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What is your favourite thing 
to do on the weekend?
Hang out with my lovely wife. 
It’s great to relax together.
In reality, you’re most likely 
to catch me ...
At Royal Randwick Racecourse or 
at a Swans game at the SCG.
What is your favourite weekend 
brunch spot?
Ceviche at Coogee.
Your favourite weekend getaway?
Berry on the South Coast.
What is the weekend chore you 
hate the most?
Tidying up my home offi ce. How can 
one person make so much mess?
Do you prefer Saturday 
or Sunday? Why?
Saturday, because it’s the start of 
the weekend.
Scrambled eggs or fried for 
Saturday morning brekky? Why?
Scrambled. Look at me! 

What is your dream weekend? 
A day at the races, then dinner with 
friends on Saturday night, a leisurely 
brunch with my wife over the 
Sunday papers, a visit to the Sydney 
Fish Market, a Sunday afternoon 
movie session at the Randwick Ritz, 
then a paella washed down with a 
nice bottle of wine while watching 
a recorded Swannies game on the 
telly. A man of simple tastes!
Who would you invite to Sunday 
lunch, if it could be anyone at all?
Always my friends. I wouldn’t 
want to deal with anyone new 
on a Sunday.
If you could have a superpower 
just for the weekend, what 
would it be?
Having Sunday’s racing pages on 
Saturday morning.

• Roy Billing stars in Cops: L.A.C, 
Channel 9, Thursdays at 8.30pm

my weekendmy weekend

RUSSELL SHARP
Mobile fl orist
IF YOU have visited markets in Surry Hills, Crows 
Nest, North Sydney or Kirribilli, chances are you 
have seen Russell Sharp, “The Flower Man”, selling 
fresh blooms from his custom-made van. He’s been 
in the business 30 years and after a 10-year stint in 
a shop in Haymarket followed by fi ve years in Surry 
Hills, he decided to go mobile. During the week the 
Balmain resident sells his fl owers, which are sourced 
from more than 150 growers, to the corporate world. 
On the weekends it’s to the public, and today you will 
fi nd him at North Sydney, tomorrow Kings Cross.

SATURDAY I get up at 4am, have a shower 
obviously and then I meditate for 15 or 20 minutes. 
It’s very important I start the day with meditation. 
It’s fairly intense what I do, it might not seem like it 
but it is. Meditating sets the right tone for the day 
for me. Then I head to Flemington markets to buy 
my fl owers for the weekend. I operate out of 
a refrigerated van so the fl owers keep for the 
markets on Sunday. I have a rough idea of what 
I want to buy but I choose intuitively when I get 
there, I don’t like to be locked into any suppliers, it 
depends on what is good on the day. I love blossoms 
and freesias at the moment. I also like brown 
beronias, which have a very short season. 
I always try to buy locally and support local 
suppliers. Along with Flemington markets I also 
have a range of suppliers I buy from directly. They 
often bring the fl owers to me. For example some of 
my rose growers are from Liverpool. 

I’m at a different market every Saturday. The fi rst 
Saturday of the month is Surry Hills, the second I’m 
at North Sydney, third is Crows Nest and the fourth 
is Kirribilli. For each one I have a different way of 
setting up but it involves my van and a pop-up 
tent. For example at North Sydney I have my spot 
opposite Wonona school in front of the library on 
Miller St. The time of year and type of fl owers I’m 
selling dictates the set-up. In summer I use the van 
to keep most of the fl owers cool. I usually arrive 
about 7am and it takes about an hour-and-a-half 
to set up. Then it’s selling fl owers all day until 5pm. 
You get a range of people buying fl owers for 100 
different reasons. They buy them because they are 
happy, they buy them because they are sad and 
they buy them if they are feeling just OK. They buy 
them to cheer their mother up or to make it up 
to someone they’ve hurt. But people don’t always 
know why they want them, they are just attracted 
to their beauty. 

I don’t need to go to heaven because I am already 
here. It is heaven working with such beauty every 
day. By 5.30pm it’s time to pack up. On Saturday 
nights I like to go to eat dinner in Balmain.

SUNDAY I get up at 6am and arrive at Kings Cross 
markets by 7.30am. I’m there every Sunday. I have 
my regular customers from all stratas of society. 
They come from every walk of life. I could be serving 
a judge and the next person I serve is a working 
girl but I like them all the same. I get to meet such 
interesting people. At the end of my day on Sundays 
I like going to Tropicana Caffe, it continues my day 
of meeting interesting people.

SOMEBODY shrunk the Weet-Bix.
And the chocolate bars.
And the number of sheets on the toilet roll.
I’m starting to feel like Gulliver in Lilliput, my big 

bratwurst fi ngers fumbling to pick up teeny tiny things.
It’s a case of sizus extremis.
Everything seems to be getting smaller. Or bigger. 
There’s no happy medium any more.
Take one of my favourite things – alcohol.
A bottle of spirits has shrunk from 750ml 

to 700ml, while a stubby has evaporated 
from 375ml to 330ml.

In the wonderful world of wine 
– and this is actually a good thing 
– Lindeman’s has reduced the 
alcohol in its latest Sweet Seasons 
range by 25 per cent. 

Micro salads are sprouting, ideal for 
the emaciated supermodel. (“I simply 
couldn’t eat another micro mizuna! I’ll 
bust out of my size 0s!”) 

Meanwhile, the new iPod Nano 
is almost microscopic. 

A US comedy show has 
cleverly unveiled the iPod 
iNvisa, prompting a fi ctitious 
Bill Gates to declare, “The iPod 
iNvisa has no clothes!”

Then there’s the other end 
of the spectrum, where bigger 
is better and biggest is the best. 

The Hummer. The Qantas 
A380. Bob Katter’s hat.

McDonald’s has the 
curious honour of 
holding records for both 
big and small. 

It created the “super 
size me” phenomenon, then 
shrank its Big Mac. 

Now that’s irony.
What about coffee? 

The search for a happy medium
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