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So much has been written about the act of writing. Writers writing about writers’ writing may seem an intro-

spective exercise in naval gazing, however, as they say, there is no subject that cannot be written about, so 
writing about writing is a valid if not worthy subject. Many have already written on the topic, some to the ex-
tent of penning whole tomes on this very human act of transposing ideas and thought to a more permanent 
state to be read and appreciated by fellow humans at whatever time they so choose. 
    At the very least, writing is just a whole load of marks on a surface. Try making sense of writing in a different 
alphabet system to our English alphabet, say the Greek alphabet or Cyrillic script. These will be totally alien 
until intense learning of them is undertaken. Think of the child who must grapple with and understand the 
symbols of writing developed by the society in which he or she lives. We should be grateful that young brains 
are so agile and flexible and open to new learning thus making the huge task of learning to read and write easy 
for most. As Alexander Pope, (1688 to 1744) put it so beautifully in his poem ‘Sound and Sense’,  

‘True ease in writing comes from art, not chance, 
As those move easiest who have learned to dance.’ 

Pity those for whom learning the dance is elusive and difficult. According to Louise Maher, reporting for the 
ABC’s ‘The Drum’ in Feb 2012, as many as seven million Australians, although not necessarily illiterate, struggle 
with low literacy levels.  

‘What you're doing right now – reading and understanding these words – is difficult if not impossible 
for a staggering number of Australians. Nearly half the adult population lack the literacy skills to meet 
what's described as ‘the complex demands of everyday life.’ That includes such basic tasks as filling in 
job or loan applications, reading maps or the instructions on medicine bottles.’ (1) 

This is a sad and uncomfortable number and possibly wildly underestimated as so many who struggle with 
basic reading and writing become expert at hiding their difficulties. You would have to be pretty angry indeed 
if you’d spent all those years at school and come out the other side without this fundamental tool of literacy. If 
you are a fluent reader and writer, thank your parents, your teachers and a happy whack of good luck for your 
skills. 
    Writing comes in so many different forms and genres, from the humble little shopping list to the epic poem. 
Can we say that writing is just written down speech? Psalm 45, ‘My tongue is the pen of a ready writer’ would 
have us agree with this idea. However, ask the poet who so carefully crafts and recrafts his or her lines, sculpts 
them to convey more than their surface meaning, invests them with sounds that can so beautifully echo this 
and they will probably answer that writing is more than speech on paper. For them, writing is high art and a 
pure, deeply revealing and illuminating form of self-expression. It’s also good fun! New ideas and understand-
ing of our human condition can be evolved during the very act of writing itself. Writers are ever grateful for 
readers too. We like our voices to be heard, so thanks for taking the time to read and ponder all within this 
issue’s pages. No prizes for guessing one of the Thursday Night Writing Group’s prompts, ‘Paradise Lost’, 
which proved to be a particularly fertile and interesting topic. Enjoy.  
 

(1) (https://www.abc.net.au/news/2012-02-14/maher-the-right-to-read-and-write/3829196)  
Image: https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/4/43/Leonid_Pasternak_-_The_Passion_of_creation.jpg 
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Frog sounds? No, only 

lapping of a foamy sludge 

on a putrid pond.   

The squelch, when Gabriel lifted her left then right boot as she retreated from the shoreline, made her gri-

mace. She turned towards Troy, her black Labrador whom she’d secured to the sign back from the beach, 
the sign that stated the obvious. ‘Swimming Not Recommended!’  
    Gabriel stepped over the row of litter that had been deposited along the full length of beach during the 
previous high tide. Plastic bottles, bags and syringes mingled with bleached fish bones tangled in nylon nets, 
the latter a remnant of times when the sea was capable of sustaining edible life. 
    With Troy trotting beside her, Gabriel headed for the jetty passing the skeleton of a five-storey hotel that 
was never completed. By the time the developers had constructed the framework, the seaside had lost its 
appeal as a pleasant holiday experience. The filth from the city across the bay had followed those who were 
trying to escape it.  
    She stopped to watch two high-speed hovercraft manoeuvre into the only remaining moorings within the 
harbour, one being next to the ancient ferry which now just rocked, neglected, on the oily water. Troy 
tugged at his lead, excited to see the throng of tourists emerge like maggots from the belly of a kangaroo 
carcass, and position themselves on the travelator to be swept to the transport that would whisk them in-
land to their luxuriously-manufactured destinations.   
    It was mid-morning, time to get indoors before the oppressive heat strengthened the shore-line stench. 
The hill was not steep but Gabriel noticed the increasing burning within her lungs every time she climbed 
towards the main street of her coastal town, now a forlorn collection of grubby businesses struggling to pro-
vide for a dwindling population.  
    From the rotunda piped a recording. The locals had become immune to it as it was played daily, but it 
took the occasional visitor by surprise and they were frequently critical, finding it both peculiar and irri-
tating. It was the sound of frogs, the croaks and calls of at least five species that once inhabited the ponds in 
the nearby wetlands. Gabriel had made the recording in 2019 when she became worried about the future 
of her little piece of paradise. Today, these long-lost sounds of a pulsating planet filled her with regretful 
sorrow. 

