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MORONEY 
Glenn Anderson 
 

Moroney across the road; best place for him. If 
he was next door he would be more heard and 
less easily observed. The street agrees two 
weeks ago he ‘took a turn’, an almost sunny 
euphemism for what we don’t know.                                                              
 ‘Your turn next! 
 ‘Have you had your turn yet?    

 Four nights he was in hospital.                   
Something happened. You wouldn’t know it now. Still loud as 
almighty. You think it’d be a bit more sheepish. Our very own 
hyperactive garden gnome halfway along Tremendous Street 
in the suburb of the week.                                                                    
 A thankful breakdown, we could all stop watching the 
pantomime for four or five days. But when we were watching, 
we didn’t know he was approaching critical mass, ripping into 
stuff in his driveway.  
 As though he owned all matter. His tattooed hip and hairy 
thorax busy with the drama of garbage night, or the bathos of 
an oil change, or the liturgy of lawnmower maintenance. The 
more he hurries and curses the more he merges with physical 
laws. Like a little electron zipping around the masses in his 
garage and yard. Two masses of car, one of boat and a boat 
trailer that was registered six times last year by the sound of 
him going on.  
 He has the gift of borrowing, swears to embarrassment 
he’ll bring it back, and he does, but that’s not the point. I’ve 
never borrowed anything off him in 12 years, though we used 
their phone a few times when we moved in. Welcome to 
Moroney world, a world of his own that no-one else can share. 

 He doesn’t get many visitors, a few debt collectors now 
and then. His extended family must have extended themselves 
a few days drive away. 

 Did he physically breakdown or just nervously? What’s the 
difference? His drugs aren’t working from here – the alcohol in 
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his blood must act like a force field. Doesn’t medication stop 
working at a certain point – when your mind has a mind of its 
own and doesn’t stop at the body’s request? Like his body 
clock is totally wasted; he doesn’t know what day it is unless 
it’s Saturday.   

 His missus is fine as graduated by my missus and 
missuses adjacent. She slept at the hospital with him. She 
would. 

 He can take a conversation hostage, hold up your end of 
the dialogue as well, his chomping mandible firing off eternal 
sentences in five minutes full. He needs three lips and a spare 
tongue to keep up with himself when he’s wound up – is he 
congenitally overwound or was he wound up by others in his 
childhood world? Overstates everything, all the more the 
screaming obvious; not in any proportion or anything. Every 
neighbourhood has one and he is ours and we are his, world 
without end. Our street is wider than most – we give thanks. 

 Once he set fire to his garage with a welder. Accidentally 
we believe, we who phoned the fire brigade while he was still 
welding. He buys most of his clothes from the same place he 
buys his welding equipment.  

 But I should duck over and say some nominal things and 
wish him all my best if he’s able to talk about his ‘turn’. He 
might just not want to talk about it, a laugh and a quick segue 
to the gas bottle on his BBQ and we are away. If two people 
move at the same time and there is an effect then which one 
of them was the cause? 

 Did he change on the inside after the last turn? Safely 
turning 180 degrees instead of 360. Does he lie awake at night 
fearing another episode? Is he slowly breaking up, on the way 
to another breakdown further off the grid? 

 I am watching through the sound-proof one-way glass that 
the whole street is made of. Through the jaded glass of the 
undisturbable ant-farm that is Terrific Street. 

 Strange, strange, shrinking, unthinking man; the more I 
waste watching you the more my own world shrinks. The more 
I’m less than what I can be.                                  

           Image: R. Le’ Vano 
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SESTINA FOR MY GRANDMOTHER 
Denise Patricia Aldridge 
 
 

The rocking chair is facing the green river, 
her wrinkled face moves like a fresh-ploughed field. 
She rocks me on her comfortable knees. 
Into her pillow-breasts I push my face 
and savour the warm smell of scones and fire. 
Beside her chair spill balls of coloured wool 
 
which tumble from a basket. The bright wool 
in myriad colours mirrors the wide river 
and others are the shade of sunset fire 
which stretches ‘cross the sky in skeins. A field 
of light. She brushes soft hands on my face 
resettles her full weight and moves her knees. 
 
I pull her dress down on her rounded knees 
And ask her what she’s making with the wool. 
She chuckles and the smile crinkles her face. 
‘A shawl,’ she says, and gazes at the river, 
‘to keep my poppit warm when in the field.’ 
I clasp my plump arms ’round her, as the fire 
 
of sunset’s on the river, a gold fire  
that beckons like a pirate’s chest. Her knees  
part then, I almost fall, but soon the field 
of gold canola fills my thoughts and wool 
is on my mind as colours change the river. 
I bend, then thrust the gold wool in her face. 
 
 
 



 5 

 ‘You like this colour?’ She cups my small face. 
 I nod, her hands are hot, they feel like fire. 
 A little breeze is ruffling the river, 
 my overall’s too short to cover knees. 
 I shiver, put my hands under the wool 
 of grandma’s jumper. Then I’m in a field. 
 
 Imagination takes me to a field. 
 I close my eyes and burying my face 
 in gold canola, think about the wool 
 that will be in my shawl as warm as fire. 
 It’s then the wild ducks honk. I stretch my knees 
 and watch them rise and fly above the river. 
 
 In a real field, I will be warm as fire, 
 my face in flowers and dirt upon my knees –  
 in grandma’s wool, the colour of the river. 
 

 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    

 Image: L. Le’ Vano 
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CONFESSIONAL 

Peter Porteous 

 

A dark verandah hides 

a father and son drinking beer 

as they watch the day ease from its skin. 

 

Sliding back the lid on half a century 

the communion of men 

begins once more. 

 

A confessional under a tin roof 

              a massacre remembered 

in whispers 

then silence. 

 

New Guinea  

sweats from him  

every night 

war returns 

like a bayonet. 

 

A Sky Pilot crucified. 

A bloodied lump in the jungle 

with his cock and balls 

hanging from his mouth. 
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 A wrath of Owen Guns. 

 A Japanese camp of screams 

 leaves only startled faces 

 staring at the wet canopy above. 

 

 Cicadas sing into the silence. 

 A shift in the dark 

 the men’s eyes fix on a star 

                      neither speaks. 

 

 A deep sigh for lost youth. 

 The son’s drink is rusty wire. 

 

 Eternity bleeds fiercely  

 from the eye of God                        

   and the man’s heart  

                                             stops beating. 

 

 He takes his seat 

 with warriors  

 and other   

 forgotten men. 
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UNNATURAL ENQUIRER 
David Bofinger 
 
 
 ‘What?’ asked the salad. 
       Alec's hands quivered. He didn't seem to be able to stop 
them shaking, but for some reason it didn't occur to him to just 
drop the bowl.  
 ‘I didn't say anything.’ 
       Capsicum curved in a smile and the cue let Alec see the 
familiar face: sketched by a little more dressing here, the curve 
of a dock leaf there. He put the bowl down on a bench 
reverently, as though it were infinitely precious.  
 ‘Sally? Am I cracking up? I don't feel like I'm cracking up. 
What are you? Oh, is that what you want to know?’  
 The salad seemed to nod.  
 ‘I don't know what you are, Sally. But you're dead, so I 
suppose you're a ghost.’ 

* 
       ‘Who?’ 
       Alec turned from waving farewell, saw the face in the 
leaves of a house plant. He brushed his fingers against the 
leaves and the sensation of touching her hair was so intense 
he couldn't tell if it was real or memory or wishful yearning. 
       Sally looked suspicious. Alec said,  
 ‘Jen's a psychiatrist – my grief counsellor for a few 
sessions. She dropped in to see how I was doing. But how are 
you? I mean, apart from –‘  
 But her spirit was gone: he was talking to a plant. 

* 
       ‘How?’ 
       ‘Don't go,’ he begged. It was the sketchiest appearance 
yet: an arrangement of hats, scarves and umbrellas hanging 
from a rack. Somehow it suggested every detail of her face 
and figure.  
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 ‘I don't know how you became a ghost. You died from an 
overdose of some herb your meditation teacher recommend-
ed. I miss you –‘ 
       He hugged the hat rack for a long time, feeling he could 
smell her scent on the scarf. He was late and distracted for his 
date with Jen. 

* 
       ‘Why?’ 
       Alec adjusted the gas flame, trying to keep thick the cloud 
of steam in which Sally had appeared.  
 ‘I talked to your meditation teacher. He said the herb 
weakens the connection between soul and your body. So 
maybe you just drifted off. Sally? Can you drift back my way?’ 
       He'd never seen steam cry before. Long after the 
saucepan had boiled dry he felt her warm moist kiss on his 
lips. 

* 
       ‘When?’ asked Jen sleepily. 
       Alec turned his head carefully. Jen had got sleepy right 
after dinner and dozed off on his shoulder.  
 ‘Jen?’ He studied the features carefully and smiled in 
relief.  
 ’It won't be long now, Sally. Just wait an hour or so and 
you should be able to move in for good.’ He kissed her hair. 
 ‘Just another hour, to let the herb spread through her 
system. We can wait that long.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
                            

 
 

 
 

Image: R. Le’ Vano 
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FROM DIFFERENT LANDS   Diana Tjoeng 
 
