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WINTER – from the suite,  A Seasonal Love          Melda Koparan 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When those distant lights 
from past times 
flicker across the dark-washed canvas 
before my eyes  
I know the end has well and truly come. 
No real beauty dwells there,    
waiting to be discovered. 
There is only expended energy and  
a reminder that winter has 
drained our vitality.   
What once was warm and   
what once was riveting,     
is no more. 
The cold has forcibly evicted it.   
Fond memories  
occasionally come and go. 
Vague remembrances of  
soft kisses and gentle embraces.                              

 image: R. Le’ Vano 
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WINTER          Melda Koparan 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Blurred visions of laughter 
echoing in far away corridors and 
the mild lingering scent 
of summer’s strawberries and smiles.  
Now, only ice resides   
in the hearth of our bodies and souls. 
Winter, 
life’s natural foe 
has become our love’s  
extinguisher.                                            
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
REMOVE YOURSELF!                                                   Ellen Pope 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Cats 

Like to 

Walk on your notes 

Stick their bottoms in the air 

When you’re trying 

To be 

Poetic 

 
 

image: author 
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SEPARATION ANXIETY                                      Kathryn Yuen 
_____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
In the Chinese language, goodbye literally means ‘see you again.’  

However the westernised aspects of my upbringing baulk at this 
parting remark because I know this is often not the intention or 
expectation.  

But with you… it was different.  
I’d been lucky to get this appointment. There had been a 

cancellation. As is the norm, I rushed, was lucky to find parking, and 
had applied lipstick at the red light while peering near–sightedly 
into the rear-vision mirror. 

Last week I had noticed a minor discharge, but my midwife 
friend had said it was nothing. 

Today, impregnated with my fifth child, I’d be lying down again. 
I felt like a lovingly written and finally published novel on a lonely, 
remainder table at a clearance sale.   

The technician with her not-so fluent English was initially 
unfriendly and tepid. She made me feel like this was a test I might 
not pass. But as I cautiously chatted to her, she excitedly proclaimed 
your four little limbs as a miracle of nature. Then abruptly left the 
room – not to return. 

 I took a teeny tiny siesta.  
I wondered about your sister’s driving test. If I needed to 

remind your dad and grandparents about tonight. Hoped  another 
kiddy concert would not reek of groundhog day. I prayed that the 
ultrasound machine could give us a picture of you. I tried not to 
think about my distended bladder. 

The words were finally delivered by a male doctor with a new 
haircut and undertaker’s tie. 

‘There is no pulse.’  

It was nonsensical, devoid of meaning. And then I choked 
on silence. Four words… not an announcement or explanation, 
but a sentence, a premature eulogy. Though you were barely  
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SEPARATION ANXIETY                                     Kathryn Yuen 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
the size of a chicken egg, your size matched my dates, and I and 
everyone had expected to hear your inaudible heartbeat. 

Heartbreak is a deafening silence. If I’d been an astronaut, I was 
lost in space.  

No lifeline. 
He told me this was quite common. 
When one is adrift, conspicuously alone in a void that feels a 

galaxy away from day-to-day living, it hurts to hear nothing. 
How does one remain professional when staring into the 

bottomless trench that is loss and grief? I had heard grief goes 
through us, not us through grief.  
  A health professional’s primary oath or duty of care is usually a 
call to preserve life. The radiology report would now certify a 
growth devoid of life, a non- viable foetus. 
  How do I acknowledge loss when it seems unfair, a mistake, 
when a part of me has gone? I had just announced you to the world. 
A welcome to you and congrats to your family had been placed in 
the church newsletter. We had already started organising your 
room and place and schedule in your family. 

With you still nestled in my womb, I put one foot in front of the 
other towards an evening of limbo. It didn’t feel like we were the 
walking dead. Especially at your brother’s pre-school concert. And 
there were so many babies there. 

Have I been sick? Or am I just going through one of those things 
most women have to bear? Need to be vacuumed out, or scraped 
out. A D&C (dilation and curettage). OK to go back to work in a 
couple of days.  

I wasn’t able to face the medical procedure to eject and remove 
all traces of you. And when you finally left me, it was bittersweet 
because I realised the pain of birth and miscarriage / stillbirth is the 
same. Except I didn’t celebrate. I almost didn’t know what to do 
with you. I wondered what you looked like inside the balloonish  



Page | 6  
 

SEPARATION ANXIETY cont.                            Kathryn Yuen 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
pulp of once-living flesh. It was red as an oxygenated liver or major 
organ. I didn’t want to let you go. 
  After donning a maternity-sized sanitary pad, I kissed your 
siblings for you, as they slept… soundly… but not forever. 

There is nothing as silent as an empty cradle or a baby who will 
not cry or laugh, who doesn’t officially have a birth date or death 
certificate. 

The saddest classified advert I have read was: ‘For sale, baby 
shoes, never used.’ 

He told me this was quite common… 
But he didn’t know this was not the case for the family you 

have had to bypass in this lifetime, and that you were not common.  
There are times when I wonder if it may be your face or spirit I 

see in others. And I look at them and listen a little longer. This has 
been your parting gift.  

I am not sure how but I think one day I’ll look forward to 
meeting you. I may be a bit sceptical and appear unfriendly. You 
may be too. Neither of us may be as we have remembered.   
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HOPE                          Ysolda Eckhardt 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
‘Push! Push!’   

With one last effort the squatting woman gave birth. Pedro fell 
on the large and calloused hands of his father and felt for the first 
time the scorching sunlight on his delicate skin. Once the umbilical 
cord was cut, his mother whispered,   
 ‘You come from good seed my son.’  

His birth was a much needed break during the exhausting 
routine out in the fields. They wrapped him in a multicoloured cloth 
and started their journey home.  Surrounded by snowed peaks and 
boredom, the town had little oxygen and little hope. For hundreds 
of years, men had broken their backs opening furrows and women 
had spread the seeds chanting:  

‘Give me your fruit mother earth… we need your fruit.’ 
 One day his father’s heart exploded and all the doctor could say 
was that tiredness had killed him. His mother knew that she could 
not cope on her own. The following year, she kissed her son on the 
forehead, took him to her mother-in-law and left. A bus took her 
away with only her clothes and her dreams as company. With tears 
running down her cheeks, she fantasized about a better future. As 
the bright city lights started to reflect in her pupils, she forgot her 
child and a mirage enveloped her. 
 Pedro was only eleven and felt the pain of solitude. In the 
fields, he daydreamed. The smell of flowers put him in a trance and 
his eyelids opened to another dimension. He could still see his 
mother’s blurred silhouette beckoning him. When he extended his 
arm to touch her, the reality of an illusion hit him.   

Happiness seemed unattainable, especially when his 
grandmother died and he could not cry.  

‘Grandmother, you have left and were never aware of life or 
death.’     

As he dropped the final stone on his grandmother’s tomb, he  
cont. 
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HOPE  cont.             Ysolda Eckhardt 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
felt a sharp pain in his back. He threw the shovel up in the air with 
an anger he had never felt.        

‘Think Pedro… Why is your heart aching?’  
The red lines crisscrossing the palm of his hands were cracks 

that would not heal, like the furrows of that dry and barren soil.  His 
spine was beginning to curve and all his bones were wailing at him. 
Since he was very little, he had dreamed of touching the sun.  ‘Look!  
The sun is going to sleep, just like you do.  Maybe you can catch it.’  

Sunlight had always blinded him, but that day it was different. 
With enough strength to challenge it, his eyes did not blink when he 
stared at it for a few seconds.  

‘Go to the cave and burn fragrant branches to stop all pain and 
suffering. Make a vow and then leave.’ 
 To find the answers, he had to search. ‘Ask a truck driver to give 
you a lift. Don’t be a fool.’ 

The sheep destined to have their throats cut in the market 
saved him from freezing during the trip. He thanked them and felt 
immense sorrow. Never again did he eat meat.  
 Once in the city, hunger took over.  

‘You are hungry Pedro…’ But his eyes were captivated by the 
bright coloured lights and the deafening noise of people who 
walked as though they were escaping something invisible. At some 
point, the smell of freshly baked bread filled the air. He timidly 
exchanged a coin for one bread roll. He relaxed.   
 The main cathedral made him stretch his neck and wonder why 
men would build something so tall.  The sun started to come down 
behind the spires of the church.  

‘It’s the same sun as in the fields, Pedro. It’s following you.’ 
He realized the door of the church was open and went inside. 

He could not understand the tragic expression on the statues or 
their eerie eyes following him. 
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HOPE                 Ysolda Eckhardt 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
One of the priests saw him and immediately threw him out, 

whispering that he was a dirty peasant who did not respect the 
house of God.    

‘Do not worry Pedro. He is a bit crazy. God does not live in a 
house.’ 
 Bread, water, no job and a few coins left. Whenever he thought 
about going back, a stab of pain reminded him that he would starve, 
because the fields had beaten him. At least here he could beg for 
money, like his only friend who stood in a busy corner of the street. 

‘It will only be until you find a job, Pedro.’  
Hope was almost tangible and the pain relented. He took his 

flute out of his pocket and started playing a tune his grandmother 
had taught him. The notes materialized and they reached the 
clouds. At that very moment, someone dropped a coin into his hat.  

‘You made it. Everything will be fine.’ He looked at the sun.  
‘Caught you!’ He finally remembered how to smile.   
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SWEEPING THOUGHTS                                        Jan O’ Loughlin 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 My neighbour Lenore has been ill for several weeks. She has had to 
give her car away. Now her sister’s car has gone from the driveway 
as well. This can only mean that Lenore has moved into the next 
stage of her illness and can’t be looked after at home.  

I sit on my front porch in the morning sunshine of late May, 
eating buttered toast on a yellow plate. I’ve cleaned up the front 
steps, have swept leaves off and rearranged plants. As I sit with my 
tea and toast, a few autumn leaves come blowing in, but I don’t 
resent them. Even if I sweep and the wind brings more leaves, those 
new leaves are the leaves of the moment. 

 I remember a story from The Book of Tea where a Tea master 
urged his son to make the tea garden perfect for the coming guests. 
The son swept all the leaves and litter off the moss and washed the 
leaves of the trees with water, but the father declared the garden 
‘not yet perfect’. The son kept on sweeping and cleaning to make 
the garden immaculate. When there was not a speck of anything or 
even one leaf littering the garden, the son called his father again to 
come and judge his efforts. The father came, looked at the 
immaculately clean garden, reached up and grabbed a branch, 
shook it and let a few autumn leaves fall onto the ground. ‘Now it’s 
perfect,’ declared the Tea master. 

