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“The Drover’s Wife' (1892)
By Henry Lawson

The two-roomed house is built of round timber, slabs, and stringy-
bark, and floored with split slabs. A big bark kitchen standing at one
end is larger than the house itself, veranda included.

Bush all around - bush with no horizon, for the country is flat. No
ranges in the distance. The bush consists of stunted, rotten native
apple-trees. No undergrowth. Nothing to relieve the eye save the
darker green of a few she-oaks which are sighing above the narrow,
almost waterless creek. Nineteen miles to the nearest sign of
civilisation - a shanty on the main road.

The drover, an ex-squatter, is away with sheep. His wife and
children are left here alone.

Four ragged, dried-up-looking children are playing about the
house. Suddenly one of them yells: "Snake! Mother, here's a
snake!"

The gaunt, sun-browned bushwoman dashes from the kitchen,
snatches her baby from the ground, holds it on her left hip, and
reaches for a stick.

"Where is it?"

"Here! Gone in the wood-heap;" yells the eldest boy - a sharp-
faced urchin of eleven. "Stop there, mother! {'ll have him. Stand
back! I'll have the beggar!"

"Tommy, come here, or you'll be bit. Come here at once when !
tell you, you little wretch!"

The youngster comes reluctantly, carrying a stick bigger than
himself. Then he yells, triumphantly:

"There it goes - under the house!" and darts away with club
uplifted. At the same time the big, black, yellow-eyed dog-of-all-
breeds, who has shown the wildest interest in the proceedings,
breaks his chain and rushes after that snake. He is a moment late,
however, and his nose reaches the crack in the slabs just as the end
of its tail disappears. Almost at the same moment the boy's club
comes down and skins the aforesaid nose. Alligator takes small
notice of this, and proceeds to undermine the building; but he is
subdued after a struggle and chained up. They cannot afford to lose
him.

The drover's wife makes the children stand together near the
dog-house while she watches for the snake. She gets two small
dishes of milk and sets them down near the wall to tempt it to
come out; but an hour goes by and it does not show itself.

It is near sunset, and a thunderstorm is coming. The children
must be brought inside. She will not take them into the house, for
she knows the snake is there, and may at any momeni come up
through a crack in the rough siab floor; so she carries several
armfuls of firewood into the kitchen, and then takes the children
there. The kitchen has no floor - or, rather, an earthen one - called
a "ground floor" in this part of the bush. There is a large, roughly-
made table in the centre of the place. She brings the children in,
and makes them get on this table. They are two boys and two girls -



mere babies. She gives some supper, and then, before it gets dark,
she goes into house, and snatches up some pillows and bedclothes
- expecting to see or lay or hand on the snake any minute. She
makes a bed on the kitchen table for the children, and sits down
beside it to watch all night.

She has an eye on the corner, and a green sapling club laid in
readiness on the dresser by her side; also her sewing basket and a
copy of the Young Ladies' Journal. She has brought the dog into the
room.

Tommy turns in, under protest, but says he'll lie awake all night
and smash that blinded snake.

His mother asks him how many times she has told not to swear.

He has his club with him under the bedclothes, and Jacky
protests:

"Mummy! Tommy's skinnin' me alive wif his club. Make him take
it out."

Tommy: "Shet up you little ---! D'yer want to be bit with the
snake?"

Jacky shuts up.

"If yer bit," says Tommy, after a pause, "you'll swell up, an smell,
an'turn red an' green an' blue all over till yer bust. Won't he
mother?"

"Now then, don't frighten the child. Go to sleep," she says.

The two younger children go to sleep, and now and then Jacky
complains of being "skeezed." More room is made for him.
Presently Tommy says: "Mother! Listen to them (adjective) little
possums. I'd like to screw their blanky necks."

And lacky protests drowsily.
"But they don't hurt us, the little blanks!"

Mother: "There, | told you you'd teach Jacky to swear." But the
remark makes her smile. Jacky goes to sleep.

Presently Tommy asks:

"Mother! Do you think they'll ever extricate the (adjective)
kangaroo?"

"Lord! How am | to know, child? Go to sleep."”
"Will you wake me if the snake comes out?"
"Yes. Go to sleep.”