 
She was apprehensive about meeting him; he could speak many 
languages – he went to bed with one tongue, dreamt in another, 
and greeted his dog in a third. Oh how paltry her mere English 
looked in comparison, especially when her face announced such 
possibility.  
 The time came, and she met him with palms sweating and 
the English language like crumbs dusting her lips.  
 ‘Peter,’ he said, calloused fingers extended towards her. ‘I’m 
Charlotte,’ she replied. I’ve heard so much about you.’ She bit her 
lip, groaning internally at such a cliché. She’d worn lipstick today: 
red but virginal, the kind you’d imagine on Snow White. 
 ‘I’m sure none of it’s true. Except for the bad things.’ His teeth 
glinted, eyebrows wriggling like rogue caterpillars. His hair was 
the blonde feather down of newborns, of halos and sunlight on 
window-sills. It whispered of fragility and gentleness, at odds with 
the rugged face it crowned. It made people think there were no 
true blondes at all, save Peter. ‘Well,’ said Charlotte, ‘If that’s the 
case, you are exactly the kind of person I’m looking for.’  ‘Good. 
Glad.’ He settled his body awkwardly into one of Charlotte’s 
plastic chairs. ‘So, I dunno how you like to do this. Get started, I 
mean.’ Peter looked around, sniffing absently at the draft entering 
through the open balcony door. The night air was faint with the 
herbs and spices Charlotte’s neighbour grew in earthen pots. 
There was laughter somewhere, like coins clattering in a tin can.
 ‘Well, I’m no expert. I’ve only had one before you…I mean, 
one that could do what you do.’ Charlotte smiled lopsidedly, 
aware of something tickling the back of her throat. Peter started 
to move. ‘No problem. I could unpack?’  
 Charlotte nodded. She stood up, smoothing her skirt. Peter 
knelt on the carpet unlatching a large, lacquered case. It sprung 
open with a distinct popping sound familiar to a number of people 
in this world (and a certain breed of creatures in another). The 
inside of the case was lined with generic maroon velvet.  The 
instrument itself was ordinary looking too, well-used. Peter lifted it 
out with both hands and sat on the chair, sliding the curved wood 
onto his thighs. His fingers curled around the neck and hung 
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loosely over the soundhole. And that’s when she saw it – the 
mark – but only because she had been looking for it. Burnt into 
the minute space between the pick guard and the bridge was a 
leopard-like creature with a crescent moon tail. Charlotte smiled 
and shivered at the same time. Peter looked up through wisps of 
gold. ‘Begin?’ Charlotte bit her lip; she wasn’t warmed up. ‘Oh, 
sorry.  Of course.’ Peter grinned at her sheepishly; she grinned 
back. They both knew why he had forgotten: his instrument was 
of a particular species that was always ready, always in tune. 
 Charlotte spent a few minutes humming up scales and 
singing silly rhymes. ‘I’ve heard that you’re multi-lingual,’ said 
Charlotte without looking into Peter’s eyes. ‘I’ve heard that as 
well,’ he replied with a silvery laugh. The moon peeked over the 
balcony into their conversation. ‘I wish I could speak lots of 
languages too, and go anywhere and everywhere in the world.’  
‘Well, why don’t you?’  ‘I mean to, I always mean to.’ She was 
standing near her kitchenette, her eyes on the instrument in 
Peter’s hands. ‘If I had the tongue you have…’ said Peter, 
hesitating at first. ‘If I had it, I wouldn’t need any others.’  There 
was a long silence. ‘Shall we turn out the lights?’ said Charlotte 
as she strode across the room, still avoiding Peter’s eyes.  
‘Yes…’ Peter’s breathing began to slow. It was almost time. 
 The room lay cast down in the black curtains of night, but the 
moonlight played in Peter’s hair. The sounds of the outside world 
diminished slowly – the tyres, the rumbling club beats, the 
laughter and scuffles –  like characters leaving a stage one by 
one. The room was still. And then it began. Softly at first, like 
everything of this sort: something like music but with seawater 
limbs that seemed to pour into the ears with sounds both near 
and far. Charlotte’s mouth hung open like a moist cave, as notes 
leapt forth to pierce the air with unsettling sweetness. Peter’s 
fingers brushed against the strings, slowly as if with no force at 
all. His eyes were shut, lips relaxed into a curve – not quite a 
smile. It is hard to describe exactly how all of this sounded, as the 
words curling from Charlotte’s mouth were not quite words at all, 
at least not in the way that we would understand. But somewhere, 
in distant lands long torn from human maps, there are creatures 
who know the rhythm of this language. And it was to them, that 
Charlotte and Peter were playing.    
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TURA LURA 
Alan Healy 

 

Image: A. Healy  
 

I oft times think of 
times when tura 
lura led to lea. 
The banks of rivers 
and colours in the 
sky; 
Creamy skin, pale drink,  
a country for which                                       

To dance and die. 
 
Girls with parts described by poets 
Until eventually their pens run out of ink, no longer 
burdened by ideas. 
Of ribbons winning whining horses, neigh to nothing 
screamed 
The swashbuckler, ‘Burn my vest I’m moving to the 
country’. 
‘Will I ever be back? I want to be burned by the 
seashore’, said the galloping Norseman. 
 
Chesty bonds men ploughing the sand with their chins, 
singing their hearts out  
with a country and western Australian boy band. 
She waited mixing water with… 
Is she the she I saw the earl betray in a morning 
snowbound in the snow? 
On a milk white steed invisible his hobby was horses, 
horses.  
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Thong woman worships the sun, said no to currant bun. 
Cream of cabbage and beef corn-fed sparrows fly over, 
shitting health all over the land.  
Oh beautiful and peasant land, where poor people with 
money can roam free; 
Where the peasant, the landlord, and the king have a 
rare consubstantiality. 
 

 

►◄ 
 

 

 

THE LAKE 
Elsie Steer 

 
 

An island of green, water surrounding 
a skirt of willows, dainty as lace 

white ducks dreaming, close together 
water birds afloat, tails up paddling free 

silken ripples touching a far shore. 
 

Across a wide and deepening sky 
bird calls answer, each to the other 

a distant rumble traffic noise intrudes 
then fades far, far away, to silence. 

 
In dreaming space the everyday is lost 

the birds, twittering, calling back and forth 
their own orchestra making. 

I try to hold the magic moment, 
the soul that I hear in this peaceful place. 
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HER HEART’S DESIRE 
Marina Finlayson 
 
 
She wiped her sweaty palms on her skirts, careful not to mark 
the quilt tumbling over her lap. The room was stifling. Her 
ladies always insisted on building the fire too high, and heaven 
forbid she should ask to have the window opened. These 
sunlovers had no stomach for the cold, though even the 
depths of their winter was no more than a mild spring day back 
home. How she longed to see snow again and feel its sharp 
bite in the air. 
 It never snowed here in the hot golden lands. The heat 
and the burning sun were still strange to her, though she had 
been queen for twelve years. She was a pale dwarf among 
these golden giants, a night shadow next to the bright glow of 
her husband.  
 Her swollen stomach rippled and heaved. She longed for a 
daughter with her own night-dark hair, and skin, the clean 
white of snow. She was tired of all these tanned faces. 
 ‘Be patient, little one.’ A small foot or fist bulged under her 
hand. ‘You can spare me a few days yet. Mama has to finish 
your quilt first.’ 
 Her needle rocked in and out of the fabric, gathering tiny 
stitches. None of her ladies could match her small, even 
quilting stitch but then, there wasn’t much call for quilts in this 
climate. Just another funny custom “that poor foreign woman” 
had brought with her from the ice country.  
 She didn’t care what they thought; her child would have a 
proper birth quilt. She had sewn her love into it, and her hope, 
and if fear trembled into the stitching, why then she unpicked it 
and did it over. This quilt would not join the others folded in her 
blanket box, unneeded after all. She was long past the danger 
time and this baby would live. She looked up, busy needle 
stilled, as the door opened. 
 ‘Still working on that thing?’ Her husband frowned. ‘You 
should be resting.’ 
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 ‘Sewing doesn’t tire me,’ she said. 
 ‘Think of the child, madam. He needs his health and 
strength far more than he needs your little blanket.’ 
 He turned and her newest lady-in-waiting leaped to open 
the door for him. His dark eyes lingered on the young face, her 
widow’s blacks adding gravity to her natural beauty.  
 ‘I’m going hunting. Send a groom after me if the queen is 
brought to bed.’ 
 ‘Yes, my lord.’ 
 For a moment their golden heads leaned toward each 
other and the king murmured something. They were like two 
matched ponies, two halves of a whole. The widow gazed up 
into the king’s face as a cat watches a bird, just waiting for the 
right time to pounce. 
 She stabbed her needle back into the quilt as the door 
closed behind him.  
 ‘What did the king say to you?’  
 ‘His Majesty asked if I was well. He has been very kind to 
me since my dear husband died.’ 
 No doubt. Her husband was frequently kind to beautiful 
young women. He hadn’t asked how she was, though. His 
care was all for the child she carried, convinced it was the heir 
he craved. She squared her shoulders. No use lamenting it 
after all these years. She hadn’t come to this marriage 
expecting love. A baby girl was all the love she needed. 
 The widow returned to her seat, preening a little in the 
mirror as she passed. Well, good luck to her. Might as well 
enjoy it while she had it. One day she too would find herself 
swollen with child and exhausted, all her bright beauty gone. 
 She pricked herself and a drop of blood fell on the quilt, 
red as an apple, red as the rosy cheeks of the young widow. 
She stared down at it, blinking away sudden tears.  
 She took a deep, steadying breath. Soon none of it would 
matter: not husbands or widows or even ruined quilts and 
dreams. She would have a daughter with lips red as this blood, 
hair black and glossy as the raven’s wing, and skin of pure 
snow white. 
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PIANISSIMO 
Sepy Baghaei 
 
  
He was beautiful 
Stared out the window 
At the pale blue sky 
Reflected back in his eyes. 
 
Peaceful 
Appearing thoughtless – 
A deception of the many 
Running through his busy mind. 
 
He stands there no longer. 
Just a memory 
Of what once was 
But is now completely gone. 
 
Aura 
Of a ghost, a clear figure 
I can almost see him there 
As I reach out to thin air. 
 
He’s calling my name now 
From somewhere I cannot see 
Except in my mind’s eye.  
I long to go there so that it aches 
 
Everyday 
And every single night, especially, 
The dreams, the images, the vignettes 
That scent in the air, that reminds… 
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 A slow arpeggio, cold hands on ice white keys 
 Brings him back to life here. 
 One sombre, last dance, hand in hand. 
 And so we are together. And so I am alone. 
 
