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Writing in all Circumstances 
 

In a time when our onsite gatherings were suspended and we 
faced acute funding insecurity, we decided to set up a tent – a 
Pop Up Zine – where new writers were welcome to offer work 
in the spirit of the theme Writing in all Circumstances.  
 
We randomly partnered the written pieces with ‘peaceful’ 
images borrowed from friends and colleagues. We called the 
project PUZ for short. 
 
 At the end of 2020, we awarded a Giramondo title to Matilda 
Hart for her stories (judged by NWG Inc editors) and a 
Quendryth Young Anthology to Robyn Braithwaite for haiku 
(judged by Quendryth Young and Natalie Buckland). Runners-
up were Laila Nawsheen and C.A. Broadribb for a poem and a 
story respectively.  
 
We liked all the works. Believing they deserved something 
more permanent than a tent, we have collected them into this 

first edition of our new digital zine … expression 
 

Sue Crawford 
Editor 
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This poem was our first entry 
 
THE MIND LEADS THE WAY 
Eric Esber 
 
Everything comes from the mind. 
Your footy team lost on the weekend, 
so you write something 
that’s sad or negative. 

The now and present 
it will become the past 
but for now 
it’s what’s happening. 

These lockdowns and restrictions. 
Home time 
stretches like the universe 
the end so far away. 

Mass boredom, 
board games 
thousands must have been sold 
in just a few days. 

The lines at Centrelink 
go longer than the great wall of China, 
while the PM 
tries to save them. 
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Australians love our sport 
all gone. 
Can the seasons be saved! 
Will those trophies be lifted up? 

The uncertainty 
of what’s ahead 
how much will be different, 
what will survive. 

Eric Esber is a Western Sydney poet 
 
 

Booderee National Park: S.E. Crawford 
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We invited a few poets to republish a work each. 
 
GHOST CITY 
Victoria Cartwright 
 
Metal shopping carts 
lie abandoned and lonely. 
Their stone wheels no 
longer circling but resting 
dried and stiff. 
A wind whistles along 
the few leaves and branchlets 
on the battered path where 
hillocks of dirt lie.  
The same walk back and 
forth from home to shop 
to home again. The same 
troubled talk about what 
could happen next and passing 
the occasional person now 
aware of others passing 
but giving them more 
distance in the new normal. 
Fingers jump about a keyboard 
to recall the little that happens 

First published on Facebook 

 
Victoria Cartwright is an American wordsmith in Australia 
with a crowd of cats and a most loving husband and poet. 
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Lake Parramatta: S.E. Crawford 
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NEVER LEFT THE IRON ON AGAIN 
Laila Nawsheen 
 
The first time you slapped me 

I was telling you I took some OxyContins 

because everybody dies 

and now is my time. 

 

The last time my mother slapped me 

it was because 

I left the iron on, my head in the clouds, 

thinking about something else, 

didn’t hit the switch before I put on 

my shirt, left the house for work. 

She found the iron sitting on the board, 

browning its triangle base onto the 

heat-resistant fabric. What set her off 

was that it wasn’t the first – 

      maybe the third or the fourth 

time I’d done it; words alone didn’t work. 

That night when I came home 

she hit me so hard 

left marks on my back 

my dad cried. It was the last time because 

not long after that 

the cancer took her and she died 

smiling at my dad 

with childlike love in her eyes. 

I never left the iron on again 
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and the house we couldn’t afford 

never burnt to the ground. 

 

When you slapped me the first time 

It stung but I knew I found love. 

 
First published in ZineWest 2019 print zine 
 
Laila Nawsheen is a solicitor with a UTS BA in Communication 
(Creative Writing). 

 
 

 
 

                      Image: Danny Draper 
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FROM UPSTAIRS 
Mihaela Cristescu 
 
A certain date 

will cut the day in tiny pieces 

when every hologram 

is worth a life. 

That is the proof 

of an incredible blind street: 

a house with 

its lights on. 

A gift 

is a dress 

with smile pockets 

waiting to be discovered and used 

by its art master. 

While dancing 

the garden became 

friendly engaged 

with their shoes, 

counting the syllables 

of its silent growth. 

 
First published in Archetypes in Code-Mixing Poetry, 2019  
 
Mihaela Cristescu is a Romanian Australian poet living in 
Parramatta. Her favourite literary character is Alicia from The 
Magic Wishbone by Charles Dickens. 
 
 



Page | 11  
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Prospect Reservoir: S.E. Crawford 
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THE CLASSROOM (EMBODIED) 
Dianne Cikusa 
 
[The teacher in the dream]: 

Affixed to clandestine pages is the memory of a carousel 

On the idling carousel is a child, 

lone and subdivided, revolving in crippled subset 

Watching the child is a sage, a visionary man in personified 

boots. 

