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 This is ZineWest’s second year. We’ve made some changes  
 based on our experience last year and followed up several 
 suggestions offered by past entrants. Another batch of ideas 
 is already rolling in for 2009. We hope this means Western 
 Sydney writers see ZineWest the way we do, as a community 
 project.  
 

 We aim to achieve more than provide a few prizes. Last year  
 we published 34 short pieces and this year 32, in a diverse range  
 of genre. None of our writers have had a significant commercial 
 publication and for some, it’s their first appearance in a print zine. 
 As well as accepting short prose fiction and poetry, ZineWest is 
 open to drama, song-writing, memoir, cartoons or comics. We  
 like to think the different styles and themes reflect the creativity 
 found in Western Sydney writing groups and communities.  
 

 The Process: ZW editors ranked entries on the criteria of 
 technique, originality and appeal. All entries were very readable 
 making selection difficult. The 32 pieces we chose for publication 
 became the competition short list and were forwarded in their 
 unedited form to the judge, Dr Mridula Chakraborty. Ten 
 writers attended a workshop to receive readers’ feedback. Edits 
 for publication purposes are minor only, made for clarity or space. 
 Some entrants have asked us to consider offering an opportunity 
 for fuller revision next year. We wish to thank: 
 

 Julie Owens Federal MP for Parramatta and her staff;  
 NWG Inc committee and members for admin and artwork; 
 Mars Hill Café for the workshop and launch venue; and the   
 Writing and Society Research Group (UWS) led by 
 Professor Ivor Indyk for co-sponsoring ZW prizes and judging. 
 (More details inside back cover.) 
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 MOURNING CONVERSATION 
 Kathleen Steele  
  
 
 Can you imagine how it was for Charlotte, losing 
 Emily and Anne?   
 Death was all around her. Such a tragedy; such 
 sorrow and pain.  
 His schoolboy rote tragedy, sorrow, pain 
 return the words to her, defeated.    
 

 She tracks his retreat. 
 Understands why the Goddesses determine fate. 
 A God would not cut the thread. 
 
 I feel so sorry for them. 
 Who?  
 The Bronte sisters. 
 He stirs indifference into coffee. 
 She swallows words 
 less sure of their meaning.    
 
 The newspaper cracks dismissal. 
 His face gone. 
 Sheltered behind orderly lines of black and white. 
 Lines that reduce death to a statistic. 
 
 Her sister’s life.  
 Her husband’s voice. 
 She feels cheated – beaten by silence. 
 
 Soldiering on with her chin up, chest out 
 and body seized by mute coughing   
 She has started to believe death really is a matter  
 of degrees. 



 The Doctor prescribed Ventolin and she had 
 protested, But I’m not asthmatic.  
 All the same, the Doctor murmured with  
 dead-end sympathy 
 All the same… 
 
 Now she sucks Ventolin with chin up and chest out. 
 Life goes on  
 in the pale silence of the house.  
 
 His hand curls deaf around the newspaper edge    
 She stares at her own dumb hands on the sink 
 Pushes them into the dishcloth 
 catches her nail on a thread  
 feels it stretch and let go with a snap…      
 
 She watches him read.  
 Index finger tracking  
 mouth testing vowels.  
 
 Her sister wrote messages on the back of photos. 
 She discovered too late they were meant for her. 
 
 She tries again without expecting,  
 shouts Charlotte lost a brother and two sisters in nine 
 months. 
 Can you imagine? 
 His finger stops 
 Caught by the latest tragedy in Iraq.  
 
 
 
 
 



PRE-DINNER DRINKS  
Marina Finlayson 
 
 
The first time he came into the showroom she took him for a 
grieving husband. He had that drained look, though at least he’d 
managed to shave. Outside the early winter darkness was closing 
in, but his eyes were hidden behind sunglasses. 
 ‘Can I help you?’ 
 ‘I’m looking for a casket.’ 
 ‘Certainly, sir. This way.’ He was a good deal taller than her, 
even in her heels, though the way his dark hair fell across his 
face made him look like a lost boy. 
 ‘We have solid timber, particle board and biodegradable 
cardboard.’ 
 ‘Not cardboard.’ His lip curled slightly as he passed the eco-
friendly display without a glance. He stopped in front of a 
handsome mahogany casket, running long fingers lightly over its 
polished surface. ‘How much is this one?’ 
 ‘This is our top-of-the-range model. Premium grade 
mahogany, comes standard with gold-plated fittings and the 
interior is fully lined with high quality satin.’ She lifted the heavy lid 
with some difficulty. ‘It comes in a mahogany or walnut finish.’ 
 He stared at it silently. Her heart went out to him. ‘Perhaps 
for a lady you might also consider our range of white coffins?’ 
 ‘It’s for me,’ he said. 
 ‘I see. Well, it takes a lot of strain off the family to arrange 
these things beforehand. Very sensible. We also have a range of 
pre-planned funerals available.’ 
 He shook his head. ‘I don’t want a funeral, just a casket, 
thanks’ – he glanced at her name tag – ‘Valerie.’ In his mouth her 
name sounded delicious. Her cheeks warmed as she reached for 
the fabric samples. He stopped her halfway through the satins 
with a hand to her wrist. 
 ‘I thought velvet,’ he said. ‘So much warmer, isn’t it? A nice 
rich burgundy, perhaps.’ His thumb stroked lightly across her 
skin. His touch was cool but it sent heat streaking through her 
nonetheless. 



 A week later he was back, still wearing those sunglasses. 
She wondered what colour his eyes were, imagined them a 
piercing pale blue or perhaps deep melting brown. 
 ‘So nice to see you again, Valerie,’ he said. 
 She smiled. She wasn’t wearing her name tag today. Was it 
her imagination or did he take every chance to brush against her 
as they bent over the paperwork, heads close together? 
 The third time he came in she was sure he wasn’t just there 
to review the different handle styles, whatever he said. Her usual 
smooth sales pitch became quite disjointed with him staring so 
openly at her. It wasn’t as if she’d never been out with anybody 
before, of course, but usually clients were in such distress they 
barely noticed her. Surreptitiously she checked her reflection in 
the highly polished brassware laid out for his inspection. No bits 
of lunch caught in her teeth. No racoon mascara. 
 ‘There’s a little Thai place tucked in behind the cathedral,’ he 
said finally, abandoning the handles altogether. ‘Do you know it?’ 
 ‘Of course,’ she said. ‘It’s only a couple of blocks over. I could 
walk there from here.’ 
 ‘Perhaps you’d like to walk there with me tonight.’  
 She paused, as if mentally reviewing her diary. She didn’t 
want to appear too keen. ‘That would be lovely,’ she said. 
 The streetlights were flickering on as she locked up. By their 
light she saw that his eyes were blue, more beautiful even than 
she’d imagined. They were nearly at the restaurant when he 
nodded at an apartment block looming overhead. 
 ‘I live here,’ he said. 
 ‘Really?’ Light spilled out on to the street from a marble-lined 
foyer. ‘Great location.’ 
 He smiled down at her. He had nice teeth, very white and 
clean. She liked a man with good dental hygiene. There was 
nothing worse than kissing someone with furry teeth or garlic 
breath. They were a little pointy, to be sure, but nobody was 
perfect, were they? 
 ‘We’ve got time to kill,’ he said. ‘How about a pre-dinner 
drink?’ 
 ‘I really shouldn’t …’ 
 ‘A little sip won’t hurt.’ His cold hand found hers and drew her 
gently inside. 



MORE, THE WORLD 
Ion Corcos 

 
 

The world has been carved; we admire it, 
The earth’s work, sculpted and painted by man; 

But we admire more the painter of art. 
 

How we do not understand Picasso 
But still yearn for his work, 

So that we may sell it, 
Not even hang it for fear of its self, 

For fear of its light, what we may see in it, 
What we may see in ourselves and the world. 

 
We buy and sell the world, painted. 

 
To change the world, to art it, 

To make it into something sold, 
To accumulate value, 

The world has been painted, 
In vaults for tomorrow; 
But we dare not speak 

And ask boldly 
Why is summer in winter’s fold? 

 
Dried up river beds, 

Flushed with oil wasted, 
Wars lost on the markets 

Ideologies for cash, 
And starving farmers biofuel 
The collapse of civilization; 
We disentangle ourselves 

From the world, now painted, 



So that it may be bought and sold as art, 
To heal the lonely rift we dare not bare, 

For power, so that we may forget 
And become artists ourselves; 

Not because we paint, not because we art. 
Mercantile artisans the new bohemians. 

 
Painted, we do not see the art, 

We do not see that the world has been carved, 
We do not see that the world is bigger than us; 

That the world is more than our ego, 
That the world is more than us, 

Our words our art. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Img: Roger Le’Vano 
 



CREATIVITY 
Kennedy Estephan 

 
 