Near midnight. The children are all asleep and she sits there still,
sewing and reading by turns. From time to time she glances round
the floor and wall-plate, and, whenever she hears a noise, she
reaches for the stick. The thunderstorm comes on, and the wind,
rushing through the cracks in the slab wall, threatens to blow out
her candie. She places it on a sheltered part of the dresser and fixes
up a newspaper to protect it. At every flash of lightning, the cracks
between the siabs gleam like polished silver. The thunder rolls, and
the rain comes down in torrents.



Alligator lies at full length on the floor, with his eyes turned
towards the partition. She knows by this that the snake is there.
There are large cracks in that wall opening under the floor of the
dwelling-house.

She is not a coward, but recent events have shaken her nerves. A
little son of her brother-in-law was lately bitten by a snake, and
died. Besides, she has not heard from her hushand for six months,
and is anxious about him.

He was a drover, and started squatting here when they were
married. The drought of 18-- ruined him. He had to sacrifice the
remnant of his flock and go droving again. He intends to move his
family into the nearest town when he comes back, and, in the
meantime, his brother, who keeps a shanty on the main road,
comes over zbout once a month with provisions. The wife has still a
couple of cows, one horse, and a few sheep. The brother-in-law kills
one of the latter occasionally, gives her what she needs of it, and
takes the rest in return for other provisions.

She is used to being left alone. She once lived like this for
eighteen months. As a girl she built the usual castles in the air; but
all her girlish hopes and aspirations have long been dead. She finds
all the excitement and recreation she needs in the Young Lodies’
Journal, and Heaven help her! Takes a pleasure in the fashion
plates.

Her husband is an Australian, and so is she, He is careless, but a
good enough husband. If he had the means he would take her to
the city and keep her there like a princess. They are used to being
apart, or at least she is. "No use fretting," she says. He may forget

sometimes that he is married; but if he has a good cheque when he
comes back he will give most of it to her. When he had money he
took her to the city several times - hired a railway sleeping
compartment, and put up at the best hotels. He also bought her a
buggy, but they had to sacrifice that along with the rest.

The last two children were born in the bush - one while her
husband was bringing a drunken doctor, by force, to attend to her.
She was alone on this occasion, and very weak. She had been ill
with fever. She prayed to God to send her assistance. God sent
Black Mary - the "whitest” gin in all the land. Or, at least, God sent
King Jimmy first, and he sent Black Mary. He put his black face
round the door post, took in the situation at a glance, and said
cheerfully: "All right, missus - | bring my old woman, she down
along a creek.”

One of the children died while she was here alone. She rode
nineteen miles for assistance, carrying the dead child.

It must be near one or two o'clock. The fire is burning low.
Alligator lies with his head resting on his paws, and watches the
wall. He is not a very beautiful dog, and the light shows numerous
old wounds where the hair will not grow. He is afraid of nothing on
the face of the earth or under it. He will tackle a bullock as readily
as he will tackle a flea. He hates all other dogs - except kangaroo-
dogs - and has a marked dislike to friends or relations of the family.
They seldom call, however. He sometimes makes friends with
strangers. He hates snakes and has killed many, but he will be
bitten some day and die; most snake-dogs end that way.



Now and then the bushwoman lays down her work and watches,
and listens, and thinks. She thinks of things in her own life, for there
is little else to think about.

The rain will make the grass grow, and this reminds her how she
fought a bush-fire once while her husband was away. The grass was
long, and very dry, and the fire threatened to burn her out. She put
on an old pair of her husband's trousers and beat out the flames
with a green bough, till great drops of sooty perspiration stood out
on her forehead and ran in streaks down her biackened arms. The
sight of his mother in trousers greatly amused Tommy, who worked
like a little hero by her side, but the terrified baby howled lustily for
his "mummy." The fire would have mastered her but for four
excited bushmen who arrived in the nick of time. It was a mixed-up
affair all round; when she went to take up the baby he screamed
and struggled convulsively, thinking it was a "blackman;" and
Alligator, trusting more to the child's sense than his own instinct,
charged furiously, and (being old and slightly deaf} did not in his
excitement at first recognize his mistress's voice, but continued to
hang on to the moleskins until choked off by Tommy with a saddle-
strap. The dog's sorrow for his blunder, and his anxiety to let it be
known that it was all a mistake, was as evident as his ragged tail
and a twelve-inch grin could make it. It was a glorious time for the
boys; a day to look back to, and talk about, and laugh over for many
years.

