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The Puppet Shop 
 
Down George Street, in Sydney’s  historic area of The Rocks, this shop is not immediately 
obvious.  First, notice the puppet sign on the front .  As I walk into the dim passage way, I see 
ahead a staircase going up—and on it, a notice: Puppet Shop downstairs.  So, I don’t go 
upstairs?  No, walk past, and there is a staircase leading down.  Going down the stairs, the first 
puppet becomes visible -, first just the one,   then a vista of innumerable puppets of all shapes, 
colours and sizes, opens up  wherever one looks.  A magic place, an Aladdin’s Cave!  Literally 
underground, in a basement with walls of large sandstone blocks, probably local rock.  The  place 
is not called “The Rocks” for nothing! 
 
Other customers come in, one lady comes to tell Philippe of her delight at having found the 
Puppet Shop back again.   Years ago she came here to buy presents for her children.  Now she is 
back to buy gifts for her grandchildren. (as was I!)  The huge visitors’ book testifies to the delight 
people have found in this place of magic. 
 
The owners, Philippe and Catherine de Meantis, started their shop 21 years ago, when Philippe 
used to make all the puppets himself (see their website: www.thepuppetshop.com).  A place of 
mystery and magic, enchanting all who come here.   
 
After taking my pictures, with Philippe’s permission, I ask him a few questions.  Yes, certainly!  
Philippe was born, he tells me, in the Congo, and while he was still a child, his family moved to 
other places, first to Reunion Island, later to the Caribbean.   At the age of 18 Philippe decided to 
travel on alone.  To this end, he had to apply to a judge for special permission to travel by himself, 
for he was as yet a minor, the age of majority at that time being 21. Not long afterwards, he met 
his wife, and together they travelled to places as diverse as Myanmar (where they bought some 
beautiful traditional puppets), and France.  Eventually they must have decided to travel to 
Australia, for here they started the Puppet Shop 21 years ago (1989).    
 
Such a variety of puppets, faces and costumes drawn from the imagination of  so many  peoples, 
of different cultures and times!   I wonder aloud if perhaps the creation of this wonderful shop was 
his way of bringing together the many impressions gathered during his travels.  He didn’t 
disagree!  But it is time now to move on, to another place... 
 
Then I see this space as being like a sanctuary within himself, a place where many meanings 
have found expression.  And I reflect that perhaps there is within me, too, an inner chamber 
where many meanings and ideas have been gathered over the years, not so much talked about 
these days, but yet, there to be shared.  Michaela urged me to do this Now, my visit to this 
amazing puppet shop has helped to inspire me to go ahead.  I call this series, ” In Search of the 
Key”.  Thoughtfully, I walk out through the back door, next to the stairs, coming outside into the 
peaceful little courtyard (last picture) and into the historic Nurses’ Lane.   
 
To Philippe and Catherine — Thank you for the inspiration, the great pleasure and the touch of 
mystery you have brought to so many Sydneysiders and overseas visitors.  May life be beautiful 
for you. Wishing you peace and joy as you move on


