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KABAYO 

Harold Legaspi 

 

Ride us, mother of grace.  
Deal us out to strangers.  
We cannot afford our home.  
We do not have a name. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
MYSTERY BIRDS 
Marie Dustmann 
 
I hope they fly 

over my friend’s city home 

connecting us 

for the first time in months, 

mystery birds heading east. 

Erin MACNAUGHT: Hands #1 
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LET GO AND GIVE   
Raqiya Ahmed 
 
Bitter bees sting with great greed 

Butterflies flutter free with sweetened peace 

Good deeds scribed on their wings, 

Fanning away from the nectar of sin 

 

 

 

 

 

COVID HAIKU 
Alison Miller 
 
Corvid spreads 

as dad’s memory shrinks ... 

sadness 

 

New York City 

sirens ... 

death call 

 

Ugg boots, pjs 

and all-day coffee 

lockdown 

 

Even pigeons 

socially distance 

on the piers of the wharf 
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GERONIMO’S DAYBREAK 
Pete Shmigel 

 
Henry and his son, Henry, had stumbled out of the Commercial 
pub, and then some fool mate’s tool shed, and into their creaky 
caravan at about 4.30 in the morning.  

‘I coulda fuckin swore there was still a bottle of JD in here,’ 
Senior yelled as he conducted a search-and-destroy through a 
battalion of empty VB tinnies and a platoon of rusted oyster 
cages that he’d brought inside but never fixed. 

In the caravan next door, Bev’s dog, Geronimo, stirred in 
his sleep at the foot of the double bed that sank on one side 
only. He probably knew, like Bev, what was coming next. 

‘Fucking Junior. Where’d ya fuckin put the fuckin whiskey, 
ya halfwit?’  

They heard the yelling.  
That was enough. Bev threw off her IronMan doona and 

found her Uggs in the half-dark. She could barely see them for 
the diesel stains and caked on mud from the bay’s mangroves 
near the oyster beds. Geronimo jumped down. His little nails 
skittered on the uneven lino tiles. 

By the time Bev’s salt-bleached Hilux got them down to 
the surf beach, the sun was starting to rise. As she and the little 
dog climbed over the scrubby dune off the service road, Bev 
remembered that expression: the sun will always rise again in 
the morning.  

She still needed to prove it to herself. Even after decades. 
When she’d been a kid, trapped in the Dark House near the 
Post Office, with her drugged-out father dictating 10,000 word 
letters to the ABC about the Jews running Australia’s big four 
banks, it hardly seemed like it would. She tapped away at the 
old Olivetti, hoping that maybe they’d run out of carbon paper 
so she could go to sleep before school.  
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Now, Bev walked down to the break, took off her boots, 
and let water run across her feet. She took a deep breath and 
was trying to hold it when her phone pinged. 

A notification from an app telling her what day it was. 
International Free-Range Chicken Day. National Autism 
Awareness Day. Knowing the “Day” helped her remember there 
was a life outside Wilson Bay. That there was more than 
scraping by on selling trays of a dozen oysters to Balmain 
tourists looking for some “real local catch” (which was a 
metaphor for “bought from somebody poor”). 

Today was World Kindness Day, the little screen in her 
palm said. But Bev didn’t feel particularly kind. When she closed 
her eyes again, she could feel her calves cramp up like iron 
rebars for pouring cement piers. 

Anger. Wanting to bust in on the Old and Young Henry 
before Senior laid into Junior and bust Senior’s head open with 
a heavy skillet. 

Wanting to bust into the Dark House before Dad lit 
another bong and rescue her Kid Self from another rant about 
aliens, slopes, or single mums on the dole – like his missing ex. 

Bev felt a tickle on her foot and opened her eyes. 
Geronimo had run back from exploring the beach and laid a big 
pink shell on her toes. He yapped and jumped vertical. 

‘Best thing that ever happened to you, eh, sport?’ Bev said. 
The dog whirled in circles while Bev balanced the shell on 

her foot and then flicked it into the surf. Geronimo dashed into 
the break to retrieve it. It was how he’d earned his name. 

She stretched her arms over her head and made a mental 
list of which rows of cages she needed to pull today, of finding 
time to change the plugs on the outboard, of sharpening the 
curved shucking knives on the worn pumice stone. 

The dawn, the dog, the to-do lists, the rows of cages – Bev 
knew that’s what kept her show on the road. She wished for 
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kindness that didn’t come and she had anger she couldn’t 
enact. Survival meant routine. 

‘Step into the space in front of you,’ something clicked in 
her head, as the daylight grew from hint to heat. It surprised 
her. Hopefully, it wasn’t an early start to the cacophony that 
was her father’s crook mind. ‘Crooker than Rookwood,’ he’d 
say about himself in clearer moments. 

But it was there, and it was her own clear moment, it 
seemed. She flicked the shell into the surf again for Geronimo. 
The shell sprayed sand as it flipped end over end. 

The coffee shop at the petrol station would be open soon 
and her flat white would be waiting. The dog came back; the 
seashell like a massive cheesy grin in his bite. Bev looked down 
to where the beach’s rock pools were, and where she never 
went. She turned that way. 

‘Let’s go have a squiz, Geronimo,’ Bev said.  
She caught their shadows – long and strong – on the sand 

as they started to walk down the beach. 
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A CRACK IN THE PARRAMATTA SKY 
Amanda Nassif 
 
Walking down splits, cracks, risky road 

so many faces, the sounds of marching, 

pacing, going to work. 

Always queues for morning coffee, 

I wonder why they can’t have one at home. 

Walking down further, frost in the air, schoolboys laughing 

Who really cares? 

Does anyone see me, recognize me or stop for a moment? 

It’s a lonely path, everyone seems to have someone, 

I wonder whether anyone thinks of the person lying on  

the street, 

all wrapped up in a dirty blanket, 

who only opens one eye to peer at the crack in the Parramatta 

sky. 
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BEYOND THE GRIM MASH 
Illona Krueger 

 
Through clouded eyes, the world 

and my mind do not connect: 

fuzzy-edged images escorting 

fuzzy-edged thoughts, 

inventing a fuzzy-edged reality 

where the unreality grips at logic, 

strangles reasonability  

and shoots lies to the mind. 

 

As I numbly snail my way 

through the long tunnel of life 

darkness chills the brain 

obliterates the beauty 

and stifles the delight in life 

that could transform such a tunnel 

into a joy ride of carousel delight 

exploring daily the corners and crevices 

of every potential beauty, 

of every thrilling experience, 

of every moment of happy acquaintance. 

 

And so the snail sludge 

drives a slimy wedge  

into my ability to smile,  

gluing all my creative hopes 

into a mass of malformed mire, 

and so, conglomerating instead 
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into a mammoth mound of potch, 

one step short of the precious rainbow 

that could have been revealed 

if only time had been given 

its quality play. 

 

The snail trail is indelible 

but the rainbow always promises 

to shine beyond the grim mash 

of a life without purpose, 

I breathe in deeply,  

and turn the fuzzy pages 

to a crisp clear rainbow 

of reality. 
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STOCKINGS, STINGS AND SYMPATHY 
Dannielle Viera 

 
Ellie stifled a yawn as she reached down to pluck the next jumper 
from the jumble in the box. She folded it neatly and placed it on 
the shelf just as another yawn threatened to erupt. It was tough 
enough getting out of bed for a Saturday morning shift at Target, 
without the full-time staff leaving a mound of mundane work for 
her and the other weekend teens. 

As Ellie bent down to grab another jumper, a shrill squeal 
split the air. She dropped to a crouch. The last thing she needed 
was the Queen Bee of St Clair High buzzing around. Hopefully, 
Regina hadn’t spotted her. As seconds turned into minutes, Ellie 
braved a peek above the nearest clothing rack. Regina was 
nowhere to be seen. 

Ellie returned to her work, keeping a wary eye out for 
Regina. Soon loud voices drowned out the monotonous muzak 
that drifted softly through the women’s wear department.  

‘I think you’re in the wrong place,’ sneered one. 
‘You got that right, Regina,’ agreed another. 
‘Tell him where to go,’ said a third. 
‘Go to hell, you pervert,’ Regina hissed. 
A flood of anger washed over Ellie like a tsunami. How dare 

Regina come in here and bother her customers! Carried by the 
power of her emotions, Ellie steamed over to the hosiery section. 
Rounding the corner, she came to a dead stop. Her wide eyes 
darted from Regina and her drones to the victim of their barbs. 

Regina’s head snapped around. ‘Piss off, Smellie. Go stink 
up somewhere else.’ 