She thinks how she fought a flood during her husband's absence,
She stood for hours in the drenching downpour, and dug an
overflow gutter to save the dame across the creek. But she could
not save it. There are things that a bushwoman cannot do. Next
morning the dam was broken, and her heart was nearly broken too,

for she thought how her husband would feel when he came home
and saw the result of years of labour swept away. She cried then.

She also fought the pleuro-pneumonia - dosed and bled the few
remaining cattle, and wept again when her two best cows died.

Again, she fought a mad bullock that besieged the house for a
day. She made bullets and fired at him through cracks in the slahs
with an old shot-gun. He was dead in the morning. She skinned him
and got seventeen-and-sixpence for the hide.

She also fights the crows and eagles that have designs on her
chickens. He plan of campaign is very original. The children cry
"Crows, mother!" and she rushes out and aims a broomstick at the
birds as though it were a gun, and says "Bung!" The crows leave in a
hurry; they are cunning, but a woman's cunning is greater.

Occasionally a bushman in the horrors, or a villainous-looking
sundowner, comes and nearly scares the life out of her. She
generally tells the suspicious-looking stranger that her husband and
two sons are at work below the dam, or over at the yard, for he
always cunningly inquires for the boss.

Only last week a gallows-faced swagman - having satisfied
himself that there were no men on the place - threw his swag down
on the veranda, and demanded tucker. She gave him something to
eat; then he expressed the intention of staying for the night. It was
sundown then. She got a batten from the sofa, loosened the dog,
and confronted the stranger, holding the batten in one hand and
the dog's collar with the other. "Now you go!" she said. He locked
at her and at the dog, said "All right, mum," in a cringing tone and



ieft. She was a determined-looking woman, and Alligator's yellow
eyes glared unpleasantly - besides, the dog's chawing-up apparatus
greatly resembled that of the reptile he was named after.

She has few pleasures to think of as she sits here alone by the
fire, on guard against a snake. All days are much the same for her;
but on Sunday afternoon she dresses herself, tidies the children,
smartens up baby, and goes for a lonely walk along the bush-track,
pushing an old perambulator in front of her. She does this every
Sunday. She takes as much care to make herself and the children
look smart as she would if she were going to do the block in the
city. There is nothing to see, however, and not a soul to meet. You
might walk for twenty miles along this track without being able to
fix a point in your mind, unless you are a bushman. This is because
of the everlasting, maddening sameness of the stunted trees - that
monotony which makes a man long to break away and travel as far
as trains can go, and sail as far as ship can sail - and farther.

But this bushwoman is used to the loneliness of it. As a girl-wife
she hated it, but now she would feel strange away from it.

She is glad when her husband returns, but she does not gush or
make a fuss about it. She gets him something good 1o eat, and
tidies up the children.

She seems contented with her lot. She loves her children, but
has no time to show it. She seems harsh to them. Her surroundings
are not favourable to the development of the "womanly" or
sentimental side of nature.

It must be nearing morning now; but the clock is in the dwelling-
house. Her candie is nearly done; she forgot that she was out of
candles. Some more wood must be got to keep the fire up, and so
she shuts the dog inside and hurries around to the woodheap. The
rain has cleared off. She seizes a stick, pulls it out, and - crash! The
whole pile collapses.

Yesterday she bargained with a stray blackfellow to bring her
some wood, and while he was at work she went in search of a
missing cow. She was absent an hour or so, and the native black
made good use of his time. On her return she was so astonished to
see a good heap of wood by the chimney, and she gave him an
extra fig of tobacco, and praised him for not being lazy. He thanked
her, and left with head erect and chest well out. He was the last of
his tribe and a King; but he had built that wood-heap hollow.

She is hurt now, and tears spring to her eyes as she sits down
again by the table. She takes up a handkerchief to wipe the tears
away, hut pokes her eyes with her bare fingers instead. The
handkerchief is full of holes, and she finds that she has put here
thumb through one, and her forefinger through another.

This makes her laugh, to the surprise of the dog. She has a keen,
very keen, sense of the ridiculous; and some time or other she will
amuse bushmen with the story.

She has been amused before like that. One day she sat down "to
have a good cry," as she said - and the old cat rubbed against her
dress and "cried t00." Then she had to laugh.