 
[The student in the dream]: 

Printed in the margins of urban realm is a speech balloon,  

inflated by grandiloquent ideals 

Dissolving in the speech bubble is a hinterland, 

hiding fragile heartstrings and prohibited entry points 

to all but one          [ v a s t ]          scapegoat. 

 
[The caretaker in the dream]: 

Outside the melodrama of plot is the venial stretching of a 

pledge, 

a teething affidavit, 

short-listing newcomers who laid gimmick upon early 

scaffolding. 

 
First published in ZineWest 2019, print zine. 
 
Dianne Cikusa writes in English and French. She has published 
works in anthologies, magazines and online journals, in 
addition to three full-length books of poetry, Mignon Press. 
 
 

https://mignonpress.com/
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Brewarrina Butterflies: Lara Taylor 
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CRUELTY 
Peter Cartwright 
 
(Ars Poetica) 
 
April is the cruellest month, breeding 
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing 
Memory and desire, stirring 
Dull roots with spring rain. 
Winter kept us warm, covering 
Earth in forgetful snow, feeding 
A little life with dried tubers. 
 
— T S Eliot, The Wasteland 
 
The cruellest thing one can do, 
to oneself and to the perceptions themselves, 
is to seek the vindication of the madman 
by attempting to capture them, somewhat like 
a butterfly pinned forever in a dusty museum. 
Sometimes these things have their own 
                        insane cruelty 
and they break the glass, run beyond the pen 
that records recollections, beyond 
even the perception initially apprehended, 
and flies away towards the red sun rising 
just beyond the horizon to go to some foreign land, 
some October Country or Land of Oz, 
where they seek their own vindication, saying 
cheekily that “you’re in Parramatta 
with only one foot, with that other, 
‘we’re not in Parramatta now’.” 
The cruellest months are coming, 
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the months of withdrawal, withholding, 
withstanding the onslaught of memories and perceptions 
as they fight for their own vindication, 
curating, revising, and asserting 
themselves to be those monstrously 
magnificent things that exist on the page 
but can never be captured by it. 
 
 
 
Peter Cartwright is a Parramatta poet who has been  
published locally and internationally including in ZineWest 
the last six years. His themes are mental illness, aging, and 
social justice issues. 
 

 
Image: Danny Draper 
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THE GODDESS OF TECHNOLOGY 
 Belinda Curby 
 
Her acrylic nails stutter 
On the lips of the keys 
Of her mobile phone 
Spitting out messages constantly 
As she is spun out 
By the constant roll of casino games 
And the echoing voices 
From the constant stream of videos from Instagram 
I sit across the coffee table from her 
The goddess of technology 
With my green matcha latte 
Waiting to be noticed 
For her to even see that I’m there 
Meanwhile her fingers continue to flicker 
On the thin glass screen 
Her eyes fully focused as she leans in 
Touching it lovingly 
She caresses her phone 
Like a mad lover groping the keys 
Silent orgasms 
Exploding inside her brain 
Her blank face lit up in utter bliss 
Blinded by the flashes of her screen 
As addiction rings insanely in her mind 

One hour passes 
And I still sit there 
Waiting for her to notice me 
For her to utter more 
Than the tapping of her nails 
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On the vibration of her screen 
Silently echoing the disrespect 
Of my young adult carer 
Arrogantly expressing her freedom 
As the goddess of technology 

First published in ZineWest 2019, print zine. 
 
Belinda’s latest anthology Echos of Courage was released  
in 2020: poetry, prose and her original artwork. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
St. Georges Basin: S.E. Crawford 
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Q&A  
 
PLANNING YOUR WRITING IN 2021?  
Based on a BLOG POST October 27, 2020 in nwg-inc.com 
 
Our ZineWest colleague, Jo 
Mularczyk has been published in 
a range of journals, print and 
online, so we asked her the 
obvious question! 
 
How did you find all these 
homes for your writing?  
 
Jo: Sources I often use to find 
submission calls include:  
 
Australian Writers’ Centre 
 
Writing NSW  
 
WOW (Women in Writing) 
 
Buzz Words (for children’s writers)  
 
It is also worth following publishers and magazines on social 
media, or joining a facebook group for the specific genre 
you’re interested in.  
 
Another tip is to follow the social media pages of other 
emerging authors so you can learn where they are being 
published and I often enter competitions which offer 
placement in an anthology or magazine.  