Jenny Macaulay 
Paradise Lost 
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On Australia Day, I attended the ceremony in our 

town and helped myself to a kebab from the Lions 
Club BBQ. It was delicious, succulent and tasty. The 
queue was lengthy, but it was well worth the wait. It 
was not lamb or even a Woollies sausage. It was re-
vealed to be goat meat. People were slightly per-
plexed as that’s not Australian at all, but they lined 
up for seconds very enthusiastically. Casual talk, be-
tween those in the know, eventually revealed the 
meat’s provenance.   
    Bob Goat was born into a loving family, the first 
male in his line.  His mother, Nancy ,was over the 
moon about her first-born son. He was simply gor-
geous, with a wonderful black glossy hide, big in-
viting brown eyes, a regal head and proud disposi-
tion. Nancy boasted about Bob’s virtues relentlessly, 
to anyone unlucky enough to stand near her. She 
was confident that he was destined for greatness. 
He certainly stood out among the rest of the herd as 
they were mainly coloured a dull brown and cream.    
    Bob was a special kid and very vocal about his 
needs. School children would cycle past his paddock 
to feed him unwanted bits of school lunch. He had a 
loyal local following among the residents and he par-
ticularly liked to run up the fence-line to accompany 
the local women’s bike group, the Bellarine Belles, as 
they struggled up the steep hill on Point Richards 
Road. Their pink vests fascinated him. He was a de-
voted stalker, eagerly awaiting their regular ride by.  
    As he matured, he yearned to break free and see 
more of the world. He was manly, handsome and 
quite attractive. Nancy encouraged his ambitions. 
She could never say no to him. Foolishly, she taught 
him how to break out of the small paddock. She nev-
er really appreciated that although Bob could be 
charming, all that maternal devotion had led to him 
developing an over inflated sense of entitlement.  
    Once free, he actively sought out school children 
and helped himself to their lunch boxes, brooking no 

This story was inspired by a  
ceramic head created by Judi Haskett.  

argument. Any reluctance to hand it over could lead 
to a bit of a head butt. Children tried to out-run him 
on their bikes as his reputation as a ‘stand over goat’ 
grew.    
    He was inclined to prowl around after dark, 
strutting up and down Newcombe Street, knocking 
over the library box and leaving his scent over the 
top of the pungent spicy aroma on the door of the 
Indian restaurant. After midnight, sole householders 
were woken up and terrified by his dark, gothic pres-
ence in their gardens as he ate their roses. It was as 
if the devil himself was in attendance. It was all too 
much for some. Complaints started to roll in.   
    The Port Report gleefully printed pictures of Bob 
swimming naked and sunning himself on the beach 
in front of the caravan park, in contravention of all 
the new animal management laws. People were out-
raged. The atmosphere in the town became very 
charged. Strong opinions were expressed.  ‘Where 
would it all end and why should goats be allowed on 
the beach when dogs were banned?’  Still, many 
male residents felt Bob was just ‘being a lad’ and 
would grow out of it soon.   
    In time, Bob became the town’s bogan-in-chief 
and led a rowdy gang of teenage hangers on. The 
goat gang stole washing off people’s lines and ate 
the crotch out of women’s frilly knickers. Before 
Christmas, they nipped into a garden in Drysdale St, 
where the owners had boasted about their crop of 
wonderful peaches via Facebook. The next morning 
the peaches were gone, much to the amusement of 
many residents who would really have loved a buck-
et of those peaches but were too polite to steal 
them personally.   
    The Portarlington Facebook page chronicled the 
growing list of offences and Bob was considered a 
feral pest.  
     His final act of misogyny was to seriously misun-
derstand his relationship with the local women’s 

Bob the Goat  
A Local Legend 

Sue Jager 
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cycle group. Once a devoted fan of this group, his 
admiration for their efforts had long turned to scorn 
and derision. He could now easily outrun them. He 
took to hiding behind bushes, racing out at the last 
moment, bleating wildly and exposing himself, 
shamelessly. After a few close shaves with women 
falling off their bikes, a bit of wild swearing, and fu-
tile attempts to hit him on the head with helmets 
and water bottles, the Belles were definitely over 
him.   
    They led and actioned a campaign to turn Bob into 
Australia Day Kebabs. While the Lions club agreed to 
assist in his capture, it was actually a woman who 

butchered him and cut him up into tasty joints. The 
bike group girls all gathered round, to secure the 
excess meat for their freezers, and toasted their 
good fortune with a glass of local champagne. A 
fitting send off for the randy goat.   
     In memory of Bob and as a final monument ac-
knowledging his mum’s great sacrifice, the local 
women stuck his head on a pole and held a public 
viewing in the Community Room behind the Bendigo 
Bank throughout weekends in January.  
    The goat head’s final assignation is within a mod-
est garden in Portarlington, a location known only by 
‘those in the know’. There, Bob reigns supreme. 
  

Image: Ceramic Goat’s head - Judy Haskett 

 

John, my five-year-old has drawn a frog that looks more like a frog than yours. 

My child’s drawing is attached to the fridge door with a magnet. 

Yours features in galleries and private collections all over the world. 

So why is that? 

Is it their ‘frogginess’ that is so appealing? 

Is it their gangliness? 

Is it their fragile water-colour susceptibility to changes in the environment? 