It must be near daylight now. The room is very close and hot
because of the fire. Alligator still watches the wall from time to
time. Suddenly he becomes greatly interested; he draws himself a
few inches nearer the partition, and a thrill runs though his body.
The hair on the back of neck begins to bristle, and the battle-light is
in his yellow eyes. She knows what this means, and lays her hand
on the stick. The lower end of one of the partition slabs has a large
crack on both sides. An evil pair of smali, bright bead-like eyes
glisten at one of these holes. The snake - a black one - comes slowly
out, ahout a foot, and moves its head up and down. The dog lies
still, and the woman sits as one fascinated. The snake comes out a
foot further. She lifts her stick, and the reptile, as though suddenly
aware of danger, sticks his head in through the crack on the other
side of the slab, and hurries to get his tail round after him. Alligator
springs, and his jaws come together with a snap. He misses, for his
nose is large, and the snake's body close down on the angle formed
by the slabs and the floor. He snaps again as the tail comes round.
He has the snake now, and tugs it out eighteen inches. Thud, thud.
Alligator gives another pull and he has the snake out - a black brute,
five feet long. The head rises to dart about, but the dog has the
enemy close to the neck. He is a big, heavy dog, but quick as a
terrier. He shakes the snake as though he felt the original curse in
common with mankind. The eldest boy wakes up, seizes his stick,
and tries to get out of bed, but his mother forces him back with a
grip of iron. Thud, thud - the snake's back is broken in several
places. Thud, thud - it's head is crushed, and Alligator's nose
skinned again.

She lifts the mangled reptile on the point of her stick, carries it to
the fire, and throws it in; then piles on the wood and watches the

snake burn. The boy and the dog watch too. She lays her hand on
the dog's head, and all the fierce, angry light dies out of his yellow
eyes. The younger children are quieted, and presently go to sleep.
The dirty-legged boy stands for a moment in his shirt, watching the
fire. Presently he locks up at her, sees the tears in her eyes, and,
throwing his arms around her neck exclaims:

"Mother, | won't never go drovin' blarst me if | do!”

And she hugs him to her worn-out breast and kisses him; and
they sit thus together while the sickly daylight breaks over the
bush,



‘The Chosen Vessel’ (1896}
By Barbara Baynton

SHE laid the stick and her baby on the grass while she untied the
rope that tethered the calf. The length of the rope separated them.
The cow was near the calf, and both were lying down. Feed along
the creek was plentiful, and every day she found a fresh place to
tether it, since tether it she must, for if she did not, it would stray
with the cow out — on the plain. She had plenty of time to go after
it, but then there was baby; and if the cow turned on her out on the
plain, and she with baby — she had been a town girl and was afraid
of the cow, but she did not want the cow to know it. She used to
run at first when it bellowed its protest against the penning up of
its calf. This satisfied the cow, also the calf, but the woman's
husband was angry, and called her — the noun was cur. it was he
who forced her to run and meet the advancing cow, brandishing a
stick, and uttering threatening words till the enemy turned and ran.
“That's the way!” the man said, laughing at her white face. In many
things he was worse than the cow, and she wondered if the same
rule would apply to the man, but she was not one to provoke
skirmishes even with the cow. It was early for the calf to go “to
bed” — nearly an hour earlier than usual; but she had felt so
restless all day. Partly because it was Monday, and the end of the
week that would bring her and baby the companionship of its
father, was so far off. He was a shearer, and had gone to his shed
before daylight that morning. Fifteen miles as the crow flies
separated them, There was a track in front of the house, for it
had once been a wine shanty, and a few travellers passed along at

intervals. She was not afraid of horsemen; but swagmen, going to,
or worse, coming from the dismal, drunken little township, a day's
journey beyond, terrified her. One had called at the house today,
and asked for tucker.  Ah! that was why she had penned up the
calf so early! She feared more from the look of his eyes, and the
gleam of his teeth, as he watched her newly awakened baby beat
its impatient fists upon her covered breasts, than from the knife
that was sheathed in the belt at his waist. She had given him
bread and meat. Her husband, she told him, was sick. She always
said that when she was alone, and a swagman came, and she had
gone in from the kitchen to the bedroom, and asked questions and
replied to them in the best man’s voice she could assume Then he
had asked to go into the kitchen to boil his billy, but she gave him
tea, and he drank it on the wood-heap. He had walked round and
round the house, and there were cracks in some places, and after
the last time he had asked for