 

►◄ 
 
 
  
  
 WRONG PLACE  
 Brian Yatman 
 
 the cockatoo’s  
 rasp and scrape 
 gives voice 
 
 to such  
 winged ghosts  
 as flit  
 
 at twilight  
 pines,   
 hover,  
 
 and descend 
 on those 
 who wind 
 
 heads bowed  
 through  
 homeward dark 
 

Image: R. Le’ Vano 
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THE GREEN ANGLER 
Luke Bartolo  
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
 
When I was a child I was hopelessly enamoured by a comic 
called The Green Angler. In this series, a pair of detectives 
would do their best each week to try and catch the Green 
Angler. The Green Angler was a master pickpocket who could 
steal even the most cumbersome of wallets. He was diabolical 
and fast, and he dressed in a green lycra bodysuit that was 
wind-resistant. Each of his victims would be devastated as he 
almost always took something of priceless value when he 
snatched their wallets. The detectives got more and more 
angry with each theft, and eventually they hatched a trap to 
catch the Green Angler. The Green Angler was too quick and 
clever for that. He saw through their trap and managed to rob 
them. And he would’ve gotten away if it wasn’t for a young boy 
who stuck his leg out and tripped him up. The Green Angler 
fell in an almighty fashion and the detectives finally caught 
him, and it was all thanks to that boy.  
 Those stories left their impression on me from a very 
young age. I was always looking out for bag-snatchers from 
then on, ready to stick my leg out and trip them. It would be 
fifteen years before I would get my chance. 
 Today I would have my chance. 
 Whilst I am passing the chemist I see a lady with a pram 
looking through the make-up bin. A man standing near her 
suddenly breaks away at a run. She screams, ‘My wallet, he 
took my wallet. Somebody stop him!’ 
 I don’t think. I run.  
 I almost slip on the tiles as I take the corner sharply, 
keeping the tall, tracksuit-wearing frame in my sights. He zips 
through the automatic doors and into the car-park. I follow. 
Everyone stops and stares, offering nothing. 
 I round a parked car, trying to gain some ground. The bag-
snatcher is way ahead of me, his long legs dashing to the 
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ground like grasshopper pistons, his cap turning as he looks 
back over his shoulder at me.  
 ‘Stop or drop it dickhead!’ I shout. ‘Drop it and you can go, 
just fuckin drop it!’ 
 He looks back at me again, already across the grass on 
the other side. I’m still on his trail, my chest hurts. I have hot 
pain in my body. I’m not a runner. I have no breath left to yell.  
I look incredulously at all the people standing around. No-one 
moves, they just stare.  
 The bag-snatcher shrugs off his tracksuit jacket. He flings 
it behind him without looking; I leap over it with forced energy. 
We run around the outside of the shopping centre, our rapid 
footfalls echoing dully across the concrete promenade. 
 He pulls at his shirt collar with his free hand, and the shirt 
rips away from his body into the air like tissue paper. He grabs 
the snap-buttoned side of his tracksuit pants and reefs them 
open, slowing momentarily to stretch over and undo the other 
side as well. I’m almost in reach of him. He looks back and 
laughs again. His eyes twinkle. With a burst of speed he steps 
out of his pants and slides across the promenade. He is 
wearing a green lycra bodysuit. 
 ‘Goddamn you,’ I shout hoarsely. I’m losing pace. My 
knees shudder as I pull back against my own momentum. I try 
to shout, ‘Someone stop him,’ but my voice is muffled by my 
own gasping.  
 The Green Angler takes one more look back at me, 
holding the stolen wallet up as he runs. The gap between us is 
insurmountable. And then a young boy swings a skateboard 
into his turned head. His neck snaps back with the impact, the 
wallet flings from his slackening grip, and he lands on his 
back, slipping along for a couple of metres thanks to his lycra 
bodysuit.  
 The boy is about eleven. He stands over the groaning 
Green Angler, pride and fear fighting for prominence on his 
face. He holds his skateboard against his chest like a smoking 
rifle. I walk over to them, my chest still heaving. 
 I pat the boy on the back, ‘Well done, son. Well done’. 
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THE WARRUMBUNGLES 
Gayle Barbagallo 
 
 
Travelling before day-break when the world is still and dark 

I see the horizon etched in silver by the sun’s first magic spark 

Then the aurora of the sunrise transforms the silver into gold 

And gilds the Warrumbungles, so rugged and so old 

Where weathered rocky spires raise noble from the scrub 

With a pre-historic obelisk standing sentry at their hub 

 

As I wander through the bush in the early morning glow 

Ghostly plumes of ground-mist swirl and eddy as I go 

Wispy tendrils wreath the foliage on this chilly autumn morn 

Whilst the carolling of magpies heralds in the dawn 

Their crystal notes and melodies, their heavenly refrain 

Echoes off the mountains and across their wide domain 

 

I meander through the valley with no direction to my tread 

And catch a glimpse of kangaroos grazing up ahead 

One turns his head towards me with a long impassive stare 

As some inner sense alerts him to my alien presence there 

Yet he does not bound away from me, he raises no alarm 

He turns back to his grazing as if he knows I mean no harm 
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The sun climbs ever higher and the earth begins to warm 

Now the mist looks torn and tattered as it slowly loses form 

The blue sky holds the promise of a day that’s warm and fair 

And the scent of eucalyptus hangs heavy in the air 

Soon the quietude will end as the bushland starts to ring 

With the chorus of the insects when they all begin to sing 

 

Til then bush is still, no buzz or raucous calls 

Just the gentle shift of gum leaves as a diamond dew drop 

falls 

And as I feast upon the splendour of all that I survey 

I imagine that for aeons past, it was as it is today                                                                                      

In the hushed cathedral stillness of this awesome ancient 

place 

I am nurtured in the bosom of Mother Nature’s sweet embrace.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Image: L. Le’ Vano 
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FORGIVENESS 
Esther Bartulovich 
 

Teresa had been told it was an important part of her growth; 
that facing the past was a necessity. She smiled at them 
benignly and finally agreed, buying the box of chocolates that 
same afternoon. The cyanide she had already, thanks to the 
small jewellery business she ran from home. Thank God for 
computers. At an internet café she found the dosage for 
human fatality: a ratio of 1 mg per kilo of body weight and 
death would follow in about five minutes. He weighed about 
80k. Only one chocolate would do it, if properly laced. She 
wished she knew his favourite. 
 She thought about the agonizing symptoms accompanying 
death and felt guilty. She tried to focus on the fact that her 
torture would last for years. She was doing a community 
service really – an unpaid one at that. Logistically, Teresa saw 
no problem with her plan. She didn’t care much if she got 
caught, but hoped to get away with it. Perhaps it really would 
heal her, knowing he was gone. There had to be some 
closure, a sense of justice, or life was a series of chaotic 
events and who knows when the next one might hit her. 
 She hadn’t been surprised that he asked to meet her; she 
had a sixth sense he would. In court he seemed at times 
genuinely remorseful, at other times he appeared to be how 
she remembered him – coarse, violent and cruel. She was 
unsure how much she coloured her perceptions of him, where 
he started and where she ended. Her solicitor said the jury 
seemed to like him and that he might even get off. 
 Remembering his cruelty, that was when she had begun to 
think about killing him. She knew he had a penchant for 
chocolates, eating them sneakily in court. Gobbling them like 
the pig he was. The judge had chastised him for his lack of 
respect. Respect! What a laugh. Still he had tried to kill himself 
and was in hospital now; that spoke to some remorse, surely? 
 The meeting was to take place at the prison hospital with 
support persons present for her. It was not clear if the court 
case would continue or if there might be a lengthy remand to 
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allow him to recuperate. Her solicitor advised her against the 
meeting, as it could affect the outcome, but the counsellor 
believed it would help Teresa move on.  
 On the day of the meeting Teresa was taken aback when 
she was led into the hospital room and looked at that weather 
beaten face. She was shocked at the fragility of the human 
being in front of her. He had lost weight and looked drawn, it 
was hard to imagine…. She stared blankly unable to speak… 
 Tobias had thought long and hard about the upcoming 
meeting. If it went well he might even get off. Hell, if he 
couldn’t look pathetic enough he could always have his mates 
go around and whisper a few words. He didn’t want it to come 
to that though, far too risky. He just had to look contrite 
enough for her to swallow it. The cyanide from the metal 
workshop had made him violently ill, but he was recovering 
fast and careful not to show it. He had known just how much to 
take – bloody internet, fabulous thing, even in prison.  
 Tobias and his lawyer had watched her closely. She didn’t 
seem full of hatred, more bewildered than anything else, a bit 
like kangaroos in the headlights just before he shot them, 
Tobias thought, stupid bloody animals. He could also see she 
was really afraid, which should help if worse came to worse, 
but he knew he had her when she agreed to the meeting, after 
his “suicide attempt”. The prison authorities had been 
surprised she had accepted and now expected an outburst 
from her. ‘I hate you, you s o b...’ that sort of thing and were 
surprised at her quiet demeanour.  
 The counsellor asked if she wanted to say anything to 
make him understand the effects of his crime.  She murmured, 
‘No.’ The counsellor added glibly, ‘See it wasn’t as bad as all 
that and I think this might give you peace.’ Tobias made to 
reach for her but she moved away, he acknowledging he 
understood. She smiled weakly. Got her, he thought to 
himself.  
 Teresa walked towards the door, then stopped, turned 
around and came back, placing the box in her hand on the 
bed. As she walked out she whispered, ‘Enjoy.’  
 Tobias reached down for a chocolate and smiled smugly. 
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SUNSET ON AN AUTUMN WEDNESDAY 
Kristie Davis 
 
 
I'm sitting on a chair in a room so small I don't even have to 
completely extend my arms in order to touch the walls. The 
wispy cushion stuffing is poking through holes in lime-green 
vinyl and a bolt is trying to screw its way into my upper 
thigh. If I was allowed to keep my pants it wouldn't have 
been an issue but, naked as I am, it's quite irritating. The 
ventilation isn't helping matters either; the fog of ammonia 
can’t quite cover up the feeling of choking on mothballs with 
every inhale. The tips of my hair are still dripping but my 
skin is warm enough now that the residual water left from 
the hosing has evaporated, leaving only an uncomfortable 
clamminess that feels like old sweat caked into my pores.  
 It's been hours, yet I've seen no one else. Maybe 
they’re asleep. I should be asleep but I can’t. Still, they 
should have come in by now; wouldn’t there be a night shift 
working? But I still haven’t heard anything over the ancient 
beige loudspeaker in the top right corner of my white room. 
Right is relative, of course. The door is behind me to my left. 
Upstage, perhaps. This room is all my space, my stage. I 
don't even need wings. The blank wall I'm forced to stare at 
is an audience of pretentious experimental art aficionados 
watching me sit in a chair, naked, and calling it artistic 
brilliance on the level of Shakespeare ― not that they'd 
approve of Shakespeare, the benchmark for convention that 
he is. Were that the reason for my current situation, then at 
least I could derive some amusement; the wall is still a wall, 
however, and there is little to be amused about. 
  A crackle from the speaker rings through the room like a 
gunshot. A muffled voice calls my name and I stand 
eagerly, waiting for the door to open. A crack of darkness 
appears in the white wall behind me and my heart begins to 
pound as something starts to happen. A thick black glove  
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appears and pushes the door open. An orange hazmat suit 
stands in the open doorway watching me. 
  It isn't the first anonymous suit I've seen today, but the 
blank reflective plastic face studying the tiny motions of my 
every body part reminds me of exactly why I’m here, 
surrounded by white and boredom and terrible ventilation. 
 Tangled dark locks stare back from the suit's face, wide 
eyes and pale skin peeking from underneath. Just like 
someone else I knew; but my sister doesn't look like that 
any more. 
 Last time I saw her, she had no hair ― beautiful strands 
surrounding her bed in thick clumps. Her skin was no longer 
pale and smooth but mottled and covered in sores; blank 
eyes stared up at me and filled with tears streaked pink. 
She whispered something with a torn throat that might have 
been ‘help me’ or ‘run’; either way, I disobeyed and stood at 
her side and watched her die. 
 Then a suit arrived. A suit stopped me from touching 
her hand as it fell from her still breast. A suit dragged me 
from our house before they began to destroy the 
foundations and set them alight, shades of red on red. A 
suit threw me into the back of a cold prison van, heat from 
the fire already fading along with the day, and sped all the 
way to this facility. A suit brought me in and hosed me down 
and stripped me, tossing away the only things I had left from 
my life and destroyed them in front of me. A suit locked me 
into this tiny room with its sagging chair and left me to think 
— alone, for hours. 
 A suit stares at me, blank and colourful in a colourless 
room, and I wish they'd just left me to burn. 
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FOUR WALLS – a song lyric 
Caterina Dockmagian 
 
 
   Verse 1 
The most precious day of my life 
When I held you in my arms  
I was the lover, friend, executive wife 
Who never heard the sound of alarms 
Then my perception fell askew 
And the person to blame was you 
When all my freedom seemed withdrawn 
And the darkness extinguished the dawn 
Behind these four walls 

Chorus:  
Hey oh way oh 

How did I ever lose the beauty in me? 
Hey oh way oh 

How did I ever lose your faith in me? 
Can you show me how to laugh? 

