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Writing Parramatta 2021 
a NEW Writers’ Group Inc project 

 
Writing Parramatta 2021 was supported by a City of Parramatta 
Council Creative Economy Grant. As part of the project, we published 
Parramatta stories, poems and images on our website, nwg-inc.com. 
Each contributor has one or more of their works reproduced here in 
Expression 2022. We begin with a life member … 

 
JACQUI DOUGLAS 
More Than a Memory 
 
Summer Hill 1952: 
 
From the kitchen I could see Nan and Aunty in the next room, 
looking in the sideboard drawer. With their backs to me they 
were scanning photographs, some of which were torn up. As 
the pieces fluttered to the floor, they spoke a language I had 
never heard before.  

Children of those times were not encouraged to ask questions 
about things that should not concern them, so I did not ask. But 
as the sisters were a different colour, the fact that they knew 
another language was just something else I did not know. 

Parramatta Riverside Theatres: 
NAMATJIRA 2:00pm Saturday 25, February 2012: 
 
As a sixty year old, I knew that my Grandmother and sister were 
Malyankapa women from Corner Country New South Wales. 
They spoke many languages, some of which were recorded and 
are now held in Canberra. 
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I had a small collection of Albert’s water colour reproductions 
hanging in our Guildford home and I took myself to this multi 
layered production for all sorts of reasons near to my heart. 

Four or five days later I was at the Parramatta Salvation Army 
Op Shop, in the far-right hand corner, with my back to the door. 
There I heard a softly spoken conversation that was part of my 
memory. I turned as a 10-year-old, expecting to see my Nan and 
Aunty. Instead, it was Albert Namatjira’s two granddaughters 
with a minder. I walked towards them and began to cry. 

Apologizing for my tears, I explained to their minder about my 
first experience of hearing an Aboriginal language. She 
explained this to Albert’s granddaughters and we three old 
ladies held hands and smiled at each other. 

This is one of my dearest memories.   

 
 
 
 
Jacqui Douglas was NWG Inc’s 
first Secretary in 2002, an 
inspiring, multi-talented leader 
of the founding members who 
created the base for us to reach 
our twentieth year in 2022.  
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LES WICKS 
The Hidden Store 
 
In the middle of a flat, practical Parramatta, 
1972, near the slovenly river               down 
Church Street stood the somehow pagan 
Black Mountain Imports & almost every day I visited 
woven, carved, beaten works from a headache 
of different countries all 
reduced & bargain priced for this canny shopper, always 
in search of a new. 
 
25 years later I still owned the twisted 
green glass Mexican goblets. 
The crucible & the book 
part of a half researched          never-quite-right rite 
that involved Janis Joplin. 
Even the laundry basket spoke of smoky, 
transcendental Idea as fingers had 
coaxed form from water soaked bamboo. 
 
At Christmas my parents received gazelles & elephants 
carved so no line was straight. 
They said life was sinuous … 
meant to be stroked. 
 
My sister got incense 
that sought her heart or mind, 
an inveigled nose. 
 
The carpet was too much to take in 
& never sold. Reduced in price 
every couple of months but still requiring 
a wealth beyond my imagination. 
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I knew we would fly together but 
out of luck I left to wander, 
the 165 bus home maybe 
frosty boy from the milk bar. More tangible 
teenage treasures from inside a diesel town 
that dreamt of huge office blocks & a new concrete coat. 
  

 

 
 
Jo’n’wicksy 
 
My first love’s name was Joanne Taylor. 
We were eight & she lived close by in one of 
central Parramatta’s remaining ‘slums’. 
 
Her mother had disappeared, 
it was a dark                undiscussed secret 
like murder & ghosts. 
 
The father was a drunk. 
Something known despite the fact 
I always went home before he returned from 
whatever. 
We shared Joanne 
& the bad-backed terrace in shifts. 
 
In July the house still had 
xmas stuff all around the walls. 
Jo said it saved putting them up each year, 
they’d become monkey bars for bugs. 
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There was no fridge. 
Joanne said she preferred jelly to ice cream. 
 
No television, me neither. 
We’d sneak across at night to 
WARD’S ELECTRICAL, join others 
as the silent images flickered behind plate glass. 
Promising much, explaining little. 
 
That year Dad bought our HMV but Jo & I 
would still meet at Ward’s 
 
              (my loungeroom cheapened 
              television’s 
              quality of light). 
 
At xmas the battle-scarred decorations got so right. 
Summer jelly took longer to set, 
rested on a shelf like something festively important. 
 
I gave her a kiss (it seemed correct), 
then said my family was moving to Dundas. 
 
She shrugged in her practical clothes 
& our search continued in the 
archaeology of her back yard. 
 
My first of hundreds/ 
incomplete goodbyes.     
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Les Wicks – Photo by Mandi Kaplan 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Les Wicks has been published across 33 countries in 15 
languages. His 14th book of poetry is Belief (Flying Islands, 
2019). 
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ALISON MILLER 
Parramatta 
 
My connection with Parramatta started in 1973 when, as a 16-
year-old, I worked for Edels, a chain of vinyl record stores. They 
had branches in all Westfield’s shopping malls which were the 
largest retail centres in suburban Sydney. Westfield promoted 
that one of their centres was within 20 minutes’ drive of any 
suburb. 
 
I had previously worked much closer to home (Revesby) at their 
Burwood and Roselands branches. When I was told to go to 
Parramatta it required a long all-stops train from Revesby to 
Sydenham then changing train lines and all stops to Parramatta. 
This was way before express trains or air-conditioned ones! It 
was close to a two hour round trip. If I was really lucky, there 
may be a train that stopped at a few less stations than 40 in 
total. 
 
As we were a family of early risers (and bed makers) this didn’t 
worry me, despite the frosty pre-global warming mornings and 
heat wave evenings. Retail stopped at twelve noon, so one still 
had time in the afternoon to study, as I was in year 11. There 
was, of course, no Sunday retail, as it was expected that you 
would spend the Sabbath at church and after the long service, 

Parramatta Station - Mihaela Cristescu 
 

Parramatta Station: Mihaela Cristescu 
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to have a roast chicken dinner for lunch with baked veggies. 
This was a luxury as chicken was dear and the week’s family 
meals usually included only mince, chops or sausages. 
 
I was paid $2.43 (total) for a four hour Saturday morning shift 
which jumped to $5 per hour at age 16. As a milkshake was 25c 
and an ice-cream or small chocolate 10c, this represented 
freedom in a small way to the student me! Our pocket money 
had disappeared when we turned 15. My mother stated that 
‘we would learn how the other half lives’ by working part-time. 
As we were working class, I wasn’t sure which half of Sydney 
she was referring to, but dutifully heeded her advice and saved 
for my own makeup, clothes, jewellery and shoes. 
 
I aged out of retail as I approached 18, because 15-year-olds 
were much cheaper to employ. I sought out another job closer 
to home. I didn’t really miss the long commute, even though I 
was used to it by now. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Alison Miller is a suburban poet, writer, editor and educator 
who worked in Parramatta in the 70’s near the Roxy Theatre 
when Westfield was new. 
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JO MULARCZYK 
Fervour 

 

Thoughts of my grandparents are always accompanied by a 

deluge of sense memories. Rich smells of wholesome cooking. 

Soggy sweetness of sugar biscuits dipped in tea. Camphor bags 

pinned inside winter spencers. Rattle of Yahtzee dice. Clacking 

of knitting needles. Fierce hugs. 

 

There is another wave of memories that is less about sentiment 

but equally strong. It is tied to football and tribalism and sport 

and loyalty. It is about the Parramatta Eels.  

 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/10/Jo-Mularczyk-author-shot.jpg
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They were fervent in their fandom, my nan and pop. Season 

pass-holders until they could no longer climb the stairs into the 

stand. Part of the dedicated few who travelled to the away 

games to watch their beloved team, thermos in hand. 

 

One of my first football related memories is centred around 

Cumberland oval, a far cry from the grand Bankwest Stadium 

that now adorns the site in Parramatta. My cousins, siblings and 

I were festooned in blue and gold striped jumpers, hand-knitted 

by those clacking needles. Hair tied up in matching ribbons, our 

tribe was well-appointed. We spread out on the hill and played 

while the adults cheered. 

 

My grandparents were vocal in their support. My husband 

recalls one of the first times he entered their house and 

witnessed my tiny grandmother catapulting herself out of the 

armchair and careening closer to the screen with each full-

throated cheer until she was almost on the field herself. 

 

Their house was littered with Parramatta-themed trinkets. One 

or two reside in my home now, the memories well-preserved. It 

was a source of unrivalled pride when the family arranged a 

football signed by the team for one of Pop’s milestone 

birthdays. He never said, but I suspect it impressed him more 

than the Queen’s anniversary and birthday wishes. 

 

The next generation carries the flag. My parents never miss a 

televised match, and my brother takes his place in the member 

stand. They are educated spectators. They analyse the game,  
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condemn the off-field antics, and decry the backroom politics.  

They have met legends of the game, both past and present, at 

fan events and during country jaunts where they’ve shared a 

beer and reminisced. 

 

I don’t claim to have been immune to the fervour. As a ten-

year-old I was thrilled to win a raffle at the Leagues Club and 

receive my prize from one of the players. I have dim memories 

of decorating both the house and my little sister on grand final 

day. During drives I eagerly searched for the local house with an 

Eels emblem emblazoned on the garage door. 

 

I no longer follow the footy. As C.S. Lewis declared, I ‘put away 

childish things’, and yet I would still consider myself an Eels fan 

at heart. We have the obligatory regalia in the form of hats and 

scarves within our house and have made a token pilgrimage to 

a match over the years. My children participate in the 

neighbourhood tipping competition and dutifully select the Eels 

every week. It seems the fervour, albeit muted by age, is an 

inherited one. 

 

Jo Mularczyk’s stories and poems appear in publications within 
Australia, the US and the UK. During 2020 she won two writing 
competitions. Jo is a proud western suburbs girl who worked in 
Parramatta for ten years and has been published in several 
Zinewest editions including the fifteenth edition in 2021 with 
Lies of Love which won her a Judge’s Commendation. 
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Reflections of Parramatta - Marina Robins  

This image is created from a photograph of the new  
buildings in Parramatta showing the window reflections. 
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AUGUSTA SUPPLE 
Going To Ground 
 
 
‘Your strength is just an 
accident arising from the 
weakness of others.’  
 
Joseph Conrad, Heart of 
Darkness 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
It was Thursday night when Susan pressed a stainless steel ‘G’ 
and waited to descend to Church Street. Nearly 6pm. Work-
mates marched out over an hour ago. Her colleagues a 
battalion, carrying kite-coloured umbrellas which flapped wire-
armed salutes to the Sky Horse on Macquarie Street. 
 

Susan knew not to take advice from impossibly fit weathermen. 
She preferred to take chances and spontaneously collect cheap 
umbrellas. If rain didn’t come, she’d have the burden of an 
unnecessary umbrella. A symbol of her gullibility. Evidence 
she’d believed a man who claimed he could predict her future. 
Some things aren’t worth the inconvenience, umbrellas, were 
one of them. Predictions and men – another. 
 