I suppose I’ve been cleaning my front steps and porch this 
Sunday morning as a kind of symbolic action. Sweeping a place 
clean makes a space, is an invitation, a welcome. In Japan, people 
have a custom of sweeping entranceways to shops, homes and 
businesses, following the sweeping with pouring and splashing 
water to make the entrance clean and fresh and inviting. 

I’ve been reading a George Lois book where he takes up the 
idea of stripping a space clean to invite clarity and creativity in. He 
equates clutter and a lived-in workspace with distraction and lack of  
precision. The black and white photo in the book shows a bare room 
with one window, a clock on the wall and a large, bare table with  
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SWEEPING THOUGHTS                                       Jan O’ Loughlin 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
only a telephone and a chair. Lois talks about feeling free within 
such an uncluttered space to work ‘loosey-goosey’ with the vital 
juices flowing. 

There was a time in my life when I was both crippled and 
blinded by clutter and chaos. I felt like I was living down a deep 
mine shaft into which boulders were being thrown, the barrage 
causing a cave-in. I fantasised about escape finding me in the form 
of a great big bird swooping down and picking me up, along with my 
three children, and carrying us in its huge, accommodating talons 
into the sky, across oceans, back to my country.  

In the end, I found a way to walk rather than be carried away. I 
took up walking, first in the early mornings, then at night too, then 
wherever and whenever I could. Frightening things that weren’t 
supposed to happen in normal, everyday life kept happening at 
home, but between the episodes of fear, I had my walking times. 

Walking many times a day brought me periods of stability and 
simplicity. I could just be a person walking under the trees, or to the 
shops, around the campus, under the open sky. I stopped 
fantasising about how to escape the dark pit and started to think 
more about what it could be like after I left my broken situation 
behind. I thought about my living with violence and chaos as being 
in the past. After it was all over, I would be able to cast my mind 
back over that eventful period and it would take just a few seconds. 
It would be finite, a door I could close. 
   There was a time when walking helped me free up a space in 
my life, but today I am tidying and sweeping. In the afternoon I 
prune the front hedge and rake up the clippings, mountains of 
them. I clip and rake and take the clippings out to the compost bin, 
repeating this over and over again. At dusk the compost bin is full to 
the brim and the garden is looking neat and serene.     

Lenore’s sister has been to pick up some things for Lenore in 
hospital but now their side of the driveway is empty again.        cont. 
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SWEEPING THOUGHTS  cont.                               Jan O’ Loughlin 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
My neighbour will very likely 

not come back. 
 I sit once more on my front 

porch, watching the sunset light 
the underbellies of the clouds on 
the horizon. The glow is short; 
then the clouds fade back to grey. 
 
image:SEC 

 
 
 

 
 
 

CENTRED             Matt Hemingway 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
The doorbell sounds through the small house, waking Neil.  

He staggers to the door, pulling an old Sonic Youth shirt  

over himself. Two suited men greet him, both wearing dark 

sunglasses with shoes so polished they give off a reflection. Neil 

may have been intimidated by these men if not for their broad 

smiles. What is intimidating, however, is the slew of photographers, 

camera crews, reporters and congregating onlookers gathered on 

his unmown front lawn – all looking at him. The two men standing 

before him are silhouetted by the constant flashing of cameras. 

‘Congratulations, Sir’, one of them says, ‘It’s our honour to inform 

you that after several months of verifying calculations, our scientists 

can confirm that you are the centre of the universe.’ 
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FRANGIPANI WIND         Liz Rule 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
You picked frangipani for me 
that summer, from the tree 
at the bottom of your yard. 
 

Lulled by the Queensland heat 
and half intoxicated 
by the flowers’ fragrance, 
 

we thought that nothing 
could come between us, 
in those days of surf and sunshine, 
 

the tang of salt on the wind 
and the taste of it 
encrusting our skin. 
 

We were porpoises romping 
in the waves by day; 
at night, strolling the shorefront, 
 

and, with abandon, exploring 
the beaches, the local pubs, 
and each other, 
 

in thrall to Bacardi rum, 
not too liberally splashed 
with coca cola. 
 

The wind still moves 
through the frangipani blooms 
in that yard, no longer yours. 
 

It alone survives the withering 
of time and distance, and dreams 
drowned in the bottom of a glass. 

image:L. Le’ Vano 
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STRINGED THINGS               Julie Patterson 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Wood 

vibrates 

filters  

bends  

echoing internally 

until it frees itself amongst the air.  

 

Rhythm breaks into stride 

fingers find a voice upon the wire held tight by a fretted frame. 

 

My mind escapes 

finding its breath 

as notes and time bounce around the room 

a smile is found. 

 

The beat moves  

past thoughts and into unbounded delight 

melodies unfurl.  

My fingers move without thought  

falling into well worn patterns 

melting into the grooves on the rosewood. 

 
I am in my happy place. 
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THE BUS STOP: End of Semester               Maryam Tayyaba 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
I imagine that I am the monument 
of an ancient queen, regal and frozen,  
my fingers wrapped tightly around  
the bus stop pole, my sceptre. 
 
Our conversation has petered out  
like rain at the end of its season.  
He reads a novel, his forehead 
 (that princely forehead) 
 furrowed, absorbed in the troubles 
and trials of the Old Kingdom. 
 
I know I should not be silent yet 
my words cannot leap the gap  
 
from thought to sound 
tell him, oh, tell him,  
before he leaves for India 
before a nice, suitable bride from back home 
but I roll the words back with my teeth 
and crush them to a powder.  
 
What am I afraid of?  
The bus. His bus.   
Students swarm around it  
and my eyes follow the man  
with the spine so straight 
(the mark of kings) 
 
as he joins the queue - 
oh, tell him! Nothing. 
He disappears inside.                cont. 
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THE BUS STOP: End of Semester  cont.     Maryam Tayyaba 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
You, I want to say.  
you you you you you you you 
O you who have boarded this bus 
was it peace you brought to my realm or war?  
 
There’s the shudder of closing doors, 
the hiss of the gas lift 
and the bus is gone.  
 
Tears threaten to fatten my eyes.  
I am Theodora, Bilqis, Cleopatra 
I am Empress, Queen, Pharaoh 
but the flag of my empire has torn 
this kingdom lies in ruins and rubble 
because I am a coward; 
I have no king.  

 
 
 

 
GOLDEN GIRL                  Emma Rule 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Golden curls bobbing 
down a dusty lane. 
Short legs, 
grubby and plump. 
Feet scuffing through the dust. 
Ahead, a red road 
met by a blue, blue sky. 
Cloudless. 
One large and solitary tree on the horizon. 
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GOLDEN GIRL                  Emma Rule 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Eyes on the ground 
for a rock or a stick. 
Wander to the side of the road. 
A long unending rut has been made. 
It’s sandy, 
and a small, clear 
trickle of water runs there. 
Grubby fingers poke. 
Warm not cool. 
Unsatisfactory. 
A twig is found and dropped in. 
It floats for a moment, 
then sinks. 
No fun. 
 
A humming noise approaches. 
It’s getting louder. 
Crouching at the side of the road, 
she looks along it. 
Dusty, red, hot machine. 
The car passes. 
An old man waves from the window. 
She waves back. 
Waits for the dust to settle. 
Red, choking. 
Wipes her hand across her nose. 
Back on the road, 
toes digging in the dust as she goes. 
 
 
 
image: L. Le’Vano 
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THIS IS MY SCHOOL                                      Ruth Wyer 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

This is my school. 
There is the oval where I developed my first girl-on-girl crush 

and where I saw my first girl-on-girl fight. Where one girl scratched 
the face of another, ripped her hair, and tore her shirt off, exposing 
her bra. And I was so horrified I stood rooted to the spot and 
suffered bystander guilt for the next two years. 

That is the swimming pool, where every week so many girls 
profess to have their period in order to avoid changing into their 
cossies in front of their classmates, that the nuns insist on notes 
from our mothers verifying the status of our cycles.  Where the dux 
of my class, and perennial teacher’s pet, looked up half way through 
a race to see that she was trailing behind the other swimmers and 
let out an involuntary, ‘Shit!’ And a deep space vacuum was created 
by the collective intake of the breath of 120 spectators, most of 
whom had never heard a swear word uttered by a real-life person 
before. 

There is the outdoor assembly area where I faint so often 
during summer that my mother sends permission notes excusing 
me from school on the grounds of it being ‘forecast to be hot’.  
Where once, during assembly, a gardener mowing the lawns 
removed his shirt and was spotted by some girls in the back row 
who let out a few delighted squeals. In a textbook example of mass 
hysteria, half the school ran screaming towards him, the majority of 
us not knowing what we were screaming about or what we were 
running towards. The nuns will make sure we never see him again – 
we are saving ourselves for God. 

This is the south wing, on the second floor of which is a 
classroom run by the most feared nun of all, who punishes girls by 
making them spend the lesson kneeling on dried corncobs and peas.  
Where someone broke in after hours and snapped all the heads off 
the nativity scene figurines and glued them back in indiscriminate  
 



Page | 19  
 

THIS IS MY SCHOOL                                      Ruth Wyer 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
order – Mary’s head on a Wise Man and a sheep’s head on Baby 
Jesus – an act considered so diabolically evil that no-one was ever 
punished for fear of it being acknowledged. Perhaps it was to spare 
our souls from the fires of hell, but more likely they feared a spate 
of copycat crimes. 

And here is the stairwell leading down to the ground floor. It’s 
cool in here and the cement walls are painted pale blue. It smells of 
institution food and that strange smell at the dentist that makes the 
hairs on the back of your neck stand up and your throat constrict. It 
is here that I come some lunch times, place my foot between the 
metal rungs on the banister and twist my foot violently to the side 
in an attempt to sprain my ankle.  It never works because self-
preservation is a powerful instinct and I guess I just don’t want it 
enough. I believe I am punishing myself. But perhaps I do it for the 
same reason I will later go home and drop hot candle wax on the 
veins in my wrist.  

Nothing serious enough to 
draw unwanted attention to any 
injury, but enough to make me 
sore.  So that for just a few short 
minutes I can believe that this is 
where I hurt. This is the source of 
my pain. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                                                      image: A.Marsden 
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WENTWORTHVILLE COWBOY                     Morag Sutton 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
The cattle were restless, their heads lifting and their nostrils 
sniffing the air; their huge Jersey eyelashes gazing up to the 
heavens now dominated by dark clouds. The tour guide was 
looking spooked though the cattle were taking it in their stride.  

‘They’ll be right Jarvis,’ I told him. ‘They’ve seen it all before 
mate. You stay calm, they stay calm – no spooking on either side 
of the human divide.’ He chortled a bit and seemed to breathe a 
sigh of relief. ‘You just keep quiet and you might learn some new 
tricks from this old dog,’ I told him, ‘she’ll be right.’ 