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2020/10/IMG20200916100051.jpg
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We’ve picked three of Jo’s preferred publication 
opportunities and added one of our own – with advice to 
readers of course to check current dates and guidelines.  
 
AUSSIE SPECULATIVE FICTION – Australian/New 
Zealand   “… a community of Australian readers and writers 
of speculative fiction, particularly aimed at supporting Indie 
writers.”  
 
FICTION FACTORY – Uk based, open to international writers 
using English. Short story competition – check website for 
details.  
 
BOORANGA Writers Centre fourW Anthology - Australian 
and International – Associated prizes: Best Story, Best 
Poem.  Entries due 30 June. This is a very popular and 
established anthology and competition. (Charles Sturt 
University.) 
 
ZineWest – Open genre for prose and poetry. Writers with a 
strong connection to Western Sydney and not previously 
traditionally published as a sole author. Print zine and 
competition. (NEW Writers’ Group Incorporated.) 
 
 
 
 
Jo’s stories and poems appear in numerous magazines, 
anthologies and online publications. Jo loves sharing the joy of 
writing by mentoring a gifted and talented students’ group, 
producing creative writing journals, running creative writing 
workshops and providing co-author story starters through the 
student literacy program, Littlescribe. 

https://speculativefictionaustralia.wpcomstaging.com/
https://fiction-factory.biz/index.php/submission/
https://arts-ed.csu.edu.au/booranga/fourW
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Q&A  
With Holly Blackmore of WARRANT Magazine  
 
NEW Writers Group Inc and Code-Mixing Poetry shared a 
table with Holly and Warrant at the 2019 MCA Zine Fair in 
Sydney. ZineWest editor, Sue Crawford, caught up with a few 
leading questions:  
 

 
As a “a community of conscious travellers and creatives” 
what do you and your contributors want from WARRANT?  
 
Holly: The central purpose of WARRANT is to form a 
community of young creatives across Australia and New 
Zealand. There is so much depth, variety and raw talent to be 
discovered in our own backyard. Collectively, I think we want 
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to explore how to make sense of an evolving world through 
creative means. Employing artistic mediums to connect with 
ourselves and one another. Practically, this means open 
discourse between editors and contributors. It means 
environmentally friendly production, with recycled paper and 
non-toxic inks. It means prioritizing those voices who need 
the platform most and remaining open to support our 
community in whatever ways possible.  
 
When you started WARRANT, what was the dream and has 
that evolved along the way?  
 
Holly: I started WARRANT in my sixth-floor university dorm 
room. The dream had been brewing for a little while. I’d 
always wanted to be involved in a collective that was centred 
around local creativity — music, writing, photography — and 
eventually decided to cultivate this collective myself.  
So it came down to opening my laptop, slowly building a 
website and reaching out to friends for the first few articles. 
The rest slowly fell into place. I think when you approach 
something like this magazine with passion and patience — 
respecting it as its own energetic entity — it tends to develop 
itself. 
  
You have put a lot of work into the website – any hints for 
non tech bloggers?  
 
Holly: That’s a great question! We started off using a Tumblr 
site, which was quite cheap but definitely took tech know-
how. Many hours were spent researching how to add this 
element, how to move this text. We’ve since transferred over 
to Squarespace, which is much more intuitive to use, but can 
definitely hurt the wallet.  
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My main tip would be to take your time with the actual 
design of the website — and have all your text/content ready 
to go. Write out your page headings and descriptions 
beforehand, so you can just copy and paste them in. This 
allows your full attention to be on formatting the site, 
generating some momentum with the design process.  
 
What are you proudest of achieving with Warrant?  
 
Holly: The MCA Zine Fair in 2019 was a really cool moment 
for the magazine — it was the first time that we had a 
physical stall to share our physical zines. There’s just 
something about talking to people on the ground-level. It 
reminds you why the whole thing started in the first place.  
Selling out Issue 001, while gathering ourselves for the 
production of Issue 002, was special. Really though — I’m 
proud every time somebody is able to see their work 
published alongside other creatives! It’s a gift that never 
stops giving.  
 
Can you describe WARRANT‘s editorial approach?  
 
Holly: We are pretty open with submissions. Creative control 
will always rest with the contributor. Every article just needs 
a title, some text and an image for formatting purposes — 
other than that, contributors can express themselves 
however feels best. Some ideas might be: travel stories, 
midnight poetry, voice recordings, scanned journal pages, 
excerpts from a novel in progress.  
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Have some contributions surprised you (in a good way)?  
 
