After 4 

days, with me wondering ever since why 4 days seemed like the right amount of time to 

wait before exercising salvage rights, she came out early in the morning, picked me up by 

the left ear as if I was a tad too dirty to touch (Me, a proud Camel … too dirty?), escorted 

me into the laundry, threw me in the washing machine with copious amounts of liquid 

soap and fabric softener, and hoped that I would survive the ordeal.  If only she knew 

how resilient I was, perhaps she would not have worried so much.  I survived the wash, I 

managed to hold on through the process of being pegged on to the clothes line to dry, and 

yes, I tolerated the indignity of being mended … that is, seam sewn and a new colour-

coordinated, plaited woollen tail attached, complete with a neat little tuft on the end.  

Thankfully the fact that I am cross-eyed was ignored in the restoration process as that 

would have been a lost cause …. it’s an hereditary condition not stress-related.   The final 

step was a brisk all-over brush of my sandy coloured hair to ensure that it was standing 

up and fluffy and bold.  Dignity restored.  And then the seemingly endless process of 

sitting on the kitchen bench while The Boss walked past me each day with a “What on 

earth do I do with you now” look on her face.   I had the worst feeling that she might take 

me to an Op Shop!   

 

The strangest thing is that after so much time bench-sitting, what I can’t remember is 

whether she placed me in the fruit bowl or whether I placed me in the fruit bowl.  It 

matters little.  I enjoy ‘The little world of Ron Camello’ and all that it has to offer. The 

Boss tells me every day that she loves me and assures me that there is no threat to my 

ongoing security as long as I don’t interfere with the fruit.  As if!   