Remind me of old times 
In those photographs 

Hanging on these four walls 
   Verse 2 
Those early days I spent with you 
Left troubled thoughts in my mind  
I was the shadow, fool, the shrew 
Couldn’t see I was so blind 
Then my identity faded to grey 
And our love started to fray 
When all my senses left me alone 
And my heart hardened to stone 
Behind these four walls 
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Chorus:  
Hey oh way oh… 

How did I ever lose the beauty in me? 
Hey oh way oh 

How did I ever lose your faith in me? 
Can you show me how to laugh? 

Remind me of old times 
In those photographs 

Hanging on these four walls 
   Verse 3 
These days you sit by my side 
I’m so thankful I’m the one  
I am your mother, teacher, your guide 
Embracing you in the sun 
Now my soul is always engaged 
And I feel no longer enraged 
When I learned to swallow my pride 
And your smile taught me not to hide 
Behind these four walls 

Chorus:  
Hey oh way oh 

How did I ever lose the beauty in me? 
Hey oh way oh 

How did I ever lose your faith in me? 
Can you show me how to laugh? 

Remind me of old times 
In those photographs 

Hanging on these four walls 
Hey oh way oh 
You were the beauty growing inside of me 
Hey oh way oh 
You were the one who restored faith in me  
And set me free 
From behind these four walls 
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BEHIND ENEMY LINES 
Neil Collis 
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behind enemy lines 
i deal in survival not surrender 
spare time sacrificed to myth 
spontaneity sworn to secrecy 
a solitary existence  
which leaves no time 
to regret or rebuke or resist 
but to accept it as my choice 
 
behind enemy lines 
i am forced to dream 
while free in this nightmare 
beyond imagination in every sense 
rioting and looting the past  
poisoning the future 
with all the available drugs 
that promise me only the present 
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behind enemy lines 
i explore the never-never land 
of what I can reach yet not grasp 
what i can recognize yet not describe 
what i can take apart 
but not put back together 
what is truly a strange geometry 
and the end of estimation 
 
behind enemy lines 
i can decipher the local dialect 
but find no depth to it 
even when i imitate its wisdom 
the only meaning is the suffering 
of half-deliberate all-consuming 
self-deceiving soul-destroying 
unforgiven bitter guilt 
 
behind enemy lines  
i laugh even though 
i seem to be screaming 
so i rush for my medication 
an antidote to the poison 
of normality despair or treachery 
which inspires me to laugh like crazy 
and believe i’m a genius 
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THE GRAVEDIGGER 
Ysolda Eckhardt 
 
 
The only job Jonathan could find was digging holes deep 
enough to fit the dead inhabitants of Gunung, a small 
town surrounded by mountains and boredom. His visits to 
the pub helped him laugh at death. He sat down, his 
gaze fixed at the transparency of every glass he 
consumed. Once finished, he zigzagged towards 
darkness and disappeared.    
 Every other night, the drunken gravedigger talked  
to the dead. He arrived at the cemetery and breathed 
deeply the cold night air, full of silence and loneliness.  
When the moon smiled at him, he made such a deep 
bow, that he staggered. ‘Welcome lady Moon.’  Once  
his eyes got used to the darkness, he imitated the calls  
of nocturnal birds and walked flapping his arms, as if 
flying over his territory. His monologues began soon 
after.  
 ‘Good evening Mr. Jones. I better don’t tell you what’s 
happening at your farm since you came here.  Your 
foreman is stealing the cattle one by one and then tells 
your widow that they died of disease…he sells them to 
Dave who then takes them to another town. Do 
something Mr Jones! Go and pull the feet of those 
bastards before they leave your wife with nothing!’ 
 As if answering a call, he would change direction all 
of a sudden. ‘I’m coming Rose. Don’t despair… you can 
wait an eternity!’ he shouted and then burst out laughing, 
celebrating his own joke. ‘Your daughter is fine…don’t 
worry…just one thing…Phil is visiting her again and you 
didn’t like him…but he is not a bad bloke, you were the 
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pain in the arse…leave them alone, you had your life…’  
And so he went from grave to grave. 
  One night a frogmouth flew to a nearby branch and 
whispered to him: ‘The dead must rest in peace…leave 
them alone.’ Jonathan tried to scare the bird away with 
his hat. ‘Fuck off you jinx!’    
 Jonathan’s body shivered strangely when the 
frogmouth suddenly flew right in front of him and 
remained suspended in the air, looking in his eyes and 
flapping its wings. A wind froze his face and the bird’s 
penetrating eyes made him lower his head. It went away 
silently. The next night, nobody at the pub noticed 
Jonathan’s absence. 
 Two days later, the town’s mayor broke his neck after 
a fall. His sons went to the cemetery to advise the grave-
digger that they would need his services. The burial 
ground’s silence was broken by one man shrieking: 
‘Good Lord!’ The other man crossed himself. Before them 
was Jonathan’s body pressed tightly against a large tree 
by a labyrinth of vines. Judging by his twisted fingers 
holding the vine around his neck, Jonathan had 
desperately fought to get free. His muddy feet dangled 
just a few centimetres from the ground. Death must have 
arrived slowly; his eyes imbued with terror, were asking 
for mercy. Blood that had flowed from the mouth was now 
clotted and led to a large pool on the soil.   
 Suddenly, the leaves shook and there was the 
frogmouth, carrying something in its beak. The men had 
to duck to let the bird fly swiftly in the opposite direction.  
It seemed to be going away, but then the frogmouth 
turned around quickly and passing over their heads, 
dropped what it was carrying. It was Jonathan’s tongue. 
As the terrified men fled, they heard the frogmouth’s 
laughter until it disappeared into silence.   
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THE EDITOR WHO WRITES…  
Alexandra Ristway interviewed Fiona Wright of Giramondo 
 

 
As an editor Fiona Wright has to read 
different genres and forms of writing, 
but as a writer her heart belongs to 
poetry.  
 From a young age, Fiona loved 
reading and books, but did not know 
where this passion could lead her.  
She began by dabbling in journalism, 
which she believed would fulfil her 

love of writing, but upon reflection she says it is a fast 
paced industry and is not as enjoyable as publishing.  
 Fiona began her serious writing career eight years 
ago, starting out by volunteering for youth media 
organisations, before moving on to working with 
university journals. This time helped her to understand 
the publishing industry.  
 Fiona believes university journals are of invaluable 
worth to students, both in terms of being able to have a 
voice, and further developing the skills they need to work 
within their field and perfect their craft.  
 Following this introduction, Fiona knew she wanted to 
become more involved in the publication industry. She 
began by doing further volunteer work for more arts and 
publishing organisations such as the Red Room Company 
and the Australian literary publisher Giramondo before 
taking up a position with Giramondo.  
 Since 2005, HEAT magazine and the Giramondo 
imprint, both founded by Ivor Indyk, have been published 
from the Writing and Society Research Group at the 
University of Western Sydney (co-sponsor of ZineWest). 



 33

 Working for Giramondo, Fiona comes across different 
genres and forms of written work, including her first love 
poetry, which she says is exciting to read, especially 
when there is a good collection. She acknowledges that 
she is also an ardent reader of fiction, both novels and 
short stories.  
 Her job has allowed her to work with books that do 
not necessarily conform to the typical genres, but allows 
her to also explore non fiction, which she says is written 
with an attention to language, detail and story that at its 
core is novelistic.  
 She has found her background as a writer helpful in 
her editing role. When liaising with writers who submit 
work to her, she is able to relate to their experiences.   
 ‘Being a writer makes it easier to see some of the 
shortcuts taken and problems an author is having, often 
because I’ve made the same mistakes myself,’ she says. 
 Similarly, Fiona has found that her position of being 
an editor has in turn helped her own development as a 
writer.  
 ‘I’ve learnt so much about the common problems and 
weaknesses in the work that doesn’t quite make the cut, 
as well as being constantly stimulated by some of the 
most exciting writing, ideas and writers around.’ 
 Perhaps the most important lesson Fiona has 
identified from the perspectives of both writer and editor 
is that all writers, like editors, are readers, and that  
reading is essential for understanding how structure and 
language can work within any piece of writing.  

 
www.giramondopublishing.com 
 
 
Alexandra Ristway is a second-year student journalist from Western 

    Sydney. Her article was not part of the competition. 
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NINE DAYS IN SOUTH AFRICA 
Jason Gray 
 