Holly: I’m privileged that some of my favourite articles in 
existence have been published on our website eg –  
‘Into The Unknown’ by my good friend Nathan McAndrew 
about a 9000 kilometre journey in a forty-six year old van 
driving up out of Canada towards Fairbanks, Alaska.  
 
‘Surfer Galahad’ by Tayne Ephraim. Musings on the beauty of 
home after months on the road – accompanied by a 
collection of dreamy analogue photographs.  
 
And I had no idea my little sister could write poetry, until she 
sent them. ‘Worn’ by Zoey Blackmore, explores the pursuit of 
heaven in our day-to-day.  
 
Posts by Holly herself include:  
‘Isolation Diaries’ — An insight into my mind and journey 
during the intensity of isolation.  
‘wash, cut & blow-dry’ — Everything sort of aligned itself on 
this one morning in August, when I went for a wash, cut & 
blow-dry. 
 
 
Holly Blackmore is a “weaver of words and experience”. She 
founded WARRANT Magazine as a “sustainable and 
 accessible platform for young AUS/NZ creatives”.  
 
NB at the time of publication, in 2021, WARRANT was “on hiatus” 
hoping to be back soon. 

 
 
 



Page | 24  
 

The following pieces were offered in response to our callout.  
 
A CRITICAL PATH 
Matilda Hart 
 
Twenty-four seconds before you saw her framed by your 
doorway, you could hear the officious snap of her heels in the 
hall. Sabrina had a way of ensuring you felt like the entire 
Scottish army had transformed into a short, neat woman with 
a light brown bob.  

I have managed to dodge the war she is waging, giving 
her a wide berth and taking strategic days off ‘sick’ so as not 
to draw attention to myself. After all, she can’t ‘discontinue’ 
my ‘role’ if I don’t give her cause. Can she? I do my work. Keep 
things tidy. Spritz the office plant – twice when I arrive and 
once when I leave. Keep my shirt tucked in. My shoelaces 
knotted. My tongue tied. 

You, on the other hand, can’t help but draw attention to 
yourself. You’re such a writer. 

Your florid face and your florid words – excuses spilling 
out of you to cover for another night of extreme cabernet 
sauvignon as you dish out a ‘devil may care’ attitude in the 
grey kitchenette of the office. It’s usually very entertaining. 
You’re a mess. And it is funny for the rest of us. But the sour 
grapes on your tongue cloud the air, and Sabrina can see 
through the effort and effervescence of your story. 

She knows. 
You haven’t met the deadline again. The budget due on 

Tuesday, the board report on Thursday, the executive 
summary Monday just gone. Documents still sitting unshared 
and not yet proofed, watermarked DRAFT along the 
hypotenuse of the page. You’re useless at keeping your work 
on track, on time, to budget. 
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Sabrina knows you’re a writer. 
She’s smoothed out the concertinaed pages of your latest 

literary work when they choked the photocopier. She’s read 
the post-it notes on your desk scrawled with inspirational 
quotes about the writer’s life, the poet’s journey or whatever 
from Bukowski or Vonnegut. Her eyes have narrowed into 
laser cut slits when she sees your wine-stained teeth and you 
pull a fob watch from your waistcoat pocket. 

I watch over the rim of my mug as she rummages through 
the wire in-tray on your desk. 

We both know. She’s not going to find anything there. 
It’s not your fault you couldn’t care less about the 

business, or this job, or the documents that dot-point next 
steps for key stakeholders. It’s not your fault that somewhere 
along the line someone – a teacher, university professor, or 
girlfriend or well-meaning friend – told you that you could 
write the next best-seller. And it’s not your fault you believed 
them. How on earth can anyone expect you to manage this 
full-time job while cultivating your writerly persona? It’s a 
mystery to me. 

But not a mystery to Sabrina. 
She knows you’re a mess. She hired you anyway in the 

hope that somehow, you’d apply yourself, or your writerly 
talents to a job, and write your best-seller on the side. That’s 
the thing about Sabrina, she’s an optimist. 

As your mum should be. 
 
 
Critical Path is inspired by a circumstance I found myself in when I 
transitioned from ‘full time student’ to ‘the work-force’. It is a 
reflection on the impossible task of balancing the responsibilities of 
a working life with a writer’s life. 

 



Page | 26  
 

 

 
 
 
MELISANDE 
Matilda Hart 
 
The last time she saw him, the world was open for business. 

The earth buzzed with airlines tended by doll-like flight 
attendants. People staggered out of their rental apartments 
for avocado brunches and bloody marys and sleepy-eyed lazy 
Sunday morning kisses. The Summer had turned down its 
smile, but there was still no need for a cardigan to keep off the 
cool. The streets were streaked with people scuffing their 
sandals. 