The novelist was passionate. His novels were turbulent but 
genuine. He was a best-seller. But creativity – and that, he had to 
learn the hard way – had an ugly side; a destructive side, self-
destructive. It had a name, that affliction, and the harder he tried 
to fight it the more vicious it got. Then came the day he could no 
longer cope. He had to go knocking on that door. 
 In his late fifties, with gold-rimmed spectacles and short dark 
hair laced with grey, the psychiatrist had the look of both a 
scholar and a businessman.  
 ‘I’ve recorded your PET scan. See that red area in the right 
half of the brain? It indicates an increase in metabolic activity. A 
sign of manic depression.’ Slowly the psychiatrist turned in his 
seat to face his patient. ‘Good thing it’s treatable. It’s a slow 
process mind you, can take weeks. But you’ll get there.’  To the 
specialist’s tone of finality, the novelist gave a slight nod. On the 
TV screen, sections of his brain continued to fade in and out with 
their false colours. Undecided!   
 On the wall, a clock ticking.  
 First came the metallic taste of the antidepressants, the faint 
tingling in his muscles. Psychotherapy followed; endless sessions 
through which every word and gesture that his subconscious let 
slip was analysed, hypothesized. Once frustrated with being the 
subject of such scrutiny, the novelist mentally swapped roles with 
the specialist and placed the fellow’s own body language under 
the microscope. He’s trying to keep his distance, trying to protect 
his own vulnerability. Depression – it must be contagious. The 
novelist smiled at the thought. For a moment he felt sympathetic. 
 Slow ticks! Surreal!  
 ‘Electro-convulsive therapy is not as crude as some think,’ 
the specialist explained one morning. Earlier on he had 
expressed his dismay at how medication alone had not as yet 
relieved the symptoms. ‘The procedure can significantly relieve 
chronic depression,’ he added with a confident smile. ‘Besides, 
you won’t feel a thing. Trust me on this one.’ And trust the 
novelist did, though he could almost swear remembering the part 



when his muscles had tensed, as if in a state of ecstasy, before 
the current released its grip and let his body collapse into its 
original flexibility with the exhaustion of a spent lover.  
 ‘Impossible. You were anaesthetized,’ the psychiatrist 
commented with a chuckle. ‘It must be your fertile imagination. 
You’re a novelist, after all. Are you not?’ The novelist did not 
argue. Perhaps it was time he trusted in the specialist's own 
version of the truth, now that he was beginning to lose faith in his. 
 Weeks afterwards, signs of recovery began to emerge. Mood 
swings eased. Mental fog dissipated. Even his emotions – what 
he had once thought of as abstract and untouchable – were 
eventually tamed by mechanisms too complex for him to 
comprehend. For once, the novelist felt at peace with himself. 
Depression was gone. He could well and truly get on with his life.  
 But stability, it seemed, also came at a price. Of course the 
novelist had read about similar stories in many a writer’s 
memoirs; tales about depression, antidepressants and the drastic 
impact all those swallowed tablets had to have on one’s own 
creativity. Still – and that must’ve been a trick played by the 
novelist’s own vanity – he did not expect that to happen to him. 
Not him. He was too prolific for that. 
 The novelist checked his watch and realized it was time for 
his medication. He was in his study, had been sitting there for 
nearly three hours now. Before him the keyboard remained 
untouched, the page on the processor as blank as his own 
thoughts. Slowly he reached for the plastic container from the top 
drawer and made his way out to the balcony of his two-storey 
house. There, he popped the lid open and pulled out a tablet. He 
was about to put it in his mouth, but then he stopped. Instead he 
clenched it between thumb and middle finger, stepped over to the 
railing and flicked it away. 
  The tablet was airborne, and the novelist watched it spin and 
flip and twirl and turn. Like a wayward moon it looked, breaking 
off a safe orbit only to respond to another force. Darker, 
dangerous, but more fulfilling. Now the tablet neared the earth. 
The novelist watched on. A hand span short of rediscovering its 
weight, he blinked. The seed of an idea had just presented itself 
to him. He turned around, relieved like never before, and rushed 
back to his study. 



THE STOWAWAY 
Ysolda Eckhardt 
 
 
When Pedro became a stowaway, he knew where he was going. 
He remembered daydreaming, trying to forget the white overalls 
always smudged with blood and the net that covered his thick 
black hair. Every so often he jumped when he heard the screams 
of the foreman that hurried him to hack and dismember more dead 
animals that arrived at the abattoir every day.  
 During one of those knife-in-hand oneiric trips, he cut two of 
his fingers and swore revenge. He resigned two days before 
Christmas; the queue of customers asking for their leg of pork or 
lamb to celebrate the birth of the prophet of the poor was so long, 
that it continued around the corner. In vain his boss chased him 
branding a cleaver to cut the rest of his fingers. Pedro had already 
arrived at the harbour and like a hungry rat he managed to climb 
along a rope and hide between the lifeboats according to his plan. 
 The night had been his ally for a long time. Under the light of a 
candle in his humble house, he had quenched his thirst for 
travelling, copying, one after the other, the maps in the books he 
borrowed from the library. His itinerary grew together with the dry 
trails of melted candle that accumulated on the table.  
 The more Pedro read about faraway and exotic places, the 
more he wanted to escape his cocoon and fly until he could step 
on the soil of the Roman Colosseum and feel the vibration of the 
tribunes clamouring for the gladiators; he wanted to listen to the 
muezzin calling the faithful to prayer from a minaret in Istanbul; he 
imagined touching the columns of the Parthenon and seeing his 
profile on one of the Greeks urns; he could see the end of the 
world from the top of the Egyptian pyramids and wet his feet in the 
river where Moses was abandoned. With the miserable salary of a 
butcher, it would have been impossible to make his dreams come 
true and he was tired of trying to get a job on one of the ships. The 
only thing he could do was escape… 
 It was dark when the ship sailed and all he could hear was his 
teeth chattering. He could have killed for a cigarette and a tea. 
Patience, Pedro, patience. He ate a bit of the dry meat and bread 
that he had brought and forgetting everything, fell asleep. The two 



days that followed were similar; he felt safe, but soon he would 
need more food. One more night and he would come out from his 
hiding place to look around.  
 He planned to disembark in the first port of call – Marseille. He 
would have arrived in Europe and that would signal the beginning 
of his life. He wanted to bury every past memory. He had already 
rejected the place where he was born and was never going to be a 
pitiful slave of mediocrity. 
 The next night, the apprentice decided to explore the ship, but 
luck was not on his side. One of the crew stumbled on him.  
 “Stowaway! Stowaway!”   
 The screams were suddenly stifled when Pedro cut the sailor’s 
throat with one clean movement. It was too late – the stillness of 
the night had already been broken by the reverberation of the two 
words that travelled all along the deck. The steps of the rest of the 
crew quickly followed. 
 Pedro only had time to think that dreams cannot be kept alive 
inside a prison. He did not want to continue with a life that seemed 
to be painted grey. He threw himself overboard without hesitation 
and as he hit the water, his cocoon opened.   
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NEMESIS 
Loren Fraley 
 
 
 ‘Come back here, Nemesis! The day of reckoning is upon you!’ 
I keep running, gasping silently for air – I have no intention of being 
caught again. I swear that guy never gives up! No matter how 
clever my schemes, or astounding my plots, or dastardly my 
deceptions, he foils them time and again in a seemingly effortless 
manner! Well, not today! Today, this battle will be fought on my 
terms, not his! 
 Skidding around yet another corner in the labyrinth-like 
underground structure, I head for the place I know for sure he will 
be trapped and within my power. Let him think I am trying to 
escape him once again – this tactical retreat is merely a decoy, to 
lure him into a false sense of security while I –  
 ‘Gotcha!’ he yells dramatically while lunging for me.  
 Damn! Distracted by my own amazing brilliance! Making a 
desperate leap forward, I manage to avoid his grasp by the skin of 
my teeth, and skitter the rest of the way down the hall.  
 ‘You’ll never take me alive!’ I howl over my shoulder at him. 
 Finally, we are reaching one of the more active areas of the 
base, an essential part of my scheme to get rid of the hero, who is 
loudly clattering along behind me. I tell you now, the man would 
never make a good stalker – much too loud and prone to shouting 
nonsensical statements about himself that are clearly untrue. 
 ‘Thou shalt not escape me, Nemesis – resistance is futile!’ 
 See? There he goes again. Escape? I’m planning revenge… 
and as for resisting… who’s resisting whom here? And he really 
needs to learn that massacring the Shakespearian tongue in the 
name of cool catchphrases is so last year in the hero-ing business. 
 My breaths are coming in short pants now – a lifetime 
dedicated to evil has left me no time to build up a great degree of 
physical fitness – there are only so many hours in a day that can 
be spared from evil, you know! 
 I’ve had to start dodging around minions now, as well as 
avoiding the capering creature chasing me. Of all the times for the 
minions to be actually doing the work assigned to them in an 
efficient manner, and they have to pick now. Moving quickly, I get 



past two of the brainless cronies who are carrying a ridiculously 
large sheet of thin, useless glass. Cliché, I know. Still, waste not, 
want not…  I skid to a stop and turn, grinning at him as he comes 
flying around a corner. 3… 2… 1… 
 BANG! CRASH! The expensive glass is shattered and oh, 
what a shame, poor baby, the hero is stun- still heading for me?! 
Does this guy not know the meaning of the word quit?! 
 He grabs me by the collar before I can start running again. No. 
No! Nooo!! He can’t have won! Not again! To make this even more 
humiliating, he’s wagging a finger in my face, as one would do to a 
naughty child. 
 ‘Let go of me!’ I growl at him. 
 ‘Now, now, Nemesis,’ he says to me in a condescending tone. 
‘Can’t have you missing your weekly bathies now, can we? I know 
it’s your favourite thing, even more so than walkies and playtime 
with your toysies!’ Oh God. Does he have to talk to me as though 
I’m a baby? To make matters even worse, he’s picked me up and 
is now carrying me back the way we came, passing the lost- 
looking workers who had, up until recently, been the proud 
transporters of a large piece of glass. I just hope he doesn’t try to 
tie a stupid bow around my neck again after “bathsies”. 
 Later… 
 Great. I’m damp, I smell like a field of sickly sweet flowers, and 
to top it all off, he put that stupid bow on me. A big. Pink. Floppy. 
Bow.  
 ‘Aww, doesn’t Nemesis look so cute in her cute lil’ bow!’ he 
croons at me. 
 Cute! I whimper and hope the floor will eat me. Cute is not how 
an evil, vicious killing machine is supposed to look! Cute is photos 
of rabbits eating carrots, or, or… or kittens in beribboned bonnets! 
Not a small black mongrel in an oversized, floppy, hot pink bow! 
 ‘Hey, Hero! Your dog’s totally trashed the games lounge! If she 
weren’t a dumb mutt, I’d say it looked like she’d tried to build an 
astoundingly intricate trap. You’d better get out here and clean up 
this mess!’  Praise the gods of chaos! A distraction for Hero!  
 As the yelps of pain begin to emanate from the booby-trapped 
room, I settle down to take a nap. Next time, I muse sleepily, I’m 
not going to wait and gloat about the glass – I’ll keep running. Next 
time… 
 



OF MICE AND MEN AND GOLDFISH 
David Bofinger 
 

 
Last Tuesday my goldfish decided to 
murder me. They didn't want to do 
this: we respected each others’ 
spaces and mostly liked the same 
television programs. But the house 
wasn't really big enough for all four  
of us and the goldfish were sure that 
when push came to shove I would 

side with the mouse out of mammalian solidarity. 
 They purchased a supply of rat poison by mail order, 
intending to introduce it into my breakfast cereal. By 
continuously reminding each other of the plan, they kept it in 
their short goldfish memories. 
     The unwitting agent of their undoing was the poisons 
information centre, which mass-mailed out a card on first aid. 
For some poisons the recommended treatment was milk. 
Neither goldfish was sure whether rat poison was that kind. 
One said this meant breakfast cereal was a bad method of 
delivery while the other asserted that a plan once made must 
be carried through. 
 They scuffled and the rat poison spilt into the bowl. I 
found them the next morning, floating ventral side up. It was 
pretty obvious what had happened. 
 I understand how they felt and don't hold it against them.            
The mouse has become erratic: his minefields in the pantry 
are getting absurdly complex and last month I caught him 
ordering a rocket launcher from _Soldier of Fortune_ 
magazine. My goldfish had as much right to pre-emptive self-
defence as anyone. 
 But I wish they’d put more faith in our friendship and less 
in biology. It's hard to walk past their empty bowl and know 
that their last thoughts of me were fearful.   Img: Roger Le’ Vano 



   NERVOUS MULTITUDE 
   Glenn Anderson 

 
 

   I had a nervous breakdown 
   without my wife knowing 
    – you can do that nowadays… 
 
   Was I angry with the lady driver 
   on her mobile phone 
   because she could have skittled 
   a small child 

  or because she has more friends than me? 
I can make friends easier than making 

                   the bed…….. 
   or is it the other way round? 
   Tax deductible friends. 
   A yawning BMW driver. 
   I drove past a funeral parlour 
   and couldn’t remember 
   who I had seen off there. 
   At the end of every day 
   all I can remember 
   is going to bed at night. 
  