Today ‘the battalion’ meandered through an underwhelming 
chorus of ‘Happy Birthday’ for her – with the rousing 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/ASUPPLE_Headshot.jpg
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enthusiasm of kids singing the national anthem. Cake cut in 
uneven wedges – starting off thick and confident, ended in 
planes of crumbs and cream – circulated on paper plates. After 
ten minutes, Susan took her crumbs back to her desk. 
 

Life was, what it was. Daily, Susan listed tasks requiring 
attention: 

▪ A walk – for air and exercise. 
▪ Flat white from Mars Hill Cafe 
▪ Read morning newspapers 

 

She first saw him at her favourite bookstore. At the back, 
mitred bookcases forced ‘Poetry’ to face ‘History’. He was 
thumbing through Larkin; she was scanning the Roman Empire. 
When he spoke, she heard his sweetness. 
 

There were other things to do: 
▪ Lamb cutlets to crumb 
▪ Towels to fold 
▪ Nightly news at 7pm 

 

Coffee with a stranger? Not listed. Could she afford the 
complication of a stranger, especially one with bright blue eyes 
and an easy way with words? She waited in the coffee shop. He 
found her face and smiled. The conversation was easy. They 
weaved their way through literary commonality accompanied 
by flat whites and hot toast. 
 

Their register of common ground swelled: 
▪ He walked through Prince Alfred Square in the 

mornings 
▪ The Mars Hill barista knew his order 
▪ He read the paper. 
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Susan pencilled his name into her diary, as they shifted through 
the colours of each season: Winter, Spring, Summer. She found 
that there was space for: 

▪ her cup in his cupboard 
▪ her coat on his rack 
▪ her birthday in his diary. 

 

‘Is your past more important than your future?’ he asked her 
one night, after the dishes were done and the conversation was 
getting hot. 
 
He asked her to choose. 
 
She thought. Our histories are more understandable because 
they have already been, not because they might be. There is a 
certainty in the past, that the future can’t possess. The future is 
too unpredictable, too difficult. 
 
Susan shrugged, wounding him. 
 
She went out for a walk and never went back. 
 
It was 6:03pm when the light on the silver ‘G’ flicked off. A 
gentle ‘ding’. Susan stepped out of the elevator. 
‘I heard you’d gone to ground,’ he said. 
 
Augusta Supple is dedicated to the western Sydney arts and 
cultural sector in all its myriad expressions. In Parramatta she 
has watched metal bands thrash, walked the streets with arts 
elders who tell powerful histories, sat on picnic rugs with writers 
and watched dancers hold up the sky. She has directed plays 
about the train to Parramatta, advocated for arts investment 
and listened to big ideas and big plans wind their way into the 
public domain. 



16 

 

Roxy Theatre - Mihaela Cristescu 

 
NIC LESLEY 
Run To Parra-Dise 
 
‘Used to be a pub.’ We’re walking by a hole in the ground. 
‘Saw Paul Kelly play there one Friday night.’ 
 
‘How long ago was this?’ 
She’s sceptical. I guess I would be too. Paul packs the Opera 
House forecourt, sells out The Domain. Did he ever play a 
suburban pub, now a hole in the ground? 
‘Before CDs.’ 
 
She rolls her eyes, barely believing there are people who 
remember a time before music was downloaded, let alone 
when vinyl wasn’t just some hipster thing bought to prove 
you’re trendier than the next guy. Is that the right word? 
Trendier? Am I showing my age again? 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/04/Roxy_M.Cristescu_2-1-scaled.jpg
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We continue our lunchtime stroll, savouring every moment out 
of the office. Cut under the grey bridge, conversation 
momentarily impossible as a train roars overhead. By unspoken 
agreement turn left, run across the road against the lights. 
Buses only up this street now. 
 
I hate my job. Can’t wait to get out. Never wanted to be a suit, 
stuck in an office. Hate everything about it. Everything except 
this, our lunchtime walks. She’s a twenty-something kid who 
hates her job too. We’ve bonded over a shared hate and now 
I’m her tour guide to a lost world. 
 
So far we’ve done the river. The old department store, replaced 
with apartments, fancy restaurants. The Roxy, standing silent 
and sadly derelict. The pool. Gone. The stadium. Gone.  
She hadn’t believed me about the night the fans burnt the 
grandstand down. Especially when I admitted I’d been in 
primary school at the time. So certain I’d been spinning a tale, 
she’d had her phone out, Googling it, before we’d even turned 
into the road leading to the girl’s school, once a convent. 
 
‘Used to be a nightclub.’ I point towards glass and steel 
monstrosities flanking yet another hole in the ground. 
 
‘What? There was a pub on every corner?’ 
I shrug. Had certainly felt like it. 
 
We weave through queues of immobile commuters, glued to 
their phones, waiting for buses belching diesel fumes. Diners 
packing the outside tables, enjoying their lunches amongst the 
burbling hubbub of noise.  
 
I hurry to keep up. She’s making for the site of the cavernous 
upstairs nightclub. Maybe looking for one of those National 
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Trust plaques. Looking for proof I’m not making it all up. 
‘Did you go to this one too?’ 
‘Didn’t spend all my time in pubs. Married man with two kids.’ 
 
She rolls her eyes again. Clearly that first statement isn’t exactly 
true. If I hadn’t spent so much time in pubs I wouldn’t be where 
I am now. 
 
‘Not when you were first here,’ she says, half statement, half 
query. She’s stopped right where bouncers, immovable 
mountains of muscle, once stood guard at the foot of the stairs. 
‘Married at nineteen. Probationary constable here a few 
months later.’ 
‘Just a kid.’ 
I laugh. Yeah, just a kid. Just …what?… four years younger than 
she is now. 
‘Called out every weekend to break up fights. Had a billiard ball 
thrown at my head once.’ 
She’s horrified. Points, wide eyed, to my scarred eyebrow. 
‘Na. Billiard ball missed. That was a frozen leg of lamb.’ 
She thinks I’m joking. I leave it be. Some things she doesn’t 
need to know. 
 
‘There were billiard tables?’ she asks, looking up, like she can 
conjure my memories from thin air. 
‘That was at The Tollgate.’ It’s still standing. She drives by it 
daily. Probably never seen it. ‘Not here at Stallions.’ 
She snorts. Thinks I’m joking again. 
‘Stallions.’ Elbows me just below the ribs. ‘What was it really 
called?’ 
‘Stallions.’ 
‘No, c’mon, really.’ 
‘Stallions.’ 
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She snorts again. We both laugh. Never before considered how 
ridiculous it sounded. 
‘Changed owners. Name changed to Paradise.’ I lean towards 
her, give it everything I’ve got, sing the only line I can 
remember, a line you’d be hard pressed to forget. ‘Ruuun to 
paradise.’ 
 
An office worker, all efficient looking white shirt, dark suit and 
heels, rushing by, clutching her takeaway lunch in a brown 
paper bag, grease stains turning one side transparent. She pulls 
up quickly, looks at us, this mismatched pair, twenty-something 
kid and grey haired middle-aged ex-cop. 
‘Remember when they played that to clear the dancefloor at 
closing time?’ she says to me. I nod, smile. I’d forgotten that. 
‘Met my husband there,’ she adds, voice tinged with something 
I mistake for wistfulness. 
‘Special place then.’ 
‘Hardly. Was an arsehole. Divorce the best thing that happened 
to that marriage.’ 
 
Then she’s gone. Hurrying off to an afternoon trapped at a 
desk, engaged in pointless tasks, stuck in the nightmare of an 
open plan office. 
 
I check the time. 
‘Better head back.’ 
My buddy gives the lost paradise a last look, imagining my 
world, gone forever. 
‘Can we do the gaol tomorrow?’ she asks.    
 
Nic Lesley has lived, studied, worked and enjoyed entertainment 
in Parramatta since the dawn of time, or at least since before 
The Roxy was heritage listed. This work was first published in 
ZineWest 2019. 
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Q&A with editor and  
writer Dannielle Viera.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Dannielle, in addition to being a professional editor, your 
writing has been published in a range of anthologies and 
journals. Any favourites? 
 
I have a soft spot in my heart for ZineWest, as it celebrates the 
often-overlooked talent of Western Sydney writers. I have also 
had children’s short stories published in three of Share Your 
Story’s anthologies; the profits from the sale of the anthologies 
go to a different charity each year. This year, their anthology 
entitled Once Upon a Whoops!: Fractured Fairytales and 
Ridiculous Rhymes is supporting the Life’s Little Treasures 
Foundation. 
 
What kind of genre do you usually write and why? 
 
I write fictional short stories and poems for adults and children, 
as well as picture book manuscripts for children. In addition, I 
have recently completed the manuscript for a junior fiction 
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chapter book, which I hope will become the first in a series.  
I adore writing fiction for adults, because anything goes! I can 
play with language and syntax, and create an immersive textual 
landscape that surprises and engrosses the reader. Although 
writing for children has more constraints, I enjoy crafting stories 
that draw in youngsters and inspire a love of books and reading 
(which will hopefully last for the rest of their lives!) 
 
We know you have a long history in the publishing industry. 
Can you tell us a bit about your experience including what 
kind of editing you are called upon to do? 
 
In my 20+ years in the Australian publishing industry, I’ve done 
a bit of everything – from copywriting for Doubleday Book Clubs 
to project management for Global Book Publishing. Currently, 
I’m a freelance book editor and proofreader for publishers such 
as Allen & Unwin, Murdoch Books and HarperCollins. I work on 
adult non-fiction titles – largely gardening books, but also 
biographies, textbooks and volumes covering subjects as varied 
as self-help, health, history, interior design, films and cooking. 
When I copyedit a book, I simply edit the text and then the rest 
of the production process happens in-house. When I edit a 
book, I am also involved in briefing the designer, liaising with 
the author, taking in author and publisher corrections, tidying 
up page files in InDesign (for example, getting rid of widows and 
orphans), inserting captions into the files and sometimes 
performing picture research. 
 
As a professional editor, can you suggest what issues in a 
manuscript are most likely to prevent a promising piece  
being accepted by a publishing house? 
 
When it comes to non-fiction text, insufficiently researched and 
poorly structured text is unlikely to get past the publisher – 
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unless you’re a celebrity author (when a ghostwriter and/or a 
structural editor might be used to improve the text). No matter 
what genre you are writing in, text that is full of spelling and 
punctuation errors, contains an incomplete or uninspired 
storyline, or is unsuitable for the publisher’s list (for example, 
you’ve sent a picture book manuscript to a company that only 
publishes adult fiction) is bound to languish in a slush pile 
forever. 
 
Can you give us some examples of works you’ve edited? 
 