Their precarious survival in a world beyond their control? 

 

My child’s work will be replaced next week with a new creation. 

Your frogs, due to our behaviour, will probably outlast the species. 

Long live frogs! 

And thanks, John. I love your work. 

Jenny Macaulay 

A one-sided conversation with John Olsen about frogs 
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 Dr Liz Johanssen paid no attention to the cabin 

sounds and casually looked through the side port-
hole. She had been through the take off procedure 
twice before. As a scientist she was well disciplined 
and as such, left all responsibilities of rocket control 
to the two experienced heads in front of her.  
  Captain Dan Weatherly was busy with communica-
tion to launch headquarters. The returning voices 
were not altogether clear. Garbled tech-type dia-
logue kept filling the cabin. I didn’t understand 
much of it, but it disturbed me a little when the 
wretched alarm came on yet again. 
    Alongside Dan was James Trenowth, or ‘Boots’ as 
he was affectionately known. He was co-pilot on his 
first mission to the satellite Z10 outstation, and was 
noticeably uneasy as he stared at his captain. The 
ground communications continued with instruc-
tions. ‘Turn back thrust of two 
and four to ninety-two percent ... 
increase crop steerage on star-
board, but not too severe ... Just 
ease it gently.’ 
    Captain Dan moved something 
that was not in my line of sight, I 
think it was a small side lever, 
then waited. Flight Engineer Briggs kept scanning 
an entire set of dials. He was positioned to the left 
side of the flight cabin and partially blocked from 
my view. 
    The whole rocket shuddered. Something was 
wrong, possibly very wrong. Sweat started to drip 
inside my helmet. I’d been in a similar situation 
some months before, but in the cradle of a prep 
exercise. Training for space was exhausting and not 
for the faint hearted. Stamina and knowledge went 
hand in hand with rigorous check lists and endless 
manual paperwork. Things can go wrong out here. 
The adrenalin kicked in as my stomach battled the 
G forces. 
    So many subjects screamed through my thoughts 
as I stared ahead at the deep blue between two 
helmets. My life was in their hands. Hell ... how 
helpless I felt as I tightened my safety belt. Christ, 
that’s a fat lot of help. No parachute this time. Ac-
cording to my seat dials, the outside temperature 

was minus forty-eight degrees. Altitude, seventy-nine 
thousand feet and climbing at fifteen hundred feet a 
second. What hope is there when things go wrong? 
Everyone to their own. Then another thought 
crossed my mind. How much time have I got? I’ve 
too many projects unfinished to be snuffed from life 
at this young age. 
   The intercom crackled again. ‘Steady Dan ... 
Steady.’ Dan commented quickly, his voice now with 
an edge of annoyance. 
    ‘Shit, can someone tell me what’s going on?’ 
    A silence followed for a few seconds, then a click, 
and a distorted response. 
  ‘The trailing protection sheet to Number Two has 
sheered off with what I suspect as overheating.’  It 
meant nothing to me, only that perhaps a major 
problem was looming. The whole craft seemed un-

stable. The alarm again beeped 
three times then stopped. 
Dan stretched upwards to the 
row of switches above and 
slammed three of them down-
wards, then scanned the cali-
bration dials. Nothing changed 

immediately. About ten seconds later, the main cabin 
lights gave a little flicker then the whole control deck 
dimmed to an orange glow.  
    Liz Johanssen turned and looked straight at me, 
her face etched by strong sunlight from a porthole. It 
was only then that I realized the seriousness of the 
situation. She was pointing to a crack that had ap-
peared in the outer glass of a nearby porthole. It was 
gradually increasing in size. I didn’t have time to re-
spond. The whole damn thing exploded with  deafen-
ing decibels, shattering small particles of glass and ice 
inside the cabin. There was a rush of air as the pres-
surized flight deck exhaled through the small open-
ing. The cabin went black except for the instrument 
dials ahead. The alarm buzz now was intense. Fortu-
nately, all crew were equipped with auto air and oxy-
gen but the flight suits had little effect on the freez-
ing drop in temperature. Again the alarm sounded, a 
spasmodic buzzing, but this time with perpetual in-
tensity within the darkened cabin. The alarm kept 
churning away in the background.  

Dean Reynolds 

Lift Off 

 

    The whole rocket shuddered, which 

quickly brought everyone's attention to the 

fact that something was wrong, possibly 

very wrong.  