   I am a successful clerk 
   I live next to a Fire Station 
 
   I listened to the mighty men 
   avoided people of pronouns, 
   slept 8 hours, 
   I listened hard, even evincing 
   interest in petrol prices 
 
   still it fell like an electrical shower 
   a small death. 



FEW AND FAR BETWEEN 
Diana Tjoeng 
 
 
They had not known each other long, had not shared syrupy 
pastries of small success or pierced skin on brambled memories.  
But this was what they liked about each other. They met at 
deliberately inconvenient times, just to say hello, just to exchange 
a few unrestrained laughs before the force of their accepted lives 
hurried them separate ways.  
 Tess was all lines and limbs folding together eurythmically like 
an origami crane. Muscles crafted for movement, for bursts of 
energy and fierce embraces in half-light. She did not want things to 
bend for her, no, she wanted to clash and crash thunderous and 
rise up a Genghis Khan. But her face was round and lips stained 
pink and her stature so small that people rendered her feisty rather 
than frightening.   
 She had met George at a night planned by one of the various 
clubs on campus. There was wine and music, and girls in floral 
dresses. She was dancing; twisting like a river through dry parts.  
Her clothes were plain with material unusually thin, as if her skin 
was eager to be stroked by elemental forces. Hers was a face that 
could’ve been made striking by artifice, but the way she left it 
untouched was magnetic in its candidness. George was different.  
He used garments as expression, added bulk to his looks through 
sapphire scarves and layered jackets. Strangers were drawn to 
him because he was whole and sound, every feature accentuated 
to its full degree.   
 Tess’s presence made George uneasy. But he approached 
her, believing that since they were the two most attractive people 
in the room, their meeting was inevitable. It was not that he was 
arrogant; he had just read enough stories to know that that was 
what happened. On the dance floor, Tess was surrounded by 
girlfriends; their arms were like feelers reaching out to one another, 
tasting the air, protecting against obtrusive males. George, 
however, was not an obtrusive male. He was composed, did not 
slur compliments or stare bug-eyed. His stance did not speak of 
need. They let him enter, let him try his luck. 



 George did not seek Tess out at first; made it seem an 
accident that he was even there at all. But as the night got shorter 
and the music slower, he danced with Tess, close but never 
touching. They did not talk that first night, did not need to.     
 They had lives long established outside of each other, did not 
have time for more additions and subtractions. Tess had a 
boyfriend, worked at a chemist, and lived on a diet of pub steaks.  
George had been seeing someone for a couple of months; she 
was herbivore like him, had long legs that wrapped around gently.  
At first, George and Tess thought each other irrelevant, like every 
other random name and face grasped and discarded. But weeks 
passed, and they found themselves with impulsive thoughts of that 
night, hiding like fugitives among other memories.  
 So Tess had asked around, had found someone who vaguely 
knew George, had found him. The next time they met up, they 
grabbed coffee in between classes, shared ten or so minutes of 
amusing chatter before heading off to different parts of campus.   
Each saw in the other nothing of what had come before, only what 
was there, what was said. Their encounters continued this way, as 
if by accident every time. There were no hard questions, no heavy 
answers; just a few moments of simple contact and the savouring 
of elusion. They did not talk about their partners, or their friends, or 
work. But when they each went home, fell into bed, they would 
catch themselves wondering. 
 Later, much later, when George stopped seeing the long 
legged herbivore, he thought first of Tess. He wanted to call her, 
tell what had happened and all the reasons why. He felt ashamed 
not to have thought of his closest friends, those he had talked to 
everyday of his life, but he wanted no one else.   
 He arranged to meet Tess in the five minute slot between her 
last class and her bus ride home. He joined her as she walked out 
of the lecture theatre, handed her a coffee, fingers longing, lips 
swollen with syllables. He opened his mouth, wanted words to 
tumble out and land brilliant and illuminating like acrobats. But he 
looked at her, thought of that first night, thought of everything he 
didn’t know about her. He couldn’t do it, realized that she still had 
one thing that nobody else he knew did. He needed that, above 
anything else, above even the prospect of happiness.     
 

  



 THE BLUE KIMONO 
 Jenny Trimboli 
 
 
 
 
    

 
 
 
  
 Do you imagine when you don your blue kimono, 
 That you’re far away in the islands of Japan, 
 Inside a paper room adorned with ikebana, 
 Serving tea in shallow bowls to kneeling patrons; 
 A black-haired painted lady with a geisha’s heart. 
  
 Or do you just relax and admire the pattern, 
 Of whirling chrysanthemums upon the cloth, 
 A hue of blue as deep as ocean waters, 
 And think about the time that he brought you 
 the blue kimono wrapped around his naked heart. 
  
 You drape its folds softly around your body, 
 And feel the smoothness only silk can give, 
 A queen from far off in an exotic country, 
 Greeting with awe your handsome royal lover, 
 Whose long-awaited kiss alone could still your heart. 
  
 But fairytales are only read to children, 
 The life of love like flowers is often short, 
 And handsome lovers like bees find other flowers, 
 Ones that open fresh new faces to the sunshine, 
 Leaving you discarded with a broken heart.  
 
 
 Img: Leonie Le’ Vano 



ORIGINAL SINS 
Ellie Ellis 

 
 

Where did it begin? 
Before his father’s father? 

A legacy of beatings 
Hammered into each generation 

 

Blows that strike the heart 
Create deep designs 

Of love withheld 
And disapproving chants 

 

Hearts turn rigid 
Eyes fix 

Bodies stiffen 
Memories distort 

 

Was no other way known? 
Was it too hard to break 

Embedded patterns 
Meant for success? 

 

Pain can crack that mould? 
Determination not to repeat 

Filling grooves with love 
And gentleness the guide 

 

Forgiveness is hard 
But open eyes 

See their suffering too 
Sad spirals of pain 

 

Lost generations 
Whose love was gone 
The years of distance 

The death of love 



THE WILD COLONIAL BOY –  
Fair in the Face of Death in Western Sydney 

David Toohey 
 
 
The life and death of the bushranger John Donahue is a historical 
and cultural resource for Western Sydney. This is an exploration of 
his legend. 
 In 1830, a twenty-two year old man was shot by police at 
Bringelly in Western Sydney. He was the first Australian hero who 
had songs made up about him, and was one of the first Australian 
bushrangers. At his death, in perhaps our first case of celebrity 
marketing, his death mask became a model for a clay pipe, which 
was a best seller in Sydney for years. 
 The only image we have is a drawing of his body by Sir 
Thomas Mitchell, the Surveyor General. Underneath, Mitchell 
wrote, ‘Fair in the face of death’, quoting the revolutionary poet, 
Lord Byron. 
 Donahue was a successful bushranger for three years, with 
his headquarters in the caves along the Nepean River at Penrith. 
 He arrived as a convict in 1824 from Ireland, and his crime 
was probably political in nature. He was a natural rebel because, 
after being assigned as a domestic servant, he was soon sent to a 
chain gang. He helped in a robbery on the Windsor Road. He was 
sentenced to death. In an amazing exercise of physical strength, 
he escaped from prison in chains and took to the bush. For three 
years he ran a Robin Hood operation, having support among the 
Irish settlers and ex-convicts along the Nepean River. 
 Before Donahue, most bushrangers were feral outsiders, but 
Donahue was organised and intelligent. He only robbed the rich. 
He became a hero to convicts because he was selective in whom 
he robbed. He never robbed women, and gave children money for 
cakes. He dressed well and was seen in Sydney drinking ginger 
beer. He attacked the heart of Parramatta, locking some police in 
their cells. He robbed the ‘flogging parson’, Samuel Marsden. 
 Governor Darling was ridiculed in the press for not catching 
him, and a series of mounted patrols were started to catch him.   
A proclamation of a free pardon and a trip back to England for 
informers gave no results.  



 In the end, the police got lucky. One patrol in Bringelly had 
been in the bush for weeks when they stopped for the day at 
sunset. In the failing light, they saw three men leading a pack 
horse. The police called on them to stop. Donahue refused, and 
with the sun in his eyes, yelled abuse and started firing two small 
pistols. His action allowed his two mates to escape. Donahue 
refused to surrender and was shot dead by a police carbine. 
 Songs about his death and defiance of the police soon were 
composed and are sung to this day. 
 A convict writer, ‘Frank the Poet’, wrote ‘The Convict’s Tour of 
Hell’, a satire on Dante’s Inferno. When a dead convict is taken 
through Hell, he sees Governor Darling but is allowed into heaven 
because he knew Donahue. 
 Ned Kelly’s father, Red Kelly, served time with Frank the Poet 
in Tasmania. In fact, they come from the same village in Ireland. At 
the siege of Glenrowan, Ned had the publican’s son sing ‘The Wild 
Colonial Boy’. Sadly, this boy was killed by the police. 
 When Banjo Paterson published the first collection of 
Australian folk songs, he included ‘The Wild Colonial Boy’. When 
he came to write Waltzing Matilda, he may have based it on this 
Donahue song. ‘“You’ll never take me alive”, said he’, is very 
similar to ‘“I’ll fight but not surrender”, said the Wild Colonial Boy’. 
 Songs about Donahue have become international. The 
academy award film, ‘The Quiet Man’ with John Wayne featured 
‘The Wild Colonial Boy’. Who can resist the refrain: 

 
‘Come, all my hearties! We’ll range the mountain side 

Together we will plunder, together we will ride 
We’ll scour along the valleys and gallop o’er the plains 

We scorn to live in slavery, bound down with iron chains’ 
 
 The echo of the Donahue legend continues. The defeat of 
Badgery’s Creek airport by people power near where Donahue 
was killed was in line with his rebellious spirit. 
 