We settled around the campfire, a makeshift bunch if ever I’d 
seen one. This setting could have been witnessed in any part of 
the world years back. The Argentines would have serapes draping 
them and their boots would be hand carved leather, sombreros 
covering their heads; in other countries the cattlemen had a 
different dress code that stamped them as tough blokes wherever 
they went.  

Here on the Canning Stock Route it was R M Williams from 
our boots to our Akubra hats with chinstraps to finish the package 
off. Back when I was a lad some of us felt lucky to inherit a pair of 
boots when one of the older blokes traded up on his footwear or 
won a pair in a game of cards in town between jobs. Other young 
fellows wouldn’t wear footwear if you paid them, ‘Makes you 
soft,’ they’d say with a nod of the head that left a question in the 
air. Our food was plain and simple then, roo stew and damper 
with a billy of tea to wash it down was standard fare. And no olive 
oil and dukkah to dip our damper in back then, no way.  

 I lie staring up at that magic sky now and more old times 
flood in, memories I’d not recalled since they happened; nothing 
exciting, nothing to get the hairs on the back of my head standing 
up like soldiers on parade, no, nothing like that – just sweet 
memories. W e’d never moved Jersey cattle back in the day; I’d 
have remembered that. It was always Friesian cows back then as       



Page | 21  
 

WENTWORTHVILLE COWBOY                            Morag Sutton 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
far as I remember.  

The blue cattle dogs were the hardest workers on the crew 
bar none. Old Jack the cook used to send his bluey Nipper out to 
call the blokes in for their tucker and I swear he had a special bark 
as he ran from one worker to the other rounding them up like 
cattle.   

I wondered how much the tourists got out of these trips that 
offered, “The authentic stockman experience along the Canning 
Stock Route of legendary fame.” There was a mixed bunch on this 
crossing – some didn’t speak much English, others were 
adventure tourists. Then there was me - Alfie Smalfey, or Arthur 
Smalfy to be more precise, though Alfie has stuck with me 
through my working years and I haven’t bothered changing it.  

I’ve come on this trip for the ride and it must have cost a fair 
wallop. The grandkids bought it for my 75th birthday and I was 
choked up by their thoughtfulness, though I did wonder how my 
old bones would cope.  

I’ve lived in Wentworthville for so long now I’ve gone soft, 
and I’d thought my travelling days were over when I lost my Rosie 
to cancer.  The closest I usually get to the bush these days is the 
Royal Easter show at Homebush; I just love going to the ring 
events and wandering around the stalls, taking in the animal 
smells and chatting to the boys from the bush. There’s Landline 
too on ABC 1 on Sundays at noon. It’s like a spectator sport to me 
and I never miss it. 

Jarvis is headed my way now and probably wants to learn all 
he should know about the outback from this old dog. I’m not part 
of the crew anymore. He’ll get my advice in small doses as and 
only when I want to prescribe it. I’m feeling weary; it’s been a 
long day and right now all I want is sleep. 

I shift my akubra over my face and lie there playing possum.  
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QUIET TONGUE                Talia Walker 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Her words are naught but silence. 
Her lips do not move –  
she fears too much to pierce the quiet. 
Conversation curves around her,  
avoiding her, afraid to touch her. 
 
She hears it, ignores it, loathes it. 
Insubstantial words mean nothing 
in the swirling clamour of lies 
and blame 
and guilt. 
 
It blankets her, her silence,   
comfortably,  
securely,  
her barrier against the hurt and pressure and  
echoing laughter of her world. 
 
Her eyes meet no others. 
Permanently downcast, they desperately comb  
the dusty earth for some form of penance,  
some form of reasoning, 
of explanation. 
 
Human connection she has forfeited. 
Humanity she knows none. 
There is no mercy in the microcosm of terror,   
scorched under the unremitting heat. 
Hope evaporated with her tears.  
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QUIET TONGUE               Talia Walker 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Horror is painted beneath her eyelids; 
her nightmares soothe her in her sleep – 
they are better than the nothingness 
that consumes her waking hours,  
those slow, monotonous hours. 
 
Whistling, crumbling, screaming – 
the sounds of destruction 
taint the air  
occupying her thoughts  
until she becomes numb to them.  
 
The oxygen tastes like dust  
and pain 
and panic. 
The bloody stain on the floor 
smells metallic. 
 
Mosquitoes hum constantly,  
their bites are as common as  
the beggars in the city streets. 
Flies are quick to claim any food,  
jealously swarming and fighting. 
 
The walls are mud. 
Protection from the wind: good. 
Protection from guns: none. 
If you don’t have anything good to say, don’t say anything. 
She stays silent. 
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CHINA                    Sepy Baghaei 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
I ran away to a foreign place. 
Ran away somewhere I couldn't be touched. 
I found magic in an endless garden, 
a carnival of whimsical delights –  
clowns, dancers, 
comedians and their audiences. 
I lost myself in the lights. 
I found such a surreal delight. 
 

I pressed pause on the remote to my life. 
Put everything on hold but the moment. 
Found joy and fear, so deliciously intertwined, 
said goodbye to words, embraced touch, taste, 
and only the briefest of feelings. 
Danced the tango, let go, 
came back and spun round again, 
and kept spinning freely 
without end. 
 
I found myself grown; 
Something changed. 
Something I needed. 
Freedom to rise and fall so hard, 
to break and mend all on my own, 
no sweet soothing words.   
Just my own voices to deal with, 
and deal I did. 
 

I shattered like a teacup, 
the wind blew my pieces all over town. 
Hundreds of feet  
stepped all over me. 
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CHINA                    Sepy Baghaei 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
But even pieces of glass 
are as strong as the sum of their parts. 

A piece of me picked up, 
placed in a new solid being, 
and slowly hundreds more melded to me. 
Soon I reformed into a pretty new piece of china –  
not unbreakable, not ever, but 
in a form ready to function.  
Aware that at some point I may again break; 
but knowing that I would always 
find a way to rebuild again.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
The First Time We Made Love   cont.          Norm Fairbairn 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
I remember it well 
the first time we made love 
you the slightly unwilling 
me the slightly persistent young buck. 
 

But against your better judgment 
you complied, 
possibly regretting every minute of it  
as I parked my emotional luggage by your heart. 
 

‘It’ll be alright’, I assured  
‘it’ll work out fine,’ I assured, 

cont. 
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The First Time We Made Love  cont.          Norm Fairbairn 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
but be assured, I had not the slightest idea, 
but it did work, for a while. 
 

Whilst I remember all the things that happened in the spaces in 
between, 
 

I remember it well 
the last time we made love 
you the slightly unwilling 
me the slightly persistent one for the road old coot.  
 

But against your better judgment 
you complied 
absolutely regretting every minute of it 
with my actual luggage parked by the door. 
 
‘You’ll be alright,’ I assured 
‘you’ll work things out fine,’ I assured 
but be assured, I did not care in the slightest 
but if it did work out, well and good. 
 
We are two ends of a twenty year epic 
a storyline where epilogue and prologue meet 
where the entire plot consists of just love and war 
and you pretty much know how it ends by page two. 
 
The great parallel  
between the first time 
and the last time we made love 
is that on neither occasion was I in love with you, 
 
that was one of those things that happened in the spaces in 
between. 
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MOTHERHOOD STATEMENT                            Lynn Garlick 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Nativity played out with flesh and bone 
heat and cold pain and patience 
Push!  
Plate it! 
 
The birth, the manger, this stranger, 
I am Madonna like no other and like all others 
nursing nursing Nursing Mother’s Association 
bottles and formula 
what a simple formula is love. 
 
Poo, poo vegemite poo 
‘Who are you?’ 
I am no longer sure. 
Who’d have thought the young babe 
would have so much poo in him? 
 
Mommy blogger, pram and jogger  
attached to the breast, mastitis frustratitis 
can’t get out, crying crying crying crying 

not just the baby. 
 
Sisterhood motherhood neighbourhood 
He’s up to no good? 
He better not be lying! 
Selfless helpless sleepless nights 
sleep sleep I pray for thee 
sweet lucidity 
prepare thousands of meals and yet I write not, 
can a child eat words? 
 

cont. 
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MOTHERHOOD STATEMENT cont.          Lynn Garlick 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Love, heartbreaking love, there is nothing more painful 
than the fear of loss 
of love of limb of life, not your own but the child’s  
the baby the rugrat the littl’n 
‘Raised by my own hand.’ 
Children choose their parents, 
Why didn’t anyone tell me? 
 
Sing husha husha lullaby 
Read! ‘They roared their terrible roar 
And gnashed their terrible teeth,’ 
‘Twelve little girls in two straight lines 
the youngest one was Madeline,’ 
 ‘Goodnight room, goodnight moon,’  
I have measured out my life with baby spoons. 
 
Tucked in, cherub-face 
cherub-faced slumber 
even as adolescents 
pimply and mean 
are angels when asleep. 
Then the grown red meat feet will retreat 
just leave 
flee 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Page | 29  
 

A HAPPY MOMENT               Kennedy Estephan 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

She adjusts herself in her seat, a slim figure turned pale under the 
uncompromising spill of fluorescent light. The mahogany desk 
stands between us, a constant reminder of the two different worlds 
we belong to: a doctor’s and a patient’s. 

For years she’s been visiting the clinic, trying to conceive. A 
simple test much earlier on had cleared her husband’s seed – one 
less variable to worry about in the complicated formula of things. 
Her own system also looked healthy, all in good shape and with not 
a hint of a pathological problem to ring an alarm bell. Strange, one 
might think, how one would then go about explaining her infertility. 
But the human body is such a mystery. Anyone would agree to that. 
It does not take a specialist to endorse. 

And so various treatments were explored. When all had failed, 
IVF was suggested. So far the patient has had eight unsuccessful 
cycles. This one, irrespective of its outcome, will have to be her last. 
There are only so many procedures anyone can endure. So many 
needles. 

 Her eyes are averted; I am peripheral. I can sense her anxiety, 
constantly tucking at that lock of hair dangling invisible behind one 
ear. Today her husband has not accompanied her. I clearly 
remember him; how on their last visit together he vented his 
frustration at the lengthy process and ranted about all the sacrifices 
he had made. If only he had been the one to go through what she 
had, I thought.  Flipping through a glossy magazine to produce a 
couple of millimetres of semen—not my idea of a sacrifice, really. 

Her little cough brings me back to the present. I reach for her 
latest blood-test report and scan through terms and numbers.  

The summary at the very end confirms my inference. This is no 
mistake.  