 
A generation before his pancreatic cancer took hold, and 
‘Madeba’ Mandela went from prison to presidency, my 
Mauritian grandfather, Louis ‘Papa’ Gopaul, drove mini-bus 
taxis for his daily bread during the time of the infamous Taxi 
Wars in Johannesburg... 
icy winter’s night --> a kindly offer 
 ‘Come, come, my brothers. It is the devil’s breath out 
there,’ Papa rasped in his jaunty Creole accent, sweeping 
aside the mountainous barriers that separate strangers from 
friends with a wave of his leathery chocolate hand. ‘No fare, no 
fare. We are all children of Africa tonight. Your ride is free.’ 
   Three burly gentlemen bundled into the taxi, permeating the 
cabin with body odour and rum. The fourth, who bore a slight 
frame, slammed the sliding door shut and hopped in the front 
next to Papa. 
streetlight reflection --> menacing stare 
 ‘I knew I would lose the night’s takings, Papa told me, 
turning to cover the left side of his face, as he had done since 
the dawn of my conscious memory. ‘But I did not yet know I 
would lose my dignity.’ 
 ‘Out of the car, geezer!’ the slight-framed man in the front 
seat bellowed. The other men seemed to leave the backseat 
and be by the driver’s-side window in a mere moment. The 
gleaming streetlight reflected off something the slight man was 
holding, momentarily blinding Papa. His door was ripped open 
and he was thrown onto the loose gravel road. Rolling onto his 
stomach, he looked up and saw the shining switchblade. 
 ‘I received the gift of a swift kick to the kidneys for my 
troubles. I stifled my groan as much as I could. Two of them 
were content to hijack the taxi. They sat smoking cigarillos in 
the cabin. But the slight man with the blade and his friend – 
they had other ideas. The last thing I remember before it 
started was the slight man’s menacing stare.’ 
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sadistic machismo --> sanctuary of shadows 
 The first cut hurt the most. It was not a slash, but a slow, 
meandering tracing of Papa’s left cheekbone. While his 
heavyset partner held down Papa with his girth – calcified 
knees pinning his torso to the gravel – the slight man served 
up more surgical hatred, cutting generous portions of creased 
skin from the old man's jaw-line, just below his ear. 
 Papa gritted his teeth and endured the pain. He braced his 
abdominal muscles under the oppressive weight of the larger 
man and lurched up with all his will and athletic strength, and 
kneed him in the groin. With the whine of a dying bitch, the 
larger man fell forehead-first onto the slight man, forcing him to 
grunt and drop the knife.  
 Then Papa ran. 
 Cowardly echoes faded as his football striker’s strides took 
him to the nearest trench town where he found sanctuary in 
the darkness behind a shanty. Dried blood stinging his face, 
Papa sank to the ground and into the solace of sleep.  
the weight shame --> heaven’s salvation 
 ‘I had to run for my dear life,’ Papa said. Shadows danced 
across onto the pearl covers of his Canterbury Hospital bed, 
the mellow setting sun giving nuanced interjection. He still 
faced away from me. Ashamed. 
 Papa was alone in South Africa, sending half his pay back  
to his wife and children who lived in the outskirts of Port Louis. 
Nobody forced any medical attention on him in his final nine 
days in Jo’burg.  
 ‘I was able to bear my own scars. I try not to let women 
and children see, but you may have seen them. Or, at least, 
seen my feeble attempts to mask them.’ 
 We did not say much more after that. The nurses came in 
to administer necessary procedure. 
 Louis Gopaul died a couple of hours later, the hefty 
shadow of shame still leering over his frail form. That is why, 
when faced with the tides of familial protestation, on the day of 
his funeral, I insisted the lid of Papa’s coffin remain open. 
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THIS IS ANOTHER WORLD 
Min Khin Kyaw 
 
  
Here, this is another world  
Where nobody suffers  
Everyone can have wings, arms and fingers  
With claws like an eagle’s and fists like an ogre’s  
All sorts of powers – miracles and even fiercest nuclear  
Rockets, bombers and laser shooters  
And shields like the tortoise’s or the sky’s atmosphere;  
Endless rivers of blood circulate everybody  
So that they can bleed forever and never die  
But all their wounds disappear like vapours into the air;  
Yet they may gain heads, as many as they dare  
And they build ranges with their skeletons  
The dead can come back and raid all the fun 
They may have energy like stars 
They may live as long as they desire  
Though matter does not last  
These creatures may at will; 
Supernormal and super powerful  
They just grow and ever grow –  
One becomes two and two becomes four  
So their universe expands on demand fast or slow  
And everything they need they can increase tenfold or a 
hundred;  
No moral, they need; no control, they seek;  
They follow like the blind wherever their free will leads; 
No discrimination, no gender, no friend, no foe,  
No reason, no senior nor junior, no good, no bad, no role; 
‘No ego’ is the only ego they have  
And no need for them to define that 
Life needs no sense as they do not have death; 
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They know to enjoy another’s brain, pain and sorrow  
They don’t need today or tomorrow  
Spiritualism is just making a decision ‘yes’ or ‘no’; 
They may fly high, higher than the existing sky     
They may reach a billion miles in a spark of a fair smile  
They may be supernatural – certainly another nature  
Unimaginable, indescribable Super-creatures 
Extremely gorgeous or genuinely horrible they may 
change  
With the pleasures of heavens and desires of hells within 
a game  
 
 

 
►◄ 

 
 
 
Mars Hill Café –  
NWG Inc’s home away from  
home – is the heart of  
Parramatta culture, providing  
spaces to writers, musicians,  
artists and theatre goers.  
Great coffee, meals, live music 
and art gallery.  
Hosts: Kevin and Lisa Crouse  
(Lisa pictured) 
 
www.marshillcafe.com.au  www.myspace.com/marshillcafemusic 
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THE INSOMNIAC UPRISING 
Luke Rule 
 
 
The insomniacs are restless again. Well, more than 
usual. They march wearily down the empty streets, 
waving their arms in mute appeal. Seth is the leader of 
the insomniacs, by virtue of having the reddest eyes and 
the heaviest head. He has spent the last two days in 
prison, peering through the bars with his heavy eyelids. 
We read this in the papers, since we don't stay up late 
enough to see it. 
 We are told it is a symptom, and not a disease in 
itself. A symptom of what, we are unsure. Scientists are 
making no headway into the insomniac problem. Warm 
milk and soft blankets have performed no better than 
placebos in clinical trials. While we work, or visit with 
friends, the insomniacs break in, searching for any sign of 
comfort – soft beds, comfy couches, fluffy pillows. These 
are dragged out into the street and burnt in great riotous 
bonfires. And so we sit in our bedrooms filled with hard 
angles and cold surfaces, clutching our hot chocolates 
and counting sheep. It is important not to worry. It 
interferes with a good night’s sleep. But insomnia craves 
company. The sleepless walk the streets, kicking in car 
doors and setting off alarms. They scrape pot lids against 
the brick walls. Yet we sleep the peaceful sleep of the 
just. Almost. 
 They've started to move things. By night the skyline 
shifts, as the insomniacs move billboards, detour roads, 
and shift the city in ways that we don’t immediately 
notice. All maps become useless, all routes merely 
guesswork. The city itself becomes a dream of hazy 
recollections. Was this building always here? Did this  
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road always fork? Seth mumbles his demands in the 
insomniac tongue, a drone of tired groans and 
imprecations. Translators feverishly write down 
everything, but can make no sense of it. The guards 
watch him intently. He has all the hours of the day to plan 
his escape. 
 The army has declared a state of casual emergency. 
Nothing to worry about. They keep watch at the 
checkpoints, peering into faces for signs of bloodshot 
eyes or those squinting away from the sun. Sunglasses 
are seen as a sign of something to hide. But even the 
sentries must be in bed after the news, carrying their 
candles to bed, yawning in their nightcaps. Without a 
careful scrutiny, an insomniac could pass for a normal 
person. We remain alarmed, but not alert. Alertness 
would keep us awake at night. 
 There are plans, there have been measures. Caffeine 
has been outlawed, afternoon naps are mandatory. Men 
in uniform have been spotted at the reservoir, furtively 
huddling over their briefcases. They empty battalions of 
tranquillisers into the water. Soon there will be no 
insomniacs. Seth may one day escape, walking out of his 
prison while the guards sleep, enacting his master plan to 
keep us all awake with worry. Or the water will be first, 
and the city will sleep where it falls. 
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FMB’s 
Kathleen Steele 
 
Jeanie ran her hand along the soft leather of the boot, enjoying 
the curve of the elegant toe and the weight of the tapered heel. 
Her experienced eye could see that this boot would have no 
ugly folds at the ankle: it would hug all the way to the knee. 
She grinned at the thought of her first boyfriend (long gone 
now), who had always called knee-high boots “FMB’s”. 
Looking at these, she had to admit he was right. They had 
“Fuck Me” written all over them. Her grin faded when she 
spied a salesgirl approaching – Jeanie could read the 
disapproval on her brow. She squared her shoulders, smiled 
and thrust the boot toward the girl, ‘Can I try these please?’ 
 The girl took the boot and waited, as though giving Jeanie 
time to reconsider. Jeanie tried to keep her smile steady, but 
her cheeks stiffened under the strain. She turned back to the 
boot display and peered at it in dismay, ‘Actually, I think I’m a 
size seven.’ The girl glanced down at Jeanie’s feet doubtfully. 
Jeanie pretended she didn’t notice and kept her eyes on the 
polished length of the boot; the ornate stitching and under-
stated perfection of the grain entranced her. She wondered if 
she could honestly do justice to such a boot.      
 The salesgirl returned with a stack of boxes so high that 
Jeanie felt crushed by a moment of guilty alarm. After so much 
effort, she would have to do more than just dream. The girl 
squatted down and said, ‘I’ve bought some others that might 
be more suitable.’  Jeanie snatched the boot away from the girl 
and shook her head.  
 The girl leaned back on her haunches with a shrug, ‘We 
don’t have a seven in that style anyway.’ She nodded vaguely 
at the boot in Jeanie’s hands. ‘Try the eight instead.’ Jeanie 
nodded and held out her foot, smiling as the rich burr of zipper 
released the pristine smell of new shoe under her nose.  
 The girl pushed and grunted, ‘It’s too small.’  Jeanie stared 
at her, disbelieving, ‘Are these boots a small sizing?’ 
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 ‘Not particularly.’ 