 
Sources: Andrews, B., Hooton, J., & Wilde, W. H. (Eds.). (1985).Oxford Companion to 
Australian Literature. Melbourne: Oxford. 
Manifold, J. S. (Ed.). (1971). The Penguin Australian Song Book. Victoria: Penguin. 
Meredith, J. (1982). The Wild Colonial Boy. Red Rooster Press. 

  



 THE RANDOMNESS OF LIFE 
 Reg Reid 
 
 
 If the random intersect of lifelines had occurred  
 another day, 
 Or the place of my conception been in a place  
 so far away, 
 Had the chances of a childhood been quite different 
 away across some sea, 
 I should truly say: who would I be today if I hadn’t  
 become me? 
 
 Perhaps the vast experience that in a lifetime  
 comes  to bear 
 Moulds the individual, as if that one should share 
 Some of the pain and pleasure of those who’ve  
 gone before. 
 But who else could I be is the knowledge I seek more. 
  
 Speak not of opportunity, inheritance or favour. 
 Nor of initiative and staying without waver. 
 Had the nurture I experienced been showered  
 more or less, 
 Just how different would I be, is the question  
 I express. 
 
 What of the paths that crossed in life, at play and  
 work and love? 
 Could they have been so altered as to change from 
 lead to shove? 
 Does the impact of the life one leads shape all our 
 days to come? 
 If things had worked in other ways, who would I have  
 then become? 



 
 So many past decisions, so many forks in roads, 
 Too great are they in number and far too great a load. 
 So many permutations and wild scenarios. 
 The past is lost, the future’s here, and now which  
 way to go? 
 
 Who am I? This man, this person, this pastiche of  
 good and bad it seems. 
 I have changed along the way, but can I now live  
 the dream? 
 How many random chances shape us in the span  
 of our short life? 
 Who will I be tomorrow? 
 
 

*************************** 

 
WESTERN FRINGE  

SONGWRITERS’ NETWORK 
  

WHO ARE WE??? 
A new group of songwriters and musos.  

You can perform your songs, learn about different facets of the  
music industry and even have your songs workshopped with 

experienced backing musos. Free Admission 
 

Last Sunday of the month  
4.30 pm - 6.30 pm 

 

MARS HILL CAFE 
331 Church Street,  

Parramatta 
 

For more info contact Stewart Peters 
Phone: 02 4787 7653 

stewart@stewartpeters.com.au  
www.stewartpeters.com.au 



 FISHY PATRIOTISM 
 Min Khin Kyaw 

 
 
 This is Burma – known as a golden land… 
 For sixty years under the gutless dictatorships 
 With poisonous envy growing with demonic gist   
 That hates the people reaching prosperity –  
 Sees them as its Natural enemies… 
 
 This is the era of Than Shwe   
  – the greediest tyrant on earth 
 His duty is kleptomania first 
 He may exercise absolute nepotistic cravings  
 He may chase the intellects out of the country   
 Or put them in jails 
 He may blast village to village at remote places 
 He may organise Burma’s worst contract killer to  
 please his lusts 
 Armed with China-made dated trucks and rockets  
 and latest immunity 
 That makes Burma’s army serve him with  
 maddest demands 
 That bows to dirtiest commands… 
 That thrills with barbaric commitments 
 That marches with self-serving pledges 
 That worships guns and bullets 
 That can kidnap kids and send them to frontlines 
 And shoot them from behind 
 That can behead porters who are forced to walk  
 through mines 
 That can mass rape in daylight as war doctrine… 
 That believes they’re better citizens who deserve to  
 Shine through civilians 
 That can commit all kinds of crimes for centralization 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 Burma is a bleeding graveyard 
 Have you ever heard of that? 
 If you have a heart, it’s barely enough 
 
 Here the ground on which you can come and stand… 
 Here you can find dusts of dry flesh and crushed 
 skeletons… 
 In these rich soils – torn by battle cries for survival… 
 Here the land you can be hearing the screams for 
 help… 

 
 
 
 
 
 Image by Roger Le’ Vano; “This watercolor portrays the suffering of Buddhist 
 monks and their spiritual participation in the political upheaval.” 



REN’S STORY 
Steve Thomson 
 
 
Renaldo, my next door neighbour, was a picture of sartorial 
splendour in his black singlet, shorts and clown size workboots. 
With his round face and aquiline nose, he was such a classic 
Roman that his bust would not look out of place beside Caesar’s. 
In time, Ren’s family became like my own. 
 I hadn’t been long in my new house when one day Ren called 
me over, plonked a glass in my hand and filled it with a red liquid. It 
tasted insipid – a fatal under-estimation because that stuff was 
rocket fuel. A few more glasses and I staggered off for a grand tour 
of Ren’s garage winery. He revealed his winemaking secrets to 
me. 
 ‘Every year I buy de grapes, I squeeze and put straight in da 
bottle’.  
 So there you have it, Dr Lindeman eat your heart out.  
 Soon, a plate of food was stuck under my nose, and I thought 
‘Why not?’ and started hoeing into it. Some time later my wife 
came looking for me and there she discovered her drunken 
husband having dinner with the next door neighbours. 
 This set the precedent, as on many a Sunday afternoon after 
then I’d be mowing the lawn and I’d hear a voice come over the 
fence:  
 ‘Hey Steve, come and have a liddle drink.’ 
      I simply couldn’t think of a better way to finish off a Sunday 
afternoon than to drink Ren’s wine, chew the fat and survey life 
with the kind of wisdom that can only be summoned from a bottle 
of wine. It was during many such sessions that I got to know Ren’s 
story. 
 Growing up in the shadows of a noble ancient civilisation, Ren 
developed a keen sense that a human life is just a “blink of an eye” 
in the long stretch of eternity.  
     ‘When you look at de Romans, all dat history, a man’s life –  
chhheee – eeza  narthing... ’ere, have anudder drink – ah, bugger 
dis life!’                                                                                   
 When he was a boy during the war, Ren’s family hid a young 
defector from Hitler’s army. After the war, things were rather 



desperate in Italy. He came to Australia with his brothers to check 
out the land of opportunity and liked what he saw. He returned 
home to marry his sweetheart and brought her back to Australia to 
start his family. 
 I saw him buy his first car. He was so proud of his brand new 
Commodore: ‘She’s a beautiful, no?’ How embarrassed he was 
when he accidentally put it in reverse and knocked the back wall 
out of his garage  
 ‘Oh boy, I tell you what… dat’s a powerful machine!.. ’ere, ‘ave 
anudder drink. Ah, bugger dis life!’ 
 He kept a shotgun in his house to protect his family against 
violent criminals.  
 ‘Dey like a mongrel dog… Grrr’.  
 I couldn’t laugh. After all, he was a man with a gun. And  
I had to respect him for just how well he kept his home and family, 
particularly on a labourer’s wage. But underneath it all, I could see 
that Ren was a tragically unfulfilled man. Here was an intelligent 
man that in another life could’ve been anything he’d wanted to be – 
doctor, lawyer, engineer. In this life he dug ditches for the council. 
He was trapped and his one escape was through the bottle. Every 
night we’d hear those empty wine bottles clink on his back porch. 
‘Ah, bugger dis life!’ was his mantra. 
 Ren’s world eventually began to unravel when under strict 
doctor’s orders he had to lay off the grog. He became a pale 
shadow of his former self and I worried about him. One day when 
his family was out shopping he put his shotgun in his mouth. 
 Should I even begin to describe that day? Maybe I’m slow, but 
it wasn’t until then that I finally understood it – when Ren said, ‘Ah, 
bugger dis life!’ he really meant it. If it wasn’t going to be the bottle, 
it was going to be the shotgun. 
 I can hardly believe it’s been twenty years since then. Every 
now and again I think about it and I just weep inside. He was too 
lovely a man to lose twenty years of life, love and joy. I’ve seen the 
grandchildren that he never saw. 
 From such things I’ve learnt this much – a man’s life is more 
than something, it’s everything. 
 
 
 
 



JONAH 
Esther Bartulovich 
 
 
Jonah, true to his name lived in a whale. There was a time 
when he had lived outside it, had been separate, known his own 
thoughts, his own feelings and owned them. Such as they were, 
they had been his, they had defined him. In those days when he 
walked it was with a somewhat shy swagger, a walk of 
contradictions, one that indicated insecurity but was tempered 
with the innocent arrogance of youth. At that time it seemed he 
was consumed by the fire of a promise of a world that was yet 
to come. Tomorrow, yes tomorrow would be beautiful and 
everything he longed for would be his. The oyster of his future 
yet to open, yet to yield its pearl.  
     When Jonah first saw the whale he had been stunned by its 
beauty, its strength, its majesty. His puny insignificant humanity 
horrified him, but the whale humoured him, allowed him to touch 
and caress her. Her skin sparkled in the sunlight, smooth and 
sleek, a black diamond. A black so brilliant it absorbed the sun, 
so that he could no longer see the sun in the sky but only 
reflected on the back of the whale. The whale and the world 
began to blur for Jonah until there were no longer any clear 
lines and by the time he was swallowed, Jonah had no longer 
been able to see the world except as glimpsed on the back of 
the whale. 
     And so it was that Jonah, when swallowed, was able to live 
quite comfortably in the darkness, within the depths of the 
whale for a long time. He was entranced by the whale and 
unaware of his surrounds and his eyes grew dull and 
accustomed to the darkness until he forgot the beauty of an 
early morning sunrise and the joy of a golden sunset. He was 
thrilled by the hum of the whale’s inner workings. The hum 
woke him in the morning and sang him to sleep at night and so 
Jonah forgot his dreams, the fervour of his youth and was 
instead lulled and rocked by the soothing sounds and 
movements of the whale into a world where souls were lost.  
      