Time seemed to stand still. Ellie’s brain screamed, ‘Run!’, 
knowing the torture that would await her on Monday if she 
stayed. But one look at the woman’s tear-stained face steered 
her fast-beating heart in the right direction. ‘Leave her alone.’ 
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‘Her?’ Regina snorted. ‘I think you might need glasses.’ The 
other girls giggled viciously. 

‘If you don’t get out of this store right now, I’ll …’ Ellie began.  
Regina narrowed her eyes. ‘You’ll what?’ 
Target didn’t have a security guard on duty this early on a 

Saturday morning. Ellie thought about calling for the manager, 
but what would happen in the meantime? Then it hit her. 
Everyone called Regina the “Queen Bee” because she flitted 
around school as if she owned the place, yet she wasn’t really 
the ruler of her hive. 

‘I’ll tell your mum!’ Ellie yelled. Regina’s mother ran the 
school canteen like a sergeant major. Everybody was afraid of 
her. Including Regina. 

The other girl’s cheeks flushed red. ‘You wouldn’t dare!’ Her 
two friends darted off in fright. 

Ellie locked eyes with her nemesis, the thrill of finally 
standing up to her sending tingles right to her fingertips. ‘Try 
me!’ 

Scowling at the trembling woman, Regina grunted and 
stalked off. Ellie let out the breath that she had been holding. 

‘Are you okay?’ she asked. 
The woman nodded, too overwhelmed to speak. 
Ellie moved towards her and smiled gently. ‘Are you after 

some pantyhose?’ 
Again, the woman nodded.  
Ellie flipped through the packets hanging in front of her. ‘It’s 

starting to get cold outside, so I’d suggest something around 20 
denier. How about Brazen Beige, Extra Tall?’ 

‘Thank you,’ croaked the woman.  
Ellie handed her the packet and turned to go back to her 

folding. Quivering fingers gripped her arm. 
‘Is there something else you need?’ 
The woman glanced around before leaning towards Ellie 

and whispering in her ear. ‘Can you help me choose a lipstick?’ 
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‘I’d be happy to,’ answered Ellie. She led the woman to the 
makeup department, scouring the surrounds for any sign of 
Regina. But the bully had buzzed off … for now. 

The two new allies searched the rows of lipsticks for the 
perfect shade. ‘I think you need a rosy pink to match your 
beautiful complexion,’ Ellie said kindly.  

The woman grinned, a glow of confidence lighting up her 
features. Then a cloud of doubt crossed her face. ‘I hope that girl 
doesn’t cause you any trouble later.’ 

‘Don’t worry, I can handle her venomous stings,’ Ellie 
replied. Then she gasped. ‘This is it!’ 

Ellie lightly applied the sample colour to the woman’s lips 
and showed her the result in the mirror. ‘What do you think?’ 

‘I love it!’ the woman cried. ‘What’s it called?’ 
‘Brilliant Bee Balm,’ Ellie answered, suppressing a chuckle. 
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THE MAKING OF BELLA PAPPAS 
Artelle Lenthall 
 
Jack Jones is hanging off the cafe chair as though he has 
somewhere better to be. He’s holding a football, well more 
tossing it from hand to hand. His passes range from tiny to fairly 
long. The cafe owner looks anxious, he needn’t be, Jack has 
perfect control of that ball, more than he has of himself. Jack 
mostly mumbles to his fellow diners, but should the topics 
venture to sport, any sport, Jack becomes distinctly animated. 
This ... this is his time to shine.  

He begins to bounce the elliptical ball, his long, strong arms 
reaching out to catch it before it does any damage to person or 
property. I glance at the cafe owner but know he won’t say 
anything. Jack and his mates are regulars and pay well for the 
large amounts they consume. The rest of the customers will 
simply have to put up with them, like the owner does. He doesn't 
want a repeat of last week.  

‘Can I get you boys another round, a bite to eat?’ he asks, 
approaching their table.  

As hoped, this distracts Jack momentarily and the bouncing 
stops. One of his companions seems ready to order more, but 
Jack jumps in, ‘Nah mate, we’re good, gotta get to trainin’ you 
lot, c’mon.’  

They shove their chairs backward and leave them there. 
Each throw on the table the nearest notes worth to what they 
ate, don't ask for change, and leave, tossing the ball over the 
heads of other patrons and ribbing each other loudly and 
impolitely. Everyone looks back to their tables and friendly 
chatter ensues. The cafe owner releases his long-held breath. 

Out in the street, Jack and his mates jostle each other while 
tossing the ball continuously. People scuttle out of their way, but 
one young woman holds her head high and refuses to budge. 
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Bella Pappas has always been cute. At 8 years old she had 
been small and cute, the perfect size for ten-year-old Jack Jones 
to push over and laugh at with his mates. Bella’s Dad had told 
her to stay away from Jack. ‘He seems to like you and ten-year-
old boys don't know what to do with feelings like that.’ Bella’s 
mother, my best friend, had also told her to stay away from Jack 
– for now. Maria had not excused Jack, but rather asked that 
Bella understood that her father needed to put up with him and 
his mates because they were customers and he had to put 
clothes on Bella’s back, food on the family table, and send her to 
school.  

So Bella had stayed away. Meanwhile, Maria brought Bella 
along to the self-defence classes her husband insisted she attend 
when she refused to have anything to do with the gun he'd 
bought for late night closing at the cafe. Bella grew both in 
beauty and strength but kept the latter a secret until she was 
ready. Until now.  

Bella draws herself up to her full height, squares her 
shoulders and fixes her eyes on Jack. ‘You broke Mumma’s pearl 
and pink opal picture frame last week,’ she says, sounding like 
the child she once was. ‘And her heart,’ she adds and now there 
is steel in her voice. It wipes the smirk off Jack’s face. 

 Jack’s mates start edging around Bella, encircling her. 
Several people stop but none step forward. Jack’s bravado 
returns with the crowd. ‘Yeah, so! What you gonna do about it 
cutie?’ Bella tenses, but her eyes never leave Jack. She relaxes 
and shifts her weight like Sensei taught us. ‘Not me, you. 
Apologise and pay for a new one, even though it’s irreplaceable.’ 

Jack’s guffaw is short-lived, she still hasn't taken her steely 
green eyes from him. Nonetheless, it's enough for his mates to 
recognize the beginning of their game.  

‘Bella, come inside!’ calls her Papa.  
‘Better go Baby Bella,’ says Jack, sneer and swagger 

returning.  
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Bella knew what was coming next, we all did. She makes to 
step forward and one of the boys steps in front, another sticks 
out his foot and one behind poises to nudge her forward into the 
other two, where she would trip and have to be saved by Jack’s 
strong arms. He and his mates would guffaw and gallop away 
giggling and tossing coarse remarks to any girl they pass. But 
Bella, eyes never leaving Jack, uses their weight against them and 
they tumble like dominoes. Dumbfounded they look to Jack, who 
looks as though he too has been struck. 

‘Now if you’ll excuse me, please Jack,’ says Bella taking 
another step towards him. Jack steps forward too, sees that Bella 
is still fixing him in her gaze, ‘C’mon fellas,’ he says, ‘Trainin’.’ 
Stepping around Bella, he drags his fallen mates up and pushes 
them forward. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Page | 16  

 

CREATIVE WRITING CLASS; a guide to 21st century poetry 
Katelyn Brunner 
 
have an abstract idea 

link it to life; bedazzle the angst 

don’t be afraid of rhyme 

in time it will sound fine 

alliterate all of the alternate equivalent 

you will sound benevolent, 

and eloquent 

eventually you’ll intellectually elevate 

use a thesaurus 

(it helps when you’re prostrated) 

make sure to use enjambment  

or speak in short, 

small sentences 

because somehow 

you will still seem 

artistic and savant 

and the ending will say something 

completely unrelated 

 

Colloquialism  
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MEAT MARKET/MODERN LOVE  
Matilda Hart 
 
The man is only half himself; the other half is his expression.  
Ralph Waldo Emerson  
 
Lizzie can’t see through the glass of the door.  

Covered in yellow and blue fliers advertising the Brazilian 
BBQ nights, or brightly coloured images of Portuguese 
celebrities, the door made loud the community’s activities upon 
approach.  

Charlie’s Delicatessen, a destination located in the heart of 
a high street which had since become a bypass for the highway. 
The highway busy with traffic and nowhere to park, locals loved 
Charlie’s for their usual supplies: cured meats, salted cod, pickled 
broad beans and imported Spanish soft drinks.  

Lizzie needs supplies, and the tiny woman who runs the 
shop smilingly obliges. Even though it is Wednesday night, five 
minutes after closing time.  

It was in Charlie’s Delicatessen where she first met Richard. 
He was buying a schnitzel and had forgotten his wallet. It was 
raining. A Tuesday. And Lizzie was feeling particularly ready to 
rescue him, a crumpled man who needed a schnitzel and a good 
woman to set him straight. She added his $4.65 tab to her total, 
and Richard insisted on paying her back – which he did with 
coffee and a homemade omelette.  