 The girl waited, mute. Jeanie tried to smile but it wobbled. 
The girl’s lips curved in reply, her eyes deadpan. She 
rummaged amongst the boxes, ‘Try the nine.’ 
 Jeanie slipped her feet into the boots and walked to the 
mirror. She turned this way and that. Her calves were 
suffocating. Her bunion burned. Her heels screamed. The little 
toe on her left foot was rolling under and mashing into an inner 
seam. She was dying feet first, but the boots looked mad and 
beautiful! She threw her hip forward, pointed a toe and 
grinned. She tossed her head did a skip-tap half-twirl and 
almost laughed out loud. In these boots it seemed only 
yesterday that she was twenty and standing at a barrier with 
thousands of other girls screaming, John! Paul! Ringo! while 
her heart pounded and her blood chased possibilities. Had it 
really been over forty years ago?  
 Jeanie caught sight of the salesgirl rolling her eyes and 
memory crashed into embarrassment, leaving her tangled. 
She shuffled toward the chair then balked, worried suddenly 
by how low the seats appeared. She lowered herself onto the 
cushion as the girl knelt in front of her and silently slid the 
boots off. Jeanie caught one last glimpse of the boots before 
the lid closed and the box was pushed out of sight. The girl 
scanned Jeanie’s face blankly and asked, ‘Do you need any 
more help?’  
 Jeanie could not quite bring herself to get up and walk out. 
She shrugged, ‘What would you suggest dear?’  
 On her way home Jeanie hesitated near the bus stop. She 
checked to make sure the path was empty, then dumped the 
plastic bag into a rubbish bin near the shelter. Her new shoes 
were inside. They were sturdy, brown and sensible, and she 
hated them. She turned her back on the bin, and started 
toward home with a step less certain than when she started 
the day.  
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THE DEVIL’S WILDERNESS 
Paul O’Loughlin 
 
 

Moses was sent into exile 
with his followers 
His hairy back itching with an 
attack of eczema 
Which had been brought on 
by the stress of it all. 
 
Sweat-soaked shirt clung like 
a baby koala  
To the vinyl seat of the 
Hillsong minibus 
As it coughed and spluttered 
along the M4. 
 
The grey haired Moses’ 
hearing aid was turned down 
Because of the non-angelic 
singing   
From the choir at the back of 
the bus. 
 

Image: R. Le’ Vano 

 
He stretched out his hand as they crossed the Nepean 
Not because he was parting the waters  
But because his fingers were aching from arthritis. 
 
A tight grip was needed on the steering wheel 
To stop the shuddering up through the impenetrable  
Lapstone Monocline, the challenge of freeway 
engineering. 
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Fighting the repulsion of altitude and Norman Lindsay art 
The ailing engine overcooked near the grave 
Of the Father of Federation Sir Henry Parkes. 
 
Moses led his people on a journey northwards into the 
bush: 
Spiffy in their moccasins and Armani suits 
They descended into the Grose River valley.  
 
And onward into the Devil’s Wilderness they hiked  
Where the natural maze of gorges and ridges  
Confused their technologically savvy minds. 
 
At the third new moon since they had driven forth 
From their homeland on the Cumberland Plain –  
The mountains were wrapped in fire and smoke. 
 
At the height of the summer bushfire season 
Moses went up to the top of Mt Tomah 
To seek from the Messiah a way to elude catastrophe. 
 
There was thunder and lightening in the sky –  
A storm was brewing in the mountains! 
The prayed-for rain came to put out the fires. 
 
Moses led his people out of the wilderness to Bilpin 
Where the forbidden fruit of Eden was in abundance 
Establishing a sex-sect to copulate and populate. 
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MASOCHIST 
Rita Pham 
 
 
I hate the way your lipstick stains my coffee cup. My 
favourite one. You refuse to drink from anything else, 
even though on several occasions I’ve eluded to the fact 
that I don’t like anyone touching it. Not even my girlfriend 
whom I kiss every chance I get. Isn’t that strange? It 
should be a natural extension of our relationship. Sharing 
is caring. But contamination is a different thing for the 
both of us. You see it as souvenirs, love imprints 
scattered around the apartment. Gifts, they are to you. 
And maybe I’m scared I’ll miss all these objects once you 
leave – I’m sure you will. Then they’ll end up reminders. 
Do you know I clean up after you obsessively? Have you 
noticed a few things are gone? I thought you wouldn’t. 
You have so much ‘to give’ that I thought getting rid of 
some excesses wouldn’t hurt. At first I threw your things 
out. But only lately have I started keeping a few. It’s so 
unlike me; I never do that. The other day you went madly 
looking for your Beatles jumper. I panicked. I confess, it 
was in my drawer, along with it, I’m embarrassed to 
admit, a hair-tie, an old comb with strands of your hair 
strangled through the teeth and a pair of old jeans. I’ve 
yet to keep your panties. Even though that’s the most 
abundant object-of-affection found in the apartment. I lied 
of course and shrugged it off. ‘I dunno.’ If I told you the 
truth, wouldn’t you have run? I mumbled, ‘Maybe it’s at 
the Laundromat.’ The next day I brought home some 
clean clothes and surprise surprise, there it was. You 
smiled, completely elated, you never really liked it that 
much but once it went missing you felt a longing for it. I 
ran to the bathroom and cried little tears of shame. I keep 



 45

thinking, ‘Why the fuck are you with me?’ I promise I’ll 
stop stealing things from you if you stop leaving them 
around. The other day I coveted another sock, it’s a 
complete set now, you’ll never know. I find myself 
strangely exhilarated when I stash your belongings away; 
it’s become a secret akin to an affair. Maybe I want clues 
to really know you. You hardly tell me anything, you want 
me to guess but I’m never good at that. And that’s how I 
stumbled upon the crumpled black shirt you had 
hopelessly tried to hide. It didn’t look familiar so I smelt it 
– it doesn’t belong to you or me. Whose is it? Perhaps a 
shirt you borrowed from the numerous people you call 
your friends. But why did you shove it all the way 
underneath the mattress? Tell me, what am I supposed 
to do now? 
 

►◄ 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NWG Inc’s EZine  http://nwg-inc.com/ezine 
Winners of ZineWest have their entries published in our  

e-zine which is archived by the National Library. This year we 
aim to add a number of pages of works by Western Sydney 

writers in addition to the latest winning ZineWest entries. 
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ECCENTRIC WORDS                                               
David Toohey 
 
 
When I was growing up in Sydney in the fifties, there were two 
great Sydney eccentrics who were both obsessed with words. 
This is a memoir of the two street icons, Arthur Stace, ‘Mr 
Eternity’, and Bea Miles, who I got to know before she died.     
 For those who came in late (to quote from the Phantom 
comic introduction), Arthur Stace used white chalk to write the 
word, ‘Eternity’ on Sydney pavements in neat copperplate.  
I remember my father showing me the word outside David 
Jones near Hyde Park, where I was taken to see the 
Christmas windows. Someone had gone over Arthur’s chalk 
word with black charcoal to preserve it. 
    There was a mystery for a while about who was writing 
‘Eternity’ until a newspaper tracked him down. Authur Stace 
turned out to be a reclusive, reformed alcoholic, who was 
illiterate except for one word. His minimalist masterpiece 
became part of the city culture and was featured in the 
fireworks display on the Harbour Bridge at the Centenary New 
Year’s Eve celebration. 
    The other eccentric, Bea Miles, was in love with words, not 
just one. A pioneer street theatre artist and performance poet, 
Bea would stand on the pavement reciting Shakespeare. A 
large woman, she wore a sun visor as if she was playing 
tennis, and spoke in a loud, cultivated voice. School children 
would ask her to recite from the play that was set for their 
exams. 
    There was a sad side to Bea’s life. Despite being an 
educated woman, she lived a homeless life style. It was said 
she sheltered in a storm water drain at Rush Cutters Bay Park 
near the old stadium, where the early rock n’ roll concerts took 
place.  
 Bea dismayed Sydney because she terrorised taxi, bus 
and tram drivers by jumping in with no money and refusing to 
get out. She was often ‘vaged’ – that is arrested by the police 
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for vagrancy. Sydney became scandalised by Bea as a public, 
homeless woman, whilst homeless men were part of the city 
ecology.  
 I grew to know Bea in 1970, when she was persuaded to 
move into a nursing home at Randwick run by Irish nuns and 
where I had a weekend job. Bea, who was then very old, loved 
an audience and soon became the star patient. I remember 
seeing her being helped into the dining room, smiling at a nun 
and saying loudly, ‘I’m an atheist, thank God.’ 
 One Sunday afternoon, the police band gave a concert 
there, and Bea made a grand entrance on the arm of a police 
inspector. 
 I recorded some of Bea’s words in my common place 
book, where I used to collect words and sayings. Bea loved to 
talk and still had a rich, educated voice, her clear elocution 
cutting off each word with precision. In response to the 
religious atmosphere of the home, she recited a poem of her 
own that I took down: 
     
      ‘I’m an atheist by conviction 
       I think the Bible is mainly fiction 
       Idiotic verse but magnificent diction 
       I’m an atheist because I’ve thought 
       I try to be good because I ought 
        And not because I’ll go to Hell 
        If I’m caught’. 
 
 Bea was good and died with dignity still a free spirit in 
1973. 
  Both Bea and Arthur Stace were outsiders, living on the 
fringe. Both became mainstream and immortalised in death, in 
Bea’s case with a book of her life and a film. 
 Both made words their home. 
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THE WINDS OF WINTER 
Jenny Trimboli  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Image: L. Le’ Vano 

 
Away with the winter winds red autumn leaves scuttle 
busy to leave the earth bare 
free to dress itself in vernal white 
a monochrome world 
the death of colour 
save for evergreens shaking off  
their powdery coating with impatience 
letting be known all is not finished. 
 
 
The sharp breezes that denude the waiting trees 
alert the animals 
to finish their re-stocking 
of summer’s bounty 
in lavish larders well hidden 
the prudent to be right rewarded 
when the seasonal shutdown bites hard  
and short-sighted folly proves the final stroke. 
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HOMES 
George Toseski 
 
 
Necks flopping back on high chairs 
automatically mouths pulled agape 
as the pain turns into discomfort. 
Eyes shut and the dancing begins, 
floral skirts gather up to knee wide apart, 
wrinkled stockings around the ankles 
 
They face each other as though arranged 
around an invisible table, 
and the talk this morning is of clouds, 
though the words cannot keep up with the changing sky 
and the conversation easily turns to bleach. 
 
Even the television presenter dozes off 
on the comfortable couch, around him 
the glamorous actors forever falling in love 
despite the cruellest of fates. 
 