Within a few hours, on a fairly average day, the shutters 
smacked closed on her heart and he disappeared in a rattle of 
words. She stood staring out the fifth-floor window of her 
apartment looking at the glitter of Parramatta’s city lights 
wondering “what happened?” 

Image: Danny Draper 
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A few weeks later, she had embraced this change in 
circumstance. She had packed his things into a green shopping 
bag. 

A reset was in order. 
Maybe she would try writing again? She investigated new 

ways of approaching personal grooming. Considered joining 
an online weight-loss program/community. Folded all linen in 
her cupboard. Cleaned out the crisper of all the slinky, soft 
vegetables. 

Masks appeared in shopping centres. Sprays and 
sanitizer. The snap of a look at the sound of a cough. 

Her hairdresser cancelled. 
Her friend re-prioritized his wedding, inviting everyone to 

witness the nuptials via zoom. 
She scoffed at people hoarding toilet paper, until she 

discovered the shelves were bare. Recipes for bread and 
evidence of attempts flooded her usual carb-free social media 
stream. 

The world gone mad. 
She kept inside and cleaned and cooked. 
Brushing her hair, she planned her days of keeping away 

from the world. She watched as it slowed down and stopped. 
Felt her heartbeat in her chest, and the breeze from her 
balcony brighten her face. Glad to be alone. Wondering still, 
“what happened?” 

Kept from kisses or kindness, she cultivated a routine: 
batches of cooking and weekly chores (usually ignored) gave 
focus to the days. Once acclimatised to her internal world, she 
couldn’t imagine what led her to the chaos of love with all its 
inconsistencies and clutter! What cauchemar! 

Her hair, now long, framed her face. A face once reserved 
for kisses, looked out on a new horizon. 
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Chores completed, distractions dismissed, she sat and 
wrote. 

Giggled with giddiness at her own vocabulary, chewed on 
the ends of words like pencils. She wrote quickly and 
carelessly, without strategy nor structure. She finally pushed 
‘publish’ on a post and doubted anyone would read it. 

That afternoon, there was a knock at the door (could it be 
the postman?) and she ran to see, her long, golden hair 
sweeping the tiles beneath her feet. She swung the door open 
to find his thick brown coat keeping his blue eyes warm. “What 
happened?” she asked. 

“Until now, I just couldn’t read you.” 
 
 
 
 

‘Melisande’ is inspired by Pelléas and Mélisande, a symbolist play 
about a forbidden, doomed love. ‘Melisande’ intertwines a recent 
romantic breakup amid Sydney’s Covid19 restrictions with the story 
of Rapunzel. Love can be the greatest distraction from a productive 
writing life, but it can also be the thing that makes a life worthwhile. 
 
 
 
 

Matilda Hart is an emerging writer, amateur botanist and 
armchair philosopher, who loves the history and tradition of 
Australian literature. She spent her formative years in Western 
Sydney chasing art and pursuing ideas in her grandfather’s 
beat up Toyota. 
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BOOK AWARDS:  
Matilda Hart received Homer Street by Laurie 
Duggan published by Giramondo. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Robyn Braithwaite received The Whole Body Singing by 
Quendryth Young, published by Dragonwick. 
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Image: Danny Draper 

 
 
QUIRKY QWERTY  
C. A. Broadribb 
 
“Quirky qwerty, quirky qwerty,” a bird trills. “Quirky flirty 
lurty purty qwerty.” 

A b buzzes past u, flying around and around in loops, 
happy in the morning sunshine. 

Buzzy… b… buzz… buzz… b. 
“Quirky qwerty, quirky qwerty,” the bird trills again. 
It’s a blue j, u realise. Blue head, blue on its 

back. Hopping around. 
U lie back in your garden recliner, sipping a cup of t. It’s 

lightly spiced chai t, perfect for the occasion. U watch the b 
flit from flower to flower amongst the flower bed. 



Page | 31  
 

“Quirky lirty nirty qwerty,” the bird trills meaninglessly. 
Off in the distance, the c laps gently against the 

sand. It’s a peaceful endless blue from this viewpoint. 
Your cat K wanders in from the side path and goes to 

sniff at a rose bush. She pauses to p underneath the 
branches. 

“Quirky qwerty, qwerty quirky,” the bird trills 
enthusiastically. 

The cat looks at u with one green i. She loves u. 
“O, it’s such a lovely day,” u say. 
“O yes, it is,” the cat replies. 
U sit up quickly.  Did the cat talk or did u fall asleep for a 

moment and dream it? 
“Y does it bother u?  Relax,” the cat says. 
She has a point.  U can join the q of eccentric people. 
U lie back and drink more t. 
“ Quirky qwerty, quirky qwerty,” the bird trills.  
 