Page 7 

    The pillow was damp with sweat as I stirred then 
abruptly awoke from a deep slumber. The room was 
dark. 
    Good grief! Alone in bed I became aware of my 
mobile phone alongside repeatedly buzzing with that 
same frequency. Reaching over I fumbled with the 
answer button. It crackled with a thin voice. 
    ‘Dr Sam Fletcher?’  
    ‘Yes,’  I quickly responded, now wide awake. 
    ‘Good morning Doctor ... I’ve tried several times to 
ring you. This is Dickson at NASA operations. Your 
pick-up should be outside in thirty minutes. It’s now 
zero three twenty- eight.’ 
   ‘Thank you Dickson. I’ll be ready.’  
   I had a quick shower and dressed. I was right on 
time as the black limo arrived. 
    Liz looked amazing in the dim light of the rear seat. 
Her official marine uniform faintly outlined her 
splendid figure. Saying nothing, I acknowledged her 
smile as I slid alongside. She was the most attractive 
woman I’d ever worked with at Number Two Devel-
opment Lab, and the smartest. 
    Very little was said on the short journey to the 
Launch Pad. Early morning light was emerging. I 
gazed casually at the waiting crowds standing along-
side parked family vehicles that lined the highway 
and in full view of the distant launch structure. Our 
limo turned off at the main gates and then made an 
abrupt stop for the check and I.D. formalities. 
   The enormous rocket tower and gables, all lit up 
like a town Xmas tree, lay ahead with escaping white 
vapour being spasmodically released. The early 
morning sunrise bathed the surrounds as we 
thanked the driver and headed to the steps.   
   The Prep Tower was busy as I followed Liz to the 
entrance. Before entering the foyer she turned and 
looked directly at me, her faint voice barely noticea-
ble above the noise.  
   ‘I’m not a religious person Sam, but this morning I 
said a little prayer for us today.’ I gave her the 
thumbs up, but her comment had me on edge. How 
weird, yet timely, was her statement.  My dream 
loomed again as we walked up to the project ahead.   
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It was only one night 
Beryl Stott 

 

Calvert needed a fix. Well, really he just needed a 

break and having a coffee was usually the best way 
to achieve that. He opened the refrigerator door 
only to discover that there wasn’t enough milk. His 
eyes flicked over to the clock. He realised with 
amazement that it was two am. 
    Jay Walker needed a fix too. He rolled out of bed, 
fought off a sheet that had become wound around 
his legs, and staggered over to the lounge chair. He 
searched desperately through the empty cigarette 
packets, beer cans, cigarette stubs and litter on the 
coffee table. His heart started to race, and sweat 
slithered down his back as he realized there wasn’t 
any of his favourite substance left. 
    Calvert wandered over to the window. What he 
really should do was go to bed, but he knew he 
wouldn’t sleep just yet. He was on the fifth floor of 
an old warehouse and being able to look out over 
the city was just one of the rea-
sons he loved his life. He turned 
around to his painting, which he 
did not love! If he had a cup of 
coffee he could sit on the win-
dowsill and wait for the painting 
to speak to him. He could prob-
ably get by without milk for tonight, but that would 
mean a trip to the supermarket before breakfast, 
and he couldn’t face that. 
    Jay swept his hand across the coffee table, 
smashing everything to the floor. Panic set in as his 
heart rate accelerated. He found his wallet and des-
perately flicked it open even though he knew it 
would be empty. His eyes wandered around the 
flat, just a few sticks of furniture. Everything else 
had been pawned.   
    Calvert leaned against the window frame as he 
looked out into the dark of the city. Sarah Johnson’s 
face floated over the top of the flickering lights. He 
couldn’t get her out of his mind since meeting her 
at the opening of his last show. That was a month 
ago, and although she had given him her number 
and said, ‘Ring me,’ he just hadn’t had the courage. 

    The plan Jay had been thinking about crept slowly 
back into his foggy brain. He too needed a trip to 
the supermarket. Although he knew this would be 
the last step down, the craving had taken over and 
there was only a moment where another face float-
ed in front of his brain; a face hardened by pain and 
crying out bitterly, ‘Don’t come back until you can 
make a serious effort to get off the drugs.’ 
    Calvert shook himself. No use wondering about 
Sarah. What did he have to offer. She was a high-
flying lawyer while he was just another artist trying 
to make it. 
    Jay scrabbled through the mess around the kitch-
en and found his car keys. He had thought this 
through and decided the 7-11 was the wrong layout. 
He wouldn’t be able to get over the counter there. 
No, the supermarket was definitely the best bet. 
Stroll in and then with the advantage of surprise, 

quickly force the attendant to 
give him all the money. But 
what if he or she didn’t just 
hand it over? He had heard of 
people starting to fight back 
lately. He needed a weapon to 
increase the threat. What could 

he use? There was nothing in the flat, not even a 
knife big enough to create a scare.  
     There was an alley out the back with an overflow-
ing dumpster and Jay searched desperately through 
the rubbish until he found the ideal thing, a piece of 
steel rod. He could push it into his belt and pull his 
windcheater over it. 
 
    At two am the shopping centre was dim and the 
carpark virtually empty. If the creative urge was up-
on him, Calvert would paint without thinking of 
time, and being an insomniac into the bargain, he 
knew the haunts that were open all night. The su-
permarket was ablaze with light and once inside, he 
realized he was out of quite a few things and went 
back for a trolley. 