 
Time passed undefined by any meaningful event or purpose, 
until years later when Jonah, accustomed to the darkness, 
realized he was holding a box of matches in his hand. A cold 
darkness seeped into his soul, a blackness that was thick and 
icy. Anxiousness stirred like a Jonah in the pit of his stomach. 

His hands trembled as he lit a 
match. His eyes were at first 
blinded by the brilliance of its light 
and the warmth that it spilled out 
and when his dulled eyes adjusted 
to the sudden light, Jonah saw all 
around him floating in the bowels 
of the whale, wreckage and 
skeletons. Horrified Jonah thought 
he also saw the body of a young 
man, alive but grotesquely 
misshapen. For one moment he 
thought it was a reflection. Panic 
gripped him and he dropped the 
match in fear and began to fumble 
for another. Just at that moment 
the whale began to hum and swam 
on the surface of the water, rocking 
her body gently back and forth 
against the waves. Jonah’s fears 
subsided as he was lulled and 
soothed until he fell into a deep 
sleep.      
When he finally awoke, Jonah’s 

feelings were stirred by the haunting of a faint and unsettling 
dream, which although he struggled to, he could not quite 
recall. His eyes were once again accustomed to the 
darkness. The matches had fallen from his hand and as the 
whale hummed along Jonah closed his eyes, feeling the 
comforting rhythm of the whale and never again did he light 
another match.    

Img: Chris Hale 



 THE MORNING TRAIN 
 Kim Bramble 
 
 
 Reading over the shoulders 
 Of passengers, absorbed 
 Bent determinedly 
 Pretending not to be 
 Surrounded by a world 
 Full of strangers 
  

Each alone with their myriad 
Of thoughts of love and 
Loss and the long day ahead 
Seeking solace in 
Self-imposed isolation 
On the early express link 

 
 IPods and mobile phones 
 Newspapers, Sudoku and 
 Half completed crosswords 
 Consume their attention 
 In the pock-marked silence 
 A functional distraction 
 

Suits and shirts and brollies 
Compete in blacks and greys 
A splash of brilliant colour 
Offensive amid blank morning 
masks 
A confronting reminder 
That we are indeed, alive 

 
       Img: Leonie Le’ Vano 

 



  SUSANNA 
  Peter Porteous 

 
 

  As night’s sly fingers slide silently under your lids 
  And the weary day sighs 
  Your body collapses into mine 
  And we nest like kittens full of milk. 
 
  You dream of your father’s yacht 
  And his strong welds 
  Protecting you from the sea 
  As you rage at the horizon. 
 
  You weld points onto me 
  With cobwebbed hair and Prada lifelines 
  Softly taking hold 
  As your nipples brush mine. 
 
  Your hand is on my chest 
  Taking the rhythmic thump as waves on a hull 
  And your leg tossed carelessly across mine 
  Releasing our moisture. 
 
  Wet lips on my shoulder 
  And your soft demons gathering 
  You slide into your secret place 
  And take me with you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE THEORY OF GRAVITY 
Luke Rule 
 
 
I'm a rational man. As a rule, I don't believe in things I can't see. 
Specifically this includes ghosts, God, and gravity. The first two 
don't get me into nearly as much trouble as the third, even with 
members of the clergy. Even with supposed scientists. I mean, 
just because things land where you drop them most of the time 
isn't any reason to believe it's always going to be the case. 
Gravity's just a theory anyway. They're not going to feel so 
smart when they get flung off this rock like water from a wet 
tennis ball. 
 Me, I've taken precautions. Everything in my house is nailed 
to the floor. I've got an emergency kit screwed into the ceiling. 
It's got Panadol, a roll of gauze, a .38 revolver... I'm prepared. 
Be prepared, the scouts taught me, before I dropped out. I've 
got my house set up with guy wires and countersunk 
foundations, which caused some problems with city council, but 
I'm not going to be swayed. It's going to take more than some 
uppity centripetal force to take my home away from me. 
 Stories keep drifting in from all over, the kind the 
government won't put in the papers, about people floating away 
like they weren't ever there. Dropping their briefcases and 
reaching for the sky. It's already happening. Levity is taking 
hold. 
 I used to be no better than you, before a woman got to me. 
Grew up out on the old man's farm falling out of trees and 
dropping rocks down wells and thinking – here’s something you 
can depend on. Things fall down. Doesn't matter if you're up in 
a crop duster or trying to scrump some apples from the next 
farm over – everything's coming down eventually. In high 
school, I had a science textbook with a cartoon of Newton 
getting nutted by an apple and it was perfectly hilarious that it 
took a head injury to twig to all this business of things falling 
down. 
 And then I moved to the city, all smooth-shaved and 
serious, and the city wasn't much smarter. The bus I took had to 



take a detour because a guy had jumped out of an office block 
in the CBD, and I shook my head. Gravity demanded respect. 
The boy had probably met a girl, got his head full of all kinds of 
ideas. 
 Nowadays I don't trust skyscrapers, or people who live in 
skyscrapers, or people who spend any amount of time in 
skyscrapers. People in two story houses or apartments are also 
suspect. They're going to be the first to go when gravity gives 
up the ghost, flying out of their penthouses or trapped on the 
sixty-fifth floor with nowhere to go but up, or down, or whatever 
it'll be called in our post-gravic society. The high shall be made 
low, and the low... well we'll still be pretty low. The sky won't 
discriminate. 
  None of this would have happened if it weren't for the 
women. I've seen them, their hair floating every which way 
while they drift like paper bags down the street, laughing at us 
and our Newtonian notion of mass. Sirens of the sky, singing of 
all that will pass on the fertile earth, putting doubts in the mind 
of a sky-fearing individual like myself. Everything will be okay. 
Leave all your cares behind. Just step into the sky. 
 And that's how they get you. Gone up past the clouds, 
never coming down again. 
 I don't get out of the house much anymore, since carrying 
all the crampons and pitons and ropes just in case gets to be a 
bit of a chore, but when I did I used to see a girl. With the hair 
and the eyes and the hips and you wanted to flap your arms 
and fly just to look at her. And when she kissed me, those lips 
quivering with the promise of feeling, I felt that soaring, terrible 
flutter of levity. But I kept thinking of my house, my collection of 
old magazines, of all the things I'd leave behind on the earth 
below. And when I fell, the ground met me with open arms. And 
I'm never going to fall again. 
 Meanwhile it's been spreading, getting bigger, the earth is 
washed with joy and everyone's leaving it behind. And I'm 
prepared, my feet nailed to the floor, nothing's going to take me 
away. You'll see. Gravity will betray you. Any minute now. Any... 
minute... now. 
 



BIRTH OF THE BAGPIPE 
ON BRIGNALL BANKS 

Barbara Fern 
 

(Inspired by aspects of “The Outlaw” by Sir Walter Scott) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

O Brignall Banks are wild and fair, 
And Greta Woods are green 

As I stroll by the burn in Spring of the year 
And into the waters preen. 

My mirrored face is floating there 
Bobbing ‘mong the rushes 

While a second shape sails up from where 
The mountain torrent gushes. 

 
A willow by the water wears a tangle in her hair. 

With sticks, I draw the bundle towards me on the sand. 



A shadow falls across it. I lift my eyes to stare 
At the face of the Brigand of the Strand. 

‘Yield yon smuggled booty!’ snarls the fiend, with  
cruel leer. 

‘No-one lives to argue!’ and he drags the parcel clear. 
Then from out the wet cold wrapping comes a shrieking 

caterwaul 
Like Satan’s devils yelling as they pitchfork some lost soul! 

 
The Brigand drops the bundle, and may be running still 
So great his shock and terror which overcomes his will! 
From out the soggy sheepskin crawls a black and then  

a white – 
At last, six little kittens rescued from their watery plight!! 

As I stroke the cats I muse on how the Brigand was 
undone – 

Perhaps a raucous mewling wail is cause for wars to  
be won! 

A soldier’s secret weapon may lie in a caterwaul! 
But torturing moggies for their cry would not be fair at all! 

 
So here is my invention – although it has not any 

Power to kill or maim, yet ‘twill be the end of many! 
As kilted soldiers squeeze this pouch, no longer filled with 

creatures, 
But spiked with pipes in various tones of fearful  

animal screeches! 
The bagpipe is a weapon 
One may truthfully recall 

That brings the victory o’er and o’er 
Yet kills no-one at all! 

 
 
 

Img: Barbara Fern 



 FALLING OVER – THREE VIEWS 
 Lisel Herrmann 
 
 
 Falling over: an ancient greying fence, built long  
 ago to mark a boundary; 
 Hewn by the hand of toiling labourers in so many  
 arduous hours. 
 Its sliprails weatherworn and leaning, cracked and  
 fissured now, they sway, 
 Supported only by the rows of makeshift strains  
 of rusty wire. 
 
 Falling over: a forest giant, the ruin of an  
 ancient eucalypt, 
 Once giving shade and shelter to a host of  
 animals and birds; 
 Struck down and split right to its core by lightning’s 
 power, 
 Marked by wind and fire and soon to be reclaimed  
 by mother earth. 
 
 Falling over: the toddler in the waves, not yet knowing  
 how to counter them; 
 Her feet unsteady, being swept off balance by their 
 surging force. 
 Fearless still, she laughs with sheer delight, as she  
 is lifted up, 
 Only to await the next oncoming wave and then 
 fall over once again. 
 
 
 
 
 



  GATHERING MORE STICKS 
  George Toseski 
 
 
  The prodigal returns, shorn of partner 
  house sliced in half 
  to the room where teenage years  
  unfolded, masturbating noiselessly 
  though audible sighs escape 
  hinting at the break up/down, 
  lost job, altered circumstance, 
  the reassembled sky and 
  the price of housing. 
 
  Ripped from the flirtatious inner suburbs 
  into the nest in the steady west 
  that previously hurled him out the tree, 
  but arms that were chopped at 
  like shrubs blocking an exotic path 
  are now kissed like feet 
  for the promise that family 
  will always be there  
  is being taken up. 
 