‘Congratulations,’ I say. ‘You're pregnant.’ 
She tilts her head to the side, as if she has misheard.         

cont. 
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A HAPPY MOMENT  cont.                 Kennedy Estephan 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 ‘You’re four weeks late, your progesterone level is way up, and 

the lab report sums it up. You are pregnant.’ 
Her eyes well up with tears. Her torso straightens with a sudden 

surge of confidence.  A warm feeling glows within me.  
After a quick run through future procedures, nothing to fret 

about, just to make sure all is fine, I lead the patient to the waiting 
room and leave her in the care of the receptionist. When I walk back 
into the clinic I sit down, feeling a little stiff in the upper back, and 
in-between patients I take off my glasses, rub the strain off my eyes, 
put them on again.  

On the desk before me is a porcelain plaque my daughter 
bought me on Father’s Day. Text is inscribed on it. It reads: After a 
long day at work, a gynaecologist knocks on the door of his own 
place, waits for his wife to open the door, stares at her for a lengthy 
moment, then mutters: ‘At last, a face!’   

A mischievous girl! Her sixteenth birthday on the eleventh. 
 The interphone buzzes.  
‘Ms A. Graeme,’ the receptionist says.   
 ‘Please, let her in.’ 
The patient, 29, is a picture of health: straight posture, radiant 

skin, glowing eyes, a natural smile. I scan through her file: a few 
routine check-ups, a minor case of candidiasis at one stage. 
Otherwise, all clear. 

‘What can I do to help, Ms Graeme?’ 
Her eyes show intelligence. For a moment they focus on the oil 

painting hung on the side wall. In it Hippocrates watches over a 
group of his medical students bowing their heads in acquiescence to 
an oath just made.  

She looks back at me. 
 ‘I think I’m pregnant,’ she finally says. 
 ‘Yes.’  
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A HAPPY MOMENT                  Kennedy Estephan 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
She looks past me. She is silent. The fading smile says it all. 
 

~~ 
 

At 3.20 p.m., a case of gonorrhoea, a fingerprint from an affair. 
The patient is married. At 4.35, advanced uterine cancer. 
Hysterectomy! ‘But I’m only thirty one. I still haven’t got kids.’ Her 
voice wavers with emotion. She is close to tears. ‘It could’ve been 
far worse,’ I offer, to no avail. She sobs. 

 Joy, frustration, shame, fear. So many stories there, stirring 
and morphing in the womb of things.  

All patients have been attended to; my day is finally over. On 
my way out of the clinic I pause by a window and gaze homeward at 
the spill of suburbs blinking from across the Harbour. As I take in the 
view, I suddenly see her. Standing amidst family and friends, she is 
wearing her playful grin as she leans forward over the birthday cake 
and, to the backdrop of a good old tune, blows her sixteen candles. 

It’s a happy moment. A few days from now.  
And there, on the tired face in the glass, a smile…  
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THE RABBIT GAME              S.E. Salvidge 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
‘I am the hunter, you are the rabbit and I will get you. So scream!’ 
This was The Rabbit Game, the make–pretend game I would play 
with my classmates at recess and lunchtime whenever I could get 
my way. 

There were other games my friends liked to play more: murder 
in the dark; duck, duck, goose; hair braiding; or my personal least 
favourite, skipping.  

When Carrie got her way we’d always end up outside the 
canteen area skipping. They would skip while I swung the long rope 
with the other big girl Elisa. I couldn’t participate in the skipping 
because they’d laugh at me if I tried; I was too big, too clumsy, too 
much.  

There were a few moments as we spilled out of the classroom 
into the grassed playground where we would decide what game we 
would play next. If I got the chance to do it before anyone 
mentioned skipping, I would shout,   

‘I am the hunter, you are the rabbit and I will get you. So 
scream!’  

I would chase the closest girl to me with an imaginary axe and 
pretend to cut off her head and sit on her. As she would squirm and 
giggle beneath me I would yell, ‘Are you a rabbit. Are you a rabbit?’  

When they submitted and agreed that they were rabbits I’d 
leave them on the ground to find another rabbit girl to add to my 
pile. I wasn’t as fast as most of the girls but they would let me catch 
them after a few minutes of chase because getting caught was the 
point of The Rabbit Game.  

My goal was to cut off the head of all the rabbits and create a 
pile of giggling, dead rabbits that I would sit on, and take my rightful 
place at the top of, and there I was, the hunter with my prey. 

 The girls would laugh and kick and scream and I would sit on 
them, panting and sweating, as proud as I could be.  
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SHANDONG BLUES                     Louisa Zhang 
____________________________________________________________________________ 

 
She was seventeen, according to the Chinese calendar, almost two 
years older than they'd call her back at home. Not yet an adult here, 
but definitely not beneath the role of labour and responsibility that 
was now expected of her.   

Her father and mother hadn't said anything to each other for 
days ever since arriving in Shandong, despite the three of them 
having to sleep in the one bed. ‘Your father's as unreasonable as can 
be,’ her mother once told her cryptically, an icy tone to match the 
winter weather outside. She longed to understand what her father 
meant, every time he said, ‘You must never forget your roots, 
Louisa.’ Or, ‘Home is the most important thing. You cannot ever 
forsake your home.’ His face a grave map of lines and topography.  

She dared not answer her father back when he was in one of 
his serious moods. Mental flash, like the sun reflecting off a rippled 
pool. The only time she'd ever seen her father cry. He was 
embracing and kissing an old man, his uncle, his own father's 
brother, their tears mixing on each others' faces. The tanned, 
weathered face of a peasant against soft city skin. Only five at the 
time, this was Louisa's first visit to China, to see her father's 
relatives. Her father and the man were saying some sort of a 
goodbye; her great-uncle smiled to Louisa through his glazed face, 
cherishing her like he did all grandchildren. Her father cried 
uncontrollably, great wracking sobs shaking his large frame. And she 
watched, dry-eyed, her father's violent heartbreak as he waved 
away his uncle's car.  

‘Why were you crying, Daddy?’ 
  Her father gave her a watery smile. Everything seemed to 
confuse her, the mad warping of pain and pleasure in her father's 
face. ‘Great uncle is going away forever. I'll never see him again.’ 
She somehow understood later that this was a decades-long-
awaited reunion, as well as a final farewell. 

cont. 



Page | 34  
 

SHANDONG BLUES   cont.              Louisa Zhang 
____________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Ten years later, she sat in the back of a well-heated BMW, her 
twenty-something cousin at the wheel, a Taiwanese mix CD playing. 
She was in the middle of the backseat, separating her silent mother 
and father, a little squashed by the latter. They were driving along 
white fields, blankets of snow, and dense crumbly roads, yellowed 
by village clay. Before getting out, Louisa fitted herself up in her 
woollen beanie, gloves, and drew the zipper of her white parka up 
to her mouth, lips chapped and dry. From there, they fought against 
the coastal wind, whistling and hurtling itself against them, as they 
trudged down and around to the village cemetery.   

The Australian cemeteries she’d seen were well-groomed 
official places, bordered off by a high fence and an entrance gate. 
Here, she absent-mindedly stepped on the grave of an unknown 
ancestor, old twigs of incense snapping beneath her boots. The 
place had no visible border, but was a dormant forest, the trees 
stunted little things, frozen by the snow. A grave was marked here 
and there by a prominent mound of yellow dirt and, if modern 
enough, a plank of engraved wood or heavy stone. Through the 
hundreds of Zhangs and Lis, her father and cousin lead Louisa and 
her mother to her own grandfather and great-grandfather. Her 
grandfather's mound was marked in stone, while her great-
grandfather was signified by wood. She could barely make out the 
inscriptions, carved out, she was told, by another relative.  

They dumped books of yellow tissue paper, a special funeral 
paper, onto the graves and lit them. Instead of burning like she 
expected them to, they smoked quickly and easily. The forest was 
too cluttered and the wind too biting for them to kowtow properly, 
so they each made do with a little bow, hands pressed together like 
in a western prayer.   

They left after a few moments, something unspoken moving 
between her father and her cousin. The trek back to the car was 
conducted in silence except from her father, who spoke quietly, 
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SHANDONG BLUES                      Louisa Zhang 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
a radiance in his eyes unlike any that she'd ever seen back at home. 
He told her about his father, his father's father, his several uncles, 
who were like second fathers to him. Told her how the average 
family, back in those days, had around six or more children and how 
one's family was one's life, always something to do, someone to 
help, someone to care for, and someone to care about you. Funny, 
Louisa thought, Dad's almost never spiritual at home.   

Perhaps visiting ancestors' graves wasn't so much a matter of 
spirituality, but one of love and longing. As an only child, Louisa was 
born accustomed to the everyday social silence and lonesomeness 
that came with her idea of family. She bit her lip against the cold 
and a miniscule sense of emptiness that sunk into her as they all 
piled back into the BMW.   

This wasn't home for her, she told herself. No, home was 
warmth and scorching weather, was sandwiches and hot showers, 
electricity and internet. Home was far away, but still there, she 
affirmed with herself. But what about her father? Would he harbour 
the desire to be buried in Shandong, China, with the rest of his 
ancestors in their overgrown forest graveyard? Or would he be 
content with decaying underground amidst a colony of strangers,  
all equally as dead and alone?  

Her father had not entered the car. He was standing outside, 
facing the crashing sea, eyes scanning the horizon. For a moment, 
Louisa saw a teenage boy, gangly and tanned and naïve about the 
world. He wore grey scars on the backs of his knuckles, from salty 
fish hooks and squinted as though reading fine print from a 
smudged newspaper. And then he was her father again, an ageing, 
soul-broken man, unwilling to go forwards, but unable to go back.  
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CHECKPOINTS (1996-1999) Colombo, Sri Lanka     Yasmin Tambiah 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
l 
The old man crosses the street, weaving unsteadily through 
afternoon traffic. Dust untamed rises, reminder of delayed 
monsoons. At a barrier resplendent with barbed wire, greened oil 
drums, sandbags, the young soldier snaps in Sinhalese, ‘Your ID!’ 
The old man begins: ‘I’m Brigadier…’  
‘I don’t care who you are; where’s your ID?’ 
 
He’s erred in revelation 
speaking Sinhalese like a Tamil 
That slip of tongue erasing  
thirty years loyal to a state  
with no place  
for soldiers with wrong names –  
amnesia  
heavy  
hard-edged  
like a medal  
 
Months later 
to a soldier barely 18 
weighted down by weapons 
and wilting in relentless sun  
at a perimeter 
the old man offers water 
The young man’s grateful 
then surprised  
by the revelation –  
spoken in Sinhalese like a Tamil –  
‘I’ve been a soldier too’ 
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CHECKPOINTS                  Yasmin Tambiah 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
ll 
My friend and I are driving home after dinner. She’s Sinhalese; I’ve a 
Tamil last name. We both were born and grew up in this city. 
Stopped at a checkpoint, the sentry, speaking Sinhalese, asks for our 
identity cards. He first checks my friend’s, returning it without 
comment, then mine. ‘Do you have a police registration form?’ ‘It’s 
at home.’ ‘You’re supposed to carry it on you.’    
 