 
 
C. A. Broadribb lives in Sydney and writes both fiction  
and non-fiction. This piece was inspired by a dream. 
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LOKI 
Peter Cartwright 
After Blake 
 
He is a kaleidoscope, turning slightly 
his colours change, from blue and red 
shards, looking as sharp as a knife, 
to green and purple, strange and ethereal. 
 
He is a chameleon, changing shape 
and size according to the background; 
gentle with the gentle, savage with the savage, 
and slipping deftly from categorization of eye or ear. 
He is a shaman and a common tradesman, 
he is elegant and earthy, sure and uncertain. 
He is an earnest trickster, 
a whimsical barbarian. He is fire and water, 
 
sword and staff. Above all he is soul, 
spirit of everyone, spirit of no one, 
all at the same time. He is beyond 
definition, beyond truth and falsehood. 
 
He is a poet. 
 
Listen to the poet and his songs of experience, 
where the past and the present, 
the future and the never, are to be found, 
numinously merged into one. 
 
 

This poem arises from Blake’s Songs of Experience 
 
Poet Bio, P.14 
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Hassall Street, Parramatta: Mihaela Cristescu  
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We asked …  
 
Is there a story you first read or heard as a child which had a 
lasting impact, one which you might view differently as an 
adult, yet remains significant?  Artelle Lenthall answers with a 
memory below, and an image P. 35. 
 
 
FAIRY TALE MEMORIES 
Artelle Lenthall 
 
The Twelve Dancing Princesses was a favourite fairy tale of 

mine as a child, I loved the princesses’ desire to escape being 

good all the time, and to just have some fun. I also liked the 

cleverness of the young gypsy suitor who caught them out, but 

still gained the love of his chosen princess. 

 

Growing up Afro-Indian in a very white Australia at the time, 

also not having a bunch of cousins like my Maltese and Aussie 

friends did, this particular story spoke to me of escape from 

having to prove myself and of belonging to a large extended 

family which I craved.  
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Artelle Lenthall is an emerging children’s writer:  
” Covid-19 lockdown April 2020 saw me with a lot of time, but 
little desire to write.  I reacquainted myself with my love of art. 
This piece has developed from a pencil sketch to mixed media, 
using watercolour pencils, gel pens and ribbon.” 
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HAIKU   
We asked for Haiku – no experience necessary – but gave 
links to expertise … 
 
Robyn Braithwaite 

 
spring sky 

two honeyeaters 

loop the loop 

 

midsummer noon 

a kookaburra call 

splits the day 

 

another spring 

raindrops on the road 

make perfect circles 

 

approaching storm 

a bare white cedar 

forks the sky 

 

 

Robyn Braithwaite lives in the Northern Rivers countryside 
and watches in amazement at what Nature has on offer  
there every day. 
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I photographed this tree just before it was felled on a suburban 

building site. No criticism intended; it may have been unstable. 

S.E. Crawford 
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HAIKU 
Dianne Cikusa 

 

invisible scream  

cloud of blocked opinions 

others’ ears 

 

computer train 

tracks built on milestones 

fastened illusion 

 

midday schoolteacher 

scribbles on a blackboard 

last night’s dream 

 

embers falling 

the fireman’s shadow 

long flame of regret 

 

responding clock 

a list of written problems 

ticked off 

 

 

Dianne Cikusa is an Australian writer. She has published work 
in various online literary journals, zines and print anthologies. 
She is the author of three poetry collections and three books of 
wisdom quotes. 
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Image: Danny Draper 
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HAIKU 

Jo Mularczyk 
 

Possibilities  

Resolutions of the soul  

A new year unfurls 

 

Faces slick with sweat 

Skin seared by the scorching sun 

Soil baked dry to dust 

 

Nature born anew  

Spindly legs and blinking eyes  

Next generation 

 

Jo’s stories and poems appear in numerous magazines, 
anthologies and online publications. Jo loves sharing the joy of 
writing by mentoring a gifted and talented students’ group, 
producing creative writing journals, running creative writing 
workshops and providing co-author story starters through the 
student literacy program, Littlescribe. 
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Paperbark: S.E. Crawford 
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HAIKU 
We welcome as a special guest, our colleague from 
Romania. 