Perhaps the most successful book I’ve edited recently is Grace 
Karskens’ People of the River (Allen & Unwin), which won the 
Australian History Prize at the 2021 NSW Premier’s History 
Awards. This year, I edited Futuresteading (Murdoch Books), 
written by Jade Miles from Black Barn Farm; Dream Home How-
To (Murdoch Books), a home-renovation volume by the 
bestselling Three Birds Renovations team; and Costa’s 
World (HarperCollins), written by the host of ABC TV’s 
Gardening Australia, Costa Georgiadis. I am also currently 
working on two other gardening books written by people who 
are well-known thanks to their appearances on television, but I 
can’t mention any names yet … 
 
Quote marks! NWG Inc publications use single quotes for 
dialogue and double quotes within single. However, when 
editing English pieces for Mihaela Cristescu’s Romanian/ 
Australian anthologies, we reverse the rule. The Romanian 
style for quote marks is sometimes also used in these bi-
lingual anthologies. What trend do you see in Australian 
publishing – and what do you prefer yourself? 
 
I have edited books intended for the Australian market and the 
US market, and they differ in the use of quote marks. Without 
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exception, the publishers I work with here in Australia follow 
this rule (and I quote here directly from the Allen & Unwin 
house style sheet): ‘Use single quotes with punctuation inside, 
double quotes within single.’ Single quote marks are also used 
for titles of songs, short poems, journal articles, chapters within 
books and theses. However, whenever I’ve edited text aimed at 
a US audience, I’ve had to use double quote marks (and single 
quotes within double). Personally, as I am trying to publish my 
work in Australia before anywhere else, I stick to single quote 
marks. 
 
Well, that’s helped us decide to use single quotes for titles! 
Any other things you know we’d like to know? 
 
There are two other formatting choices that publishers prefer 
to see in a manuscript. The first is a single space (rather than a 
double space) between the end of one sentence and the start 
of the next. The second is a full-out first line (rather than an 
indented first line) in the first paragraph underneath a heading. 
Rest assured that these ‘indiscretions’ are unlikely to see a 
manuscript tossed aside, as long as the writing is excellent – the 
humble editor is able to fix them fairly easily! 
 
Dannielle Viera has been involved in the Australian publishing 
industry for over 20 years, first as a copywriter and then as an 
editor, project manager, proofreader and author. She is a 
moderator for the Creative Kids Tales Network Facebook page, 
and a children’s book reviewer for the Buzz Words website. 
Dannielle is represented by the Creative Kids Tales Speakers 
Agency. 
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Light and Dark of Parramatta Park - Dannielle Viera 
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THE TROPICS888  
Jacaranda 
 
Purple plumes of petals bloom 
the jacaranda season, 
I go outside 
and walk around 
down pattered paths put feet on. 
 
The sunrise blooms 
its colours too 
drenching from horizon 
in royal dyes and like a crown, 
the earth wears 
while it’s risin’. 
  

 
  
  
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  
  
  
 
 

Image: S.E. Crawford 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/08/Jacarandacropped_SEC300-1.jpg
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The Local Creek 
 
The local creek is muddy, shallow,  
wide in parts and others narrow, 
tendril tears the willows weep, 
by coiling banks as waters creep. 
From below a fish appears, 
mouths the surface, disappears. 
Pairs of ducks float dunking heads, 
tranquil above river beds. 
 
The creek moves slow, unless it’s rained 
then several metres may be gained 
higher up this lowest ground, 
threatening homes where they surround. 
I used to cross by fallen tree, 
nature’s bridge provided free, 
further on there’s one man made, 
cement and steel, that work was paid. 
 
There’s paths nearby on either side 
one worn, one laid, nearby reside 
snails, worms, and slugs, and grubs, 
amongst the grass, plants, trees, and shrubs. 
When crossing paths some meet their end, 
though not what most paced feet intend. 
Tortoises that swim the waters 
wearing homes with shells for quarters. 
 
Human homes back beyond bush, 
as ever on those waters push. 
 
The Tropics888 lives and works in the Parramatta LGA.  
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Image - S.E. Crawford 

 
 
MARINA ROBINS 
Lake Parramatta 
 

Like icing on a cake  
Lovely to slip into the lake.  
Home of turtle, goanna and snake  
But show respect to this remnant piece of wild,  
Its predictability is like that of a child.  
A place of life, but death as well,  

Trees and rocks have tales to tell.  
 
 
Marina Robins has been living and playing in  
Parramatta for 21 years. 
 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/PUZsec3-scaled.jpg
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MHC - Linda Marsden (ZineWest 2013) 

 
 
BELINDA CURBY 
Mars Hill Café  

 

It was my place of inspiration 
My writing haven 
It was where my heart fell in love 
With the art of poetry 
Where live music married me 
And local artists painted 
Sweet masterpieces in my mind 
Sitting for hours creating 
Words poured out of me 
Dancing on my page 
My birth as a new poet 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2014/01/L.Marsden_The-Cafe_ZW13small.jpg
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Two years since they closed 
People look at its skeletal remains 
Lights switched out, windows empty 
Its epitaph Mars Hill Cafe 
Etched in a sign like granite 
Standing like a gravestone 
Cars still line the streets like coffins 
And people unconsciously form a procession 
Embraced in a sombre silence 
 

I reminisce about the old times 
But to me it still lives on 
When I close my eyes 
Shapes like ghosts form in the empty window 
And the café fills once more 
works of art come to life on the walls 
Music seeps through the front doors 
The smell of coffee and cake wafts through 
I hear the chatter of people 
The laughter, it echoes 
And I imagine myself once again reading my poetry 
 

Holding the microphone tightly in my hand 
The room fills with warmth 
Emotions like fire rage within me 
I try not to extinguish any words 
Blindly delivering with a smile 
Watched on by friends 
The audience inspires me 
As words dance from my lips 
I open my eyes, the room is empty 
A huge tear on my cheek 
 

Belinda Curby is a Parramatta writer and artist. 
This poem was first published in ZW2017. 
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MIHAELA CRISTESCU 
Crossing Lennox Bridge 
 
 

Parramatta Images – Mihaela Cristescu 
 
The old Lady turned around and showed me the way to the 
River: ‘When you see the rocks, you see the river,’ she said, 
pointing her hand to the sky and then the land, in an oscillatory 
movement towards north. 

Image: Linda Marsden 
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My dream was to cross the watercourse and find the other side 
of the City, should the map and her voice help me beyond any 
written explanation. Somehow, since our arrival in Parramatta,  
I had been walking from stones to shapes, among gems and 
simple visions to feel the Land. There was no other indication as 
to how to perceive the nature of things, no flow to go with, no 
stream. The most extravagant omen caught me in shifts to 
switch my poetry around. And even now, twelve years later,  
I clearly remember the link between the shores: lines of rhythm 
and silent music growing from feet to neck, waves ending in my 
palms and fingers, frequency evoked in sounds. 
 
That specific morning identified itself as a glorious Australian 
beginning of the day. A disintegrated noise of people rushing to 
their jobs in an amalgam of gestures and trajectories seized my 
official thoughts, letting the other part of myself to consider the 
fictional real world. History had nothing to do with my stroll, 
and the small, one-floor buildings along Church Street offered 
an intimate ambience completed by the shops and cafeterias. 
My backpack seemed empty, but I was not hungry; at that time, 
I only used to have one meal per day, a late lunch, it is true, as 
food never belonged to my dreams. 
 
For a moment, a young boy stopped on a corner of the street 
counting his age in cards – the small pieces of hard paper rolling 
in the air while he delivered a rosary – or an adaptation, 
anyway. The street boy looked at me for only an instant and 
smiled. ‘I know you, always looking forward to becoming the 
River. It’s April time.’ He had guessed my unspoken question.  
I knew him, too. He belonged to my native self, and he spoke 
for my understanding: of blue and sandstone, of precise 
pounding the pavement by heels and cars. My mind, his words, 
their knowledge. 
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The bridge was twenty metres away. Strange eyes were 
searching for the camera and the rays found the perfect angle: 
pieces of rock arranged in order, glued images of the past, 
ghost-trees overlapping future memories. I was capable of 
seeing all of them and more. Time did not comply with 
distance, remote steps delivered the process of motion, and  
I found my body on the other side of the River. 
 
A genuine effect of the Australian watercourse location, the day 
became a facsimile for the unspoken verse, one photograph of 
the photographer himself. The Bridge heard my words as I 
whispered towards the Heritage Centre: 
‘Do not lose it. Do not lose it …’ 
 
 
 

 
Mihaela Cristescu: 
 A place where my poetry 
is written, Parramatta is 
not only a Sydney suburb 
but mainly the meaning of 
my Australian rhythm.  

In addition to her WP21 
entries, Mihaela Cristescu 
provided extra photos for  
promotion of WP21 and to 
accompany the works of 
other writers. See next two 
pages and more scattered 
through the anthology. 
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MIHAELA CRISTESCU 
Parramatta Images 
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Q&A with WINNIE DUNN 

 
 
A writer of Tongan descent 
from Mt. Druitt, Winnie 
Dunn is the general manager 
of Sweatshop Literacy 
Movement which has its 
home base at the Arts & 
Cultural Exchange (ACE)  
in Parramatta.  
 
 
Photo: Tyler Aves.  
 
 
 

 
At Sweatshop, Winnie has edited and co-edited high-quality 
anthologies at an impressive rate of production. Contributors 
are a diverse range of talented local writers who through 
sharing with readers their own stories and perspectives, help 
displace the misrepresentation experienced by their 
communities. One notable example is two editions 
of Sweatshop Women, ’Australia’s first and only publication 
produced entirely by women of colour’. 
 
Winnie, you are a super busy person. In this quote from 
American Professor Patty Lowe about indigenizing 
universities, do you find the reference to leadership by people 
of colour relevant to your experience in Western Sydney and 
Australia generally?  ‘… it does make a difference when people 
of colour are in leadership positions. The problem is sometimes 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/06/WinnieHeadshot-scaled.jpg
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there are so few of us that when we do wind up in leadership 
positions, we’re the only ones. And then you know, we end up 
by being over-extended.’ ¹ 
 
Yes, the burden of representation is quite overwhelming, but 
the work must be done to create equality and justice. 
 
Do you have any advice for someone choosing, perhaps for 
the first time, to write for publication a work based on their 
lived experience? Are there issues about self-consciousness, 
identifying real people, perspectives and styles?  
 
Write like you’re dead, otherwise it’s not writing. 
 
Sweatshop launched a new anthology at the Sydney Writers’ 
2021 Festival, Racism: Stories on Fear, Hate & Bigotry, to much 
acclaim. What was your role in creating this publication? 
 
I was co-editor along with Kuku-Djungan writer Phoebe Grainer 
and Vietnamese Australian writer, Stephen Pham. If anyone is 
interested in learning more, please buy a copy at 
www.sweatshop.ws 
 
Sweatshop, Diversity Arts Australia and Affirm Press have 
recently announced you will be the editor of Another 
Australia – a follow up to the very successful After 
Australia edited by award winning author and Sweatshop 
founding director, Michael Mohammed Ahmad. What can we 
look forward to from this new volume? 
 
We can look forward to a continuation of bold and 
experimental stories from the best Indigenous writers and 
writers of colour this country has to offer. I’m honoured and 
humbled to be curating this collection with their stories. 
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Since you began writing and editing, plus engaging with 
audiences at festivals and on radio and television, have you 
seen any appreciable movement towards better 
representation of minorities in the arts and media here in 
Australia? 
 
Yes, but it’s only just the beginning. Much more work needs to 
be done. It’s not over until we are all free. 
 