‘Hi Maria, I’ll have a half kilo of chicken wings and four ...’ 
Lizzie was interrupted by the sound of her phone – loud and 
jaunty – she had chosen the very worst phone ring to ensure she 
would be compelled to shut it off immediately.  

The screen glowed: RICHARD.  
‘Sorry about this,’ she swiped her refusal and tucked away 

her phone.  



Page | 18  

 

She had untangled herself from him some years ago, and 
besides an idea that perhaps a night of whisky and warmth might 
be nice, she had considered him not an option. Especially now 
Richard had decided to re-invent himself from the world of high 
finance to an Instagram poet.  

Richard was a man with too much past and seemingly no 
future. Fifty-one years old and shorter than he’d like to be. He 
had asked Lizzie out, smiled at her, knew nothing about her and 
seemed disinterested in changing that. One morning after 
omelettes and coffee, she left Richard’s apartment and decided 
not to return.  

Richard was always too much, and yet never quite enough, 
and for this reason, Lizzie never answered his calls.  

‘Sorry, four hundred grams of prosciutto and 150 grams of 
Jarlsberg cheese. And these olives, and this, and this too?’ Lizzie 
loaded up the counter with pickles and crackers and a baguette 
wrapped in white paper.  

‘You heading to the hall?’ Maria asked.  
‘Yes. How did you know?’  
‘A few people have come in tonight looking for something 

to take along. It’s good you’re going, it’s good! It’s good! You 
might just find the man of your dreams tonight!’  

‘We’ll see,’ replied Lizzie with a gentle shrug and a smile.  
Maria wrapped the cheese and meats like last minute 

Christmas gifts and Lizzie shoved the parcels into her canvas bag.  
Oncoming traffic blazed brightly and pot-holes pock-

marked the pavement. Some patches of the pathway were 
paved, others were chunky bits of bitumen as placeholders for 
more substantial Council repairs.  

‘If men wore heels, they wouldn’t let our pavements look 
like this,’ she thought, and she made her way along the black 
street to the community hall.  

“Meet your other half!” “Bring a plate: potluck dinner!” 
Inside the hall, grey faced, middle aged people, some saggy, 
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some quite stiff, stood around clasping paper cups. Mingling. 
Arriving late means that tables are already groaning with dips 
and chips. Lizzie offered up the olives and crackers and decided 
tonight wasn’t worth the prosciutto.  

Being late bothered Lizzie. She’s not heartless to those who 
are left waiting. She just knows that sometimes things are 
beyond her control, and it is not her that needs forgiveness, but 
her situation which needs compassionate understanding. She’s 
not being rude – she’s just out of luck.  

Like Richard. 
For Richard – like most divorced men his age – the world 

was an unfair place. His victimhood played itself out in many 
ways. Tonight, he’d turned up underdressed in a Black Led 
Zeppelin t-shirt and expected others to entertain him. When he 
saw Lizzie, his heart ached, his palms sweated, and his cheeks 
flushed. When he found some words, he approached her.  

‘I thought I might see you here,’ he spluttered. ‘I hoped  
I might see you here because I think you owe me something …’  

‘If it’s about the schnitzel, we went out for drinks, you made 
me an omelette, you made me a coffee. I’d say we are even.’  

‘It’s something more than that.’  
‘I’ve nothing more to give to you.’  
‘Not even the time of day? An explanation? An apology?’  
‘No.’  
Lizzie left the room, her heels clacking along the wooden 

hall floor, leaving that other half behind. 
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JUSTICE 
Denise Newton 

 
Justice. When we were kids, it was a “thing” for Eddie and me. 
We would eye off each other’s scoops of ice cream, comparing. 
Eddie washed the dishes; I dried them. We were careful about 
dividing the last chocolate brownie evenly between us. Mum had 
a rule: one cuts, the other chooses. Maybe that’s where our 
unwavering commitment to equity between us came from. 

So, when Eddie received a shiny silver BMX bike for 
Christmas, the year he’d turned twelve and me ten, I looked from 
that marvel of a bike to my new cricket bat, and swallowed hard. 
I blinked back furious, stinging tears as I thanked Mum and Dad, 
and tried to pretend I was happy for my brother. Christmas Day 
was special. You weren’t meant to be angry or mean.  

I sought consolation in the books and three packets of lollies 
from Aunty June, and popped a green jube in my mouth—
surreptitiously, because Christmas lunch was about to happen 
and Mum didn’t like us eating junk food until after. 

I was silent through lunch. Even Dad noticed. 
‘You’re quiet today, Hannah.’ 
Eddie gave me a sidelong glance. I shrugged. 
After we’d washed up, Eddie said, ‘Wanna game of cricket?’ 
I nodded and went to fetch my new bat. On the back lawn 

we set up the bins as stumps. The sun was blistering, and I 
squinted in the yellow glare. Eddie prepared to bowl, but instead 
of watching the ball’s trajectory my eyes wandered to his new 
bike, propped against the Hills Hoist. The unfairness of it rose in 
a bitter flood. I made a wild swing as the ball zipped past and I 
missed it. 

‘Can I join in?’ It was Aunty June, dashing out the back door 
towards us. ‘Am I too late? Didn’t want to miss the boat.’ 
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She was grinning. Aunty June was fun, but my nod was 
grudging. She either ignored my sulkiness or didn’t notice it. She 
took up her fielding position by the shed. 

Eddie bowled again, and this time I connected. My new bat 
made a loud thwack followed by a strangled sound from Eddie 
as he crumpled to the ground. 

‘Eddie!’ shrieked Aunty June as she ran to him. 
I stood frozen to the spot. 
‘Hannah, go get your mum.’ Aunty June held her hanky to 

my brother’s face. The white cloth turned pink, then red, 
beneath her fingers. 

‘Hannah!’ 
I gave a start and ran into the house, yelling, ‘Mum! Eddie’s 

bleeding!’ 
Twenty minutes later, Eddie was prone on the sofa, an ice 

pack pressed to the side of his jaw. Aunty June’s hanky had been 
replaced by a thick pad to staunch the blood which still dribbled 
from the spaces where his two front teeth had been. 

I sidled over to see. 
‘Eddie, can I have a go at your bike?’ 
Eddie glared at me over the white pad. 
I opened my bag of lollies and presented it to him. 
‘Want a jube?’ 
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Erin MACNAUGHT: Hands #2 
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BREATHE 
Christopher Sammut 

 
I rub the stitches inside my lip. Mum tuts and rolls her eyes. At 
my grandmother's deathbed, a pretty girl like me, recovering 
from her first kickboxing bout for her first defeat.   

‘I'm terrified,’ says Nanna. Her dry voice trembles like a 
twig. 

‘You'll be right, darl,’ says Dad. He pats his mother's 
shoulder, looks around all sheepish, returns to the comfort of the 
betting app on his phone.  

First-round, I gasp for air through a mouthguard and 
bleeding nose. Wolfgang, my trainer, removes the mouthguard, 
straightens my headgear, squirts water into my mouth. He's 
dressed for the occasion. Brown and grey hair tied back into a 
ponytail, topped with a black beret; tight black shirt with a gold 
W embossed onto the pocket tucked into black trousers. I feel 
embarrassed. He says: ‘Relax. You forget to breathe because you 
take being hit too personally.’ 

Despite the morphine, Nanna sits up and groans with the 
internal shutdown. Seventy years of momentum grinding to a 
halt.  

‘The gates of heaven are opening for you, Gloria,’ Mum 
offers, because Dad is pre-occupied with Race 7 at Rosehill. 
Nanna sinks back into her white bed and smiles like a pacified 
toddler, so Mum continues: ‘You'll see Roger again, won't that 
be nice? Imagine how much he's missing your veal parmigiana? 
You won't be in Doonside anymore; you'll be in heaven, 
surrounded by gold and sunshine all day. You won't have to walk 
up that ramp to the station. There'll be escalators and elevators, 
trains running on time, like in Japan.’ 

Round two, I catch a side-kick to the body in my left arm, 
jerk my opponent towards me, hammer the bridge of her  
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nose. She yelps in pain. I think: 'Am I enjoying this?' It began as a 
way to keep fit. Six months later, I'm on a blue rubber mat in a 
community hall in Blacktown, bleeding, gasping for life, fighting 
a stranger. ‘Yes, Angie. Nice!’ says Wolfgang.  

Nanna's breathing smooths, occasionally transmitting 
groans, little puffs of smoke from a distant battlefield. Mum 
hums the Lord's Prayer three times, Amazing Grace once, 
reaches over and clips Dad across the head, ensuring her 
wedding ring connects with a wooden pop. 