 
Florin Golban 

 
cold wind – 

the old man wears 

another coat 

a sparrow 

on the willow branch – 

month decreasing 

shadow of the fisherman 

around the moon – 

rocking the boat 

endless summer – 

saxophone sound 

on water waves 

calligraphy – 

swallow’s flight 

on the summer sky 
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Florin Golban, born in 1975 in Romania, lives & works in 
Bucharest as an entrepreneur and writer. His poetry and short 
prose have been published in various magazines worldwide. 
He has published 3 poetry books and contributed to several 
poetry and prose anthologies. Member of the Romanian Haiku 
Group, CEO of Sembazuru Art, and passionate about rock 
music. 

 

 
The Blue Mountains Botanic Garden: S E Crawford 
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HAIKU 
Our second international guest, this time from Thailand. 

 
Michael Tipayar 
 

praying for rain 

in my bowl 

the frogs 

 

nothing found 

on the meditation path— 

my footprints 

 

an old woman 

in her son’s eyes 

returning home 

 

the second floor 

full of dust— 

my father’s shoes 

 

cloudy day— 

in a wing mirror 

the flame tree 

 
 
Michael Tipayar is a Buddhist Monk, poet and cartoonist. 
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Images: Michael Tipayar 
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HAIKU 
Carol Amos 
 
overgrown lawn 

COVID 19 confined 

gardener won’t come 

sneezed 

red on white 

bleeding nose 

mug of cold tea 

written notes abandoned 

empty chair 

Carol Amos loves dialogue. She wrote, produced, directed and 
acted in her first play when she was about 13. She currently 
enjoys writing short plays and flash fiction. 
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Bicycles: Carol Amos 
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Berries: Mihaela Cristescu 
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HAIKU  
Mihaela Cristescu 

 
Black stars collages 
the craft reflections printed 
beat of the ripples. 

Green valley of grass 
stone trace along the river 
volcano sided. 

Tree roots over road 
covered by moss and branches 
falling for water. 
 
 
Mihaela Cristescu – Traveler between two continents, two 
languages, two heart beats. 
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HAIKU 
Arna Radovich 
 
paper wars 
supermarket shelves 
butt naked 
 
bread shop queue 
the sound of a sneeze 
terrorises the crowd 

quarantine hotel 
outside – a pigeon chuckles 
free as a bird 

CBD lockdown 
the thump of a kangaroo 
down silent streets 

online meeting 
a crackle of cockatoos 
muted 
 
 
Arna Radovich is a Blue Mountains based writer of short 
fiction, poetry and stories for children. 
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Ginger (not the edible kind): S.E. Crawford 
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BREWARRINA 2020: The Year the Water Came  

Excerpts from a blog 

 

Lara Taylor 

 

Introduction: Early in 2019, my youngest son moved out. I had 

been a devoted mother, bordering maybe on the smother 

mother thing, and the reality that this role was ending knocked 

me for six. I believe they call it empty nesting; quite a lonely 

time. At the same time my work dried up – not a good combo 

when you’re struggling emotionally – and I took a trip to the 

NSW Outback, to a small town called Lightning Ridge in order 

to lighten up. This short road trip resulted in a job offer for the  

Photo: Mary Trapman 
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winter season and a chance to experience life somewhere 

other than the suburb in which I had spent the prior 26 years. 

I loved it. I loved it, loved it, loved it, and before my job came 

to an end, I drove, one day, two and a half hours to this even 

tinier place called Brewarrina, just to experience the 

Aboriginal Cultural Museum. That trip resulted in another job 

offer, and the chance to live in an even smaller community, 

full of culture and contrast, and magical sunsets.  

 

Here’s my Outback story, and some tales of my time in 

Brewarrina. (486 People reached 23 Engagements) 

 

May: We started the year with a dry riverbed, undrinkable 

water and starving wildlife. On the morning of February 16th, 

the riverbed was bone dry. Something had urged me to the 

Weir that morning and as I got there, I noticed trickles coming 

down the fish way. Recent flooding in Queensland and 

Northern NSW meant that water was tumbling down the river 

systems and we in Brewarrina had been waiting for a while for 

it to reach us. At that point we still hadn’t had much rain. By 

the end of that day the river was full, snaking its way now off 

to Bourke and beyond. The town cheered. A few days later 

flocks of pelicans arrived and a few weeks later, we finally 

received much needed rain and over the weeks that followed, 

along with much of Queensland and NSW, we received quite 

a bit of it. Much of the landscape is green again. The 

transformation has been exquisite to watch; unbelievable 

almost.  
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September: It’s quiet here in Brewarrina this morning. I’m 

listening to the sounds of the early morning. The Fish Guy is in 

town and last night we went out to the Four Mile for a walk. 

Trees are down following Saturday’s dust storm and the water 

is clearing a little. Word on the street is that the fish are biting. 