Your own writing has been published in prestigious journals 
and you are writing your first novel through a 2019 CAL Ignite 
Grant. What do you most enjoy writing? Do you have a 
favourite among essays, reviews, fiction? 
 
Writing is hard. Writing is work. It’s not to say that I don’t enjoy 
it but I take a very serious and hard-line approach to my writing. 
There are no favourites, I’m not a hedonist. All of my writing 
comes together to make one very cohesive body of work. 
Unfortunately, one of the first bodies of work written by a 
Tongan Australian about a Tongan Australian experience. 
 
Please tell us a little about your experience of working in 
Parramatta. For instance, how long does it take you to 
commute! What do you see out of your office window? 
And since Parramatta is never quite the same from one week 
to another are there changes you regret? Are there some 
changes you welcome? 
 
I recently moved to Fairfield so it’s a fifteen-minute train 
commute, which is lovely, especially considering I don’t drive. 
My office window looks out over a small park in North 
Parramatta. The only change I care about is that this is stolen 
lands. Let’s correct that… 
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Winnie Dunn has been published in the Sydney Review of Books, 
The Saturday Paper, Griffith Review, Meanjin, SBS Voices, The 
Guardian, Huffington Post, Southerly and Cordite. She holds a 
Bachelor of Arts degree from Western Sydney University. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
¹Patty Lowe, professor at the Medill School of journalism, Northwestern 
University and citizen of the Bad River Band of Lake Superior 
Ojibwe. Indigenizing Universities interview: 10 min mark. May 17, 2021. 
 
 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/06/Racism-Cover-206-x-469-mm.png
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NATHAN SMITH 
The New Frontier of Literature 
 
Blue skies bleed into the ocean. A landscape of treacherous 
mountains defied by emerging populations of humans. The 
island of Chios, home to the Greeks during the first baby-steps 
of civilisation. 
 
All that has happened must be told. So it was that Homer, the 
island’s native, shared an oral account of the Trojan War to 
eager listeners. Simile and metaphor shape meaning and mind 
and those who listen re-tell the tale until it found its way to 
Alexandria, where scholars organised the words for the world’s 
future. A tale began, never to end. 
 
Ovid sat before the mountain-etched horizon of Sulmona rolling 
a stylus between thumb and index finger. His eyes traced the 
distant mountains before winding their way back across the 
vibrant green farmland carved by clear streams of water, until 
he found himself staring at the untouched wax tablet placed 
before him. 
 
His eyes wandered over the nearby papyrus script of 
Homer’s Iliad. The battles, the mythology, the Gods; it had 
captured his mind, as it had for many others over hundreds of 
years. Ovid’s blank mind opened up. He placed the stylus upon 
the tablet and etched Metamorphoses. 
 
A bleak, grey day greeted London. The city was wrapped in a 
mist of rain. Shakespeare sat before the raindrop-flecked 
window of his lodgings on Silver Street, watching a candle flame 
flicker and dance. The near blank parchment featured the 
chicken scratch scrawling of an empty mind. Shakespeare laid 
his quill down and reclined with a sigh. 
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He stood up from his chair and paced the room. With the Lord 
Chamberlain’s Men now performing his works regularly, there 
was an increased pressure to maintain success. To continue to 
write. The trickiest part was combining artistic integrity with 
marketability. 
 
Shakespeare glanced upon his shelf. Books crammed beside 
each other, sources of literature from more recent works like 
the poetry of Arthur Brooke, to the classical works of the 
ancients. He allowed his fingers to trace the spines of each 
novel, before at random, pulling free one. Ovid, 
Metamorphoses. 
 
Shakespeare thought back to his education in Stratford Upon-
Avon. Ovid was a necessity. He sat down again and flicked 
through, recalling all of the various mythological works he’d 
studied in his youth. His eyes rested upon the tale of Pyramus 
and Thisbe. 
 
Quill in hand, Shakespeare began to write. 
 
The teenager sits before a desk piled with books. Homer, Ovid, 
Shakespeare, and the like. The room overlooks the city, 
revealing towering buildings of varying sizes that line the 
cityscape. The afternoon sun reflected off the surface of the 
winding river that ran through Parramatta, offering the 
appearance of a thousand simultaneously shimmering 
diamonds. 
 
Pen touches paper. A multiplicity of ideas swim through one’s 
mind. This tradition is one that connects him with all prior. One 
that will connect him with all yet to write. The hand moves and 
ink stains shape thoughts. 
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Every so often, he pauses and reflects. Glances on labelled 
novel spines. Consciousness permanently etched within the 
world. From Ancient Greece all the way up until this very 
moment in Parramatta. 
 
The new frontier of literature. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nathan Smith is a Western Sydney based teacher and writer. He 
has lived in and around Parramatta throughout his life. This 
story was first published in ZineWest 2000. 
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Q&A with NWG Inc life member, HELEN DALRYMPLE  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
Helen, when did you discover poetry?  
 
When my father discovered I could memorize long poems – by 
the likes of Banjo Patterson. I loved reciting on stage. 
 
We’ve heard many of your poems and published some in our 
anthologies. Do you also write prose?  
 
Yes, but I prefer poetry. I enjoy matching words that rhyme. 
 
What do you mostly write about?  
 
Family. But I find it harder to write these days. 
 



43 

 

We remember your stories about war veterans and your 
neighbourhood. Speaking of neighbourhoods, when did you 
first get to know Parramatta well? 
 
When I worked at the original Grace Bros store before my 
children were born. 
 
What did you do at Grace Bros?  
 
I sold shoes! 
 
You will have seen major changes to Parramatta since then. 
 
I miss the way it was before they made it into a major city with 
so many tall buildings. 
 
Are there changes you approve of though? 
 
Yes – I love that so many different cultures are part of the city 
now. Parramatta is cosmopolitan! 
 
 
 
 
Helen Dalrymple is retired to a village on a hill in sight of the 
City of Parramatta. For most of NEW Writers’ Group Inc’s 
existence, Helen has met our writers in Parramatta at the (late) 
Mars Hill Café and more recently, at UNE Sydney. She also 
attended Fellowship of Australian Writers’ meetings at 
Parramatta Library for many years. She has read her poems, 
barracked for other writers, and always encouraged the 
volunteers who run the projects and events.  
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Helen reading her poetry at Mars Hill Café and on P43 reading  
at Parramatta Library with NWG Inc for Valentine’s Day  

Photos: NWG Inc archives. 
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PAUL AZIZE  
Did You Get a Ticket? 
 

 
Photo: Best Image, ZineWest 2013, awarded to Paul Azize for 
depicting ‘the youthful strength of Western Sydney and a promise of 

our future’ by the late Katherine Knight, author of Passion Purpose 
Meaning: Arts Activism in Western Sydney. 
 

 

‘Did you get a ticket?’ asked John excitedly. 
‘Yeah, what about you?’ answered Paul. 
‘Yep. Oi, did you get one too?’ John responded as Hugh joined. 
 
‘Of course, everyone in the school got a free ticket,’ replied 
Hugh with a certain disdain for the obvious. 
 
Paul saw Tony running over and knew what was coming. 
‘Watch out!’ he says, warning the others. ‘It’s the Zip Zip Man, 
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in for try no 3, a hat trick for this legend as my mighty 
Parramatta Eels smash your pathetic Dragons.’ 
‘Settle down will you, we were grand finalists last year.’ 
‘Dream on. Grand finalists, but you didn’t win, so who cares!’ 
‘I do obviously you…’ 
 
‘Cut it out idiots,’ interjects John, playing the role of 
peacemaker before Paul can let off a foul mouth rant that never 
ends well for anybody. 
 
Anthony was promoting the event as if it was his own. ‘I’m 
pumped about this new stadium. They reckon it holds 50,000 
people and has TVs in the headrest in front.’ 
 
‘Actually, only 30,000 but good on you for having a go.’  
Again, Hugh couldn’t hide his sarcasm. 
 
‘Oh, what about the TV sets?’ Anthony asked, clinging to his last 
fact in hope of getting some praise. 
 

‘No, no TVs,’ continued Hugh. 
 
‘What time do you want to meet up? Kick off is 3pm, so let’s 
meet at Hugh’s place at 2pm.’ Paul didn’t like standing around 
doing nothing. 
 
‘2pm is too late, let’s make it 1pm,’ protested John. ‘I want to 
get Maccas.’ 
 
‘An hour to eat Maccas?’ 
 
Hugh knew the reason and gave it. ‘He wants to get there early 
because the chick he likes from Saturday Greek school is 
working.’ 
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‘Where’s Greek School?’ Anthony asked, thinking that was 
more important than the question about girls. 
 
‘Arthur Philip High,’ John replied. 
 
‘Are you going to ask her out or just keep staring at her?’ Hugh 
queried with the expertise of a kid who had done it several 
times before, which made him a demigod in their eyes. 
 
‘Just keep staring.’ 
 
Everyone doubled over in laughter. 
 
After making the necessary stop at McDonald’s and ordering 
their meals as slowly as possible so John could make the most 
of the moment, the boys walked the one block to the stadium.  
 
They took the first entrance they found, arriving at the northern 
end of the ground. With an hour to kick off it was standing 
room only and it became more crowded and uncomfortable as 
3pm approached. Officially there was a crowd of 26,870, 
unofficially it was over 30,000.    
 
By 4:15pm, with over half an hour of game time left it got even 
more uncomfortable for Paul. His team was getting a hiding. 
The ribbing he copped from Hugh and John was not comparable 
to what he’d get tomorrow at school from Anthony and 
everyone else who suddenly became a Parramatta supporter.  
 
Even though the Zip Zip Man wasn’t playing, Parramatta still 
won 36-6. 
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Paul Azize  
 
‘Born, raised and 
continuing to live in 
Rydalmere, I can’t imagine 
living anywhere else in 
Sydney. 
 
Parramatta is my home. A 
beachfront mansion will 
never replace my love for 
Parramatta and Western 
Sydney.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



49 

 

C.A. BROADRIBB 
The Dinner Party 
 

Alastair crept along the path towards Old Government House, 
clutching his torch.  Parramatta Park was dark and silent around 
him. He grinned to himself. This was going to be fun. 
 
He climbed the steps to the veranda, pausing as it creaked 
under his feet. He crossed his fingers and toes for good luck, 
then thought how superstitious that was, not to mention how 
cramped his toes were, and uncrossed them again. 
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Reaching into his shoulder bag, he pulled out an object. He 
wasn’t sure what to call it. He’d been reading a novel where  
a character talked about handcuffs and said that they could 
only be opened with a key, or something exactly like it. 
Wouldn’t that be another key? Was it supposed to be a 
philosophical question? As a result, he wasn’t sure what to call 
the metal object he’d cut out that afternoon. 
 
He wriggled it around in the lock. The tour guide had had 
difficulty opening the door, so he didn’t expect it to be easy. 
But as the minutes passed, he became increasingly nervous. 
There was a creaking sound inside the house. He froze. Nothing 
happened. He must’ve imagined it. However, the door wouldn’t 
budge. He stepped back and ran at it, hitting it with his 
shoulder. It didn’t open. His shoulder hurt. 
 