tobacco. She had none to give him, and he had grinned, because
there was a broken clay pipe near the wood-heap where he stood,
and if there were a man inside, there ocught to have been tobacco.
Then he asked for money, but women in the bush never have
money. At last he had gone, and she, watching through the
cracks, saw him when about a quarter of a mile away, turn and look
back at the house. He had stood so for some moments with a
pretence of fixing his swag, and then, apparently satisfied, moved
to the left towards the creek. The creek made a bow round the
house, and when he came to it she lost sight of him. Hours after,
watching intently for signs of smoke, she saw the man's dog chasing
some sheep that had gone to the creek for water, and saw it slink



back suddenly, as if the man had called it. More than once she
thought of taking her baby and going to her hushand. But in the
past, when she had dared to speak of the dangers to which her
loneliness exposed her, he had taunted and sneered at her. She
need not flatter herself, he had coarsely told her, that anybody
would want to run away with her.  Long before nightfall she
placed food on the kitchen table, and beside it laid the big brooch
that had been her mother's. It was the only thing of value that she
had. And she left the kitchen door wide open. The doors inside
she securely fastened. Beside the bolt in the back one she drove in
the steel and scissors; against it she piled the table and the stools.
Underneath the lock of the front door she forced the handle of the
spade, and the blade between the cracks in the flooring boards.
Then the prop-stick, cut into lengths, held the top, as the spade
held the middle. The windows were little more than portholes; she
had nothing to fear through them. She ate a few mouthfuls of
food and drank a cup of milk. But she lighted no fire, and when
night came, no candle, but crept with her baby to bed. What
woke her? The wonder was that she had slept — she had not
meant to. But she was young, very young. Perhaps the shrinking of
the galvanized roof — yet hardly, since that was so usual.
Something had set her heart beating wildly; but she lay quite still,
only she put her arm over her baby. Then she had both round it,
and she prayed, “Little baby, little baby, don't wake!” The moon's
rays shone on the front of the house, and she saw one of the open
cracks, quite close to where she lay, darken with a shadow. Then a
protesting growl reached her; and she could fancy she heard the
man turn hastily. She plainly heard the thud of something striking

the dog's ribs, and the long flying strides of the animal as it howled
and ran. Still watching, she saw the shadow darken every crack
along the wall. She knew by the

sounds that the man was trying every standpoint that might help
him to see in; but how much he saw she could not tell. She thought
of many things she might do to deceive him into the idea that she
was not alone. But the sound of her voice would wake baby, and
she dreaded that as though it were the only danger that threatened
her. So she prayed, “Little baby, don't wake, don't cry!”  Stealthily
the man crept about. She knew he had his boots off, because of the
vibration that his feet caused as he walked along the veranda to
gauge the width of the little window in her room, and the
resistance of the front door. Then he went to the other end, and
the uncertainty of what he was doing became unendurable. She
had felt safer, far safer, while he was close, and she could watch
and listen. She felt she must watch, but the great fear of wakening
baby again assailed her. She suddenly recalled that one of the slabs
on that side of the house had shrunk in length as well as in width,
and had once fallen out. It was held in position only by a wedge of
wood underneath. What if he should discover that! The uncertainty
increased her terror., She prayed as she gently raised herself with
her little one in her arms, held tightly to her breast.  She thought
of the knife, and shielded her child's body with her hands and arms.
Even its little feet she covered with its white gown, and baby never
murmured — it liked to be held so. Noiselessly she crossed to the
other side, and stood where she could see and hear, but not be
seen. He was trying every slab, and was very near to that with the
wedge under it. Then she saw him find it; and heard the sound of



the knife as bit by bit he began to cut away the wooden support.
She waited motionless, with her baby pressed tightly to her, though
she knew that in another few minutes this man with the cruel eyes,
lascivious mouth, and gieaming knife would enter. One side of the
slab tilted; he had only to cut away the remaining little end, when
the slab, unless he held it, would fall outside. She heard his
jerked breathing as it kept time with the cuts of the knife, and the
brush of his clothes as he rubbed the wall in his movements, for she
was so still and guiet, that she did not even tremble. She knew
when he ceased, and wondered why. She stood well concealed; she
knew he could not see her, and that he would not fear if he did, yet
she heard him move cautiously away. Perhaps he expected the slab
to fall. Still his motive puzzied her, and she moved even closer, and
bent her body the better to listen. Ah! what sound was that?
“Listen! Listen!” she bade her heart — her heart that had kept so
still, but now bounded with tumultuous throbs that dulled her ears.
Nearer and nearer came the sounds, till the welcome