He’s civil 
just following orders – 
from a faraway village 
asking me 
city-zen 
to prove I belong 
Just doing his state’s bidding 
my redemption possible 
if willing 
to be  
dispensable 
  
This time 
my mouth a flamethrower 
I rage  
at a ritual enacted  
over and over  
‘cross 25,000 miles square 
on a solar flare 
touch the immortal 
knowing 
I will not fear  
this state  
again   
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THE DAYLIGHT DILEMMA                          Bradley Mercieca 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
The kitchen carpet is damp with European beer. 
Shattered glass jitterbugs on a pulsating speaker. 
Several sinners remain in my church for delinquents,  
where the wine is consumed in excess 
and the hymns cause partial deafness. 
 
A dismal form rests in the driveway, 
sprouting stubble that could sand down timber. 
Neighbours watch him from their porch,  
hurling a series of tuts that echo through the street. 
 
I was the host of their despair. 
I hung the streamers that wrapped around their throats. 
I sliced into the cake they choked on. 
 
Our lips were pressed into bottles like a kiss; 
infatuated with the liquid inside. 
Every shot became a pebble in the pond, 
sending tidal waves across the once still water. 
 
One guest sleeps in the study on a bed marked with vomit. 
His potential switched to dormant and bordering on extinct. 
He hopes that inactivity will breed success. 
 
Three-way kisses, stolen heels and a dry hump. 
We tried to go to heaven but we went the other way, 
down, down, down; passed out on the grass and in the garden. 
Last night the devil wasn’t on our shoulder it was in our brain. 
A cigarette packet still bulges from my pocket. 
For a night the instrument of relief became my companion,  
resting neatly between my lips.  
 



Page | 39  
 

THE DAYLIGHT DILEMMA                          Bradley Mercieca 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
False pledges are made to never drink again, 
we are without our wits and in need of hydration. 
During the week we are injected with particles of boredom 
and the chemicals from the weekend flush them out. 
Like a magic trick we make our worries disappear. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MARS HILL CAFÉ 
 

NWG Inc’s only home 
 bigger than a Post Office box 

 

331 Church Street, Parramatta 
 

live music, art exhibitions 
cultural groups 

 

For details on opening hours,  
www.marshillcafe.com.au 

 

http://www.marshillcafe.com.au/
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THE SUITOR                            Serey Walker 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
The dishes were washed, the table was cleared, the kitchen floor 
mopped when her eyes rose and spotted it – a cockroach on her 
kitchen ceiling. How she hated the sight. After all her labouring, that 
black speck showed only how old and rundown the house was, how 
futile her efforts. There was still the living room and bathroom 
needing to be tidied and cleaned.   
 She grabbed the Mortein out of the cupboard and went to look 
for a dry broom. Below the black spot she propped up a dining chair 
and had just stepped up onto it when the doorbell rang.  
 Grudgingly, she climbed down off the chair to answer the door.  
 It was a young boy, about fifteen. After a moment she 
recognised him as Vu, who was in her youngest daughter’s after 
school tutoring class.  
 ‘Sorry Vu,’ she said, ‘Jessie’s not here. She’s gone to the movies 
with some friends.’ 
 ‘Can I use your toilet?’ he asked, as if that was what he wanted 
all along, ‘I really need to go.’  
 She let him in. One stepped through the front door directly into 
the living room. For the innocent soul this provided an 
unconditional, warm welcome but against the shallow, worldly 
heart, the house appeared exposed and pitifully vulnerable. 

Vu’s eyes went to the kitchen, where the dining chair stood as 
its own little island under the black speck, to then scan the messy 
living room.  
 And suddenly, she didn’t want him to go to the bathroom, the 
oldest and dirtiest room in the house. But it was too late now. 

She knew where he lived, in one of the biggest mansions in 
Cabramatta and less than a five minute walk away – how many 
times had he asked Jessie if he could catch a lift home with them 
from the tutoring class, while his own mother never offered Jessie 
one in return.  
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THE SUITOR                           Serey Walker 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
The bile rose in her. She knew why he was here, to scope 

out Jessie’s possessions. She knew with certainty, she felt it in her 
bones. And she knew she could never tell Jessie.  
 He thanked her and left. She went back to the kitchen to get rid 
of the cockroach. It was gone.  
 She felt ashamed that he dared to look down on them, on 
Jessie, who was born to this and could not help it. After years of war 
and starvation, she and her husband had done the best they could 
for their girls, and this was supposed to be a better life. She sat on 
the chair, curled up her legs, dropped her head onto her arms and 
cried.  
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TEA ROOMS                     Ivana Dragicevic   
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
That morning the 8.28 train arrived at 8.27 and not a minute too 
early for Frank who had been curling his toes and rubbing his hands 
and watching the bronze tracks made darker by the morning rain.  

He waited for the train to stop before stepping over the yellow 
line, he minded the gap when boarding (he thought it was nice that 
someone cared that he should not get jammed between the 
platform and the train), he stood clear of the yellow doors as they 
slid towards each other, locking them all in to a common fate of 
stingy space and kissing ankles, strange acrobatic performances that 
made certain no one would make contact with anyone else.  

There was a slight jerk and Frank leaned against the door, 
peering through the dots of rain and gangster affiliated names,  
scratched out by keys – like dogs’ piss on neighbours’ fences.  TC 
waz here 2011.                                                                                                      

His attention was drawn to the back of a thin woman who 
seemed somehow familiar to him. It was only after some reshuffling 
of bodies had taken place that he saw her face and recognised her. 
She was apologising to a suited man for bumping into him, her 
cheeks were still slightly pink from the cold air outside.  

He tried to catch her eye but she was looking into people’s 
backyards. Western suburbia laid bare in overgrown grass, in 
clothes lines with the bright yellow clothes of workers, children’s 
socks, a pool with a hose in it, scattered chairs that seemed of no 
use to anyone, a dog house.  

The steady tug-and-go rhythm of the train was like a palliative. 
Tug-a-tug-a-tug-a. A weed reared its head through the grey stones 
and disappeared, a McDonald’s bag broke to bits in the rain, her 
vacant eyes travelled above the maroon fences with graffiti letters 
bleeding to the ground, all over her white, cotton top, down her 
naval. Frank turned around and she was looking at him. 

‘Good morning’, he said, glad that she had finally spotted him. 
‘Hi Frank, long time no see.’ 
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TEA ROOMS                     Ivana Dragicevic   
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
He laughed somewhat nervously, like he had been caught doing 

something he shouldn’t have been. Why did he stop going to her 
sweet little coffee shop? He mumbled something about it being a 
few weeks and asked how things were? As if his absence would 
have made some sort of change.  

‘The usual, nothing’s changed. Today, it’ll be busy.’ She 
motioned with her eyes to the door window, to the rain.  

‘Yes, I suppose you’ll be getting a lot of customers this 
morning.’ 

 

‘Mmm.’ She spoke in a subdued voice, as if not wanting anyone 
to hear, as if the words had to be pulled out of her. Reluctantly, he  
was reminded of her stinginess with words; it had made the coffee 
shop a little less cosy each morning. 

Out on Church Street they walked side by side, avoiding 
puddles and dodging pleas from charities. Frank slid on a cluster of 
autumn leaves, silently cursing the snickering high school girls 
crowded around Hungry Jack’s. Good for nothings, he thought.  

When he looked at the coffee woman again, partly to check 
that she had not witnessed his blunder and partly because he would 
have looked at her anyway, he saw her face was set in a hard sort of 
way, in a determined way, not all together without kindness. He had 
a vague feeling of uneasiness, of helplessness but he was an 
unyielding dog, having never learnt the freedom of giving up.  

‘Frank, you seem like a nice man. I’ll even take the liberty of 
saying that you’re a lonely man. I just wanted to tell you not to 
bother. It’s not even because I’m married Frank, it’s because I don’t 
even have it in me to be a coffee woman. At the end of the day my 
hands smell more of money than anything else.’ 

Frank looked at the familiar figure of the homeless man sitting 
cross-legged on a mat, his cow-dog resting its head on the thigh of 
the dirty jeaned man. He might have tried to defend himself but he 
knew she’d have none of it nor would she pretend to believe him.  
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The man gave him an almost imperceptible nod and Frank 

returned it, comforted by the fact that soon they would share a cup 
of tea. The ever loyal dog would wait outside, sniffing about the 
rubbish bins.  

It was more hopeless than he had thought, more banal, less 
poetic than he could bear and he would tell the homeless man and 
he will find comfort in the man’s toothless grin. And still, he would 
not learn to stay away from the electric fence.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Parramatta Mall (SEC) 
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I almost want him to fall off his bike. The hot Blacktown road would 
eat his skin off. When he pops those mono's, his wheels get up 
about a meter. When I try to do it, I look like a cockatoo dancing for 
a water cracker – my wheels don't budge. Daniel Baine is only a year 
older than me and he's a show-off. I guess that’s why Susie likes him 
– the only real girl in the street. Claire's supposed to be the other 
girl but mum says she’s a bit of a Tom-boy. 

Susie has already got boobs and she's only 10 – two years 
younger than me (not that I'm ever going to grow boobs). She 
started going out with Daniel about a week ago; imagine how that 
made me feel. I've had a crush on Susie for about three years.  

Daniel calls the kids out in the afternoons after school and gets 
the big piece of plywood and bricks ready for the jump. I’ve never 
been over the jump, not even when it was only half a brick high. I 
don't know what it’s like for my bike wheels to leave the ground. 
Even a centimetre. I just climb the tree in the front yard and watch 
as Daniel rides up and down the footpath yelling out ‘another brick’ 
each time he clears the jump.  

Susie picks them up with a smile on her face and a twinkle in 
her eye and places it under the plywood for Daniel. The kids cheer 
him as they say ‘no’ to jumping anything higher, but watch as Daniel 
puts it all on the line. 

Susie is responsible for half the graffiti in our dead-end street. 
The white and yellow chalk stains her fingers as she marks new 
length and height records made by Daniel and his bike. I think 
Daniel’s bike is from that E.T movie – you know – the bike that can 
fly near the moon. But Daniel’s bike doesn’t have the basket with 
the hairless cat called E.T.  

I don’t get out of the tree until most of the kids have gone 
inside for the night. Mum doesn’t care that I stay out. She knows I 
don’t go over the jump. She also knows that I watch Daniel like he’s 
my hero. I’m glad mum doesn’t know that I’m planning something. 
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Something that will win Susie back. Susie likes me. She just doesn’t 
know it yet. 