 

If he had a cup of coffee  
he could sit on the windowsill and wait  

for the painting to speak to him.  
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    He wandered around the fruit and vegetable sec-
tion. There were very few customers, and with his 
thoughts on colour and shape, he only vaguely re-
turned the nod from another shopper. 
    It took a minute before the screaming and 
shouting sank in. Steering his trolley to the front 
where the commotion was, he saw to his horror, a 
man standing over the woman cashier. She was 
down on her knees in front of the till and he was 
raising a steel bar ready to strike again. 
    ‘Give me the money!’ he screamed 
    ‘No!’ she cried, blood pouring down her face, 
barely able to hang on to the counter in front of 
her.’ 
    Calvert instinctively shrank back behind the end 
gondola. Give him the money, he willed her. It’s not 
yours, it doesn’t matter! Still she resisted, shielding 
the till with her body. 
    Jay couldn’t believe the woman’s stupidity. Anger 
surged through him. He swung the weapon around 
threateningly.   
    Calvert knew he had to do something. He was of 
slight build, a pacifist who always avoided violence 
or confrontation, but he couldn’t stand by and 
watch this woman being beaten. 
    Perhaps distracting him was the way. If only he 
could divert this guy’s train of thought and redirect 
his aggression. He could see the desperation in 

those eyes which only increased his own terror. 
Surely someone else would step in and help.  
    Finally realization dawned, and he knew it was up 
to him. An unusual calm took over and a feeling of 
authority. He summoned his deepest voice and 
spoke loudly, 
    ‘Stop that immediately! Only a coward would hit a 
woman!’ 
    Relief surged through him as Jay turned his atten-
tion, then the iron taste of fear flooded into Cal-
vert’s mouth as the crazed guy rushed at him. Keep-
ing the trolley between them, he surged it back-
wards and forward, using it as a barrier to defend 
himself.  
    After what seemed like an eternity, the manager 
and another customer rushed forward and pinned 
Jay’s arms behind him, crashing them all to the floor 
and holding down the struggling addict. 
    Police soon arrived, handcuffing Jay to take him 
away. 
    Calvert’s knees buckled and he sat heavily on the 
floor. The paramedics checked him out and gave 
him the all clear. Calvert’s heart rate slowly resumed 
its normal beat.  
     ‘What now, buy a tatts ticket?’ he thought. No, 
with a new found surge of confidence, he decided 
he would ask Sarah out. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dog 
The Digger’s  
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‘Taffy! Shut that mutt up or I’ll belt ‘im with me 

spade!’  
 The irritating bark of the dog rang through the dig-
gings with monotonous clarity. Dai, hot and tired 
after a long and unproductive day, had had enough. 
Taffy failed to respond and his dog, Nugget, tied to 
the centre pole of his tent, continued to disturb    
the silence of the blistering afternoon, until now bro-
ken only by  the electric hum of a thousand insects 
and the ringing clangs and thuds of - 
Spades. 
Shovels. 
Pickaxes. 
And mattocks on hard, baked earth.   
    The dry, dust- laden air teemed with flies, some 
drinking from the beads of sweat running down Dai’s 
face. He continued to dig into the unforgiving ground 
hardened by drought. The dog continued his racket 
in the sweltering heat. 
Clunk! 
Dai’s spade hit a rock. Throwing the spade down, he 
picked up the rock, examined it and heaved it onto 
the mullock heap while Nugget barked on. Drat that 
blasted dog! 
  
    The diggings had been licensed to as many miners 
as could fit onto this government land. Each claim 
was no more than twelve feet square and each min-
er had to pay for a licence. They were within talking 
distance of another, unless so far underground as to 
make speech useless. Trees had been dug out for 
shaft props, firewood, tent poles, assorted doors, 
fences and makeshift beds. Irregular paths mean-
dered through and around each claim and mullock 
heap. The encompassing paddocks had the look of a 
flattened termite mound being desperately excavat-
ed by maniacal termites. Low scrub was all that re-
mained. 
    Word had got around that the police inspectors 
were on their way and would soon be at the dig-
gings. Lookouts had been posted to the top of the 

hill to warn when they were sighted. This would 
give the diggers time to disappear into the adjoining 
forest or hide in dangerously deep mine shafts, 
which the police were reluctant to enter. The cost 
of licences issued to the miners had recently been 
increased to thirty shillings a month and most min-
ers could not afford it. Jail was the punishment for 
failing to pay. 
   ‘Taffy, how long have we got before they’re here? 
… and would yer shut that damn dog up!’ Dai shout-
ed over his claim. He’d not been able to renew his 
licence and knew the consequences. 
    Taffy didn’t reply, so Dai, his anger rising to boil-
ing point, picked up his shovel and moved over to 
Taffy’s tent, tripping over the dog’s upturned water 
bowl. The dog growled, but knowing Dai as a friend, 
did no more than warn him, that this tent was in his 
charge. 
    ‘Shurrup! Yer daft dog,’ said Dai as he peered into 
the tent. 
     ‘Taffy are yer there? Yer dog’s driving us all 
bloody mad as axes out here?’ A fly buzzed loudly 
as he pulled back the tent flap. In the gloom he saw 
Taffy prone on his wooden bed.  
    Dai’s heart filled with a terrible dread…the dread 
of all men at the diggings, that of being unable to 
work, being ill, broken…dying alone. He slowly ap-
proached the bed and saw by the glazed eyes that 
Taffy had indeed departed, although he was still 
warm. He gently closed Taffy’s eyes. 
 Indeed to goodness. The dog must have started 
barking at the same time as Taffy … mustn’t think 
about it! He realised then that he hadn’t heard 
Taffy’s cough for quite some time. 
    Ah! Aw! Jeez! Poor bugger! He covered Taffy’s 
face with a tea cloth. A fly immediately landed on 
the cloth and unthinkingly Dai took a swipe at it, 
hitting Taffy on the nose. 
    ‘Aw, sorry! Sorry ol ‘ mate,’ said Dai. ‘Look I gotta 
get yer mutt some water. He’s spilled the last lot 
and I reckon he’s a bit thirsty now. Then I gotta get 

Eileen Jenkins 



fields. Flies had multiplied in earnest and a stale loaf 
on a shelf was crusted with mould. There was only 
one chest next to the bed which might contain pa-
pers or documents, so Dai carefully removed the 
hurricane lamp and bible before he opened it with 
the key he’d found on the shelf. He reached for the 
papers he found placed carefully on top of spare 
clothes. He read in silence, Nugget at his side.  
 