Wolfgang yells at me to move in and increase the pressure 
while she's hurt. Instead, I bob and move, maintain distance, 
watch my opponent's lean, bouncing, focused face. I smooth my 
breath from my nose into my stomach, save energy to come 
home strong. A front-kick hammers my mouth and splits the 
inside of my lip.  

Nanna's death exacerbates Dad's mid-life spiral. Anxiety 
attacks, binge drinking, affairs, the works. It's pathetic. He moves 
from the couch to an apartment in Manly, blaming us for his 
uninspiring life choices and lack of proximity to the beach. Who 
knew he liked the beach more than the T.A.B? Mum anticipates 
Dad will be back in three months, once some 35-year-old single 
mother called Cheyna has proved either elusive or less indulgent 
than her.   

We see Wolfgang at church Saturday nights. He sits alone in 
the last row, freshly showered and shaved, silver crucifix 
necklace dangling outside his collared shirt, singing hymns with 
gusto. He looks as much at home among wooden pews and 
stained glass windows as in his gym, a converted garage in Lalor 
Park, where a despondent Australian flag flaps above his brick 
home and a tangle of power lines. Two white lions perch on 
either side of the driveway. Between them, you can hear the 
thud of punching bags, the whip of skipping ropes. The garage 
smells of stale sweat and leather. I like it. There's an old 
fashioned cash register with a torn piece of paper blue-tacked to 
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it that says, "CASH ONLY" in green Sharpie. Wolfgang tells me: 
‘You pray like you fight. Like you're apologising.’  

Three months later, once it dawns on Dad that he has to do 
stuff, he returns. For some reason, Mum takes him back.  

‘Just let it slide, Angie, please,’ she pleads.  
Wolfgang says he's married, but you wouldn't know it. 

Occasionally, around 6 pm, I can smell cooking as I train. I picture 
his ghost wife through the kitchen window, hovering over the 
stove, then sitting at the kitchen table, cutlery scraping, nodding 
as her husband complains about young people these days, their 
lack of innate toughness.   

I tell Wolfgang I'm no longer training with him. He shrugs 
and nods sympathetically. He says: ‘It's a tough sport. It's for 
certain people. You're too nice.’ 

‘I'm going to train and fight in Chiang Mai, Thailand. I’ve 
booked the tickets.’ 

 Wolfgang rocks back on his heels and laughs between the 
two lions in his driveway, beneath the frayed, faded Australian 
flag. I pull my hood over my head, run the six kilometres home. 
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THE TIME 
Peter Cartwright 
 
Always colour. All the colours. 

But never the bright Spring and Summer 

colours that came later on. 

These were the colours of Nanna’s closed curtains 

embossed in gold but emerald green, 

the warm colours of the fireside, 

of Christmas and of sickness. 

There were too many colours to tell: 

greens, dark as winter pines, 

reds that edged towards maroon 

and hung on the Christmas tree 

with the silver baubles that shone like polished chrome, 

the bright, innocent green of the jade plant 

by the front door, with leaves the size of pennies, 

—a money tree to touch for luck, 

that my father had me hold by a single fat little leaf 

while I wore my fawn kids-suit, 

so he could take that sepia photo 

I still have tucked away; 

a glance, a nod, a touch 

of Feng Shui in a household 

that hardly knew a single Chinese person— 

I don’t remember any blues 

—except my father singing snippets of Ledbelly— 

Did I ever see the sky when I was young? 

Was it blue, or grey, or  

the pink of dawn and dusk? 
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Or was I kept inside, 

like a toy soldier in a bright red uniform, stored in a box 

until it was time to come out and play? 

I did go out and play eventually, 

under the blue sky with its scraps of white Cirrus, 

play cricket on the grey concrete, 

play football on the damp green grass, 

ride my bike into the brown thorn bush 

so my mother was picking thorns 

out of me for a week after. 

Those were the days of soft colours, 

Autumn in life’s Spring. 

Today the colours are bright like Spring, or even Summer, 

sharp as my kitchen knife. 

But it’s Autumn, Autumn in the year, 

Autumn in my life, and the subdued greys 

of Winter, those soft colours 

that flow into one another like the water 

of that dark season coming, 

is hunting me with its sharpest blade. 

It’s getting late, 

and like a single red flash 

of seizing strobe, 

the time is short. 

 

  



Page | 28  

 

KOLAM 
Akshaya Sivakumar 
 
My grandmother sprinkles powdered rice in various designs on 

the porch.  

The rich, black stone below brought to life.  
 

I am handed a bottle of white powder to apply to my face. 

My earthy, brown skin brought to reality.  
 

The shapes of the kolam, in mandala form.  

Mirroring each other in circles.  
 

The neighbour’s daughter holds my hand as we play jump-rope.  

Gripping tightly for balance, I am still holding on.  
 

An ant eats away at the powdered design.  

It begins to collapse into itself. 
 

I exist for the consumption of others.  

I am Margaret Atwood’s “Edible Woman”.  
 

By midday, grandmother’s beautiful design has faded.  

A lacklustre sight.    
 

The white powder on my face is washed away, I am not so fair 

and lovely. 

Pangs of mediocrity twist the knife in further.  
 

If I splash water over the remnants of the rice powder, 

can I start again tomorrow?  
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VILLANELLA  
Neil Collis  
 
she sings in search of harmony 
senorita incognita 
ghost dancing to her destiny 
 
she moves from fading memory 
its history of hysteria 
she sings in search of harmony 
 
she moves to a haunting melody 
to a rhythm subterranea 
ghost dancing to her destiny 
 
she embodies her mythology 
in the spirit of diana 
she sings in search of harmony 
 
she mazurkas into mystery 
deep into deliria 
ghost dancing to her destiny 
 
she departs from dreaded reality 
trips to phantasmagoria 
ghost dancing to her destiny 
she sings in search of harmony 
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ASSOCIATIONS WITH PARRAMATTA 
Lisel Herrmann              

 
As I sit at Parramatta Railway Station after a day’s shopping,  
I look around me. I survey the huge complex superseding the 
existing structure. It is an attempt to create a modern station and 
bring it into the 21st Century. This glass and steel construction, 
which is so popular with planners nowadays, does nothing for 
me, though it does probably serve its purpose; but I find it ugly, 
sterile and without character.  

How fortunate that the powers that be saw fit to retain the 
original building on platform 2/3 and the signal box. I don’t know 
whether it is still in use, but it pleases me to see it still standing. 
These buildings had character. They could tell a story or two 
about the history and importance of Parramatta. I remember 
seeing a plaque years ago, documenting the building of the 
station to mark the construction of the railway line from Sydney 
to Parramatta. Is it still somewhere?  

I remember the jacaranda trees outside platform 1. How 
delightful were their blue bells, and how pretty were the spent 
blooms as they lay in a thick pale blue carpet underneath. 

This station is filled with memories: the train, which brought 
us from our migrant ship into a new, unknown country stopped 
there that first night. I clearly remember the sign: PARRAMATTA. 
Dad worked in Parramatta for most of his working life here. In 
the early years he drove a funny little three wheeled motorbike, 
one wheel at the front, and a box on an axle behind the driver. 
He used to do the shopping in his lunch hour and carry it home 
in this motorized wheelbarrow. At the flour mill, which was at 
the end of platform 4, he would buy 25-pound sacks of white and 
wholemeal flour, so that mum should never run out. 

Blacktown was only a small village at the time, so all major 
shopping was done in Parramatta. At Christmas time, the Santa 
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at Nock and Kirby’s was very popular, and we always enjoyed the 
Christmas displays at Grace Bros.  and David Jones.  

As a teenager I often travelled to Parramatta whenever we 
needed something from the continental delicatessen; it used to 
be right across the station in Argyle Street.  

Parramatta also became the place of a first celebration for 
the family. Our parents had bought 10 acres in eastern Creek in 
1950 and after they had signed the papers making the property 
ours, they went into a milk bar for the first time since coming to 
Australia and treated themselves to an ice cream sundae.  

My first teaching position was at Parramatta Evening 
College in the School in Smith Street, just around the corner from 
the station. I will never forget the song they played on the station 
night after night for weeks on end as I waited for my connection 
home, “My achy breaky Heart”. It was played louder than loud 
and it sounded hideous, and it followed me about night and day. 

Parramatta was the station from where, for many years, the 
steam trains continued into the west. Not until 1956 was the 
electric line extended to Blacktown. While still at Villawood 
Migrant Centre we would travel to our property at Eastern Creek 
on weekends. That meant taking the red rattlers as far as 
Parramatta, then change to a steam train. We always enjoyed 
the journey.  