I wake late at night and creep out of my room. Sliding the 
wooden bedroom door across the carpet, I sneak into the hallway, 
stopping every time I hear floor boards squeak. I know where the 
noisiest ones are and I do well to dodge them in the dark. I hear my 
dad snore and decide that it’s safest to move every time he 
breathes in. On his loudest snore. Step... wait... step... wait. I make 
it to the back door. I can smell WD40. Great news. Dad said that he 
would lube up the door and I had no idea what he meant by that.  

I step into the back yard and see the pile of bricks and the 
plywood. I haven’t really thought this through. I don’t want to 
damage the bricks or wood so much that Daniel doesn’t use them 
tomorrow. I want him to get embarrassed. Maybe crash one of his 
jumps. Then Susie would see how much of a loser I know he is.  

I set the plywood up like a table, sitting it on top of four bricks, 
one in each corner. I don’t want to crack it too much, just enough 
for it to break under his bike when he tries to jump it. I grab hold of 
the clothes line and lower my feet onto the ply table. Just as I 
loosen my grip, I hear the ply crack and I smile a little.  

I drag the wood and bricks back to the same corner of the 
backyard and set it up how I found it. I think. 

 I don’t see Daniel at school, I think he’s sick. Well that’s what 
he would tell everyone when all he wants to do is stay at home and 
play Nintendo. 

The school bell rings. Dad’s standing outside my school, waiting 
for me. I know something’s wrong because mum usually picks me 
up in her sour smelling Toyota Corolla. 

 ‘Hello dad. Why are you here?’ 
‘Hello to you too,’ dad was serious, ‘give me your bag, we need 

to hurry.’  
‘What’s wrong?’ 
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‘Daniel’s in a coma. He’s in hospital.’ 
I tried to look innocent and wanted to say something but knew I 

shouldn’t talk.  
‘Dad...’  
‘What is it? We need to go and see your brother.’ 
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We will be strangers, Milo thinks. But he contains his thoughts, 
holding them tightly, refusing to let his mind be drawn into a riot of 
negative possibilities. Instead, he focuses on neatly folding his shirts 
and packing his carefully chosen gifts into a bag that is already too 
full.  

But thirty hours later, in the largest medieval town square in 
Europe, amongst the flower sellers, pretzel carts and crush of 
tourists, he finds that he is wrong. He sees and knows his brother 
instantly. ‘Jacek,’ he calls, and as his brother turns, he struggles to 
maintain his composure.  

The drive to the village is long and the road challenging. Milo 
clings to his seat as Jacek weaves the old car around massive coal-
trucks at a speed that is terrifying. After everything he has been 
through to get here, Milo ponders the irony of dying before he 
actually arrives. 

Everyone is waiting. The table is laden. Chicken noodle soup, 
potato salad, Kielbasa, sauerkraut with onion; cups of sweet black 
tea; a white bowl of plump perfectly formed raspberries, still warm 
from the morning’s sun. Twelve people cram together, passing 
plates, laughing, arguing. A huge golden retriever is under the table 
licking everyone’s bare feet and causing havoc. Jacek’s youngest son 
is steadily eating up all the sausages while his father is distracted. 
Milo watches, enthralled. It strikes him how much can be 
understood without words. He sees his brother watching him; their 
eyes meet and they grin foolishly, like the little boys they once 
were. 

‘I feel sad for what our father lost... Jestem smutny ojciec 
stracił,’ Milo says, but the concept is too complex for his 
rudimentary Polish and appalling pronunciation. He waves his hands 
around the table, trying to indicate all this, this sense of family, this 
connection. But they just say ‘tak, tak tak’ and offer him more tea.  
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In the morning Jacek takes Milo to the house where their father 

was born. Grandmother kept a place at her table for their father 
always, he says. At the house Milo has only ever seen in photos, he 
sees his father’s stories play out before him like a Cinesound movie 
reel. The shingled barn is still standing. Chickens still scratch and 
flick the heavy Polish dirt.  

Fragments remain of the old fence where his entire family had 
been lined up to be shot in World War II; their story of survival a 
random accident of fate. This is what Milo has come to see and to 
feel. To see that fence, to feel its splintery substance; to touch the 
earth they were made to dig with bleeding fingers as they dug the 
graves they were meant to fill. But it had not been their time to die 
– they were liberated by the soldier they had helped and hidden 
months before.  

They go to visit their mother’s grave. Milo hardly remembers 
her. He was three when she left to return to Poland. Why she took 
only Jacek he would never know. His father had refused to discuss 
it. 

The unexpected morning humidity sticks to his skin as he and 
Jacek walk to the cemetery on the hill. Jacek solemnly lights a 
candle in the lamp he has brought and Milo places it on the grey 
polished granite of their mother’s gravestone. The brothers stand, 
side by side for the first time in 45 years. Milo feels a sense of 
unnameable loss. 
 Other people who had lived with such similar separations had 
told him, ‘Beware. They have had a different life to you. It will not 
be what you expect. They may not want to see you; you may not 
want to see them.’ And indeed that had been the experience of 
some of his friends, who like him had stumbled on a parent’s 
secrets and, in seeking the truth, had found nothing but silent 
resentment and recrimination. 

cont. 
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 Jacek’s son does most of the translation for them. He is young 
and their sentimentality embarrasses him. As he waits for them to  
compose their clumsy sentences, he fiddles with his mobile phone 
and texts his girlfriend. Milo has so many questions, but some of 
them will have to wait. He now has a reason to learn the language 
his father had tried to teach him.  
 On the morning of Milo’s departure, Jacek takes him aside. ‘I 
need to tell you this,’ he says, placing each word in English like a 
piece of precious stone on the table before him, ‘Our mother cry for 
you every day until day she die – she never, never forget you.’ The 
brothers embrace until Jacek’s wife calls, ‘Jacek, Milo, time to go.’  

They drive to the airport. A silence full of possibilities fills the 
car as they fly through the Polish countryside.  
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Becky hesitated at the top of the stairs that led under the river 
bridge. Her pink thongs were bright against the grey concrete. Cars 
passed alongside her, tyres thumping over bridge joints.  

‘Come on,’ her brother called, his thongs slapping down the 
steps into the darkness below. 

‘Mum doesn't like us walking this way,’ Becky replied, towel 
draped over her shoulders, ponytail still wet from their swim at the 
local pools.  

‘You’re afraid?’ Her brother Mark taunted her. ‘You’re still a 
baby!’  

‘I am not a baby, I’m ten now!’  
‘Well I'm fourteen and I know better than you, so come on or I’ll 

leave you here.’ 
‘Mark! I'm telling Mum,’ she yelled at his descending form, ‘and 

that you went into the diving pool after swimming lessons!’  
Becky stood on the top step with the hot summer sun on her 

back a few seconds longer, before quickly following her brother 
down the stairs and to the dark underneath of the bridge.  

The mud from the river had crept up the bottom stairs and her 
thongs squelched as she stepped down into the softer earth. She 
breathed in the cool damp air and looked around. Other people had 
left their footprints behind, sneaker prints along the river, and her 
brother’s thong prints, flat and messy where his feet had slipped a 
little. 

‘I don't like this way, it smells funny,’ Becky grumbled.  
Mark was near the steps with a stick, poking holes in the river 

mud. She watched as he picked up a rock and threw it in the river. It 
made a plonk sound that echoed off the bottom of the bridge and 
splashed water up.                                     

Bored, Becky tried to stretch her hands up to touch the bottom 
of the bridge, but her fingers couldn't reach. Mark saw what she was  

cont. 
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trying to do, walked over, and stretched up, touching the concrete. 

 A grin split his face. ‘I can feel the cars as they go over! Cool!’ 
Becky scowled at him. She wanted to feel the cars too. She 

started walking down the path, hoping that Mark would follow, but 
then he called out, ‘Hey, look over here!’  She walked to the edge of 
the water, thongs greasy in the river mud. Mark had picked up his 
stick again and was poking at something in the water. 

‘Look,’ he said. ‘It's a dead duck.’ 
He poked at it again to bring it closer, and Becky could see a 

brown pile of wet feathers with feet sticking out. Mark's poking had 
rolled the duck over a little to its side, and where the head was 
supposed to be there was nothing but feathers. 

‘Where's its head?’ she asked.  
‘It probably got eaten.’ 
‘By what?’  
‘The dead boy that Nana told us drowned in the river.’ ‘Dead 
boys don't eat ducks!’ 
‘This one does, what else do you think they eat?'‘Eels?’ ‘No silly, 
how do you think he’d catch a slippery eel?’   
Becky just shrugged. Mark kept poking the duck, and when it 

didn't do anything exciting, walked off down the path. Then he 
turned around abruptly, growling in a menacing voice,  

‘I'm the dead boy in the river and I'm going to eat you, but I like 
ducks better!’ Becky squealed and ran back up the stairs. 

‘Well if dead boys don't eat ducks, what do you think they do 
with them?’ he yelled getting further away. 

Becky looked back at the dead duck floating in the river, 
watching it bob around before following after her brother. She 
glanced back one more time and almost cried out when she saw 
something like a hand creeping out from under the water. 

A head followed the hand, then a pale grey body. It was a boy. It 
was the dead boy. The boy saw her and smiled. Becky hesitated,  
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wanting to run, but she couldn't stop looking at the dead boy. 

The dead boy picked up the duck, holding it in both hands, then 
stroked it gently like you would a cat or a dog. He smiled at Becky 
sadly and sank back into the river, the duck still in his hands. 

Becky stood frozen. The duck was gone. When she remembered 
to breathe again, she ran after her brother.   

‘I know what the dead boy does with the ducks.’ 
‘What,’ Mark said. Waving his stick around, whipping at the 

grass on the path. 
‘He helps them,’ she replied solemnly.  
‘Helps them?’  Mark laughed. ‘Eats them you mean.’ 
‘No, helps them.’ Becky smiled knowingly and walked beside 

her brother on their way home. 
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I trudge on. Around me, fields of wheat sparkle in the sunlight, 
rippling in a slight breeze. From my vantage point, the road 
meanders on into the distance – like a black snake wading through a 
golden sea. A brilliant blue sky holds up a burning sun. An eerie 
quiet pervades the scene. I search the horizon for some sign of my 
destination, to no avail. Already, minutes seem like hours – but no 
rest until the chore is completed.    How could this happen to me? 

On I stumble. The road narrows, steaming in the afternoon sun. 
The same sun beats down on me relentlessly – trees droop and so 
do I. My throat feels like cardboard. Thirst, an unwelcome visitor,  
assails me as I continue on – one foot in front of the other, mile 
after mile.  Will this journey never end? 