 
Dai had signed this at Taffy’s request when his 
cough had worsened a few months earlier. He 
smiled realising he would be able to keep the dog 
legally. He carefully placed the papers back, and in 
doing so, felt something hard beneath the clothes. 
He lifted a newspaper package. Carefully untying 
the string around it, he found five gold nuggets the 
size of hen’s eggs nestling in the paper.  
   ‘Gareth! Gareth! Gareth bach!’ He cried. 
 Nugget’s tail was frantically whirring in circles as he 
enjoyed sharing Dai’s delight.  
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some help with yer coffin … so don’t you move!’ 
Dai left the tent wiping his eyes and nose on his 
sleeve and picked up the dog’s water bowl. Water 
was precious, but the diggers’ watch dogs were nev-
er without as much as they needed to keep them 
healthy and alert. As he passed he bent to stroke 
the dog’s head. 
     ‘Look you! Be good Nugget, stop barking and I‘ll 
give you a nice chop for your supper isn’t it.’ 
Nugget seemed to be comforted by Dai’s words and 
the barking ceased. The dog lay down with his head 
on his paws and waited.  
 
    Two weeks later Nugget was still waiting. Refusing 
to leave his post he’d watched the men carry Taffy’s 
body in the plain wooden coffin to the little ceme-
tery over the hill. No matter how hard Dai tried to 
entice him to his own tent the dog would not budge. 
He’d been untied, but only left Taffy’s tent to attend 
to his business and take a little of the food provided 
by Dai. 
    ‘Yer wasting yer time with ‘im Dai bach,’ said 
Gareth, owner of the adjacent claim. They were 
sharing supper, the fire highlighting their faces as 
they sipped from chipped enamel mugs. ‘E’s a one 
man dog … and 'e’ll waste away till ‘e joins Taffy.’ 
    ‘No … I think he’ll come round. I’m sorting Taffy’s 
things out tomorrow to see if I can contact his rela-
tives. There’s bound to be someone I can write to … 
someone … somewhere.’ 
    ‘Please yerself, but I’d be surprised if he did have 
anyone … he told me once there was a mine disas-
ter in ‘is valley and ‘is Da and brothers were buried 
with eight other miners. ‘Is Mam died when ‘e was 
born. He never married either cos of ‘is cough.’  
They sat in silence for some time before Dai turned 
in.  
    At dawn the next day he was surprised when he 
found Nugget outside, lying across the entrance to 
the tent. Gareth had cooked some bacon and damp-
er, offering some to the dog who’d eaten it although 
his tail was still between his legs.  
    ‘Came over last night after you went to sleep…lay 
by your side for a while before ‘e went on duty out-
side.’ 
    ‘I think we’ve got ourselves a dog,’ said Dai smil-
ing as he fried his eggs. ‘I’m sorting Taffy’s stuff to-
day then we can take his tent down and keep it as 
spare if you like.’ 
    Gareth and Dai had grown closer since the death 
of Taffy, and Nugget seemed to have been instru-
mental in the closeness they now shared. 
    Dai entered Taffy’s tent removing his hat as he did 
so. Everything was covered in the dust of the gold 

This is the last will and testament  
of Llewellyn Glynn Davies  

of Claim Number 37, the Diggings,  
Barker’s Creek,  

Welshman’s Reef, Victoria.  
     

I leave all my belongings including  
claim and findings to whoever  

looks after my dog Nugget  
after my death.  

My friend Dai will confirm.  
  

Signed Llewellyn (Taffy) Glynn Davies 
 ……. Signed Dai Williams,  

friend and executor.  12/06/1853    

Image: dogbehaviorscience.files.wordpress.com/2014/06/art-14346g1.jpg 
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People change with money and unfortunately Fiona 