Baby Roos are braving it and leaving the warmth and safety of 

mama’s pouch, as Baby Roos have a habit of doing. I guess the 

world is a lot bigger than mama’s pouch – and probably more 

exciting, hey. And as Alice Walker once said, at some point we 

must let them leave, and trust that their bigger Mother will 

take good care of them. The sunset was an amazing thing, 

once again.  

 

October: In such a tiny community, it can be said that we have 

limited services, and so pop-up businesses and other support 

people that fly in and fly out can be a lot of fun. We have 

hairdressers that pop in once a month, dieticians, a yoga 

teacher from Walgett and our latest pop-up business from 

Bathurst is The Fish Man, master of kayaks and lures. Wayne 

Cole recently kayaked 500kms from Walgett to Bourke to raise 

awareness of PTSD and depression and has built a business 

around his passions. With Cod season upon us and the annual 

pursuit of Australia’s greatest inland fish, now fishers and 

kayakers of Brewarrina (and those wishing to learn) can stock 

up on gear to enjoy these watery pursuits. 

 

November: I’m sitting with Darryl Ferguson, who is whittling 

away a branch in order to make a didgeridoo. Wood shavings 

litter the ground and we banter about life, loves and being 
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really quiet. The world gets loud, lol, and he goes off and I get 

some peace to write (with his permission, of course). This 

didge in progress is from a Yellow Box (also known as Bimble 

Box) tree, most commonly found in the Northern parts of 

Australia. Yellow Box makes a great didgeridoo due to the 

termite activity in this particular wood. The termites do most 

of the work for you, Darryl says. ‘I love doing it. It takes my 

mind away from the world,’ he says.  

 

The Morning after the Christmas Carols: I am remembering 

last night. The band played Jingle Bells as the wind got 

stronger and the sky turned orange. Jingle Bells sped up, (lol) 

leaves started flying around and then the band finished the 

show as the wind and the dust consumed us. We turned chairs 

upside down to stop them flying around. It did feel a little 

unsafe for a few minutes, especially since this was my first 

experience of being out in a dust storm, but that soon passed 

and everyone remained quite cheery, especially the out of 

towners, who seemed to be enjoying the show. What a 

strange ole day yesterday was. 

 

Later in December: I can’t write this joy. Wakened by Mr 

Elephant, the cockerel, I meandered up to the Weir and 

walked past to the fish traps. Cockatoos, cormorants, pelicans, 

egrets, (even baby egrets), ground parrots, Willie wagtails... 

and I don’t know if it’s because of the breeze, but they duck 

and they dive and they fly upstream and crash land and flow 

downstream with the current, only to fly upstream and do it 

again. Only on occasion does the camera do this multi-
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dimensional picture justice. Pelicans seem to be sleeping and 

stretching and at one point, a large flock of egrets and 

cormorants fills the sky above the Weir. Others stand in the 

current, awaiting fish. I disturb ground parrots and their 

dashing colour disappears into the trees. A whistling kite 

settles onto a branch, too far away to capture. 
 

Lara Taylor first recited her work at the New Writers’ Group 
in 2006 and later that year won the literary prize for a spoken 
word performance at the Parramatta Riverside Theatres. 
Since then, she has explored poetry, short stories, journalism, 
travel writing and blogging… 
 



NEW Writers' Group Incorporated (NWG Inc) is a 

not for profit organization  run by volunteers for 

the benefit of writers and other creatives in  

Western Sydney and beyond. When we can’t 

meet in person, we Zoom. We love spoken word, 

workshops and collaborations. We publish new 

writers’ works on line, in digital anthologies and in 

the print publication/competition,  ZineWest. 

 

 

express ion  2022  
 

… will feature creative works with a Parramatta 

theme as part of our Writing Parramatta 2021 

project which has been supported by a City of  

Parramatta Creative Economy Grant. Works by 

NWG Inc anthologists will also be included. 



 

a NEW Writers ’ Group Inc 
publication  

expression 

home time stretches like the universe 

written notes abandoned 

 her acrylic nails stutter on the lips of the keys 

beat of the ripples 

he disappeared in a rattle of words  

a whistling kite settles onto a branch 

in a wing mirror, the flame tree 

shadow of the fisherman around the moon –  

spindly legs and blinking eyes   

a bare white cedar forks the sky 

the cat looks at u with one green i  

growing up Afro-Indian in a very white Australia  

on the idling carousel is a child  

the thump of a kangaroo down silent streets  

slipping deftly from categorisation  

the house we couldn’t afford never burnt to the ground.  