  Embracing a return to the communal, 
  it’s a pleasure to contribute to bills 
  and pay board, eat dinner 
  on a large noisy table, 
  hungry fists thudding upon the plate 
  like an auctioneer’s gavel. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 



 
 

 



THE C-WORD  
Xavier Toby  
 
 
A clown, Charlie Chaplin, a constable, Cleopatra and a couple of 
Cinderellas were already there when Andrew arrived, but no 
cowgirls. He grabbed a Corona and went over to the constable, 
who was drinking a citrus cocktail. 
 ‘Hey Malcolm, nice uniform,’ he said. 
 ‘Thanks. What did you come as? Chalk?’ 
Andrew was wearing a white t-shirt and pants, and a curly white 
wig. ‘No, I’m supposed to be a cloud.’ 
 ‘Good one,’ said Malcolm. 
 A cactus, a cosmonaut, three cats and a Count Dracula 
wearing a cravat had arrived. Along with a cyclist, who seemed to 
be the only one not embarrassed by his lycra shorts, but still no 
cowgirls. 
 ‘There are some hot girls here,’ said Malcolm. 
 ‘Well,’ Andrew breathed in, ‘that may be correct, but if they are 
Catholic or celibate, they are not likely to consent to copulation 
even if you use contraception such as a condom.’ 
 Malcolm stared at him. ‘What?’ 
 ‘Don’t worry about it,’ said Andrew. 
 Catherine had hired the function room at the Roxy, a nightclub 
in Parramatta, for her birthday party. It was softly lit with a DJ at 
one end, couches at the other and a bar running the length of one 
wall. The city office of the insurance firm where Andrew worked 
had been relocated to Parramatta a few months ago. Andrew didn’t 
know Catherine but some of his friends forwarded him the email 
invitation that listed three rules for her 25th birthday party:  
 1. Dress as something beginning with ‘c’;  
 2. Nobody except for me can come as Cleopatra;  
 3. Nobody to use the c-word 
 A chicken, chef and a criminal arrived, as well as a guy with a 
broken leg who claimed to be a cripple and the staff from the 
mailroom, who looked the same as usual in casual clothes. 
 Then finally, a cowgirl.  
 Andrew had worked on a project with Lisa, the cowgirl, and 
afterwards they’d flirted over email, sharing jokes and gossip. 
Tonight he hoped to find out if there was anything to it. 



 Lisa had told Andrew that Catherine stole the idea for the party 
from Belinda, whose ‘b’ party had been, according to Catherine, 
‘Extremely b-grade and boring, with bland music and too many 
blokes drinking beer.’ 
 Andrew listened to Malcolm whinge about work while he 
waited for a chance to chat to Lisa. It was the regular gripe about 
how their job was finding reasons not to honour a claim. 
 ‘It’s all bureaucracy and bullshit,’ said Malcolm. 
 A cowboy gave the cowgirl a big hug. 
 ‘That’s not her boyfriend,’ said Malcolm. 
 ‘Excuse me?’ said Andrew. 
 ‘Lisa. You’ve been staring at her since she arrived.’ 
 Malcolm joined a group of men from the office, all predictably 
dressed as cowboys, commandos or cricketers. Andrew went over 
to Lisa. 
 ‘Let me guess,’ she said. ‘Chalk?’ 
 ‘No, I’m a cloud.’ 
 ‘Nice one. How did you think of that?’ 
 ‘Everyone sees something different when they look at a cloud. 
So I wondered, if I dressed as one, would people see me 
differently?’ Lisa replied, but the speeches had just started and 
Andrew didn’t hear her. 
 After the speeches finished, Catherine cut the cake and was 
covered in confetti, then a colossal conga line commenced that 
incorporated the complete crowd. 
 Lisa tried again to speak to Andrew but the DJ restarted, much 
louder than before, and the lighting changed from dull to ultraviolet, 
causing Andrew to glow bright blue. He looked around for the 
cricketers, but they’d been clever enough to leave, and he was 
now even more vibrant than the girl who had come as coral. The 
laughter slowly increased as people alerted each other to the 
spectacle. 
 If he had more confidence, Andrew would have rubbed himself 
up against the guy dressed as charcoal as a joke. Instead he 
remembered how he hadn’t been to the gym for months and must 
look like a huge, iridescent blob. 
 As he left he thought to himself, ‘What a conspicuous 
congregation of cancerous charlatans, cavorting concubines and 
cadaver caressing, castrated cuckolds,’ and smiled. 
 



BUMP…BUMP 
Jacqui Douglas    
 
 
Two hundred years ago convicts 
built a road that passed close by 
the Gentlemen’s Rest near the 
Hawkesbury River.  
 The abandoned double storey hotel with its thick walls, 
narrow doorways and upper and lower verandas is 
concealed by a forest of mangroves. Today that part of the 
river is accessible only by boat. 
 On the jetty across the river a young woman intends to 
read the newspaper in the warmth of the autumn sun but 
cushions, rugs and the surge of the incoming tide bring a 
drowsy hypnosis. 
 Bump… bump… the noise wakes her. What? Where? 
Bump… bump… she rolls over and looks down. Beneath 
the jetty she sees an old timber row boat jammed against 
a pylon, trapped by the tide. It hits the ladder as the water 
surges past. Bump…bump. 
 A man’s body is slumped in the water in the bottom of 
the boat. She calls out, he does not respond. Her husband 
won’t be back for an hour or two. She gets some rope to 
secure the boat before the tide turns and steps down the 
ladder. Holding on with one hand, she uses all her 
strength to tie the boat and pull it away from the pylon.  
 There are no oars. The man is bearded and unkempt, 
scratched, muddy and seems to be unconscious. He 
wears old pants made of some heavy faded yellow fabric 
tied with rope. His feet are bare and bruised around both 
ankles. 
 Two hundred years ago convicts built a road. 
 
Img: Broad Arrow Mark used on convict uniforms. J. Douglas  



SHOEBOX 
Lauren Alison Maher 

 
 

I moved into a shoebox 
With others on the shelf 
And learnt a few lessons 

In keeping to myself 
 

Below I hear Seamus 
Farewelling the police  

He’s off the hook still here am I 
Prisoner to this lease 

 

I met Sam when I found her son 
With a knife, he’s only Two 

I went to knock on her door, it wasn’t there anymore 
She laughed and said she knew 

 

Patrick’s always hiding 
From the cockroach king and queen 

He saw them in the bathroom 
Shaking hands with Mr Sheen 

 

My underwear is gone again 
I know that it was Ray 

They were on the line and so am I 
The longer that I stay 

 

From the missing window 
I see some broken glass; 

Nappies, prams and needles 
And a tiny patch of grass 

 

I sit here in a shoebox 
Staring at a match 

Will anybody miss us  
Or come to sweep the ash? 



ANTIOCH JOURNEY (Turkey) 1996 
Dona Zappone 
 
 
(l) Antakya, the biblical city as it’s now called, lies on the Asi river 
(Orantes) on a fertile plain, surrounded by rugged mountains. The 
tour bus meandered up a dangerous mountain road through steep, 
granite rocks. Wildflowers, yellow against the sunlight grew 
through the crevices. Olive and pepper groves grew in abundance 
in the valley below. A wasteland of concrete and cement jungle 
called, ‘Mustafa Kemal Projects’, were scattered against the 
backdrop of the Mediterranean. 
 This walled city built by the Roman Empire held an ancient bell 
tower now eroded with age through the centuries. A stray wolf-
hound came close to the bus sniffing for handouts. He was a sleek, 
magnificent animal, very friendly, most probably working the fields 
across that valley we just passed. Turkey is famous for its wolves, 
some tame, some wild. 
 The city is built in the centre of an earthquake zone. A sleepy, 
provincial town of old Ottoman villas decorated with carved 
wooden balustrades and vines tumbling over shuttered windows. 
Great caravans of merchants from all over Europe, Persia, India 
and the East once traded in silks and spices. Now it’s just another 
backwater market town, dead and forgotten. 
 
(ll) An aqueduct dating back to Alexander the Great, was in ruins 
by the side of the road, now surrounded by fertile land with 
sunflowers growing in abundance. Our destination was St.Peters 
Church built inside a cave high on top of a hill surrounded by an 
ancient watch tower, more wooded hills and marble statues – now 
eroded. A fountain built during Alexander the Great’s rule stands in 
the courtyard of blue-pebbled uneven tiles. Some Christians still 
remain in this town. 
     The early Christian evangelists St.Barnabas, St.Paul and 
St.Peter all visited this city. The Hatay Museum houses one of the 
richest collections of Roman mosaics in the world. (There was an 
article in ‘The Guardian’ of its find.) The Grotto of St. Peter is in  
the cave church. Selcuk Turks conquered the town early in the  
11th Century A.D. when Antioch became known as Antakya by the 
Turks. It was a fair climb up the winding stairs. Some of it had worn 



away with neglect through the ages. The inside of the grotto was 
very dark and damp; a little overwhelming after such a long 
journey. An old Turk who was the guardian of the church allowed 
us to pay our respects and we left some donations in an ancient 
blue urn. But the real guardians were three wild wolf dogs, one as 
white as snow. They rested, stretched on the wall in the sun, 
watching us.      
 It was market day when the bus stopped for a break. The 
streets were filled with boxes of strawberries, apples, oranges, 
vegetables and grapes laid out in the sun. Kids young and old with 
long sticks were tending their cows and fat goats with bells tinkling, 
in the field across the road. 
 An old wizened man was selling roasted pistachio and 
chestnuts, their aroma floated across where we stopped for our 
afternoon break. The air was heavy with thick clouds of kebab 
smoke and the aroma of grilling meat. One could hear the various 
dialects of Arabic, Persian, Kurdish and Turkish mingled with 
English. The bus driver informed us in broken English not to 
wander off or else the wolves might eat us for lunch! We sat on old 
carved tables and chairs, sipped our hot steamy ‘apple chai’ and 
ate roasted chestnuts and sesame ‘ekmek’ dripping with honey. 
There weren’t any modern toilets, just an old outhouse, dark, with 
a hole in the ground and a bucket of water. We travelled with our 
own toilet paper! 
 Outside the walls of the church were white-washed stone 
cottages reaching all the way to the sea. Past Iskenderun, the road 
winds uphill towards the town of Sarimazi to Belen, an old 
settlement dating back to the time of Hammurabi, king of Babylon.      
We passed through derelict castles, once very famous, Snake 
Castle (Kizkelesi) and Black Castle. The land surrounding this part 
of the country is very fertile, the soil so rich. 
 It was time to head off back to Adana, watching the sky 
change colour. It took my breath away just standing there gaping 
at this ancient mystical city. A blue/white-tiled Arabic mosque stood 
resplendent in this grey landscape. Wood-smoke from old 
chimneys, pungent. The muezzin had begun his prayers. Evening 
was setting in. Incredible, exhilarating – a country I fell in love with. 