O’Rourke was one of those. She looked for happi-
ness in the wrong places and travelled the globe 
extensively. She had come home to Australia for her 
primary school’s fiftieth Anniversary. Her fourth di-
vorce had just been finalised and she was feeling 
like a failure. Her four brothers were all happily mar-
ried and had children. They welcomed her with lov-
ing arms, but she still felt empty. There were unspo-
ken words from them as they saw her beautiful face 
had altered. She wrapped her fashionably skinny 
arms around each of her younger brothers, her long, 
bright red talons digging into their backs.  
    This small country school started with five stu-
dents from the rural area of Bunyeep. Fiona was one 
of its first students. Her parents emigrated from Ire-
land. They were joined by three other Irish families 
who all purchased parcels of land from the Govern-
ment for them to start a fresh new life. The 
O’Rourkes had five children. Fiona was the eldest, 
followed by her four younger brothers. There were 
hard times ahead, but the family stuck together, 
worked hard and did well. They grew vegetables, 
kept livestock and chickens for their eggs. 
    In time, the O’Rourke’s property, named the 
‘Blarney Stone’, would be one of the best in the 
county, with its rich fertile soil. The family were very 
proud and their lives were happy and full. The chil-
dren grew to be healthy and strong. They enjoyed 
the freedom they had. In summer, neighbouring 
children would swim in their local creek. They felt 
rejuvenated with the cold water against their warm 
tanned skin. The air was so fresh you could smell the 
eucalypts, which left a blue haze around the hills. 
The children would catch frogs eggs and keep them 
in the old tin bath and wait with anticipation for the 
tadpoles to arrive. Fiona thought frogs were slimy to 
touch and didn’t like their croaking sound at night. 
The boys loved to play tricks on their sister. One par-
ticular time, three of her brothers put a big fat  frog 
in her bed. On contact with it, she squealed so loud-
ly she woke the whole household.     

  The years went quickly by, times changed and land 
prices skyrocketed. Only three of the O’Rourke chil-
dren remained in Bunyeep. The five siblings had 
chosen vastly different lifestyles from their humble 
beginnings. They were fortunate enough to go to 
university as their property continued to prosper. 
When the now large O’Rourke family arrived at the 
old bluestone school for the reunion, they went off 
in opposite directions. Activities included gumboot 
throwing, an animal nursery, cake stalls and many 
other interesting things for young families to enjoy. 
   Fiona looked back on her happy carefree child-
hood with such fond memories. She meandered 
through the school’s gardens smiling and enjoying 
revisiting her past. Feelings of happiness washed 
over her. She hadn’t felt this happy in a very long 
time. She stopped at one of the produce stalls to 
buy sweet fresh berries to eat. As she continued her 
walk around the lush green grounds, her eyes 
locked with someone. It was Aiden Kelly from all 
those years ago. He was her first kiss behind the 
shelter shed. She blushed and felt her face become 
crimson, not like her at all. It was well known 
around the district that Aiden had been widowed 
five years earlier and still lived on his family’s prized 
beef cattle property. He was an only child and was 
the sole heir to his family’s estate. Aiden was no-
body’s fool and he liked what he saw in Fiona. He 
felt her spirit and beauty hadn’t faded in all these 
years. She felt he looked ruggedly handsome in his 
RM Williams gear. He asked her to join him in a 
Devonshire tea. With her acceptance she thought 
to herself, ‘Please, please don’t mess this one up!’   
        

    

Daphne Reeves 

The Anniversary 

Image: https://cdn.pixabay.com/photo/school-house- 
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Across the reaches of the west they march, 

Like characters from Game of Thrones. 

Ominous in the evening twilight, 

Stretching to the horizon, tombstones. 

Cathedral or Magnetic, 

Formed on the basis of weather, 

Their feet in the wet or the dry, 

In formations that go on forever. 

 

Homes to a flurry of life 

Yet appearing like bastions of the dead, 

Grey in the morning light, 

Such sombre shafts of ant bed. 

Stony faced hosts, 

Their lodgers, versed in construction, 

Excreting faeces, saliva, bodily juices 

To bind them together as one. 

 

Overseeing all with lidded stare, 

Stark red in the brightness of hot, heavy days, 

Overwhelming the sparse tussocks 

Under the midday blaze. 

They are sunburnt native tribes, 

And tourists dress them, think it endearing 

That strange baseball players and flamenco dancers 

Are now in the middle of nowhere appearing. 

(Inspired by travels in the Northern Territory and western Queensland, July 2018) 

 

I find it bizarre and unsettling. 

I stare at such gross defacement 

And think, a termite mound is what it is, 

Not subject to this displacement. 

I feel it too, as I drive the long distance. 

I don’t belong here in this outback space 

That spawned me. My steps have taken me far afield, 

Yet still I yearn for such a place. 

 

We leave behind parts of us when we go, 

Like x-ray imprints on a living screen, 

There for interested parties to find, 

Testament to having been. 

 

You may sense this when I become dust, 

Distributed on the wind like a termite nest, 

A familiar shimmer in the air’s hot breath, 

A touch on your cheek as I blow to the west. 

Termite Mounds 
Diane Kolomeitz 
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The school bus pulled into Tom’s stop. He climbed 