Over the next hill a new vista appears.  Pine trees stand guard 
on each side of the road, providing brief periods of respite from the 
flaming orb. Insects converge on me.  Raucous birds call from the 
trees – some circle buzzard-like above me.  Is this how my trek will 
end?  

I lurch onwards - feet throbbing, blisters breaking, head giddy – 
lost in the desert of my mind.  One mile, two, three – could be ten? 
No cars in sight, no houses – just one empty bloody road. Is there no 
one to help me? 

The sun sets, casting a fiery backdrop as the light dwindles. The 
quiet of early evening is spoilt by the grating din of cicadas. A 
signpost appears in the twilight: FORBES AHEAD.  My spirit lifts, as I 
imagine an end to my torture. Shoes scuffing on the tar, I continue 
to move forward as darkness envelops me – subduing even the 
stars, which form a light veil across the sky. Surely the end of this 
nightmare is near? 

The road bends left. Suddenly, the darkness is shattered by a 
bright neon sign, assaulting my eyes, disorienting me. My eyes are 
slowly adjusting to this unnatural light when recognition hits me – a 
petrol station!  This will be the end of my mission!  
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Stumbling with exhaustion, I rush towards salvation. As I do, I 
glance down again at the empty can in my hand and, for the 
hundredth time, curse my stupidity.   

Next time remember to put petrol in the bloody car! 
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He is he is he is   having trouble with the orange. It will not 
open up. 
  He could not taste sweet citrus. 
  He could not press into juicy flesh. 
  He could not pry open its tough shiny skin covered in small 
dimples. 
 
Tries another knife. It, too, quivers in hand.  

Trembles with downward pressure: the blade’s sharp edge, 
the sturdy black handle, the phalanges of the hand, the carpals. 
  He grips on with two hands. 
  His shoulders shake, his back bends 
 
  he is having trouble with the orange. It will not open up. 
 
His mother: it had been her hoarse words that had him driving 
home at three in the morning. She had won a fruit tray. 
  The blackness was quiet. The phone was a cold slap that 
stung his cheek. 
  She had had a dream in which his limbs were like paper 
clips, and she insisted he collect the fruit at once. 
 
At once. 
  The motorway was deserted; shards of white light fell upon 
the road and it seemed unnatural to pass through the slow and 
deliberate movement of early morning in such haste. 
  A fox stopped by the side of the road. 
 
He picks up the meat carver, touches the blender, eyes off George 
Foreman. 
  The grater, the corkscrew.  
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There is something pointy in the second drawer of his 
mother’s kitchen. 

 
When he had entered the house, his mother was standing in her 
bedroom doorway. She was scratching the crown of her head, 
flattening unruly hair. ‘Is everything alright?’ she had asked, as if it 
was him who had wok 

he nodded. 
  Her eyelids were heavy and swollen and he found himself 
padding the soft skin under his own eyes. She turned and went back 
to bed.  
 
She is asleep. 
  The kitchen sink is empty. The fridge mumbles in a dim 
corner. 
  Tucked away in drawers and cupboards are weathered 
memories.  

It is 4:43. The small light above the stove barely reaches the 
cupboard with no handle.  
  Contorted shadows dance around him.  
  He tries another knife. 
 
In the garage there is an axe. 
  A bench saw, a grinder, a lawnmower   a possum 
watches him carefully from the neighbour’s fence. The fluorescent 
tube flickers in no particular pattern   is like a blinking 
eye, reveals hanging dust particles in the air. He picks up the 
sledgehammer, looks at the chainsaw 
  another flicker of darkness. 
           It will not open up. 

It will not open up. 
cont. 
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The street has speed humps now.   

Where there was once a mulberry tree is now a parking  
meter. 

Where there was once a stripped car is now a cement 
mixer. 

He used to jump that fence to cut in to the park, would 
balance along the water pipes littered with old porn mags and 
discarded clothing that no one ever came to collect. 
 
  Where are his shoes? 
 
He squeezes the orange 
  in his pocket, notes the firmness between his fingers, the 
small indent where it once belonged to a tree. 
  The crisp edges of grass scratch between his toes. 
 
The truck’s lights are bright, quells the blackness and uncovers 
disturbing urges ousted to darkened hours. 
  A dead cat in the gutter; another cat stoops over the 
twisted body and feeds off its flesh. 
  The lights disperse and blackness, the blackness  
is         even in the dark he cannot seem to shake the gritty 
and demoralising demeanour of Dog Trap Road. 
  Where bushrangers once prowled there are now 
developers. 
  In the dark, the formidable impression forged in childhood 
clings to his clothes like old smoke. 
  
He is he is he is      having trouble with the orange. 
 
Bends over slightly to roll the orange into the middle of the road. It 
stops perfectly still in the centre lane.  
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The truck’s lights are bright; rushes by with such speed that  

it is almost unnatural, pushes aside calm shades of darkness so that 
the orange rolls back towards him. 

Comes to a standstill next to broken beer bottles. 
It will not open up. 

 
Bends over to pick up the orange. 
  Its skin is tough and shiny. 
  The truck’s lights are bright.  
  Burns his skin with prickly heat. 
  Burns like burns     is like morning creeps up on night 
and there is a dead bat hanging from the powerlines. Like sunrise 
exposing anguished and feral bodies still wrestling with dreamings 
from the night before. 
  The truck’s lights are bright; burns his skin. 
  He goes to move but it is 5:22 and early morning has sped 
up, crashes into him with such vicious force that the world spins 
around two or three times before he lands face down on the cold 
concrete opening up opening up and everything inside is spilling 
out.* 
 
 
 
  the blackness is quiet 
  pry open its tough shiny skin. 
 
 
 
 
 
_______________________________________________________ 
*Fuck! I don’t I don’t I                                          don’t understand! 
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A Monet's Garden lies within  
An empty canvas slips away 
As vibrant tones skip over strings 
As buzzies Bumble 
 

As new Horizons show their face 
It's now I play, with ease, with Grace 
 

I'll dance for you are Dancing through me 
Sing sweet nothings as you Grow 
For Freedom flies right here beside me 
Joy I never thought I'd know 
 

I'll soar until I soar there with you 
Swing, as winds refresh my hair 
And lovely moments sing their passions 
Of Joy and Magic 
And silent Hue 
And rollicking laughter 
and all else too 
 
For what the woman said 
Is True 
 
It's all in there 
For me 
For you 
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'Bring us back a raisin loaf, Nick,' Jim said. Nick nodded and escaped 
through the door of the boarding house near Parramatta Park. Jim 
was an old oil rigger and the unofficial head of the house. His life 
was now reading racing guides, rolling cigarettes and TV. 

Nick was on his daily weekday chore to the community kitchen, 
where there was a shopping trolley of yesterday's supermarket 
bread. Then the volunteers served a free lunch. 

Nick straightened his backpack containing his copy of Great 
Expectations and his manuscript. He hurried because recently public 
service types were getting in early and scabbing the good loaves. 
Jim always used the same words and reminded Nick of the escaped 
convict in the graveyard in Great Expectations, and his command to 
young Pip to bring back food and a file. 

Nick got his name from his mother who loved Dickens, 
especially Nicholas Nickleby. Despite her favourite book being 
against school, she sent Nick to boarding school to give him great 
expectations. The school, however, had led him to the bank, then 
prison for embezzlement and then the pension. He had read 
Dickens since her death as a way of connecting with her. 

Dickens had helped him survive prison, as reading Sherlock 
Holmes had helped him cope at boarding school. Leaving prison, he 
had hopes about a novel he wrote called Sherlock Holmes in 
Australia. He had Holmes chasing the lost explorer Ludwig 
Leichhardt, who was secretly Professor Moriarty. His novel had 
been rejected by the best publishers. 

Nick reached Church Street. He recalled when he came upon a 
group of Catholic kids on World Youth Day with 'Pax Vobiscum' tee 
shirts. Nick had prattled some remembered Latin and they had filled 
his backpack with their unwanted tins of tuna provided for their 
lunch by the organisers.  

Then there was the day he encountered a street people 
workshop to design slogans for an Occupy Parramatta movement.  

cont. 
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He suggested, 'It is the best of times and the worst of times.' He  
explained that it was from Dickens's novel about urban revolution 
and contained the Marxian dialectic. They blinked at him but gave 
him a bag of quiches. 

When he arrived at the community kitchen, all the good loaves 
had gone but he scored three packets of hamburger rolls for the 
boarding house. The lunch was shepherd's pie, boarding school 
food. He always read Dickens whilst eating because it discouraged 
conversation.  

One day, a volunteer had asked him if he ever watched the 
Dickens DVDs in the library .Nick had explained that the films ruined 
the Dickens books. He has been deprived of reading  Oliver Twist  by 
being forced to watch 'Oliver!' at school. 

He added that the nutter who shot John Lennon was obsessed 
about Catcher in the Rye. If only they had made a film musical of 
'Catcher', Lennon would be alive today. The volunteer left him 
alone.  

Nick never lingered at lunch but quickly legged it to Parramatta 
Library when he finished. He found a long table and pulled out his 
manuscript, and worked on his sequel to Great Expectations. He 
was working on one of the unresolved Dickens plot mysteries – why 
Pip avoided imprisonment at the end of the book when he helped 
his convict in an escape attempt. 

Nick was writing a 'lost chapter', where the dying convict asks 
Pip to go to Parramatta to look after his daughter, who has helped 
him amass his fortune. Pip and Estella sail to Australia with their 
only clue that the daughter taught reading at the Female Factory. 
Nick left the library when the Home Schoolers' Chess Club arrived to 
use the tables. 

Calling at McDonald's for a thirty cent ice-cream, he pulled out 
a leaflet he had been handed when he left the community kitchen. 
It announced that free Christmas hampers would be given out to  
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regulars after a Christmas Party screening of the Muppets' version  
of Dickens' A Christmas Carol. 

Nick winced at the unavoidable.  
He recalled that the defrocked priest who was the prison 

librarian had told him that Crime and Punishment was a comic 
masterpiece. Perhaps it was time to move to plan B for his armour 
of books – Dostoyevsky.    
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Emilia hurried down the sunlit path past the old house with the 
overhanging gum tree that was now full of white scented flowers 
dissolving like wisps of fairy floss in the afternoon breeze. The other 
kids whispered to each other that an old witch lived there and when 
they went past the house they would torment her with words and 
throw rocks. Emilia had pulled herself up once on the overhanging 
branches and had seen her there in the back garden, bending over 
and speaking softly to a large grey cat. Her clothes had been black 
and she wore a black scarf that covered her hair but exposed her 
weathered and wrinkled skin and large crooked nose that did 
indeed make her look like a witch. 