 
1. My Own Pilot Guide of Turkey (1996). 2. Chai Turkish apple flavoured tea served with 
two cubes of sugar in a dainty filigree glass. 3. Ekmek is sesame seed Turkish bread. 



IN ST. PETERSBURG 
Bill Collis 
 
 
 For its beauty the Russian city of St. Petersburg is known as the 
‘Venice of the North’. The rivers and canals that run through the 
city give it an incredibly romantic atmosphere. After years of Soviet 
neglect the city is having its noble, glittering celebrity restored. It 
was not always looked upon as a romantic place. St Petersburg 
found itself regarded with suspicion from the days of the tsars to 
Lenin and Stalin.    
      To come to the city by air one would think that not a lot has 
changed. St. Petersburg airport, built in totalitarian style, is shabby 
and faded. Strangely silent, the corridors of stone floors, here and 
there decorated by some dusty frail potted palms, lead to passport 
control. From the airport we passed ugly apartment buildings built 
during the reign of Stalin. A lonely statue of Lenin stood forlorn 
outside one of these blocks.  
      However, it is the city of Pushkin, of Dostoevsky and Anna 
Akhmatova; the Kirov Ballet, Tchaikovsky and Shostakovich. It was 
their St. Petersburg that I came looking for. In spite of the snobbish 
idea that tourism is not really travel I was hoping, as I arrived in 
this extraordinary place, that it is still possible to have a life-
enhancing, even life-changing, experience in a short time away 
from the humdrum world of daily life.  
      I have always had a fascination with the novels of Dostoevsky 
and the plays and stories of Chekhov. When I started reading them 
in my twenties I found it so different and foreign from anything else 
I had read. I lived in those books then and now I was finally here to 
walk these streets that once belonged so much in my imagination. 
It was the foreignness that was so appealing. My acquaintance 
with this city seems to have spanned my whole adult life; in my 
dreams and in my reading. To get there would gain me a short 
freedom from what passes for culture and history in Australia; to be 
foreign from the Australian way of life.  
      There is no Russian literary figure more associated with the 
destiny of St. Petersburg – Leningrad during the twentieth century 
– than the poet Anna Akhmatova (1889-1966). A survivor of the 
hardships endured during the Bolshevik Revolution and Stalin’s 



Great Terror, her husband killed, her son imprisoned and many 
friends arrested and tortured, Akhmatova refused to leave her city 
except for a brief period during the 900 day siege by the Nazi 
forces.   
     Across the city beside the Fontanka canal is the quiet little Anna 
Akhmatova Museum located in the building where she lived in a 
cramped apartment for over thirty years. It was here she wrote her 
best known works, including “Poem Without a Hero”. It was the 
apartment where her son, Lev, and lover, Nikolai Punin were 
arrested and sent to labour camps. 
     The museum itself is cared for by quiet old ladies in cardigans, 
who unsmilingly will sell you postcards and other mementoes. It 
contains some pieces of furniture and decorations, an old suitcase 
and a display of documents relating to Stalin’s persecution of the 
intelligentsia. It was important for me to go there, but I came away 
with an empty feeling. A literary pilgrim searching for his hero can 
seem farcical. My real search for Anna Akhmatova must take me 
back to her poetry. That is where her true legacy lies.     
      It is only sixty years ago since the Nazi siege brought the city 
to its knees. Hitler was determined to destroy the city. But 
Leningrad did not surrender and now the city is open to the world. 
The views of elegant buildings across the Neva River and along 
the canals and avenues still captivate the visitor. The city itself 
reflects a different time; a world of struggle and survival, but also 
one of grace and refinement. 

     After leaving the Akhmatova 
Museum, I had reached down and 
picked up a small stone from the front of 
the building and placed in my pocket. A 
Russian custom, it signifies that you will 
return to the place where you gathered 
the stone. And some day I will return. 
The city will gradually adjust and 
modernise into the 21st century but the 
enchantment and mystery will always 
remain in St. Petersburg. 

 
 
Img: Akhmatova in 1922 (Portrait by Kuzma Petrov-Vodkin) 

 



DEV 
Felicity Castagna 
 
 
Dev would like to be one of the women in the ice-cream billboards 
who sits naked in a giant bar of chocolate ice-cream. You would 
hate it, her friend Pedro protests, You can't stand the cold.  But 
Dev doesn't picture it that way, in her mind she pictures herself 
suspended in a giant sea of cream. The boundaries of her body 
would not matter in such a space, she would be weightless, 
formless, sweet. Men like Pedro cannot imagine such things. He 
is the type of man who has always just finished eating. Unlike Dev, 
he does not take the time to consider the things that are passing 
from his fingers into his mouth. He does not weigh up all the 
possibilities, does not consider that eating a slice of mud cake 
today means depriving oneself of something else tomorrow.   
 While Dev occupies herself in her world of weights and 
measures, Pedro sticks his finger into the froth of his cappuccino 
and licks his fingers. The day feels like nothing at all. It is one of 
those quiet days that drifts by with little effort, so that at the end of 
it you feel as though you have taken a very satisfying nap. Pedro 
and Dev have already had their breakfast specials, picked over 
their homemade baked beans, argued over who the waitress gave 
the most bacon to and let out their sighs of satisfaction when it was 
all gone. 
 They have come to the in-between time, wedged between the 
space in which breakfast is eaten and pieces of the newspaper are 
passed back and forth, discussed and grunted over. Neither talk 
too much today, they are still getting over the party from the night 
before. Remnants of red wine still create a faint maroon stain on 
Pedro's lips as though he has just been kissed by a woman 
wearing too much lipstick. ‘You seemed engaged in quite a deep 
and meaningful with that guy who works with Erin,’ Pedro says. 
 Dev nods her head, ‘I think he'd had too much wine.’ He had 
spent the conversation telling Dev the details of his divorce and 
staring at her with an intensity Dev found painful. She can picture 
his eyes even now; she didn't quite know how to pull herself away. 
 Pedro sips his cappuccino and prods her further for 
information about her love life. Dev pictures her love life as an old 



Greek woman who shakes her head at her and points her finger at 
all the men who got away. ‘There's no one really at the moment,’ 
she says. She wonders if she is saying this with a hint of sadness 
in her voice; is she really sad about the prospect of being alone or 
is it just something she is compelled to feel remorse over? 
 Dev orders another coffee and watches the waitress prepare it 
behind the bar. The waitress's hair falls out of its braid and hangs 
around her shoulders. She has a pashmina draped around her 
shoulders and earrings made of wood. Dev fingers her earlobes 
and wonders if she could pull off that look too. Is it a natural thing 
for this woman to look so beautiful, so relaxed? Is it something she 
spends a lot of time thinking about? Does she plait her hair in such 
a way that allows it to fall out, a kind of pre-planned accident of 
nature? Pedro has begun to watch her too. Dev considers asking if 
he is contemplating the same thing. She opens her mouth but 
decides to keep the thought to herself as her own little secret. 
 Pedro turns his head to the newspaper and hands Dev all the 
sections he knows she likes to read first. The book reviews, she 
always starts with them before she reads the news. Pedro will go 
to the sports page first and then to the news. They are a bit like a 
middle-aged couple in their knowledge of one another's habits. He 
looks now exactly how he did the first time Dev met him. He was 
sitting on a bench reading the sports pages before he went into the 
tutorial room. 
 Dev folds up the book reviews and puts them in her pocket.  
She does not feel like reading today. She does not feel like much 
at all. She watches the patrons in the cafe talk and laugh and eat 
and tries to picture the place at night when it is quiet and still. 
 Pedro reads her the movie reviews. There is one about a 
serial killer and another about an unsuited couple that fall in love. 
They agree to see a matinee film but they can't decide on which 
one. Dev would like to see the kind of film that isn't offered in the 
play lists. She would like to see something about an ordinary 
woman with hair that falls loosely around her shoulders, who thinks 
about whether or not to have that serving of dessert. The woman in 
the film would end up sitting naked in a bar of chocolate ice cream.  
Dev would go and see the film over and over again. She would sit 
with a handful of strawberry liquorice and watch the woman's body 
melt into the cream because the camera loves absences, flesh that 
isn't there, outlines of soft bodies that don't exist. 



THE RESPECTFUL MYSTERY 
Neil Collis 

 
 

 my train of thought is rattling 
to improbable connections 

i can’t be sure 
if this is my destination 

or just another whistle stop 
i’m derailed by dreams 

of the directions 
i’ve decided not to take 

i have a suspicion 
that all my sweet memories 

 are setting me up 
i offer my identification 

as I would my confession 
i can no longer distinguish 

freedom of speech 
from confusion of tongues 

except when you say 
fuck the civilised world 
your act of undressing 

reveals much more 
than your flesh and bones 

and offers much more 
than I could ever expect 

but questions my motives 
what more do you want? 
i promise never to speak 

of romance 
with my head on your breast 

you show me the strength 
to deny reality 

before rushing to return 



to an invisible world 
of all your doubts and details 
i believe in what you believe 

for now 
i don’t want to be a slave  

to analysis 
but I do want to share 

your disguise 
excuse my schizophrenic jazz 
i taste your flesh and bones 

and satisfy my cosmic hunger 
i’m on my way to hell 

singing 
 
 
 

****************** 
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TO THE VICTOR GOES THE SPOILS 
Steve Duffy 
 
 
From the original smoky back room he controlled the 
numbers, wheeling and dealing his way to where the true 
power lay. His was the smoky back room of which all 
others are but mere reflections. He didn’t smoke of course, 
that was his companion sitting in the far corner, constantly 
exhaling the putrid fumes. He’d thought about saying 
something on more than one occasion but knew it would 
do no good. Some things never change and he knew 
enough to leave a lost cause alone. He’d been at this a 
long time. 
 Some people called him a Saint – if only they knew. 
His reach extended far further than anyone could imagine, 
into the corridors of at least a dozen governments and a 
hundred corporations. When money didn’t gain access 
then fear and pain did. He was ruthless, conniving, brutal 
and exact. He had also yet to reach the depths to which 
he was willing to go to maintain his stranglehold on the 
power he had gathered to himself. 
 It was a vast, efficient operation now. No longer did he 
have to deal in grubby coin on a small scale, recognising 
the benefits of numbered bank accounts and Cayman 
Island shelf companies long ago. 
 He smiled, fondly remembering negotiations, with a 
newly autonomous Cayman government in 1962, so much 
more tropical than the old men of Switzerland and easier 
to manipulate. Others may play the game but it was he 
who wrote the rules. Life was good. 
 