down its steps, waved a last goodbye to his mates 
and alighted. The bus left its cloud of dust wavering 
in the air as he straddled his bike and rode off to-
wards the homestead. Tom never tired of the ride 
home from the bus stop. The massive red gums off 
in the distance, wheeling, teasing birds above and 
the mystery of the bush beyond the fence line 
meant he’d reached the paradise of home. He left 
his bike in the back shed and ambled towards the 
house. He grabbed the post next to the steps to 
swing himself up onto the verandah and stopped 
before making the noisy leap onto the boards 
which would signal his arrival. He stood very still to 
hear unusual noises coming from the kitchen. 
Someone was crying and cursing. It was his father. 
    ‘Those bastard cotton farmers. They don’t have 
to live with no water and dying stock. It’s not just 
the drought. It’s water theft. We’re dead men walk-
ing here. We’re in the valley of death itself.’ His fa-
ther’s sobs became louder. His mother’s soothing 
voice, caressing waves of worry and distress, was 
very soft, barely audible, a bass note to this sym-
phony of sadness. 
     Tom stood still and listened for a while longer 
not wanting to enter. He was shocked at hearing his 
father weep. He had never heard or seen him cry 
before, not even when animals he’d cared for had 
to be shot out in the back paddock. Tom waited. 
Things turned quiet enough for him to think the 
teary outburst was over. 
    He walked into the kitchen. His father rose hastily 
from his chair and paced towards the stove with his 
back towards Tom. There was the usual exchange 
of, ‘How was your day? How did you go in the 
maths test?’ from his mother. Smalltalk. His father 
didn’t look at him, remained silent through the chit-
chat. Then suddenly, in a loud, commanding voice, 
told Tom not to go to the river. The boy didn’t ask 
why. He could see his father reaching for a hand-
kerchief. The air was heavy with unspoken sadness. 
    Later that night after chores, dinner, homework 
and some internet time, Tom lay in bed, pondering 
the afternoon’s events. He had spilled the chook 

food all over the cage floor, made errors in his maths 
homework calculations and conceded defeat on 
them. He’d ask his teacher tomorrow. He realised 
that throughout the whole evening he had been on 
autopilot, disengaged and distracted, deeply per-
plexed by his father’s tears. Of course he had decid-
ed to go to the river. 
    It was a waning moon, but there was enough light 
to see by. Dried leaves snapped and crackled under-
foot, crows cried mournfully. He reached the huge 
gums by the river’s edge and descended into the dry 
gulf of the riverbed. At first he was unsure what he 
was looking at, what he was hearing. The river was a 
sea of what looked at first to be small white waves.  
A mass of silvery shapes, glinting in the moonlight 
eventually became recognizable as fish. Big and 
small, they floated, covering half the width of the 
river, the slashes of their gills faced upwards, 
twisting out of the water. Silver perch and massive 
Murray cod lay dead or dying in murky, foul-smelling 
water. In one small bend at the river’s edge, still 
fighting, thrashing cod lurched desperately towards 
the water’s edge as though trying to escape their 
terror. Their mouths, opening and closing, made 
smooching sounds, as they gasped, trying to kiss the 
air they could not breath. The moonlight made a 
black crow seem white as it shimmered and cried in 
the gloom. The river was a photographic negative 
with all that should be dark, now white and glimmer-
ing in an eerie, spectral glow. Tom recalled his fa-
ther’s words about being in the valley of death. Hell 
was before him. He raised his hand to his mouth to 
block out the stench as he tried to take in the horror 
of loss. He gagged, retched and then scrambled up 
the river bank away from the nightmare.  
    In the morning he could not be roused from his 
bed. 

Lessons in losing 
Paradise 

Ruth Wachtel 



Sue Jager 
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He stalks around the garden 

Tail twitching and eyes narrowed 
He is proud and devious 
Imperious and aloof. 
 
Handsome, lustrous black fur 
Green intense eyes and snow-white whiskers. 
A regal being, showing grace and favour 
By purring like a Volkswagon engine 
At those he adores, only on special occasions. 
 
He treats us as his minions 
Ordering us to obey, with 
Insistent loud complaint and scratching. 
He has stood on the table, tackled the curtains 
Scratched the seat covers and kneaded the mohair rug 
In his effort to find somewhere comfortable. 
 
He came with his own bedding and food 
But indicates that it no longer suits  
Rejecting all that was perfectly satisfactory, just 
A few short days ago. 
 
Glaring from the patio 
Whiskers twitching with annoyance, 
He frightens the birds who are keen to roost in a nearby tree. 
Like a caged tiger, he stalks among the blooms. 
His owners are away for a few days 
And we foolishly agreed to host his stay. 
 
He is a ruthless house guest, finding fault and full of accusation 
All our efforts to please, fail. 
We are unworthy of our guest and he lets us know. 
He taunts us, offering affection only to quickly bite 
Our loving hands. 
 
The Watsons have named him Paradise. 
We eagerly await their return 
So that Paradise can get lost  
And back to torturing his usual martyrs. 

Paradise Lost 
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Like a pale ribbon thrown over an undulating, antique table, 
The road unwinds before us. 

Either side, a moth-eaten khaki tablecloth spreads as far as the eye can see. 
Now and then, a roadhouse smelling of grease and diesel relieves the monotony. 

Daggy rooms in shabby motels – ‘De-luxe’ they call it at Cocklebiddy. 
Beladonia is worse. 

‘Look! A dingo,’ I shout as he rouses himself from a hypnotic reverie. He misses it. 
We view the telegraph station at the Head of the Bight and think of times gone by. 

How did they do it? Get here, I mean. No water. No food. Horses dying. 
Robbed of his sextant was Eyre, but he had his stars. 

Onwards we drive following in his wake. 
Esperance is heaven. Albany … Utopia. 

We turn to return. Nine thousand miles in twenty days … At our age too! 
Another tick off the bucket list. 

Eileen Jenkins 

Crossing the Nullarbor 
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