I remember one such time, when a little old lady joined us 
in our compartment at Parramatta. She proceeded to unwrap a 
packet of date pillow biscuits and offered them to us. Suddenly 
little brother became quite agitated, and possibly recalling a 
combination of warnings of stranger danger and stories of 
Hansel and Gretel, whispered fearfully: ‘Don’t take them; don’t 
eat them, perhaps she’s a witch, they might be poisoned!’ We 
older children were happy and gladly took what was offered, but 
he wouldn’t touch one. 

Parramatta remains part of our family’s life. The name no 
longer sounds strange or foreign to our ears; we have become 
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quite accustomed to its ring. Yet whenever I pass Parramatta 
station, I recall that first meeting and hear Dad’s story. Yes, my 
association with this city is a long one, and now, when I sit on the 
platform, waiting for my train home, I remember.  
 
 

 
Mihaela CRISTESCU: Concoction – A mixture of old  

and new in Parramatta still under construction. 
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Dannielle VIERA 
Sandstone Giants 
 
It is humbling to  
be dwarfed by the 
historical buildings 
on Macquarie St. 
 in Sydney. The 
modern city forever 
lies in the shadow 
of the past. 

 
 

 

C.A. BROADRIBB:  
Empty shopping  
mall during the  
Covid-19 lock-down 
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Marina ROBINS: Leaving Town – Kangaroo Valley, haven from Covid for 
city people who do not know how to care for the land they buy. 
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Michaela SIMONI: Into Another Life – Appreciating life’s 
journey, then the transition into the next World.  

Top corner: the ferry man takes us across. 
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GIRL TALK 
Katharine Pollock 
 
I was on a train from Brisbane to Sydney when my tooth fell out. 
I was in grade three, and my tooth had been hanging on by a 
thread. I’d made a friend on the train, who only became my mate 
because apart from our families the only other people on the 
train were strictly of the octogenarian set. We were friends for 
all of three hours: our budding relationship cut short by pieces of 
my body falling off in front of her. We were playing Uno and I 
was on a winning streak. 

Artelle LENTHALL: 
Christmas Roast – 
Part of a drawing 
challenge for the 
letter F. Feast, a 
Christmas one to be 
precise, jumped into 
my head. 
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‘Draw four – THUFFER,’ I said, my middle tooth dropping 
onto the top card with a meaty thud. My new friend looked at 
the bloody tooth then back to me. I moved my tongue into the 
sudden gap before opening my mouth in an expression of 
surprise, the ‘o’ shape of my mouth exaggerated by the dark 
abyss inside it.  

‘I thought I wath going to have to bite into an apple,’ I said. 
I’d been playing with my loose tooth for days.  

My friend burst into wracking sobs and ran back to her seat. 
I shrugged and showed my tooth to my family. My brother, 
playing his Gameboy, ignored me. Mum, nauseous, nodded 
indifferently. Dad was asleep. I put the tooth on his lap. 

I’d had grand plans for what I wanted to do in Sydney. Luna 
Park, the Opera House, boogie boarding at Bondi Beach. My 
plans were thwarted when I woke up the first morning with my 
right eye sandwiched closed by a substance like expired mustard. 
My mum rounded the corner and noticing my eye, gasped, like I 
was one of the cannibal hillbillies from The Hills Have Eyes, or in 
my case, eye. 

It was conjunctivitis. At first, I refused to take my prescribed 
medicated eye drops because they stung terribly, and also 
because I wanted to gross my brother out with my weepy eye. 
Mum bribed me with a Butter Menthol for every drop I agreed 
to take. My eye gradually opened but was still fixed in a 
permanent wink. Batteries dead on his Gameboy, my brother 
deigned to hang out with me. 

‘What do you wanna do?’ he asked. A glow shone in my one 
good eye as the lightbulb went on. ‘Girl Talk,’ I said. 

The corresponding light in his eyes went out. But we were 
in a strange city with nowhere to go, so it was that or join in on 
Mum and Dad’s conversation about global politics and the 
economy. 

Girl Talk was basically Truth or Dare, the twist being that if 
you chose not to answer you had to wear a “zit sticker” on your 
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face for the remainder of the game. Wikipedia describes             
Girl Talk as one of a rash of “teenage girl-themed games [read:   
heteronormative, patriarchal propaganda games] that appeared 
on the market in the 1980s and 1990s”. Still. I loved it, and had 
made room in my suitcase for the large cardboard box. 

The winner could use their points to accumulate fortune 
cards with revelations like ‘Your future husband’s initials will be 
the first letter of your last name and the second letter of your 
middle name.’ Dares included dropping ice cubes down the back 
of your shirt, and prank-calling cute boys. “Truth” challenged 
players to answer questions like, ‘What is your crush’s name?’ 
(Answer: Aladdin). 

My brother’s face ended up covered in zit stickers after 
refusing to answer questions about the cute guys at school, in a 
portent of the cystic acne that would cover his face in a few short 
years. Mum appeared in the doorway. ‘What are you kids up to?’ 
she asked. 

‘Nothing,’ I giggled, my head filled with intoxicating images 
of Aladdin’s nipple-less pectorals. She looked at my brother, red 
dots covering his face. ‘Nothing,’ he sighed, grabbing an ice 
cube and dropping it down the back of his shirt, the water 
puddling at the seat of his pants. 

Two days later, my eye was mostly healed, and we were on 
a train home. Being a contagious eyesore, I’d barely left the 
hotel all week. So much for the Opera House. I popped my last 
Butter Menthol in my mouth, enjoying the sticky sweetness as 
it melted into the exposed gum where my baby tooth had been.  

My brother had his head tilted back and was gently 
snoring, a zit sticker clinging doggedly to his forehead. Mum 
looked queasy. Dad glanced at me and smiled. I grinned back, 
my gappy teeth sticky with candy residue, and a slight 
crustiness in the corner of my eye.  

It was the best holiday I’d ever had. 
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PIANO FOR SALE 
Myra Koch 

 
They put the upright piano in the shopping centre. All sorts of 
people come to play, young and old. Lana settles onto a nearby 
bench listening for a few hours every morning. Her ears are 
bruised by amateurish playing, yet she stays and listens. Her 
walking stick is propped on the side of the bench, her hands are 
in her pockets, her eyes are closed. She moves her head in the 
rhythm and opens her eyes only to check a new person playing. 
There are some regulars. Occasionally, someone plays tolerably 
well. To her attuned ears, that is. 

Today a lanky young man with long hair sits next to her 
waiting for his turn at the piano. ‘Are you going to play?’ he asks.  

‘Who, me? Nooo …’ ‘But I see you follow the music.’ 
‘I like to listen.’ ‘Would you like me to show you?’ 
‘Thank you, but no. Maybe some other time.’ 
If they had not closed down the music store just in front of 

them, where the “A new exciting shop is coming soon” sign is 
plastered, he would be able to walk in and find CDs with Lana 
Volska’s recordings of her favourite piano concertos. Only a few 
years ago, he would have seen posters announcing her solo 
concerts.  

Every note is etched in her brain; Lana could still see it; she 
could feel it in her heart, her long and slender fingers flying over 
the keys. Then. 

Lana pushes her hands deeper into the pockets of her tunic. 
Her useless hands. It started with her waking up with stiff fingers. 
Her usual exercises did not help. Nor did the massage. Soon 
swelling and pain sent her to visit a doctor. Diagnosis took a while 
and landed at her like a bombshell – rheumatoid arthritis. At the 
age of thirty-six. Unbelievable, shocking. Irreversible. No 
treatment of consequence.  
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She was in a daze for days, then decided to ignore the pain 
and continued to play. Lana took painkillers and played. 
Eventually, her joints stopped listening to her, her fingers bent 
more and more, and the playing became impossible. 

It is the young man’s turn at the piano. When the opening 
notes of Tchaikovsky’s First Piano Concerto reach her, Lana 
scrambles awkwardly to her feet, fumbles for her walking stick 
and limps away. She could listen to anything but that. It still 
makes her cry, the embodiment of the Slavic soul in that 
beautiful music, her ancestral soul.  

The young man’s eyes open wide when he catches sight of 
Lana’s claw-like fingers on the walking stick. 

Lana comes home exhausted. She longs for a nice cup of 
coffee. Something she cannot make for herself anymore, nor 
could she face the embarrassment of ordering one in the coffee 
shop, unable to hold the cup steady. But there is a thermos cup 
with a straw waiting on a small table next to her armchair. Her 
wonderful neighbour, Mrs Bencic, sees to it when she comes to 
tidy up and make lunch.  