He walked around the outside of the house, looking for open or 
openable windows. The ones at the front had modern security 
grilles on them, which was an anachronism, not to mention 
extremely annoying. The grass was long and wet so his sneakers 
quickly became soaked. He hated walking around in wet shoes. 
 
Fortunately, there were French doors in the side wall without 
any security screens. He took a lock pick from his pocket and 
fiddled around, however the lock wouldn’t open. He looked 
nervously about. There were no cars or people in sight. He 
swung his torch and smashed a glass panel, reached in and 
unlocked the door. He cut his hand on the broken glass. He 
swore profusely and pressed a handkerchief to the wound. 
 
Once inside, he shone the torch around the room. There was a 
lot of antique furniture, as he’d seen on the tour. Desks and 
chairs, an old piano, a couch with an elaborately carved back 
and some armchairs. 
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His torch swept across a figure standing by the far wall. He 
yelped and dropped the torch. However, the figure continued 
to glow softly in the dark. It was a plump woman wearing a 
bonnet and a long dress with puffy sleeves. She carried a fan, 
waving it irritably in front of her face. 
 
‘It is very hot in here,’ she said in an English accent.  
 
Alastair snatched up the torch. His hand shook. ‘Who are you?’ 
His voice sounded squeaky. 
 
The woman acted as if she hadn’t even heard him. She walked 
across the room, fluttering her fan. As she passed the desk, 
Alistair could see its outline dimly through her. 
 
‘Get away from me!’ he shouted. He stumbled back against the 
wall, clutching at a cord to keep his balance. A bell rang 
somewhere in the house. A serious-looking man in a dark suit 
entered the room from a side door. The only problem was, he 
didn’t bother opening the door first. 
 
‘You rang, Sir?’ His voice echoed in the room. 
 
‘This isn’t happening,’ Alistair said to himself. He must have 
drunk too much beer earlier. ‘None of it’s real.’ 
 
‘Oh, there you are, Gerald,’ the woman in the bonnet said. 
‘Please take my hat.’ She held it out in a translucent pale hand. 
The man took her hat and placed it on a stand in the corner. 
 
The woman appeared to notice Alastair for the first time. ‘Oh, 
we have a visitor. How do you do?’ She started walking slowly 
towards him. 
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Alistair screamed and backed away into a corner, clutching at 
something on a stand beside him. It was a vase of flowers. 
 
‘My, what lovely carnations,’ the woman said, looking at them 
with interest. ‘Did you just pick them?’ 
 
‘What? Take them.’ Alastair thrust the vase at her, however, it 
passed right through her hands and shattered on the floor. 
 
‘Oh, goodness me. I am so clumsy,’ the woman said. 
 
Alastair took a deep breath. He glanced at the serious-looking 
man who was hovering discreetly nearby. ‘You, Gerald, take this 
lady outside. Show her the carnations.’ 
 
‘Very good, Sir.’ The man bowed and left the room the same 
way he had come, passing right through the door. To Alistair’s 
relief, the woman followed him. 
 
Alastair wanted to get out of there, but he had bills to pay. He 
shone his torch around the room again, looking for valuables 
that were easy to carry. He picked up a book from one of the 
desks. It was Moby Dick, a brand new first edition. He stuffed it 
in his bag. He checked the desk drawers, but they were all 
empty.  
 
A shelf above the fireplace held ornamental figurines made of 
china. Alistair was just examining one when he heard footsteps 
in the distance. He froze. 
 
There was a creaking sound, as if a door was opening, and a 
skinny teenage girl appeared, walking straight through the wall. 
Her hair was tied back and she wore a white apron over a plain 
blouse and skirt.  
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Cook asked me to consult with you about the menu,’ she said, 
looking at Alistair. ‘For the dinner party tonight.’ 
 
‘I’ll – I’ll give it to you later,’ Alistair said. 
‘He requested it now.’ She edged closer. 

 
Alastair sat down at the nearest desk, which held sheets of 
paper and a quill pen and ink jar. He dipped the pen and 
scrawled on the paper. He wasn’t even thinking about what he 
was writing, yet the words seemed to form under his hand 
automatically. ‘Roast pig. Vegetables. White sauce. Plum 
pudding.’ He thrust the paper at the girl and was relieved when 
she took it and retreated through the wall. 
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Alastair stuffed the quill pen and ink jar in his bag but forgot to 
put the lid on the jar first, so he spilled ink all over Moby Dick. 
Starting to feel desperate, he grabbed figurines randomly from 
the shelf and looked for something to wrap them in. All he 
could find were lace doilies on the table.  
 
The room suddenly flooded with light. Alastair glanced up. The 
candles in the chandelier above had burst into flame.  
The front door opened and two couples entered the room. The 
men wore long coats and top hats. The women wore floor-
length dresses with full skirts, and their faces were unnaturally 
pale. They looked solid, but there was something odd about 
them. They didn’t cast shadows, and they seemed to float just 
above the floor rather than walking on it. 
 
‘How do you do, Mr Burton? I am so pleased to meet at last,’ 
the youngest man said.  He offered his hand, but Alistair 
ignored it. ‘I am Mr Lambert and this is my wife, Mrs Lambert. 
May I introduce Mr and Mrs Chaney.’ 
 
‘How do you do? Are we frightfully early?’ Mrs Lambert said. 
‘Our coach made very good time.’ 
 
‘The driver behaved as if he was being chased by a ghost,’ Mr 
Chaney chuckled. He was carrying a walking stick, which he 
twirled playfully. 
 
‘Sit down. Help yourself to drinks,’ Alistair said, inching towards 
the French doors. 
 
The newcomers looked shocked and muttered amongst 
themselves. 
 
‘We are expected to pour our own drinks!’ Mrs Lambert said.  
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‘Preposterous. Does he not have servants?’ Mrs Chaney said. 
 
The teenage maid appeared again, seemingly out of nowhere. 
This time, she carried a silver tray with a teapot and cups. 
‘Would you like some tea, Sir? Madam?’ 
 
She offered cups to all the guests, then approached Alistair. He 
backed away, fearful of what might happen if anyone touched 
him.  
 
‘I don’t want any!’ 
 
She looked embarrassed, and set the tray down on the table. 
‘Will you play something for us, Mr Burton?’ Mrs Lambert said, 
looking at Alistair curiously. 
 
He wasn’t sure what she meant until he realised that he was 
now standing next to the piano.  
 
‘I don’t know how to.’ He surreptitiously picked up a silver 
candlestick and slipped it into his bag. 
 
‘It must be his wife’s piano,’ Mr Chaney said. ‘I am quite keen 
on the instrument myself. I have been taking lessons.’ 
 
‘Do show us, Husband,’ Mrs Chaney said. 
 
‘Yes, go ahead,’ Alistair said. The trick, he’d realised, was to 
keep them occupied. He sidled towards the French doors, but 
the maid went over to draw the curtains, and then stayed 
there. 
 
‘You’re dismissed,’ he told her, but she ignored him. 
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He looked around nervously, wondering where the other doors 
led, and if he’d be able to open them. Mr Chaney started 
tinkling away on the piano. Mr and Mrs Lambert started 
waltzing. Alastair moved away from them only to nearly bump 
into Mrs Chaney, who was examining the remaining china 
figurines. He snatched Moby Dick from his bag and dropped it 
on the shelf. ‘Would you like to read this, madam?’ 
 
‘Why thank you. But it appears to be stained with ink.’ She 
looked puzzled.  
 
‘I’ll just go check on your horses,’ Alistair said, edging towards 
the front door. 
 
‘Do you not have a man to do that?’ Mr Lambert said. 
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Alistair opened the door, and lamplight flooded in. To his 
horror, he saw a horse and carriage standing on cobblestones. 
A man in a thick coat was brushing the horse, whistling to 
himself. Past him, through a gate, Alastair saw a dirt road and 
more houses. There was no sign of the park that had 
surrounded the place earlier. 
 
Alistair slammed the door shut again and leaned against it, 
shaking. The guests all looked at him curiously. Mr Chaney 
continued playing a ditty on the piano. 
 
‘Stop it! Let me out of here!’ Alistair shouted. ‘You can keep 
your stupid antiques!’ 
 
He threw his shoulder bag onto the floor, then stared at it. It 
was now made of leather rather than polyester. He looked 
down at himself. Instead of a T-shirt, jeans and sneakers, he 
now wore a starched white shirt with suspenders, black 
trousers, and leather shoes. He had an old-fashioned windup 
pocket watch instead of his digital watch. Worst of all, he could 
faintly see the floorboards through his legs and feet. He had 
become one of THEM. 

 

C.A. Broadribb worked in Parramatta until recently and often 
goes there for shopping, movies etc. Writes both fiction and 
non-fiction. 
 
 
 
 
Images of Old Government House - Mihaela Cristescu 



58 

 

C.A. BROADRIBB 
Parramatta Images 
 

St John’s Cathedral, Parramatta 

 Parramatta River, Parramatta Park 
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Q&A with K.M. STEELE upon the release of her second novel, 
Hunt for the Virgin Rainbow, Hawkeye Publishing, May 2021. 

 

 
 
What ‘shelf’ might a bookseller place your novels on?  
 
All of my work sits comfortably in Australian fiction, as all, or 
parts, of my novels use Australian settings. Return to 
Tamarlin suits the mystery shelf, and Hunt for the Virgin 
Rainbow suits comedy/ crime or romance. Hunt for the Virgin 
Rainbow is a true #pulpfictionmashup. 
 
When reading Hunt for the Virgin Rainbow, I appreciated the 
changing perspectives of the protagonist who was new to 
Australia, let alone the outback. Do you see this as an 
important thread in your story?  

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/04/FB_IMG_1574413998802.jpg
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It’s important to her understanding of Sam, the other main 
character. I also wanted to explore the way a person may 
reconsider the way they view the world when they see it 
through the eyes of another person. 

Some say the second book is harder to write than the first! Is 
that your experience?  
 
I started Hunt for the Virgin Rainbow as a bit of a fun romp, and 
I think it shows – early readers have enjoyed the fun. It wasn’t 
super easy, but it wasn’t as hard as Return to Tamarlin. 
 
We met you when you won best poem in the 2008 ZineWest 
competition. Do you still write poetry?  
 
Yes, I do write poetry, but I rarely publish. I find the distillation 
of an idea into an image is powerful. I also think it’s a great way 
to get a story down in a few lines. 
 
We remember your visit at the late, great Mars Hill Café in 
Parramatta and telling us how one gets a non-fiction book 
review into the distinguished journal, ABR. Your answer was 
all about the hard work but talent must have been in the 
formula. Do you write any non-fiction these days, or reviews?  
 
I haven’t been reviewing for the past couple of years, because 
I’ve been working on Hunt for the Virgin Rainbow and another 
novel. 
 
New writers are increasingly aware how tough it is to secure a 
publishing deal which covers all printing and distribution 
costs. When would you say it’s smart to self-publish?  
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I think every author has to take it case by case. Return to 
Tamarlin received fantastic reviews, but I knew it was a hard 
sell to publishers, because it was considered niche. After many 
beta-readers and an editor, I decided to independently publish 
under my own imprint. I made the decision, because I wanted 
to draw a line under the novel and move on to the next project. 
The move paid off, because I could concentrate on writing, and 
securing a publisher for, Hunt for the Virgin Rainbow. 
 