thud of a horse's hoof rang out clearly. “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh,
Gad!” she cried, for they were very close before she could make
sure. She turned to the door, and with her baby in her arms tore
frantically at its bolts and bars.  Out she darted at last, and
running madly along, saw the horseman beyond her in the
distance. She called to him in Christ's name, in her babe's name,
still flying like the wind with the speed that deadly peril gives. But
the distance grew greater and greater between them, and when
she reached the creek her prayers turned to wild shrieks, for there
crouched the man she feared, with outstretched arms that caught
her as she fell. She knew he was offering terms if she ceased to

struggle and cry for help, though louder and louder did she cry for
it, but it was only when the man's hand gripped her throat, that the
cry of “Murder” came from her lips. And when she ceased, the
startled curlews took up the awful sound, and flew shrieking over
the horseman's head. * * * * * "By God!”
said the boundary rider, “it's been a dingo right enough! Eight killed
up here, and there's more down in the creek — a ewe and a lamb,
I'll bet; and the lamb's alive!” And he shut out the sky with his
hand, and watched the crows that were circling round and round,
nearing the earth one moment, and the next shooting skywards. By
that he knew the lamb must be alive; even a dingo will spare a lamb
sometimes. Yes, the lamb was alive, and after the manner of
lambs of its kind did not know its mother when the light came. It
had sucked the still warm breasts, and laid its little head on her
bosom, and slept till the morn. Then, when it looked at the swollen
disfigured face, it wept and would have crept away, but for the
hand that still clutched its little gown. Sleep was nodding its golden
head and swaying its small body, and the crows were close, so
close, to the mother's wide-open eyes, when the boundary rider
galloped down. “Jesus Christ!” he said, covering his eyes. He told
afterwards how the little child held out its arms to him, and how he
was forced to cut its gown that the dead hand held.  * *

* * * It was election time, and as usual the priest had
selected a candidate. His choice was so obviously in the interests of
the squatter, that Peter Hennessey's reason, for once in his life, had
over-ridden superstition, and he had dared promise his vote to
another. Yet he was uneasy, and every time he woke in the night
(and it was often) he heard the murmur of his



mother's voice. It came through the partition, or under the door. If
through the partition, he knew she was praying in her bed; but
when the sounds came under the door, she was on her knees
before the little altar in the corner that enshrined the statue of the
Blessed Virgin and Child.  “Mary, Mother of Christ! save my son!
Save him!” prayed she in the dairy as she strained and set the
evening's milking “Sweet Mary! for the love of Christ, save him!”
The grief in her old face made the morning meal so bitter, that to
avoid her he came late to his dinner. it made him so cowardly, that
he could not say goodbye to her, and when night fell on the eve of
the election day, he rode off secretly. He had thirty miles to ride
to the township to record his vote. He cantered briskly along the
great stretch of plain that had nothing but stunted cottonbush to
play shadow to the full moon, which glorified a sky of earliest
spring. The bruised incense of the flowering clover rose up to him,
and the glory of the night appealed vaguely to his imagination, but
he was preoccupied with his present act of revolt.  Vividly he saw
his mother's agony when she would find him gone. At that
moment, he felt sure, she was praying. “Mary! Mother of Christ!”
He repeated the invocation, half unconsciously. And suddenly, out
of the stillness, came Christ's name to him — called loudly in
despairing accents.  “For Christ's sake! Christ's sake! Christ's
sake!” called the voice. Good Catholic that he had been, he crossed
himself before he dared to look back. Gliding across a ghostly patch
of pipe-clay, he saw a white-robed figure with a babe clasped to her
bosom. Alithe superstitious awe of his race and religion swayed
his brain. The moonlight on the gleaming clay was a “heavenly
light” to him, and he knew the white figure not for flesh and blood,

but for the Virgin and Child of his mother's prayers. Then, good
Catholic that once more he was, he put spurs to his horse's sides
and galloped madly away. His mother's prayers were answered.
Hennessey was the first to record his vote — for the priest's
candidate. Then he sought the priest at home, but found that he
was out rallying the voters. Still, under the influence of his blessed
vision, Hennessey would not go near the public-houses, but
wandered about the outskirts of the town for hours, keeping apart
from the townspeople, and fasting as penance. He was subdued
and mildly ecstatic, feeling as a repentant chastened child, who
awaits only the kiss of peace.  And at last, as he stood in the
graveyard crossing himself with reverent awe, he heard in the
gathering twilight the roar of many voices crying the name of the
victor at the election. It was well with the priest.