The man’s companion was unhappy, though there was 
nothing new there, sulky and sullen at being forced to the 
sidelines. It had once been his fortune that had financed 



this empire building, a treasure hoarded and inherited, 
stolen and offered freely in sacrifice in the days when he 
had been the power, when he was the one to be feared, 
when it had been him who had been worshipped. 
 All that lovely gold that shone in the moonlight, that 
made delicate music when played with. The jewels, 
sparkling colour of every hue, rubies emeralds sapphires 
amethysts diamonds aquamarines, precious and rare, 
common and colourful. Now disposed of, turned somehow 
into scraps of paper and even more incomprehensively 
into fractions of an atom, pulses of electricity representing 
nothing more than zeros and ones. Mere numbers in the 
ether. 
 His beautiful treasure gone, his power no more. That’s 
what happens when you lose a battle. When you are 
vanquished the victor takes control. His life had been 
spared all those years ago, though history records it 
differently. Chained now in servitude and forced to watch 
on, every smile on the face the man in control a dagger in 
the memory of what used to be.  
 He adjusted his leathery wings, snorted his sulphurous 
fumes and turned his golden eyes to the man named 
George who was his tormentor and dreamed of his 
revenge. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Western Sydney Writers – News 
 

Shortly after the launch of ZineWest 
last year, one of our writers published 
in the zine was awarded an OAM in the 
2007 Queen’s Birthday Honours. 
Jacqui Douglas received the award in 
recognition of her services to the 
Western Sydney community in a range 
of cultural and welfare roles including 
the foundation of the New Writers’ 
Group (who produce ZineWest.) Jacqui 
was also a co-ordinator for NWG’s first 

festival and organised our subsequent incorporation. She leads 
the Merrylands Gathering at Merrylands Library. A Guildford 
resident, Jacqui’s ancestry can be traced back to the 
Malyangapa language group of Broken Hill. She says her 
involvement with indigenous councils and committees has been 
very rewarding. Congratulations Jacqui!  Photo: Anna Gruenz 

 
 

Do you ever wonder how 
long your work will survive? 
If you write a poem, who will 
read it in ten or twenty years 
time? Vicki Thornton’s first 
poem The Fiery Background 
has been set in stone at 
“The Ponds” near Kellyville 

Ridge. See http://picasaweb.google.com/nwginc/PoetrySetInStone# 
 

Not many of us have our works permanently published in a 
public place. Congratulations to Vicki and also to the planners 
for wanting to include writers in their project's architecture. 
 

"The Ponds is a partnership between Landcom and Australand, offering a 
unique water and woodland environment surrounded by an extensive nature 
corridor”. (Quote from company press release, August 2008). 

 



LONELINESS 
Heidi Lupprian 

 
 

An empty house. 
The tea cups are set next to the clocks 

As if time had never begun. 
Rustling from a distant fortress. 

And then… 
Silence. 

So pure, so haunting 
The isolation is intense 

It saturates the air 
I breathe in 

My lungs are filled with the poison. 
It circulates throughout my entire being 

And comes to rest within my soul. 
 

Tick, tick, tick, 
Tick, tick, tick, 
It is passing by 

Life. 
Too quickly, too slowly. 

Seconds, minutes, hours. 
Days, weeks, months, 

A year has now been wasted. 
And still I sit here 

Beside the unwashed porcelain  
Waiting for some inspiration 

Maybe a divine being 
To come and take my hand 

And lead me toward salvation. 
 
 
 



WRITERS’ BIOGRAPHIES: 
 
Glenn Anderson: Married with one child. Need to travel more. 
 

Esther Bartulovich: I think my own writing is best when it’s real. 
Whether it’s a work of fiction is not the point. 
 

David Bofinger: A lapsed physicist, advisor to professional killers, 
known associate of international arms merchants, wannabe writer. 
 

Kim Bramble: A Sydney writer. 
 

Felicity Castagna: A Sydney writer and teacher. 
 

Ion Corcos: A writer mostly of poetry. Themes focus on life, love, 
art, and contemporary issues. 
 

Bill Collis: After accepting “redundancy” from the Public Service in 
1993, Bill Collis began writing poetry. He edited Spindrift magazine 
from 1994 to 2000. 
 

Neil Collis: Lives in St Marys. 
 

Jacqui Douglas: Guildford resident. Community Graphic Artist. 
 

Steve Duffy: Lives in Penrith, is happily married with a young son 
and is a fanatic Geelong supporter. Stories for sale at 
www.steveduffy.info 
 
Ysolda Eckhardt: Always an amateur writer. Has only recently 
found time to write again. Works as freelance Interpreter/Translator 
and Tour Guide. 
 

Ellie Ellis: Writes poetry, short stories, songs and memoirs. 
Themes include social issues  
 

Kennedy Estephan: Migrated from Lebanon in 1987. Has been 
working for the last 18 years as a science teacher. Lives in Sydney 
with his family. 

 

Barbara Fern: Retired teacher and columnist: writes memoir, 
stories and poems; dabbles in drawings. 
 



Marina Finlayson: Married + 3 kids + too many hobbies = not 
enough time to write. www.pecked-by-ducks.blogspot.com 
 

Loren Fraley: Short, cute, and sickeningly sweet… 
 

Chris Hale: Hey there, if you’re reading this, you probably wanna 
know more about me – www.freewebs.com/violentpacifist/ 

 

Lisel Herrmann: Arrived in Australia 1950, loves writing prose and 
poetry. Enjoys FAW meetings. 
 

Min Khin Kyaw: Since 1984, writing romantic and philosophical 
free form poetry in the forms of group and diversity in natural 
environment. www.aminor-amajor.blogspot.com 
 

Heidi Lupprian: Performing artist, recent production Shakes-
peare’s Twelfth Night, Parramatta park. Writes poetry and plays. 
 

Lauren Alison Maher: A 26 year old writer 
 

Peter Porteus: An artist and writer with a background in education 
and art. Recently published in Wet Ink magazine. 
 

Reginald (Reg) Reid: Facilitates Blackheath and Kanimbla writers’ 
groups, reads at Blue Mountain venues. Self-published book of 
130 poems in 2007. 
 

Luke Rule: A professional insomniac. He entertains strange ideas 
and gainful employment in his spare time. 
 

Kathleen Steele: Published in: SAM Magazine; Living Now 
Magazine; www.australianreader.com; Like A Tiger  produced by 
Macquarie Uni Drama, 2007. 
 

Steve Thomson: Budding pulp writer masquerading as electronics 
engineer, fifty something, wife, two kids, guinea pigs, fat mortgage. 
 
Diana Tjoeng: A 2nd year journalism student at University of 
Sydney majoring in Film and Chinese. 
 

Xavier Toby: Really hope creative writing can soon become his 
full time job. Which makes him a dreamer. 
 



David Toohey: A retired hospital Social Worker. 
 

George Toseski: Studying to be a teacher of English as a second 
language. 
 

Jenny Trimboli: Is secretary of Eastwood/Hills FAW and a group 
leader for U3A, Castle Hill, for literature. 
 

Dona Zappone: Writes from personal experience, travel. 
Observations of people, places, my artwork and growing up in  
Malayasia. Published in Australia and overseas. 
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SOME GROUPS for WESTERN SYDNEY WRITERS 
 
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 Rd & Queen St, Auburn 
Contact Auburn Arts Officer 9649 5559 
 
Blackheath Probus Writers Group 
Monthly last Tuesday for reading, workshops and chatter. 
Blackheath Golf Club 10 am to12:00 noon 
Contact Reg Reid  6355 2376 or wirraminna@lisp.com.au 
 
FAW PARRAMATTA  
2nd Saturday 12.30 pm Top Floor, Parramatta Library,  
Civic Place, Parramatta. Enq: Lyn Leerson 9639 8394  
Email: lynlew@optusnet.com.au 
 
FAW ISOLATED        
www.fawnsw.org.au/regionals/isolatedwriters.htm  
 
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 Jenny Trimboli 9484 9223 
 
INFINITAS Bookshop www.infinitas.com.au 
Shop 22 Civic Arcade, 48-50 George Street, Parramatta 
bookshop@infinitas.com.au Phone 9633 5682  
SF Discussion, Writers and Review groups.  
 
Kanimbla Writers' Group 
Meets monthly on Thursday for reading and workshops 
in members’ homes from 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. 



     
NEW Writers Group Inc  
@ Parramatta 
Mars Hill Café, 331 Church St. 
Parramatta  
2nd and 4th Saturdays 3-5 pm 
www.nwg-inc.com    
nwg_inc@yahoo.com.au 
Home of ZineWest! 
See also Merrylands below. 

 
Parakeet Poets 
Parakeet cafe, bottom of Katoomba St, Katoomba 
3:00 pm on the third Saturday of each month for poetry and 
storytelling. Free entry. Details: Denis: 4782 6623.  
 

Poetry Alive 
Thursdays 11:00 am to 1:00 pm at the Liverpool Library. Poetry 
Alive is active in the local cultural scene. ken-setter@hotmail.com 
 

Writers on the River 
Writers at the River meet at 12 pm on the last Saturday of the 
month, at Caddies Coffee House (Shop 3, 2 Castlereagh St, 
Penrith). Readers of poetry, storytellers and listeners welcome. 
Free entry. Details: Brian: 4739 2219.  
 

St Marys Community Creative Writing Group 
St Marys Community Centre Cnr. Great Western H’way &  
Mamre Rd, Last Friday of the month 12:30 to 3:00 pm 
Ph: 9673 2169 PO Box 889, St Mary's NSW 1790  
E-mail: admin@smacd.org.au    
 

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