I’ve noticed some established authors leaving publishers and 
going it alone, because they already have a large following. 
Others prefer to make less direct profit, because they don’t 
want to deal with distribution and marketing. It’s hard either 
way and remains a personal choice, but at least authors have 
choices now. 
 
Do you have a long-term plan as a writer?  And have you 
changed your strategy over time? 
 
Definitely. I want to make enough money from my writing to be 
a full-time novelist. I know the goal isn’t easy to achieve, but it 
is not impossible. I’ve changed strategies around marketing 
more than once, but my main strategy – just keep writing and 
improving my skills – hasn’t changed. 
 
Final question: What is your advice for writers regarding 
reading other people’s books, including Australian works? 
 
Read widely and read other contemporary Australian writers. 
Also, don’t be afraid to use real Australian settings.  I notice 
that some Australian authors avoid using real places. I think it’s 
a shame because using a place you know well adds authenticity, 
and after living in Scotland for five years, I realised that 
overseas readers consider real Australian settings to be exotic.  
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Reading great books definitely helps my writing – they inspire 
creative output and help with solutions to technical and plot 
difficulties. I do love reading Australian authors as much as 
possible. 
 
 
K. M. Steele is a dedicated word wrangler with a PhD in English 
Literature from Macquarie University. Her debut novel, Return 
to Tamarlin, was published in 2017, and she has articles, 
reviews, essays, poetry and short stories published in various 
journals, including Australian Book Review, Australian ejournal 
of Theology, Colloquy, Transnational Literature and Antipodes. 
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LYNORE AVERY 
Parramatta Images 

 

  

Old Government House 

Boer War Memorial 



64 

 

  

 
  

 
 
Lynore Avery is a graphic 
designer and artist who 
has lived and worked in 
beautiful Parramatta for 
over 5 years. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

George Street Gatehouse 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/08/Lynore_portrait_2020.jpg
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LISEL HERRMANN 
Associations with Parramatta             
                                  
I sit at Parramatta Railway Station after a day’s shopping and 
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 
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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 
at Nock and Kirby’s was very popular and we always enjoyed 
the Christmas displays at Grace Brothers’ 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.  
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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 
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. 
 
Lisel Herrmann first published this story in ZineWest 2021. She 
writes poetry and stories. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jacarandas before the 
upgrade of Lennox 
Bridge - S.E. Crawford 
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NICOLE LENOIR-JOURDAN 
The Parramatta Pie 
 
There are swindlers everywhere. From the pompous literati to 
the glowing glitterati. We are dazed by them. We’re enthralled 
by them. We drop at their feet. But. Not. Me. 
 
I see through them. 
 
Those chefs. I remember them at that pretentious magazine 
award. The first one ever. There they all were, sitting next to 
their mates from the food magazine and slapping themselves 
on the backs. 
 
They’d all been to each other’s houses for dinner. Every single 
one of them won an award. Surprise. Surprise. Next year, the 
awards rotated between the same backslappers while each 
guzzled down French plonk and dined on a composition of hand 
selected, deconstructed l’oursin tartare with a light dusting of 
pulverised brains from a Tsetse fly.  
 
Twenty years on. There they all are again, sucking up to each 
other, the pliable reviewers and pontificating cooks. Oh sorry. 
Celebrity chefs. The celebrated ones. The ones who cut out the 
tongues of the factory farmed animals and serve up their 
tortured flesh as some macabre celebration of humanity. 
 
It’s the same but different in every industry. Golden Globes. 87 
white faced judges. Travel writers: pissants who slurp business 
class bubbles while lazily penning a story about a journey of 
self-discovery in a five star Ubud retreat. Artists. Builders. 
Accountants. No matter the industry, there are charlatans a 
plenty. But no more so than the food industry. 
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Gentle humility has left the building. I trace it back to 1984. To a 
kitchen when those with hands dusted in flour, and brains 
dusted in other white stuff, came up with an idea. An idea for 
degenerate vermin. 
 
This was the year that the best meat pie in Australia 
competition was launched. It’s been all downhill from then. This 
was the year that the Australian icon of the meat pie lost its 
humility. No longer can you call a meat pie, humble. 
 
The stakes have been raised. The results are in. The pies have 
been transformed. Snapper, slow-braised beans, fennel and 
kataifi pie. The American barbecue whiskey pork and quail egg 
pie. And the five spiced duck with hand-picked shitake 
mushrooms in Chateau Lafite Rothschild sauce. 
 
But not the Parramatta Pie. It rocketed to fame through 
Graham Kerr. He took Parramatta and its unpretentious chicken 
pie to the world. Chicken. Onions. Celery. That’s the main 
ingredients of this honest pie. ‘A chilled white wine goes very 
well,’ says Graham. That’s right. Any white wine. None of this 
Chardonnay, Pinot Gris or Sav Blanc stuff.  
 
That Graham Kerr. He’s no pretender. He knows Parramatta. He 
knows the locals. They have taste. They don’t need to be led by 
the glitterati. They can make their own minds up about what 
type of white wine they’ll drink with their pie. 
 
A haven free from self-importance seems impossible in 2021. 
But not in Parramatta. So don a blue and gold jersey, grab a pie 
and goon bag and make yourself at home. No wankers allowed. 
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Nicole Lenoir-Jourdan’s first memory of Parramatta was buying 
an Eels jersey at Peter Wynn’s. Her first proper job was in 
Parramatta as a publicity officer at Family and Community 
Services. She has great memories of swimming in Parramatta 
Pool every lunchtime with the graphic designer and media 
officer. She also completed her BA Communications at Western 
Sydney University and spent plenty of time in the pubs of 
Parramatta. 
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CHRISTOHPER SAMMUT  
The Overwhelming Whole 
 

I’m on a concrete bench in Church Street Square, Parramatta, 
eating lunch alone, threatening half-hearted kicks at pigeons 
gathering at my feet. I flinch with every flap of their wings, 
imagining clouds of germs soaking into my hair, clothes and 
lungs. Two Arabian horses sculpted from white plaster prance 
on top of the Bendigo Bank. 
 

Parramatta Horse Statue – Mihaela Cristescu 

 
Beneath them, workers in orange vests and hard-hats behind 
steel mesh fencing, jackhammer and plough into the bitumen, 
inserting tracks for some light rail network, work that’s been 
grinding on for years. 
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Yazz pointed out the Arabian horses on her computer this 
morning to attempt some light-hearted conversation. We’d had 
lunch in front of them every workday for three months and I 
never noticed they were there. ‘Yeah, I know; what do I look 
like, an idiot?’ I reply, because I’m in love with her, but she’s in 
some eternal engagement with Monty, an artist living off 
government arts grants to create what he calls anti-
establishment artworks.  
 
Last Friday, at our customer experience team’s monthly after-
work drinks, Yazz and I hung around talking after everyone had 
left. She came home with me, and we held hands in the back 
seat of the taxi. As the car pulled up out front of my house, she 
stiffened in a way that sunk my stomach. 
 
I inherited my white weatherboard house from my parents 
after they drowned on their return to Portugal two years ago. It 
has a lovely, flowering frangipani tree in the front yard and, a 
hard to find in this area, large backyard. It’s all wedged between 
two giant holes in the ground where developers intend building 
apartments. Edwin, the mortgage broker across the road, 
insisted this was a once in a lifetime opportunity to make what 
he called serious money. Unlike my coward neighbours, I’m 
waiting for the developers’ absolute best price. But at this 
moment with Yazz, I feel a sense of shame that not even my 
hundred sit-ups a day, zero carb diet and million-dollar future 
can smother. 
 
Yazz won’t come inside. She cries in the gutter about symbolism 
and Monty, and books an Uber home. My dead parents’ spirits 
looking over us was one thing, but all this together, she says, 
creates an overwhelmingly negative whole. We sit beneath the 
white streetlight, neighbours across the road peeking through 
blinds as I rub her shoulders in an attempt at consolation. 



73 

 

I don’t want this to be the end, but as the Uber driver’s 
headlights turn into my street, all I say is: ‘I’m playing soccer 
this Sunday just around the corner. You should come. We’re 
playing the team coming second.’ 
 
Between eating and fending off pigeons, I read about the horse 
statues’ history to re-build rapport with Yazz upon my return to 
the office. The jackhammers stop, the sun is out, and I picture a 
future where we laugh or barely remember this hiccup in our 
story. I glance up at the horses, regal against the endless blue 
sky.  
 
Then the noise starts again, and I call in sick and go home. I 
shower off pigeon germs, and sit between two enormous holes 
in the ground, do a hundred sit-ups, and eat tuna, broccoli and 
a hard-boiled egg with a large glass of water.  
 
Cristiano Ronaldo looks down from his frame behind the TV, 
focused and poised, hovering like an Arabian horse above the 
small, framed photo of my parents and me on their 20th-
anniversary at the Outback Steakhouse, my mother smiling, my 
father raising his beer in their favourite restaurant, offering the 
world a humble, ‘cheers’. 
 
 
Christopher Sammut  is the founder of Repressed Records in 
Newtown. He’s from Western Sydney and has worked at Arts 
and Cultural Exchange and Beatdisc Records in Parramatta. He 

has published stories in ZineWest and won 1st place in 2021. 
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GENEVA VALEK 
The Song 
 
Noller Park is like a little green rivulet that comes seemingly out 
of nowhere and courses straight through. It doesn’t really care 
what you think of it. It’s quaint, darling and to-the-point. It runs 
parallel to a massive drain, bordered by a black fence with scary 
spikes and has a little children’s park off to the side, well-used 
and appreciated. Smack-bang in the middle of Noller is a 
humungous tree with giant fists that shake at the sky. The tree, 
like the park, is scoured with time. They were in Parramatta 
well and truly before me and will stay there long after I’m gone. 
That is, if an apartment doesn’t somehow will itself into 
existence on top of it, which seems to happen a lot around 
these parts. 
 
Every second month or so, a group of little citizens get together 
and clean up the park. People of all ages pull on gardening 
gloves, sensible shoes and daggy, dirt-deserving clothes. They 
get down on their knees (with varying levels of ease), striking 
away the weeds that wiggle their way through the bushes.  
 
They scamper and toddle and chat and clean, sometimes they 
dig and bury and plant. They breathe joy into every speck of 
bark and passion into every centimetre of cement. Once they 
finish, they sit around a table and talk – gossip about the area, 
spread good news, share with one another, and most 
importantly, they eat. Everyone brings a plate.  
 
Someone always runs back to their house to pull pies or 
danishes or spinach triangles out of the oven and, shaded by 
the giant tree, they share. It is beautiful, it is easy. It doesn’t 
need to disguise itself in metaphor. It simply is what it is.  
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Although you might not know of this miraculous group of 
civilians, most can sense their spirit whilst walking through 
Noller Park. It lingers on each leaf and sings on the wind. If you 
listen closely, you can hear the lyrics; a little time and a little 
care, are little things you ought to share. 
 