The old lady looked up and stared straight at Emilia with pale 
watery eyes that made her appear to be crying and calmly said, ‘Va 
gui de quell albero prima che si fa male.’ Emilia obediently 
scrambled down with a smile. Yes she did look like a witch Emilia 
thought but she let out a huge sigh and let into her heart what she 
had always known – the  “old witch” was just a lonely old Italian 
lady dressed in her widow’s black from head to foot. She had no 
more power to change Emilia into a toad then she had to fly. After 
that day Emilia no longer ran past the house or yelled out names, or  
prayed or crossed herself and when the girls said maybe Emilia 
didn’t need to bless herself because the old witch was Emilia’s 
mother, she ignored them. 

She had already learned being different was not much fun. She 
was the one with the smelly salami sandwiches, the one who 
couldn’t read because English did not come easy to her, she had 
learned it was lonely when you were different. Emilia’s loneliness 
however had one advantage, it made her strong and she did not 
find it too hard when her new friends reverted to calling her names. 
The days at school were sometimes long with loneliness, but then 
the nights at home were even longer, but the afternoons – well that 
was another story… 
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THE WITCH AND THE GOAT                   Esther Bartulevich 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Emilia would break into a run as she drew closer to Mrs R’s 

excited by the prospect of seeing her friends, the Riguccini kids. Mrs 
Riguccini, known as Mrs R, had five kids, Bubba, Bibi, Andrew, 
Christine and Johnny. Mrs R was always home in the afternoon 
waiting for her own children from the local primary school and for 
Emilia from the Catholic school. Emilia wanted so much to go to 
school with them but she knew it was useless to try and sway her 
mother so she savoured the afternoons instead and squeezed into 
them all the happiness she could.  

Mrs R would bake big rice pudding cakes that were crusty on 
top and smelled of vanilla and cinnamon and she would sit down at 
the table in the middle of their kitchen which was covered with a 
faded blue and yellow floral vinyl tablecloth. She asked about their 
day and laughed with them. Sometimes she would yell at Maria, the 
goat, which was kept in the backyard for milk and who ate the 
clothes off the clothesline on a regular basis. Mrs R was always 
running to the line lifting the clothes higher or untying Maria from 
the clothesline and moving her to under the peppercorn tree which 
she also enjoyed eating. How Maria always ended 
up tied to the clothesline was a mystery to Emilia 
but one that filled her heart with joy. 

The Riguccini house was one that was always 
filled with laughter when Mr R was not home and 
the stone that Emilia carried in her heart was 
lifted for a while and she would laugh and play 
happily in the yard, running about, climbing trees 
or going down the park, while looking out for the 
phantom Old Bob Booker, who lived in the huge 
tree with dark green leaves in the middle of 
Sutherland park.  

 
cont. 
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THE WITCH AND THE GOAT cont.        Esther Bartulevich 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Sometimes they would follow the pipeline down to Woronora River, 
walking the pipe’s silver back till it led them to the water’s edge. 
Then they would go to the top of the bridge that stretched over the 
river and watch the white jellyfish as they gently billowed and then 
narrowed and billowed again like sails that listened and answered to 
the tide rather than the wind. The banks in the little creeks that 
were off-shoots of the river, were a low cut forest of wild poppy 
stalks that ended in a golden crown. They were so beautiful that 
sometimes Emilia held her breath and squinted in the sunlight at 
the brilliance of their colours. 

For Emilia these afternoons were the only times she was happy 
and they always evaporated far too quickly and then loneliness and 
emptiness would claim her again. In some part of her heart she 
should have understood it was not her fault, it was simply that she 
was not loved. But she didn’t understand, all she knew was a 
loneliness and a fear that would sit on her chest at night like a fat 
devil jumping up and down and pushing all the breath out of her 
until she was filled with an emptiness that was beyond pain. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Page | 67  
 

WRITERS IN ZINEWEST 2012 
 

 
Sepy Baghaei is a theatre-maker and writer residing in Parramatta.  
www.sepybaghaei.wordpress.com 
 
Esther Bartulovich is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Ivana Dragicevic was born in the former Yugoslavia and came to 
Australia at the age of nine. 
 

Ysolda Eckhardt is married to translating, but a lover of writing. 
 

Kennedy Estephan was raised in Beirut and migrated to Australia in 
1987. A full-time science teacher who writes fiction.  
 

Norman Fairbairn Began writing poems at age 7 and still learning. 
Published in Writers Voice, FAW anthologies and ZineWest. 
 

Lynn Garlick is currently completing a book as a doctoral candidate 
with The Writing and Society Research Centre, UWS.  
 

Matt Hemingway works towards world domination one word at a time. 
 

Melda Koparan is a final year BA/Dip Ed student. Lives in Parramatta 
and has been published in ZineWest and Do Not Look at the Sun. 
 

Adam Marsden works with all genres of the written arts including 
crime novels to writing, singing and composing music. 
 

Peter Masonwells is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Neil Murphy is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Bradley Mercieca is a young writer from Holroyd and a recent media 
graduate from Macquarie University. 
 

Morag Sutton is recognised locally for poetry and stories. Co-edited 
and wrote for two Parramatta FAW anthologies. 
 

Jan O’Loughlin returned to Australia from Japan in 2012. She 
sometimes writes haiku and lives in Penrith                                         cont. 

http://www.sepybaghaei.wordpress.com/
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WRITERS IN ZINEWEST 2012 cont. 
 

 
Julie Patterson is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Ellen Pope is a Western Sydney writer and visual artist. 
 

Arna Radovich works as a language and literacy teacher and writes 
wherever and whenever she can. She won Best Prose in ZW11. 
 

Emma Rule is a poet, dancer and choreographer. 
 

Liz Rule’s poetry has been published in ZineWest, NWG Inc 
anthologies, Haiku and Tanka anthologies and several e-zines.  
 

SE Salvidge works in the union movement and is writing a novel about 
Perth in the early 1990’s in the Sydney Writers’ Room. 
 
Yasmin Tambiah grew up in Sri Lanka and has lived out of a suitcase 
for much of her life. 
 

Lara Taylor is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Maryam Tayyaba studies creative writing at UWS. Writes poetry, 
reads fantasy novels. Blogs at:  maryamtayyaba.wordpress.com 
 

David Toohey is a retired Hospital social worker who lives in Penrith. 
Has contributed to ZineWest for five years. 
 

Serey Walker is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Talia Walker wrote her first story at five, first novel at twelve. Goal in 
life: to write as a career. 
 

Sarah G Williams tries to balance creativity and sensibility. Creativity 
is winning. 
 

Ruth Wyer is a Western Sydney writer. 
 

Kathryn Yuen is an emerging writer, poet and staged playwright. She’s 
had an affair with words for most of her life. 
 

Louisa Zhang is a medical student and aspiring writer. 
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SOME GROUPS for WESTERN SYDNEY WRITERS 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Details can change. Check contacts for updates and information re 
membership and activities.  
 

Auburn Poets and Writers: 3rd Wednesday of the month 
6.30 - 9.30 pm, ACDN, Auburn Central, Shop P7B,  
Cnr Park/Queen, 9649 5559 or manager@acdn.org.au  
 

Eastwood/Hills FAW 1st Saturday 1.30 pm  
Senior Citizens’ Room  (all ages welcome ) Cnr. Farnell & North Rocks 
Roads, North Rocks.   http://hillsfaw.webs.com  
Philippa Holland: philandmike@hotmail.com 
 

INFINITAS Writers’ Group 3rd Saturday most months, Noon-2pm 
Infinitas Bookshop, 22 Civic Arcade, 48-50 George St,  
Parramatta. www.infinitas.com.au 

 
NEW Writers’ Group Inc 2nd & 4th Saturdays, 3-5 pm 
Mars Hill Café (upstairs) 331 Church St., Parramatta  
www.nwg-inc.com     nwg_inc@yahoo.com.au  
 
Parramatta FAW: 2nd Saturday of the month 12.30 pm 
Top Floor, Parramatta Library, Civic Place, Parramatta.  
Lyn Leerson: lynlew@optusnet.com.au  Ph: 9639 8394 
 
Poetry Alive:  Thursdays at Liverpool Library, 11 am to 1 pm.  
All welcome. Wheelchair access.  Ken Setter Ph: 9720 8247 
ken.setter@yahoo.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 
communityworker@smacd.org.au  Ph: 9673 2169    
 
Westside Writers' Group: monthly on Tuesdays, 6-8 pm  
BYDS: Bankstown Arts Centre: 5 Olympic Pde, Bankstown,          
www.byds.org.au  Chief Editor: Michael Mohammed Ahmad 
mohammed@byds.org.au   

cont. 

mailto:manager@acdn.org.au
http://hillsfaw.webs.com/
mailto:philandmike@hotmail.com
http://www.infinitas.com.au/
http://www.nwg-inc.com/
mailto:nwg_inc@yahoo.com.au
mailto:lynlew@optusnet.com.au
mailto:ken.setter@yahoo.com
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SOME GROUPS for WESTERN SYDNEY WRITERS cont. 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Wollondilly FAW 2nd Sunday. 1.00 pm 
Community Centre, Harper Close, Tahmoor 
wollondillybranch.faw@gmail.com 
 

Look for other groups: 
 

NSW WRITERS CENTRE Grounds of Rozelle Hospital  

Home to a number of groups: www.nswwc.org.au Ph:  9555 9757 
Note also the Centre’s on-line Search page for groups in NSW. 
 

For more FAW groups in greater Western Sydney, including Liverpool, 
Bankstown, Hawkesbury, Macarthur (Campbelltown) and Blue 
Mountains see the NSW FAW site: www.fawnsw.org.au 
 
 

For musician/song-writers 
NB.  Musicians tend to go on tours! Wise to confirm dates 
 
Songwriting Sunday Last Sunday of the month 
Mars Hill Café, 331 Church Street Parramatta 
 

The Songwriting Society of Australia (SSA) 2:00-4:00pm 
www.myspace.com/songwritingsocietyofaustralia 
Peter Scully peterscully53@hotmail.com  
 
Western Fringe Songwriters’ Network:  4.30-6.30 pm 
www.stewartpeters.com     stewart@soundshedmusic.com   
Stewart Peters: Ph: 4787 7653   

 

See also  
Australian Songwriters Association (ASA)   www.asai.org.au 
Songsalive! Australia    www.songsaliveaustralia.org.au 
 

Free information: There are many newsletters you can sign up 
for, but we particularly recommend the NSW Writers’ Centre’s  
e-letter. See the home page www.nswwc.org.au 
 

mailto:wollondillybranch.faw@gmail.com
http://www.nswwc.org.au/
http://www.fawnsw.org.au/
http://www.myspace.com/songwritingsocietyofaustralia
mailto:peterscully53@hotmail.com
http://www.asai.org.au/
http://www.songsaliveaustralia.org.au/
http://www.nswwc.org.au/