Everything in Lana’s garden apartment is voice-activated. If 
only that could help with gardening. Imagine just ordering all the 
weeds to pull themselves out, or roses to flower or … ‘What’s 
with my brain today?’ Lana wonders and flops down into the 
armchair. She sips the coffee, gazing at straggling rose bushes. A 
sudden resolve pulses through her body, and in the trembling 
voice, she says: 

‘Hello, Pyotr.’ 
‘Good afternoon, Lana. What can I do for you today? Play 

some music?’ 
‘No music. We shall write an advertisement.’ 
‘Okay.’  
Avoiding looking at her baby grand sitting proudly near the 

French doors, she stares at the computer screen and starts 
dictating: Piano For Sale. 
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LIES OF LOVE 
Jo Mularczyk 
 
Hayley heard the doorbell. The sound had once represented 
possibility but now it just signalled the arrival of the next person 
charged with helping her through her day – housecleaners, 
physical therapists, aged care assessment officials, rostered 
family members. She knew this particular doorbell signified her 
grandson and his wife had arrived. They were bringing her 
newest great-grandchild for an introduction. At least they had an 
acceptable pretence for their visit.  

She cringed at the acerbic edge to her thoughts. Sarcasm, 
she thought, the last defence of the aged. 

Hayley fought her way out of her chair. She couldn’t 
pinpoint when momentum had become so elusive but once it 
had fled, inertia had become her new lifestyle. She heard a 
thump as the book she had been reading slid from her lap. 
Dangit, she had forgotten the bookmark. It was all moot anyway, 
by the time she returned to her book, one page would serve as 
well as another. Self-pity wasn’t as satisfying as sarcasm. It left a 
bitter aftertaste. 

The truth was, she would remember the exact page, line 
and word she’d been up to when she’d stopped reading. The 
facade of forgetfulness had become so habitual for her that she 
was even trying to fool herself. Ugh, even her inner snide 
comments had fallen prey to her masquerade now. How much of 
her identity did she need to relinquish to this deception? she 
wondered archly. She knew the answer of course, she would 
sacrifice it all.   

Hayley moved towards the door in the slow shuffling gait 
her family had dubbed “Gran mode”. It annoyed her that they 
knew to ring the doorbell only once. That they just accepted it 
would take her that long to reach the door. So understanding.  
Sometimes she longed for rudeness. For someone to act without 
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worrying about her delicate old-lady psyche. She was tired of 
social nicety, the great lie of the twenty first century. The 
cyberworld propagated the lie, “likes” and “friend request” and 
sanitised versions of electronic lives.   

One of her great-grandchildren had once asked her why she 
had pockets in her cheeks. She had laughed so hard that she’d 
become breathless. Her granddaughter had been so horrified 
that she had whisked the child away and now always visited 
alone. They were painfully polite visits. The memory of the 
child’s unfiltered honesty made her smile. Her cheeks felt tight, 
as though they were resisting the unfamiliar motion. Shouldn’t a 
smile be a well-worn path after all these years, she wondered 
hollowly? She used to smile easily and often. Now it was all down 
to muscle memory.  

Hayley glanced at a photograph on the wall as she passed. 
It told the story of her rich life, the four generations of her family 
captured in momentary harmony. There was joy there, playing 
across their faces along with the sense of family obligation. She 
shook her head, remonstrating with herself. That fine line 
between sarcasm and bitterness tripped her up more often 
these days. She knew there had been joy. Often unbridled, hang 
your head back and laugh at the heavens, joy. That was what 
made her deception necessary, noble even. Better to make her 
family believe that her mind was following the same path to 
decay as her body. Better to embody the image of the broken-
down matriarch. The lies were so much better than the truth of 
a mind that remained sharp and alert, aware of every failing, 
chaffed by every restriction, and trapped within its physical 
prison.   

She looked towards the door and resolved to make this visit 
pleasant. She’d fuss over the new addition, remark clumsily on 
the family resemblance and allow herself to be mollycoddled. 
Then she’d gift them some addled remarks and a few forgotten 



Page | 43  

 

details. Names and dates worked best. Maybe she’d throw in a 
repeated story or two.  

The love within the lie. She heard a tentative knock at the 
front door. Showtime …   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Artelle LENTHALL: Reflection – This sketch of my daughter Sarah 
in reflective pose is particularly special to me as it shows her as 
the reflection of my mother that she is: in nature and physically. 
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MRS KIN GOES TO CHURCH 
Louise Loomes 
 
The Good Lord himself and all his Blessed Host of Angels and 
Saints in Heaven were no use at all when it came down to it. 
You could cross yourself to Kingdom Come and mutter your Hail 
Marys but something was coming and no use standing in the 
way of it. All any of us could do was to hurry on down to the 
local and stock up on whatsoever thing might be there for 
eating or otherwise. All the miscellany of living stacked into the 
bedroom, the dining room or outhouse and the door closed on 
the outside world was the best to be done. 

Mrs Kin hadn’t missed Mass these last twenty-seven years. 
Not since the hand of God had reached into her very living 
room, if you please, and snatched that child of hers right out 
from under her nose. For twenty-seven years she’d shuffled 
herself down to her favourite pew, four from the front, directly 
in the gaze of Christ on the Cross Himself, to ask why it might 
not have been someone else or somehow else and why she had 
as a parting gift only the boiling, blistering skin of that poor 
baby burned and screaming and dying in her arms. 

The Good Lord never answered so she’d turned to Joy. Joy 
who always sat by. Joy who had listened and heard about how 
the others had turned to drink and pills, what with the horror of 
it all, and running into the arms of this one or that. And poor 
Joy who broke down over her Albert’s liver and the yellow that 
had set in and the rot that would never leave the broken body 
she’d so admired.  

All those years they shared a skin of living and never did 
they miss a Mass; not even when Mrs Kin spent three weeks 
laid ailed in the arms of the Blessed Mary, who promised every 
moment to take her home. Joy sat right by her and brought 
Father and the Mass to her shaking bones and shared her 
communion until she sat bolt upright that Tuesday night and 
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declared, with all due respect, that it wasn’t yet time and 
showed the Blessed Mother the door. 

There was something between them, Mrs Kin and Joy, that 
even the choralling host, in their abundance and purpose, could 
not separate. This love between women that held the world in 
perfect balance; which made sense of pain and held suffering 
encased. There was something in their faith and love and hope, 
that over and over, brought them back to living. 

But the world had shaken, had ruptured through the doors 
of Tuesday Mass, and Thursday Mass and Sunday Mass and all 
the masses in all the world. The world had cracked and split and 
roared through the church doors without so much as a nod to 
the Holy Water. It had taken the pew four rows from the front 
and tossed it like a stone, laughed mock-fun at the Stations of 
the Cross, heaped yet more upon Christ and His burden and 
bolted the door behind.  

Mrs Kin couldn’t go to church.  
And with the Church doors bolted tight, Joy welcomed the 

Holy Host and went gently with the Holy Mother, and the flesh 
she shared with Mrs Kin fell away.  

The sun rose and fell and when the door opened in a 
Sermon of hope, Mrs Kin took her place alone in the fourth pew 
from the front. 
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LANDING STATION 
Victoria Cartwright 
 
Post dawn by a few minutes, 

bright enough to see by but 

pale at the same time. 

A clatter of claws on the balcony 

rail as I clean out the latest  

muck and mess of the outdoor  

box. 

A chirp of curiosity that brings  

my head up from the noxious 

task and I see in front of me, 

a winged rainbow rimmed in  

green. 

That bird attracts the attention 

of the six prowling about the tiles, 

none approach closer than a foot 

to this dawn intruder to their space. 

With an almost careless flick of 

wings, it settles on my right shoulder. 

A landing station while it stares at my 

flowing hair, all mired in silver, black  

 and white this morning. 

While chattering, it decides to move 

from shoulder to back in the effort of 

exploring the new landing station. 

After an errant hiss from one shadowed 

cat and a firm but gentle tap of my broom, 

it flies to the far palm of the neighbours  
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to sink into the green of those broad leaves 

and vanishes with a proud chirp. 
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Sandra BORRI: Mother & Child - A doodle art abstract representation. 
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OBVIOUSLY DEAD 
Nix Hamilton 

 
Everyone’s waiting for me to respond. 
Responding is hard. Especially when only three percent of 

my brain is paying attention to this conversation. 
‘I don’t really know, I kept away from them all anyway. I’m 

not a big fan of Marcus’…anything,’ I finish, anti-climactically, 
wondering if it sounded dirty to anyone else. 

Jo, Dara’s mum, glances at my Mum and then back to me. 
‘Who brought the drink? You’re all underage…’ 

Dara’s searching aimlessly in her backpack for an excuse to 
disengage. She’s hovering around the bottom of the path, but 
not so far away that she’d look rude. 

I realise that I’ve ignored Jo but I don’t feel awkward about 
it. To be honest, I don’t feel anything other than the weight in my 
chest. It’s a surprise I’m still standing, actually. 