 

 
 
Geneva Valek is studying at Western Sydney University and 
considers herself to be a lower-case w: writer. Parramatta has 
graciously hosted her for three wonderful years. 
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PETER CARTWRIGHT 
Parramatta Bytes 
 
 (fragment) 
 
There’s the white girl with the black feet  
lying at the top of the stairs  
whose hair looks like it 
hasn’t been brushed in years, 
who has nowhere to go but there 
and nothing to do but drink  
endless cans of Coca Cola, 
leaving the cans in a heap 
at the end of her bed in the street 
because she can’t leave to dispose of them, 
who sleeps with her face to the wall 
hoping the crowds don’t trip on her 
or kick her in their hurry to go Some Place Else. 
But there are crowds that go against this tide, 
people who see that this is Some Place Else. 
Marcus is coming up the steps 
in his expensive dark green suit 
buttoned over his slim body, 
his hair perfect, as they say. 
He’s talking nervously to a colleague, 
a blonde woman in a red suit and heels, 
about his meeting at Deloitte, 
hoping for a new, powerful job in the West. 
Trailing him onto the streets 
is Brad in his hi-vis shirt 
carrying a tray of coffees and a bag of toasties 
for breakfast for him and some workmates  
at the Darcy Street construction site 
that bewilders and frustrates the locals. 
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He drops five bucks in the Black Foot Girl’s bucket 
that Marcus didn’t even notice when he tripped on her blanket. 
Pat walks down the arcade to the State Revenue 
to make the same meaningless tax decisions 
he’s been making for nearly thirty years, 
and an incognito Hells Angel in a shirt and tie  
who keeps to himself strides along Argyle street to his job 
as an Assistant Director at the RM 
that’s on the outside of the Westfield. 
  

 

 

In a Parramatta Cemetery 
 
The grass has grown old and wild 
in recent times. 
 
The tiny William Arndell Burleigh buried there couldn’t have 
stood higher. 
 
The Reverend Samuel Marsden casts a long shadow 
over the rest. 
 
A couple of blokes used to come 
and mow, but, 
 
‘Due to the Outbreak of Covid-19 Maintenance 
Has been Delayed 
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Until Further Notice’, it says, dried grass 
piled at the gate 
 
in a heap of black plastic bags. The grass  
punctures them. 
I don’t high-step through the grass to check on 
my first white ancestors, 
 
but I scan the sign for the names and dates 
of their birth and death. 
 
The dates are from the beginning of white settlement, 
and too close together. 
 
The rotting mustard coloured wooden gate is  
silent 
 
when I close it and move on to be amongst the 
living. 
 
The bones of little William puncture my crown like the dried 
grass 
in the plastic. 
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Peter Cartwright  is a Parramatta post-grunge poet who 
has been published locally and internationally including  
in ZineWest the last seven years, gaining various special 
recognition from the editors and the judge. His themes are 
mental illness, drugs and alcohol, aging, and marginalisation. 
He has been described as Parramatta’s Poet Laureate. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/08/P.Cartwright.jpg


81 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MY CITY OF PARRAMATTA 
Sandeep Kumar Mishra 
 
My city enjoys a mugged face 
Malls, skyscrapers, connect its vital limbs 
The days eject a laborious force 
As nights are stiffly precarious climbs 
It witnessed fear of rebellion at Elizabeth Farm 
And frequently rang Mr Johns’ mental alarm 
 
Horns, siren, music, pollution, buzz and silence 
Beat a million ear drums to compose dumb sounds, 
Bourgeois heads grow at every empty place 
Take the junta of humanity on its daily rounds 
Experiment at Farm Cottage is not a mystery 
Indian-style bungalow with a colonial history 
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These burghers never stop but wriggle a lead 
Ten to five, incessant flinty work culture 
There is light around, but scenery seems faded 
Targeted, digging out life, a grave for nature 
Here, George Street Gatehouse is an arc 
At heritage site of Parramatta Park 
 
Feeble morning walker or greasy evening wanderer 
Mechanical late sleepers or impotent late risers 
Sofa, carpet, TV, mobile and air conditioner 
All are granite museums but no drowsy repose 
Close to the station, is St John’s Cathedral 
Former residents value it as universal  
 
Highways are the death ride way 
I strive for a peaceful lee 
Has the city ruined me in any way? 
No, it has marred better men than me 
Old Government House sits on Dharug lands 
Built with bricks by convict hands 
 
I stand alone amid a million crowd 
God was silent when I was suffering fast 
I am not ready to die ignored 
I’ll build a new city before I breathe my last 
Till then Sofa is mountain, Carpet is the sea 
This is the city made for me 
 
Sandeep Kumar Mishra lives near Parramatta. He has received 
IPR Annual Poetry Award-2020 and shortlisted for ‘Joy Bale 
Boone Poetry Prize 2021’. 
 
 
Parramatta Image - Mihaela Cristescu 
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Q&A with SARAH BARNS 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NWG Inc talks to Sarah Barns of Esem Projects about 
STORYBOX:  https://www.storybox.co 

We love the technology of STORYBOX’s engagement with the 
public in Parramatta Square. Who proposed this method of 
sharing visual stories and how did it become a reality? 
 

Esem Projects has worked a lot with communities around 
Sydney and NSW in sharing stories outdoors using digital and 
immersive media. We started to notice that outdoor media 
signs could also be adapted in this way, to reveal stories and 

https://nwg-inc.com/word/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/blbusjp9.jpg
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perspectives of the communities in which they are based, 
rather than simply selling advertisements.  

We approached the ABC about the potential to showcase some 
of their archives in public spaces, and together we approached 
the City of Parramatta Council about their potential to ‘host’ 
STORYBOX for a three month program.   
 
The program launched in October 2020 with six cultural 
partners, including the ABC, Story Factory, Curious Works, 
Western Sydney University, CoP Council, and Sam I Am agency. 
The project was a great success and so Council decided to 
extend STORYBOX stay in Parramatta Square during 2021.  
 
What has been the impact of Covid on this project and how 
has your team responded? 
 
Covid-19 has had a huge impact! On the one hand, we were 
delayed in launching until late 2020 after being forced to 
furlough the launch during the first lockdowns. During that time 
we did engage with the community online, and launched an 
online portal for Parramatta stories we were building and co-
creating with the community.  
 
When the city opened up, we realised that being an outdoor 
exhibition platform was a positive when people were looking 
for safe activities outdoors. There’s now a lot of interest in 
getting people back into the city after lockdowns, and we hope 
to be able to work with Councils across Western Sydney to 
bring community stories to life. We’re finding through Covid the 
importance of community connectedness, and we believe 
storytelling is a gift we all share and should be celebrated 
more.  
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Can you briefly tell us about several of your favourite  
Parramatta stories that you have published? 
 
There are so many! I personally loved working with Leanne 
Tobin, who shared her story of learning about her mother’s 
history in Parramatta. Her mother only discovered her 
Aboriginal heritage in her 50s; her own mother kept this hidden 
from her when she was young. Leanne and her family have 
done a lot to uncover their family’s story all the way back to 
Yarramundi, a tribal elder who met with Arthur Phillip, and his 
daughter Maria Lock, the first graduate of the Parramatta 
Native Institute in the early 1800s and the first Aboriginal 
person to marry a European at St John’s in Parramatta. 
https://www.storybox.co/secrets 
 
Worth mentioning here is that most of our videos are made for 
outdoor viewing, hence they don’t have sound, which can be 
strange when you’re viewing them online! We also paired a 
fantastic cinematographer/photographer Tobias Rowles with 
Jannawi Dance Clan to tell their story of the Net Fishing Dance, 
and also connected with two women from Wagga, Jayne and 
Jules Christian, who traced their heritage back to the 
Barramattagal.  
 
Another brilliant story. With our partner the ABC, we uncovered 
some hyper local recordings of Parramatta in the 1960s. Due to 
lockdowns we shared these online ahead of the public space 
launch, and one of the videos, a dance at the now demolished 
Cedars of Lebanon Hall in 1963, was picked up on Facebook by 
the Lebanese community, who had never seen the footage. We 
met with some of the people featured in the recordings and 
discussed what it meant to look back in time to this era when 
many families had only recently arrived in Sydney.  
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We love the contributions by emerging writers and residents to 
our Tiny Stories program. https://www.storybox.co/tinystories 

 
But these are only a tiny fraction of the stories. One of the great 
things about STORYBOX is surfacing so many amazing stories – 
past present and future – that shape a place and its people.  
 
Is there anything special in the pipeline you’d like to tell us 
about? 
 
We are planning new activations in the future! We love the idea 
of STORYBOX as a portal into other places, and so will be 
inviting contributions that take us to places around the world 
over coming months.  
 
We had a couple of new activations cancelled this year, 
including a new program on Climate Futures developed with 
writing students through Story Factory, so we’ll be exhibiting 
this work as soon as we are able to.  
 
Finally, how can locals get involved in STORYBOX? 
 
We welcome Tiny Stories from anyone! These are 120 words or 
less, and can be fiction or non-fiction. Every month we award 
three prizes, each worth $120, and we animate selected 
contributions for exhibition on STORYBOX.  
 
We also award fees for selected artist and creative work, so 
please get in touch with us if interested in exhibiting on  

STORYBOX at https://www.storybox.co/about  
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WRITING PARRAMATTA 2021 
 
Online Works - Readings and Awards 
 
On Saturday, 13th November 2021, we gathered on Zoom to 
explore the collection of poems, images and stories about 
Parramatta published on NEW Writers’ Group Inc website. 
 
This project has been part of Writing Parramatta 2021 which 
was supported by a City of Parramatta Creative Economy Grant. 
 
BOOK AWARDS: WP21 was not a competition as such but we 
had promised to hand out a few book awards: 
 
IMAGES 
Reflections by Marina Robins 
Light and Dark of Parramatta Park by Dannielle Viera 
 
Judge: Western Sydney artist Justine Youssef 

 
WRITING - Prose: 
The Song by Geneva Valek 
Run to Parra-dise by Nic Lesley and Going to Ground by Augusta 
Supple. 
 
WRITING - Poetry 
Jo’n’wicksy by Les Wicks 
Mars Hill Café by Belinda Curby 
 
Judges: S.E. Crawford, Carol Amos, Christopher Sammut, Mihaela 
Cristescu and Peter Cartwright. 
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Image by Marina Robins 
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NWG INC Anthologists – Open Theme 2021 
 
NWG Inc has published print anthologies since 2005 but with the 
onset of Covid we moved to digital. Most works published in 2021 by 
NWG Inc were on the Parramatta theme but our regular anthologists 
were also offered an ‘open’ theme. 

 
ERIC ESBER 
Covid 19 
 
Originally 12 to 18 months, 
that date has passed, 
more waves to come, 
what to believe. 
 
Some say 
many years to come, 
others it may never end, 
like any other sickness. 
 
The vaccine 
It is no magic trick. 
Now you see it. 
Now you don’t. 
 
All those people right now, 
politicians, health officials, 
not offering an end date, 
a finishing line. 
 
There is not a hope 
this will end soon, 
whatever the game plan, 
in any country. 
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On the news, 
this country has that 
we have this, 
normal outrunning, speed of light. 
 