The food is white and noisy 
and reminds one of the war, 
busy blue bodies zoom by 
collecting plates and casualties on trolleys 
which drift into the afternoon. 
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GUESTS of the HOUSE - A memoir  
Teri White 
 
 The ghost appeared to “G” before we moved here, when 
he was sanding wood.  
 I was pregnant and we lived with my widowed mother 
around the corner at Chetwynd Road while my new husband 
worked to restore this place. Wrenched from the jaws of 
demolition and purchased for a song, it was a crumbling, 
smelly mess.  
 Naïve and unprepared, blinded by love and a common 
vision, we set to work each weekend peeling away layers that 
swathed the interior surfaces like a hug. Eighty years of 
history, tree-rings of wallpaper and carpet, came away in 
minutes, with bricks that had been painted into the fireplace 
cavity and rickety old cupboards that had seen better days. 
 It was at night, during a bout of hard work, that she first 
appeared, the ghost of a young girl with flowing hair and a long 
Colonial style dress. Her aura was calm and as time went on 
G became accustomed to her peaceful, smiling presence 
which entered his field of vision from the corner of his eye, 
lingered a moment and vanished. It happened twenty times or 
so.  
 Change came. 
 And on the day G left, I got into bed with our newborn son. 
Friends tended to the infant and served me cups of tea 
between sobs and sleep, while at night the visceral pain and 
the child’s piercing cry woke me every two hours. I phoned 
Lifeline many times in those awful days, tearily telling and 
retelling my story, wearing it away, so that it wouldn’t (couldn’t) 
be true anymore.  
 After several days I arose from the grief to the glare of an 
unknown future, unable to function. That baby was my sole 
responsibility now. I had to survive.  
 I phoned a local divorce lawyer known for his ruthlessness 
and made an appointment. ‘We’ll destroy him! You’ll get the 
house, the car, the business. Everything,’ he said. The lawyer 
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thought he had a deal, but his words had the opposite effect 
on me. To think I could actually ‘destroy’ the one I loved, the 
father of my child, was devastating. I phoned Lifeline again. 
 ‘And where is he living now?’ asked the elderly lady at the 
other end. ‘Homebush,’I said. ‘Mmm,’ came the response. 
‘And where do you live?’ ‘Guildford,’ I told her. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘I 
grew up in Guildford… What street?’ ‘Hawksview.’ (Very long 
street, Hawksview) I thought to myself… 
 ‘My goodness, the same street!’ she said. ‘Which house?’ 
I told her. There was silence for a moment. ‘That house was 
built for my family,’ she said softly. ‘I grew up there.’ 
 An improbable coincidence, my first thought was that it 
had something to do with the ghost (or any ghost), a message 
from the other side to delay the property settlement. (No, this 
is just a random twist of fate, surely!) 
 It played on my mind for some time, until ten years later, 
through the local history group, I tracked the old lady down 
and invited her to afternoon tea. In ‘our’ kitchen we chatted 
about the past, and her family. Who had lived here? Who had 
died here? I had never seen G’s ghostly friend, but over the 
years three people had. Did ‘B’ know who she was?  
 She didn’t, but after that day, the memories embedded in 
these walls were released. Voices sounded through the 
hallway from nowhere. A baby screamed from just outside the 
windows through torrential rain. (There couldn’t be a baby out 
there). There was no fire, but curls of thick smoke twisted 
towards the ceiling, and the phone line crackled with 
interference. After a few days, it all stopped…  
 I didn’t take the lawyer up on his offer sixteen years ago. I 
pulled myself together, got a better education and a decent 
job. My sickly baby boy has grown into a strong, handsome 
teenager. We kept the house, which was refurbished as soon 
as it was dropped off the heritage list and is now worth four 
times as much.  
 We have done well and though the mystery of this place 
remains, we know that like everything else, our stay is 
temporary. We are merely caretakers here – guests of the 
house. 
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THE HARBOUR SPIRIT DANCED 
Jacqui Douglas 
 
 

Science calls it bioluminescence, 

Phosphorence, living light 

But I saw the Harbour Spirit 

On that humid summer night. 

 

Woolloomooloo Bay alive with 

Plankton glistening bright 

Glimmering luminescence 

Late one summer night. 

 

The heaving harbour water 

Reflected city light, 

Milky Way and Moon 

Not to be compared with 

The coruscating tumble 

The Police launch 

Stirred to my delight, 

 

The Harbour Spirit danced for me 

On that iconic summer night. 

 

Image: J. Douglas 
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BEHIND THOSE BARBED WIRE FENCES 
Dona Samson Zappone 
 
 
Give us hope        give us love 
Give us our freedom      give us our dignity 
What is this hellhole called……… W O O M E R A 
Where are our loved ones? 
What happened to our home? 
We fled our homes with just the clothes on our backs 
Mother, you warned me not to leave home for a foreign land 
So far far away in an alien world 
My life fades away in this barbed wire hellhole 
We are finger printed, photographed, our possessions 
catalogued 
Doused and checked for disease like stray dogs 
We seek refuge, compassion, hopes and dreams in the 
‘Lucky Country’ 
To live in peace and harmony, not desperate, lonely and 
locked up 
I’m sorry mother I hurt you and brought you shame, grief 
and sorrow 
Please forgive me mother, send father my love and salaam 
‘inshaallah’……………….if I ever make it home someday 
‘assalamu alaikum’ ……  peace be upon you mother. 
 
 

►◄ 
 
 

ZW09 was printed by  
Bullprint Pty. Ltd  

8-19, 48 George St, Parramatta  
stuart@bullprint.com.au   www.bullprint.com.au 
The colour cover was printed at the office of  
Julie Owens, Federal MP for Parramatta 
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THE LAST ANCHOR   
Sarah G. Williams 
 
 
The anchor hit the bronze statue in the fountain with a 
thunk. The noise echoed throughout the mall and caused 
morning shoppers to pause. The anchor settled and hooked 
itself around the arms of the statue. It stayed like that, 
attached to a thick taunt rope that seemed to lead all the 
way back up to the sky. 
 The shoppers walked over to the statue slowly, necks 
craning, looking to see where the rope went, but all they 
could see was the rope disappearing into clouds. After a 
few moments, hushed whispers began in the growing 
crowd.  ‘Where does it go?’ ‘What’s up there?’ 
 A police bicycle patrol stopped next to the statue and 
started moving people away. The people stayed to watch 
from a short distance, gathered in a tight circle, fingers 
pointing to the sky and talking in curious tones as the police 
spoke into walkie-talkies. The fountain was shut off and 
news crews arrived. The crowd grew larger with lunchtime 
office workers and school students. Eventually more police 
arrived and set up barriers. 
 ‘Move back for your own safety,’ they instructed the 
crowd, but the people stayed pressed tightly against the 
assembled barriers. Hours passed and the rope and anchor 
did not move. Office workers went back to work, and 
students went home. The military arrived and soldiers set 
up a command tent, their helicopters flying back and forth, 
but no one could determine where the rope went.   
 Night fell and the stars slowly appeared with the dying 
light. The military shone big portable spotlights up into the 
clouds illuminating the rope, and soldiers stood armed to 
attention. 
 ‘Ahoy!’ The shout rang out in the darkness. ‘Would you 
mind helping me with me anchor, it’s me last one.’   



 55

  
 
 
 
 ‘Hello sir,’ an official looking military man yelled back up,  
 ‘I need to ask you to come down.’  
 The voice from the sky shouted again. ‘A storm is 
coming and I need to move me boat.’  
 ‘Sir, did you say – a boat?’  
 ‘Of course I said me boat.’  The voice was getting 
louder. The lights picked up a man in cut off pants and a 
white billowing shirt shimmying down the rope.  
 ‘I really need to go.’ He sounded urgent, stressed. 
 Soldiers surrounded the statue and pointed guns up at 
the man on the rope as he continued to shimmy down. 
When he landed bare foot on the anchor the soldiers 
reached out and tried to grab his legs. 
 ‘Whoa – no touching – you trying to kill me?’ The Sky 
Sailor cried, jumping back up the rope nimbly and climbing 
out of reach.  
 ‘It’s me last anchor. I really need it,’ he pleaded.  
 ‘We need some explanations,’ said the military official.  
 ‘I don’t have time.’ With a sigh the Sky Sailor pulled out 
what looked to be a large knife. The soldiers followed his 
actions with their gun nozzles pointed. 
 ‘Far out,’ said the sailor – flipping upside down, legs 
hanging tight, hacking into the rope with the knife – ‘It’s me 
last blooming anchor, and here I was thinking you dirt 
people would be decent sorts and have helped a fella out.’  
 With a few last slashes and odd grunting sounds from 
the sailor, the anchor fell off the statue – shaking the ground 
as it hit and cracking the fountain floor. The sailor shimmied 
back up the rope, and disappeared into the clouds. The 
rope was not too long pulled up, disappearing completely 
from view no matter what part of the clouds the searchlights 
swept.  
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ANOTHER NIGHTCLUB 
Xavier Toby 
 
 
After waiting in a long line, after a few words to convince 
the bouncer we’re not as drunk as we are, the five us 
enter the packed club but before prowling for girls, we 
head for the bar to refuel. 
 It’s all dance-floor anthems, guys in similar striped 
shirts and haircuts, and girls in tight, bright slips of 
clothing. The basic meat market – a tired formula but one 
that comes with the possibility of sex, so it works, and at 
this time of night, for twenty dollars it seems like a 
bargain.  
 We’re five old school friends out for the first time in a 
long time, the night beginning with dinner and kicking on 
and on, from pubs to bars to this, another nightclub.           
 Strobes and lasers cut through dim lighting, empty 
drinks on every surface and I notice the walls, floors and 
tables are a garish bright green, yellow or red. It could be 
the set of a children’s television show if it wasn’t for all 
the stains and drunks armed with pre-mixed bottles or 
beers.  
 The dance floor is packed with men trying to get the 
attention of women, all moving to a blaring pop-music 
anthem. We avoid it, knowing that women dance 
because they enjoy it, and it’s only men who dance to 
pick up. Instead we stand apart, waiting for the opposite 
sex to show an interest.  
 I once made the mistake of coming here during 
daylight hours to retrieve a jacket. It was surprisingly 
small with an overpowering smell of stale beer trapped 
under the low ceiling. The interior walls were covered 
with poorly applied black paint, the floor a flat, grime-
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covered carpet. A building about to collapse from 
exhaustion.  
 The group splits, in order to improve our chances with 
any available women. From one girl I get a look, try some 
chat but she’s drunk past conversation. She gives me the 
eyes, I give her a kiss but it’s all tongue and teeth so I 
move on, with laughter from my friends in my ears.           
 Despite several circuits, other interactions with 
women never move past awkward, and excitement for 
what could happen has moved to frustration at what has 
happened. We share wry smiles that say, ‘What the hell 
are we doing here?’ but nobody wants to be the first to 
admit defeat, so it’s back to the bar for shots. 
 Around three a.m. drunk-energized is now drunk-
exhausted. We’ve run out of chat for each other and still 
having no luck with the girls, we collectively realise that 
every minute we stay out is less time and money we have 
for tomorrow, so it’s home-time.  
 Before splitting for taxis, we are loud with professions 
that we must do this again soon. Tomorrow the hangover 
will force us to reconsider and realise the night is never 
as much fun as the thought of the night. So it won’t be 
until the reality fades back into the fantasy that we’ll meet 
again. 
 