Mum fills the void by saying maybe Marcus is old enough? 
He has his full licence—did Jo know that? 

I’m listening but not hearing anything that’s being said 
when Zach walks smack into view. There’s a split second where 
his feet hesitate. Like it suddenly occurred to him how stupid he 
was to come here. We are in complete agreement on this. 

Dara stops her fruitless rummaging. ‘Mum, we’d better get 
going.’ She stares at Zach.  

I watch their silent exchange, how they can talk without 
words. On the edge of the empty bin next door, a crow breaks 
the tight air with an off-key moan. 

‘Zach!’ Mum says. ‘You look a little worse for wear, honey.’ 
Zach runs his hand through his hair. He should totally have 

anticipated the attention. 
‘Are you alright after last night?’ Mum’s kindness lodges a 

new knife in my back. 
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For a second Zach’s horrified that she might be talking about 
whether he’s alright about the thing that happened last night, 
but then his smarts kick in and I see the relief: the mums don’t 
know. 

‘Still in one piece,’ he says, forcing a smile. 
My heart’s squeezing so tightly that I want to rip him into 

tiny pieces with my bare hands. 
‘Oh good,’ I say, cold. And Zach, who has been looking at 

Dara this whole time, finally chances a look my way. ‘Because the 
last thing we’d want is for you to fall to pieces,’ I finish. 

He looks at me now. Full eye contact. Frozen. 
Yes, Zach, the mums don’t know, but I do. I know. 
Jo considers this some petty teen dispute rather than the 

deflowering of her only daughter because she’s positively 
chipper as she turns to thank my mum. She swings her keys on a 
finger and makes her way along the path towards her silver car, 
dodging the tendrils of our overgrown climbing rose.  

As Jo passes Zach she tells him to get some rest and study 
hard—he’s bright and his future should be, too. 

Gag.  
Mum offers Zach a good luck for exams and disappears back 

inside. 
Dara follows her mum to the car, the rose whipping across 

her hi tops. And as she passes Zach, he leans towards her to say, 
‘We should talk later.’  

Dara opens the car door with no intention of answering him. 
Good girl. 
‘Yeah, you might need to talk,’ I say, loudly. ‘But Darz, just a 

heads up, he doesn’t like to name shit. Prefers to just see how 
things go, so...’ 

Dara closes the car door and looks like she’s about to cry 
again. 

Inside the car, Jo asks Dara something, but Dara just shrugs. 
Looks straight out the front window. 
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A U-turn’s made and they leave. It’s only once the car’s 
completely out of sight that Zach looks back to me again. His 
brown hair’s mussed on top of his head, his t-shirt’s crinkled. 
There are no dimples. I can tell he thinks it’s possible to sort this 
out. This could be the greatest joke of my life except it can’t be. 
Because I’m obviously dead and in hell already. 

 I’m too angry to hear anything that he’s about to say. And 
having already said everything I wanted to, I send Zach a fuck-
you with my eyes and shut the door. 
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THREE GOOD WHIFFS 
C.A. Broadribb 

 
Three good whiffs of Tiffini and I split up, my different spirits 
running in parallel through a snowy forest. Large, transparent 
flowers flow around and gently cling to branches with their 
pincers. Pincers? Why would flowers have pincers? Where are 
we, anyway? There are pine trees everywhere, and more are 
growing all the time. We reassemble into one body, I grab an 
axe and swing at the nearest trunk. I miss, and almost hit 
Cameron. 

‘What are you doing?’ he says. 
‘Investigating,’ I say.  
I wonder why he’s wearing riding clothes even though 

there is nothing to ride. However, something else – or rather, 
someone else – has just caught my attention. 

‘I know that kid,’ I say. 
Cameron spins around and through the flakes in the air 

sees my acquaintance from a previous journey. The son of a 
young man whose grave was drowned by the sound of acid 
rain. A dark, fallen child. Erick. 

‘You’re ruining everything!’ Erick says accusingly.  
‘I’m not,’ I say. ‘This is my new forest.’  
‘You’re ruining everything,’ he says. ‘I’m recording it.’ 
He extends his arm, and opens the folded skin to reveal a 

storage card.  
‘Maybe. But…’  I can’t seem to find my voice.  
‘This is not a forest. It is a house,’ Cameron says, jumping 

on the carpets and rugs.  
He’s right. We’re in a luxurious mansion that has paintings 

of large, transparent flowers on the walls. A workbench by the 
side of the room holds a variety of tools and partially made 
clocks. I’m making my own unique timepieces, and instead of 
cuckoos, they are full of chicks and surprises. They only show 
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lost time:  the moments we ignore or lose track of; the flies that 
we leave in the blink of an eye. The last one sold immediately. 
However, when I pick up another to complete it, it explodes in 
my fingers and the pieces scatter on the floor. I am shocked. 
Cameron calms me down. 

‘You’re ruining everything!’ Erick says accusingly.  
Now the rugs are crawling on the floor of their own 

volition, piling up and assembling  themselves into a high 
mound. Kingah appears, sitting on top, wearing his beautiful 
crown, confident of his powers. He has been away for a long 
time, but has returned to us all. He offers to show me a special 
collection of opal scents. 

‘They have a sad history,’ he says. 
A blue-eyed squirrel hands him a stunning bottle. It looks 

like it came from a museum. 
‘I am waiting for the moment to be stolen,’ Cameron 

whispers. 
‘You’re ruining everything,’ Erick says. 
I notice something amazing. The king is hiding three masks 

behind his battle-hardened arms; one for each head. Owl 
masks. During all this time he must have been hiding amongst 
us, masquerading as someone else. 

‘You’re a traitor!’ I cry. ‘You betrayed the kingdom.’ 
‘You missed me so much,’ he counters. 
The room has silently filled with people:  all members of 

his court. Once again when I see myself as part of his kingdom I 
think that he should become a better ruler, more courageous 
but also more kindly. Instead, we have become part of his will. 
He believes that bottles encrypted with opal are codes for a 
better life.  

‘I warned you,’ Cameron says, and for some reason he no 
longer wears riding clothes. He’s in animal skins, like a 
caveman.  
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The people around us talk amongst themselves, but their 
voices are weak. They are fading away, becoming translucent. 
Green trees are once more sprouting up all around us. 

‘They’re magical,’ I say, watching the ghosts flow through 
the trees.  

‘You’re ruining everything,’ Erick says. ‘Finish it, finish it, 
oppose it.’ 

‘Does that not mean that he has to look and feel and 
think?’ Cameron says. 

 ‘That means weakness,’ I say. 
Now I'm heavy and tired. Everything changes smoothly. 

The ghosts disappear. Trees turn into control panels. Kingah on 
his hill becomes the possessive face of a maintenance robot on 
a roving trolley. Cameron is an automatic cleaner. Erick is a 
beeping navigation computer. I’m alone again on this long 
journey, this endless journey, through the stars.  

Three good whiffs of Tiffini and I'm ready for another 
experience …  
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ON THE LAKE 
Norm Fairbairn 
 
The dark lays thick out here, 
universe deep, 

a tidal lake spreading 

only as far as the moon allows. 

 

Our party house 

is still drunk 

by any measure, 

my books still in your precise order. 

 

The dark lays thick  

on the lake, 

on the folding chair shore, 

all rainbow lorikeets and cheap red. 

 

No sorrow to be unbottled in this poem 

only modest resilience, 

keeper children’s warm touch 

all taking turns at the barbeque. 

 

The dark lays thick here 

on the lake, 

where the kids simultaneously 

smoke joints and skinny dip. 

 

I bet you assume I’ll mention sadness now 

but I won’t, 
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because here the laughter is unchanged 

the elephant in the room sent to a far-away Zoo. 

 

I’m confident that where you hostess perfectly 

looking out across different waters, 

our lake kids are not mentioned or exist, 

that’s ok, because they don’t mention you. 

 

The dark lays thick here, 

but then again, it always did, 

only your musk and body warmth is missing, 

for a dark where most diamonds prove to be diamantes. 
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THE RAT 
Geneva Valek 

 
Lately, I’ve been waking up in the middle of the night, and no 
matter what I do, I can’t get back to sleep. I've tried reading, 
having a cup of warm milk (I think that’s supposed to do 
something), a Marlboro (definitely not a good idea), sleeping 
pills, masturbating, you name it – I tried it, it didn’t help.  

That night, I fumbled through the kitchen for the switch, and 
as the fluorescents flickered to life, the rat and I locked eyes. 

 
When I was young, we lived on a sprawling farm near Mulgoa in 
a colonial, brick monstrosity that sat atop a hill, views of Sydney 
sparkling on the horizon. Lemon myrtle, eucalyptus and cut 
paspalum would simmer and the summer sun would strip away 
layer after layer of my skin, no matter how many times Mum 
tried to lather SPF30 on me. But with the manic symphony of 
bird-call and the kangaroos that hopped about at dusk came an 
underbelly; redback spiders, funnel webs and skittering things 
that lurked in the shadows.  