The worst thing 
where is the progress, 
cases are not going down, 
if anything, the hole is bigger. 
 
Eric Esber is a Western Sydney writer of poetry. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Print  
Anthology 
2018 
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ILONA KRUEGER 
Constantly Elusive 
 
Constantly elusive is the sweetness 
Of lingering moments where floating thoughts 
Dance in the breeze, swirling and spiralling 
Into randomness and thin air; 
Remembered moments where secret smiles 
Glow on the lips, blushing the skin 
With tingles of pleasure and wistfulness, 
Moments of ragged regrets that fizz slowly 
Until all the bubbles have gone 
And harmony has been regained, 
Where the taste of trickling tears 
Longs for honeyed kisses and the promise 
Of soft-scented candles spicing the breath. 
Where sunshine and clouds perform their duet 
Of glow and shadow, of hello and hollow, 
Languishing warmth and snappy coolth: 
The see-saw of life, the pendulum of time. 
Constantly elusive is the elixir 
That knows how to nourish and heal 
The crowded minds that are borne 
Of crowded days, the burdened souls 
That are constricted with baggage,  
The aching hearts that are padded with knives 
And the bodies whose waltzing walk 
Has wearied into a defenceless crawl, 
While uttering throaty pleas for respite. 
 
Constantly elusive is the succour 
Of soft-spoken whispers and words 
Of promises and restitutions 
Of intentions and covenant 
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Of tenderness and continuum, 
Where the binding strength of honour,  
Loyalty and integrity is forsaken 
As concrete hearts and concrete minds  
Calcify into freeze-frame inertia.  
 
Constantly elusive like the fragile butterfly, 
That flutters for a fraction of time 
Where it wills, upon a velvet-petalled fragrance 
Or a silken strand of twining tendril, 
Wisped along in a puff of zephyr 
To random roamings and precious portals 
So are the exquisite moments of quietude  
When they cannot be found. 
 
 
 
Seasons of My Heart 
 
One moment my heart is Spring 
Full of eager anticipation, 
Ready to partake in a flood of fresh dreams 
Of budding smiles, and unfurling desires: 
Like the dawning of morning 
When the sun peeps out from the horizon, 
And flings its gilded glow 
Across the drowsing land… 
So my brave heart beckons 
The world to let me start anew. 
 
Then my heart is Summer, 
Fiery, full in bloom, dancing, singing 
Magicking boundless energy  
For invoking dreams, for spirited dallying: 
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Like the full bodies wine of high noon 
When shadows are nil and the blood is hot, 
When brilliance of gemstone colour 
Strikes the eyes with unwavering gaze… 
So my heart stays marches boldly 
Slapping mountains of stone into castles of sand. 
 
Then my heart flutters into Autumn, 
Mellowing with the quietening day, 
Turning the tide on the frenzied dash,  
Content to sigh and whisper peace: 
Like an embered and ebbing afternoon, 
When the searing heat of noon 
Has cooled and tempered into tawny hours… 
So my heart welcomes calm, because the day 
Has sufficed in toil and laughter and urgency, 
But has given no moment for a quiet thought. 
 
Then my heart turns to Winter, 
As solitude settles upon the lonely land, 
When houses, trees and sky meld into each other, 
And the pride of prime slides into acquiescence: 
Like a starless, moonless night  
Resounding with the voice of emptiness,  
So the dappled shadows of my heart 
Weep with sadness, darkening my thoughts, 
But Hope comes in to still my soul 
To whisper the promise of the returning Spring. 
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Ilona Krueger at the 
launch of Stay A While, 
State Library of NSW. 
Photo: Mihaela Cristescu 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Ilona Krueger loves the challenges of creating, and the diversity 
that her various interests bring, whether it be her needlework, 
gardening, writing or simply being. 
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NORM FAIRBAIRN 
The Joy of Wearing Ankle Socks Forever 
 
Give me the joy of wearing ankle socks forever 
And not just the Christmas present type 
But purchased myself 
with care and pride. 

 
Give me the joy of striding out 
Trouser- free with leg hairs 
Billowing like steppe grasses 
ACL scars suntanned over. 

 
Give me the joy of budgie smugglers 
Supporting a chardonnay belly at 75 
And deep-fried breakfasts  
Before visiting the graves of ardent joggers. 

 
Give me the joy of wearing ankle socks forever 
Across the world if given the chance 
On Roman roads, Windsor Castle, 
The Spanish Steps, St Peters, the Louvre. 

 
And while being knighted by the Queen 
For Services to Men’s Fashion 
She might enquire, 
‘Have you travelled far in your ankle socks today?’ 

 
Give me the joy of the morning paper 
On a sunlit balcony in my boxer shorts 
With half the township just below 
And a wife refusing to acknowledge me. 
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Give me that freedom I wore a grey straitjacket 
And a smooth face for  
Let me wear a crumpled hat and a four-day growth forever, 
I think I’ve earned it. 
 
 
Married Still 
 
He is the front porch man 
my father, 
where God has placed him 
between the plough and the field. 
His durrie pinned 
between arthritic fingers  
braces hanging by his side 
looking into a brown future 
over the porch rail. 
Widowed ten years 
but married still, 
not sentimental prima facie 
yet still keeping the discoloured  
photo in the dated frame, 
rarely speaks of my mother, 
still calls her ‘My girl’, 
his memory of her sharper than mine. 
 
He is the porridge maker, 
the tractor repairer, 
the editor of my rudimentary maths, 
the long-speckled star starer  
who can spot the Southern Cross 
with one eye closed,  
his overalls reduced to waist height 
at the porch rail. 
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He is a billiard cue wrapped in toughened skin 
drawing wistful glances  
from the ladies at the produce store. 
 
He always speaks politely 
while declining a raft of invitations 
with ever-thinning lies 
and a gentlemanly lift of his hat. 
He is the wise man unschooled 
the mechanical master self-taught 
the Romeo with the single name dance card 
and married still. 
 
How many steaming pies arrive at our doorway 
how many delicate hands rest on his shoulder 
for inappropriate lengths of time 
with pointless talk in circles? 
 
He is the unbaptised Christian  
the birthday gift Bible still in its wrapping, 
his back facing inwards from the porch, 
durrie illuminating like an amber finger 
alternatively fading like a digital lighthouse. 
 
Tonight he stands at the porch rail again 
ever so recently stooped 
looking into a brown future, 
rough-hewn from solid oak 
head tilted skyward emitting a funnel of smoke 
scanning for the Southern Cross. 
Tally-Ho’s peering from his shirt pocket, 
hands on hips and saying nought, 
not sentimental prima facie 
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but wide-awake thoughts of his girl, 
grief hidden in the valley of his smile, 
and married still.   
 
 
Norm Fairbairn won best poem Zinewest 2017. Finalist nine 
times. Published in four Romanian/Australian anthologies. 
Published four anthologies and two children’s books in verse. 
 

Western Sydney Graffiti – Carol Amos 
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C. A. BROADRIBB 
Love at the Sewage Treatment Plant 
 
All right, maybe it’s not the best title but at least I’m being 
original. 

Sheldon sits at the window of the plant’s café, looking out 
at the vats of gently bubbling biosolids. 

Fang arrives, saying, ‘Hello, dear.’ 
Will the readers know that her name’s pronounced ‘Fong’ 

and means perfume or a beautiful flower in Chinese?  I hope 
they don’t think she’s a vampire. 

‘Hi, darling.’  Sheldon hands her a bow-wrapped pair of 
scissors. 

Roses and chocolates are so clichéd. 
‘What am I supposed to do with this?’ Fang says, looking 

puzzled. 
‘I don’t know. Maybe cut your hair,’ Sheldon suggests. 
‘Why?  I like it long,’ Fang says crossly. 
Oh, this isn’t going the way I intended it to at all. This is 

supposed to be a romance. 
‘You have beautiful hair, darling,’ Sheldon says, reaching 

over to stroke her Cyphochilus-beetle-shade locks. 
‘Lovely skin, too,’ he says, continuing the stroke onto her 

titanium-dioxide-shade cheek. 
‘And nice eyes,’ he says, trying to gaze into them but not 

succeeding because of the dark sunglasses she wears because 
albino people are sensitive to light. 

Does that sound romantic?  I can think of better similes 
later. 

‘You’re handsome too,’ Fang says, looking admiringly at his 
pudgy cheeks, double chins, shapeless arms that are thicker 
than her legs, flabby body and chunky ankles with rolls of fat at 
the bottom. 
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I’m trying to avoid stereotypes and create interesting, 
distinctive characters. 

‘How are your pooktre tree-shaping lessons going?’ 
Sheldon asks. 

‘They’re fun. How is your duct tape artwork going?’ Fang 
asks. 

‘Great. I made a sculpture the other day.’ 
Now the story’s getting boring. Should I introduce some 

conflict, to liven it up?  Or did the bit about the scissors count?  
Maybe I need more romance. 

Fang gazes out of the window at a young tree growing near 
the Activated Sludge Filtration Unit and says, ‘Maybe I can 
shape those branches into a heart, to show my love for you.’ 

Better, but this story’s only supposed to be 500 words, so I 
need to move the plot along. 

Sheldon awkwardly gets down on one knee and pulls a 
duct tape ring out of his pocket. ‘Darling Fang, will you marry 
me?’ 

Now for a surprise ending. I’m considering a few: 
 

• Fang grabs the scissors and stabs Sheldon in the neck. 

• Fang cuts the ring in half, saying, ‘Buy me a proper diamond 
ring first, you cheapskate.’ 

• Fang says, ‘Isn’t it a bit soon?  It’s only our second date!’ 

• Fang says, ‘But aren’t you still married to my sister?’ 

• Sheldon suddenly clutches his chest, collapses onto the 
floor, and dies. 

• Fang suddenly clutches her chest, collapses onto the floor, 
and dies. 

• Fang says, ‘I only said you’re handsome to be polite. I don’t 
really find super-morbidly obese white guys attractive.’ 
Sheldon says, ‘You call me white?  You look like a walking 
ghost. Stuff you, you freak!’ 
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Oh, I don’t know. It’s late and I’m tired. I’ll finish this some 
other time. 

 

 

C. A. Broadribb I can describe myself in three words as either 
‘intelligent, creative and humorous’ or ‘fat, lazy and tired’, 
depending on how I feel. 
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NEW WRITERS’ GROUP INC  
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  
 

We publish works on nwg-inc.com, in this digital anthology, 
Expression, and in ZineWest – a print zine and competition  
for new Western Sydney writers and local artists. NWG Inc 
holds reader feedback workshops, discusses writing topics  
and holds an Open Mic at most onsite and zoom sessions.  
 
We are a not-for-profit incorporated association run by 
volunteers. We offer financial membership. Most events  
are open to the public. Small attendance fees apply. 
 
2021-22 Committee: Carol Amos President, with Sue Crawford, 
Mihaela Cristescu and C.A. Broadribb. 
 
Contact: newwritersgroup@gmail.com    https://nwg-inc.com 
 
 

NWG Inc gatherers after their first Saturday afternoon, 

since the onset of Covid at UNE Sydney, Parramatta.  
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