►◄ 
 
 

AWAW – Melbourne Books 
Last year’s winner of ZineWest, Felicity Castagna, presented her 

story DEV at the Melbourne Writers’ Festival launch of  
Award Winning Australian Writing 09 

www.melbournebooks.com.au 
A copy will be awarded to a ZW09 writer by NWG Inc editors. 
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WE WERE YOUNG… 
Roger Le’ Vano 
 
1 
Last summer nights we were 
Young,  
Younger at all nights and 
Prosperous in bed 
The scent of the hours 
Grew in your skin, covered with 
Petals from a field full of 
Flowers nearby, 
Dewdrops helped the weeds 
Overgrow and bend, saluting 
The new queen on earth, 
Breeze refreshed the path, 
Many times smooth a new grass, 
Brave on the smiles sprouted, 
Filling our bodies’ contours a 
Merciful garden full of grace. 
2 
Last summer mornings we were 
Young, 
Younger at all mornings’ whirls, 
The road we contemplated 
Sudden, infinite with clear sky, 
Several stars shone for us in 
Loveliness and tenderness, 
Nature throughout early mornings 
Swirling new beginning in paradise, 
Warm at last summer mornings,  
Wandering sometime happy wild, 
Our hearts safe with love, were they? 
Happy little girl, enraptured wondering 
Happy little boy, enraptured wondering 
Touching everything like  
Builders praising nature, we were!                                                                         
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 3 
 Last summer afternoons we were 
 Young, 
 Younger at all afternoons with itch, 
 Stubbornly with some sorrow, 
 Some happiness as fruits of 
 Magic afternoons when the hours 
 Waited for the spell of rain before meals, 
 When the young muscles permit 
 An escape to the sanctuary, 
 To converse a sullen ending 
 Afternoon, still broad blue skies, 
 Violets and pinks, hues at dusk 
 Mystical green and saintly stones, 
 Moving like angels promoting new 
 Awareness, sparkling and bubbling like 
 Rare children’s elegance in late afternoon. 
 4 
 Last summer evenings we were  
 Young, 
 Younger at all evenings as holy trees, 
 Resembling a good joyful laugh, 
 We vanished and hid in the corners 
 Close to darkness to keep laughing for  
 Almost everything we did on the 
 Previous day, hoping for new tides to 
 Accommodate the next tears when 
 Something’s gone wrong, or mistakes we made,  
 Face to face exploding volcanoes 
 Face to face with romantic lavish,  
 Knowing how few hearts already torn apart, 
 In the following minutes’ shouts 
 A greater shout just passed. 
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LOVING A REFUGEE 
Isil Cosar 
 
 
I knew  
my perfume could not erase the fumes of flight 
my embrace could not unfold the hold of war  
 
whatever I had to say 
could never be more profound 
than words caught in crossfire 
your changing eyes witnessed 
whatever memory we made 
could never erase a moment 
of all the memories you wish were not yours 
 
I was foolish 
when I thought 
if I loved you enough 
I might   
be able to raise you from the rubble 
that’s become your home 
 
I did not know 
loving you  
would make me a refugee 
in my own skin 
in my own home 
 
 
 
 
   
        
                         Image: L. Le’ Vano 
 



 61

SOME GROUPS for WESTERN SYDNEY WRITERS 
Please note details can change. Check contacts for updates. 
 
 

Auburn Poets and Writers: Last Wednesday of the month  
6.30 pm to 9.00 pm, Auburn Community Development Network, 
'Auburn Central', Shop P7B, Cnr Park/Queen, 9649 5559 
 
Blackheath Probus Writers’ Group: Monthly on Tuesday  
10:00 am to 12:00 noon, Blackheath Golf Club.  
Contact Reg Reid 6355 2376; wirraminna@lisp.com.au 
 
Blue Tongue Lizard Café Poetry Reading Night 
2nd Tuesday of each month from 7.30pm  
Ross St., Glenbrook  4739 1364 (Bookings advisable) 
 
FAW Parramatta: 2nd Saturday of the month 12.30 pm 
Top Floor, Parramatta Library, Civic Place, Parramatta.  
Contact: Lyn Leerson 9639 8394;  lynlew@optusnet.com.au 
 
FAW Eastwood/Hills    www.hillsfaw.net.au 
1st Saturday 1.30 pm North Rocks Senior Citizens’ Room  
(all ages welcome) Cnr. Farnell and North Rocks Road,  
North Rocks Ph: Secretary Carmel Summers, 9484 6191 
 
INFINITAS Bookshop www.infinitas.com.au 
Shop 22 Civic Arcade, 48-50 George Street, Parramatta  
Phone 9633 5682   bookshop@infinitas.com.au 
Groups: SF Discussion, Writers, Book Review, Gaming   
 
Kanimbla Writers' Group: Monthly on Thursday in members’ 
homes, 9:30 am to 11:30 am Contact Reg Reid 6355 2376 or 
wirraminna@lisp.com.au 
 
NSW Writers Centre   www.nswwriterscentre.org.au 
Grounds of Rozelle Hospital; PO Box 1056 Rozelle NSW 2039 
Ph: 02 9555 9757 Email: nswc@nswwriterscentre.org.au    
The centre co-ordinates a number of writers’ groups. 
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NEW Writers Group Inc  
@ Parramatta 
2nd & 4th Saturdays  
3-5 pm at Mars Hill Café,  
331 Church St. Parramatta  
www.nwg-inc.com    
nwg_inc@yahoo.com.au 
 
 

Poetry at the Pub - Blackburn’s Family Hotel 
2nd Sunday of the month 4:00 pm – 6:00 pm 15 Parke Street, 
Katoomba,  www.katoombahotel.com.au   Enquiries: Denis Rice  
Ph: 4782 6623;  tdrice@pnc.com.au 
 
Poetry Alive: Thursdays 11:00 am to 1:00 pm at the Liverpool          
Library. Poetry Alive is active in the local cultural scene.  
Contact: ken-setter@hotmail.com 
 
 

St Marys Community Creative Writing Group 
Last Friday of the month 12:30 to 3:00 pm  
St Marys Community Centre, Great Western H’way/Mamre Rd 
Ph: 9673 2169 E-mail: admin@smacd.org.au    
 

 
NEW Writers Group Inc  
@ Holroyd/Merrylands 
1st and 3rd Saturdays 
1:30 to 3:30 pm, at Merrylands 
Library, Cnr Miller & Newman Sts. 
www.nwg-inc.com  
Jacqui Douglas  Ph: 9632 2824  
nwg_inc@yahoo.com.au 

 

 
   Western Fringe Songwriters’ Network: Last Sunday of the      

month, 4.30-6.30 pm, Mars Hill Café, 331 Church St., Parramatta  
For more info contact Stewart Peters, Phone: 02 4787 7653   
www.stewartpeters.com.au  stewart@stewartpeters.com.au  
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WRITERS’ BIOGRAPHIES:  
Denise Patricia Aldridge: A Sydney writer 
Glenn Anderson: 46 years old, married. Wants to travel more. 
Sepy Baghaei: Student with a love of the arts, particularly poetry 
and drama. 
Gayle Barbagallo: Born 1952 Sydney, married with four daughters 
and eight grandchildren. Loves writing, art, cooking, reading.  
Luke Bartolo: Lived in Penrith all his life. Often writes about western 
city life. http://canetoadwarrior.blogspot.com  
Esther Bartulovich: A story is a story is a story. Where it comes 
from doesn’t matter as long as it touches you in some way. 
David Bofinger: Advisor to professional killers, ex-physicist, known 
associate of arms merchants, wannabe writer.   
Neil Collis: A Sydney writer 
Isil Cosar: A teacher. Is fascinated by words so she plays with them. 
Kristie Davis: In her 20’s, she wants to enjoy writing and life. 
Creative writing degree. 
Caterina Dockmagian: Mother, singer and business analyst. Enjoys 
short story and lyric writing.  
Jacqui Douglas: Guildford resident. Community Graphic Artist.  
Ysolda Eckhardt: Migrated from Peru many moons ago. Amateur 
writer who looks for every little bit of time to write. 
Marina Finlayson: Loves reading writing and thrashing her husband 
at Trivial Pursuit. http://pecked-by-ducks.blogspot.com                   
Jason Gray: Former journalist, TV captioner by day (and night) and 
aspiring fiction writer in between.      
Alan Healy: Irish/Australian professional visual artist (painting, 
sculpture) and musician. Also teaches painting.                
Min Khin Kyaw: From Burma, writing (serious) poetry since 1984, 
love, nature. http://aminor-amajor.blogspot.com 
Roger Le’ Vano: Writer/visual artist. http://rogerlevano.blogspot.com 
Paul O’ Loughlin: Long time Western Sydney resident. Recently 
completed English Literature and Communications degree. 
Rita Pham: Born of immigrants running from Vietnam War. M.A. 
creative arts student. Interested in Kung-fu and learning Spanish. 
Peter Porteous: A writer and artist. Published in a number of literary 
magazine and papers  
Luke Rule: Bartender in Parramatta, student in Wollongong, living in 
Petersham, Luke spends most of his time on trains. 
Kathleen Steele: Current editor at Grapeshot, Macquarie University. 
Published in a number of journals. Placed second in ZineWest 08. 
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Elsie Steer: Writing for some years, Penrith Eisteddfod, writing 
groups. 
Diana Tjoeng: A 3rd year journalism student at University of 
Sydney. Currently edits the uni magazine The Bull.     
Xavier Toby: Rides a bike most places, and believes people who 
drive should be a bit more careful.       
David Toohey: Is a retired Hospital Social Worker          
George Toseski: Teaches ESL at UWS College. Completing M.A. 
Jenny Trimboli: Group leader U3A Literature course (7 Years); 
keen kitchen gardener. 
Teri White: Dabbles in writing, art; professional event manager, 
proud Western Sydney resident, and mother of teenage boy. 
Sarah G. Williams: A 29 year old Western Sydney writer looking for 
the balance between sensibility and creativity. 
Brian Yatman: Grew up in Punchbowl, plays in a band and works as 
a research librarian for a newspaper. www.lostinthewoodsmusic.com 
Dona Samson Zappone: Words, images, painting, filmmaking; 
being creative is her passion. Sometimes travels for inspiration.  

 

 
 

 

 
 
 
Top L-R: David Bofinger; Peter Porteous;  Dona Samson Zappone;  
Luke Bartolo;   Bottom L-R: Alan Healy;  Gayle Barbagallo; Caterina 
Dockmagian; Kathleen Steele 