One day we pulled into the driveway to find a red-belly black 
snake in a luxuriant sprawl across the driveway, like we’d caught 
him sunbathing.  

Mum approached him slowly with the car and stopped a 
few metres away; intense, focused. I undid my seatbelt and 
crawled up to see the action, but Mum didn’t notice. Her eyes 
were locked on the snake, flared, like she was sending it some 
psychic message. Without notice, she white-knuckled the wheel 
and slammed on the accelerator, flinging my body back in the 
seat and knocking me forward as she screeched to a stop, just 
past the snake.  

‘Put your seatbelt on,’ she demanded, voice like gravel. 
She drove back and forth over him for about 20 minutes or 

so, the whole thing became quite boring, eventually. Slimy pink 
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and white oozed from the tyre marks on the snake. When Mum 
was satisfied, she pulled back, and we sat for a while, staring at 
the red-belly from a distance. I don’t remember getting out of 
the car. As time is wont to do, it has erased the particulars, but I 
do remember what we did with the snake; absolutely nothing. 

I remember thinking surely it’d be someone’s job to deal 
with it. The local snake man? Dad could put it in the bin? Mum? 
But, nah. The red-belly passed through all the phases of 
decomposition, right in the middle of our driveway. Its seeping 
insides dried and hardened, the pigment drained from its scales, 
it stank and then it didn’t. Meanwhile, we drove over it 
constantly, going out or coming home. 

Some time later, I was playing on my bike and noticed the 
outline of where it’d been. As I approached, I realised it was still 
there – thin, sunken, chipped scale and bone, crackled under the 
harsh Australian sun. I picked it up, strangely solemn, and held it 
up to the light, admiring its translucence, its stiff, devastating 
beauty. I kept it in my room, hidden atop my wardrobe, that is, 
until my Mum found it and chucked it out. 

At some point, my childhood proximity to all these dangers 
metastasized from comfort to intense, knotted fear. My 
apartment on Oxford Street expelled all my country gumption, 
and the sight of a mere huntsman would spark a nervous 
breakdown in me.  

I couldn’t do a lot of things when I left home. Gradually, I 
learnt how to cook rice, use a dishwasher, mop a floor, redirect 
my own mail, put together Ikea furniture, how to break up with 
boys, how to break up with girls, but at some point, amongst all 
this learning, I forgot how to sleep. 

My kitchen was what my mother called “basically the 
depths of hell”. The benches were covered in sticky splotches – 
some pasta stains, others as unidentifiable as the Tamam Shud. 
The fruit bowl was our at-home science lab, showcasing the 
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various stages of decay. And I don’t even want to try to describe 
the stove-top. 

So, there I was at three am, eyes locked with a giant rat 
sitting on its hind in the middle of my breakfast table. 

Despite my internal panic, I pulled out a chair and nodded 
to the rat, signalling a truce. He twitched, twiddled his little 
hands, just as unsure as me about the customary decorum of 
rat/human interaction. 

‘It’s okay,’ I said. ‘You’re okay.’ 
Why the fuck was I talking to a rat? 
The little guy fell on all fours, seeming to sigh. He loosened, 

I loosened. We continued staring at each other, growing 
comfortable with our new company, listening to each other’s 
breath and the blur of cars that shot past on the freeway outside. 
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MEETING MAGDA 
Arna Radovich 

 
‘We should invite her over for pączki and szarlotka,’ Danuta 
said. My cousin passed me a loaded plate of karpatka. I tried to 
slide the smallest square onto my plate, but she noticed 
immediately. 

‘You are too skinny,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘Skinny is 
not good for your health.’ 

‘Danuta, listen! There is no way Magda would come. She is 
a star.’ 

Danuta cursed and threw her hands in the air. ‘Ever the 
defeatist,’ she said. ‘She’s like a sister to us, her experiences, 
they could be ours.’ 

‘Yeah, right,’ I snorted. ‘We are both successful comedians, 
with a handful of movies under our belts …’ 

Danuta held up a hand. ‘Stop!’ she said. ‘Not every 
experience, but you know what I mean.’  

She opened the book and started flicking through the 
pages, listing off all the ways that made us just like Magda 
Szubanski. 

‘We were born in the same year, then there’s our fathers’ 
experiences in the war, not that our fathers were assassins, but 
you know – we had the same kind of war book with the horrible 
pictures she talks about, and both our fathers ended up in 
Scotland just like hers and …’ 

I offered Danuta a slice of szarlotka in an attempt to shut 
her up.  

‘This szarlotka is truly delicious,’ she sighed. 
‘PolskiMart,’ I said, before she could ask me if I’d made it—

even though she knew I hadn’t. 
Danuta always made everything herself. My cousin was 

only half Polish and felt the need to prove her Polishness more 
than I did because I was Polish on both sides and it was a source 
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of some discomfort that her father, my father’s brother, had 
diluted the DNA by marrying an Italian. 

It had all started with Reckoning. We bought it as soon as it 
came out and hungrily read it. Hardly anyone writes books 
about Polish people and we’d both been waiting eagerly for its 
release. And now I was going to hear Magda speak at the local 
library and get my book signed and Danuta was suggesting, no 
insisting, that when I met Magda I invite her to afternoon tea, 
with us, two suburban women in the Western Suburbs.  

‘Write her a letter if you’re too embarrassed to ask her in 
front of people,’ Danuta said, and she got out a sheet of paper 
and pushed it towards me. ‘We’ll have so much to talk about.’ 

At the book launch, I muscled my way to the front of the 
book signing queue. I handed Magda my letter and blathered 
stupidly like you always do when you meet someone you 
admire.  

And the way she looked at me, I could see the fear in her 
eyes. Warning! Warning! I felt the prickle of over-sharing shame 
and scurried away. 

I wished I’d never given her my stupid heart-felt note. All 
the way home I thought of all the intelligent things I should 
have said to her in the few seconds we had. 

My phone rang. It was Danuta. ‘Is she coming?’  
‘No, she’s not coming. She’s probably passed on my letter 

to the Police as evidence that some weirdo stalker is about to 
launch a campaign of harassment.’  

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Danuta said. ‘She would be lucky to 
have such friends as us.’ 

Mmmm. Debatable. Magda sounded like she hung out 
with a posse of super-educated, super-intelligent girl-pals and 
was most unlikely to have the slightest interest in having a 
heart-to-heart with Danuta and me. 

And tell me – how is it that when we read a book about 
some stranger’s life we can feel so connected to them and their 
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story? Some of the things Magda wrote about, they were 
experiences that also belonged to us. We felt the heaviness of 
her inherited trauma. We had it too. 

It was weeks before Danuta acknowledged that Magda 
would not be accepting our invitation. 

‘Maybe she lost the letter. Maybe her minder took it off 
her. Maybe …’ 

‘Maybe she just thought I was a complete nutter?’ 
‘Ah, you’re always so negative,’ Danuta sighed. ‘You have 

more than your share of normal Polish melancholy.’ 
Maybe she was right.  Although – we both shared a kind of 

cultural melancholy and a compulsion to talk about health 
aliments because, like everyone in our Polish family, we take 
health very seriously. And, at the first sniff of impending 
disaster Danuta and me go into total hoarding panic, because 
we both know the stories of starvation during the war. 

Anyway, we continue to admire Magda, even though she 
rejected the offer of our friendship, szarlotka and pączki. We 
hope that she has other Polish women friends for cake and 
conversation and we’re still grateful to her for writing 
Reckoning because, even though it was about her life – in some 
small way, she also spoke for us. 
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ZINEWEST WRITING ALUMNI 
 
ZineWest entrants must not yet have a sole author, trade publication. 
We are thrilled when someone we’ve published becomes ineligible  
to enter ZineWest again, but our mission remains with the “new” 
writer starting out, right through to someone with an impressive 
number of individual pieces published in journals and anthologies.  
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Most issues of ZineWest can be viewed as a pdf on our website. 
https://nwg-inc.com Menu: Publications> NWG Inc’s EZine> ZineWests. 
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Back Cover: Michaela SIMONI: Julia Plays the Violin - When my sister 
plays violin, she throws herself into it.  

 



Kathryn Munro: The Language of Imagination—This painting represents 
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a book about some stranger’s life; nodded to the rat, signalling a truce; all 
rainbow lorikeets and cheap red; a firm but gentle tap of my broom;  a split 
second where his feet hesitate; pangs of mediocrity;  they shared a skin of 
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occasionally someone plays tolerably well; trees turn into control panels; 
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taking the red rattler...  
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