Again Hennessey sought him. He sat at home, the house-keeper
said, and led him into the dimly-lighted study. His seat was
immediately opposite a large picture, and as the housekeeper
turned up the lamp, once more the face of the Madonna and Child
looked down on him, but this time silently, peacefully. The half-
parted lips of the Virgin were smiling with compassionate
tenderness; her eyes seemed to beam with the forgiveness of an
earthly mother for her erring but beloved child. He fell on his
knees in adoration. Transfixed, the wondering priest stood, for,
mingled with the adoration, “My Lord and my God!” was the
exaltation, “And hast Thou chosen me?”’ “What is it, Peter?” said
the priest.  “Father,” he answered reverently, and with loosened
tongue he poured forth the story of his vision. “Great God!”
shouted the priest, “and you did not stop to save her! Have you not



heard?”  * * * * *  Many miles further down
the creek a man kept throwing an old cap into a waterhole the dog
would bring it out and lay it on the opposite side to where the man
stood, but would not allow the man to catch him, though it was
only to wash the blood of the sheep from his mouth and throat, for
the sight of blood made the man tremble.



THYLACINE

n the Australizn bush at night, you could find a lost sixpence

or the feldspar in a piece of guare; you could find the buckle

from a dog’s collar or a sooty owl in a tree. But youd never find
a pound note or &n ant, and you'd never find an old sepia pharo-
geaph, or why things are the way they are, although men will foolk
for it there, some of them all of their lives,

And so Douglas was looking again, even though he'd told his
brother he was going o check on the choaks. That cold winer
luminescence shone with such a fierce white lighe. Ah, it's a cold
star — & cold star bearing the steely light of a cold moon, bearing
that light without blinking, allowing it ro reveal old sixpences and
feldspar, dog’s buckles and sooty owls, but very little else. Mare
thar enough light for some things, bur not encugh for vision.
Old iron shines like new milled steel, a shovel blade plints sharp
from the worlt in gravelly soil, rrees shimmer like chandeliers, the
dam ke a disc of stamped plate. All these old things glean anew.
The barbed wire's rusty knots glisten with itost, spider’s webs are
jewelled like the most precious things hung from the pale necks
of the world’s most desirable women,

Douglas checked the chooks and they stared back ar him.
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Stupid chooks. He closed his fingers around the neck of a hen, and

it blinked one ey but didn’t move.

He checked the wire whete he'd made the
AOL 4 MUrmur. No feathers. No

repair; it was still

intact. Six chooks they'd lost, and
wild cackles. No fox dashing about in panic and blood lust. Just
a chook off the roost and a neat hole in the wire. Douglas didn't

know this animal. Clarrie said a dingo o£ 3 native cat, but Douglas
new the bush better than

knew he didn't believe it himself. Clarrie le

that, but he was the sort of bloke who always needed to propose 4

en if he knew it was WIORg: anything 10 fill a gap.

solution ev
nan skulls, Clarrie had said it was

When they'd found the hut
just old-timers canght in a fire, even though he must have seen the
< of the sockets. Old Pearson had died out in the bush,
ped back off its stump and drove his leg

e. The bull ants stripped him

SCrangenes
killed by a tree that slip

into the gruund. Pinned him ther

clean. Clarrie had seen Pearson’s skull and must have seen the dif-

ference in these others, but he just rolled them away with his boot
3 rwo old-timers. Clarrie was like that.

and said it must have beet
bother to tell Clarric; he'd

Douglas saw the stones but didn't
rned later and picked them up and
hollow in the flac one. Douglas

ar where the skulls had been

only atgue back. So he'd retu
: seen how the long one matched the
placed them in the crook of a tree ne
found. Where he could put his hands on them again.

}
The two brothers got on alright. They could put in & row of

fenice posts in a day and say no more than was needed to accom-

plish the task - and to put in a roW of stringybarlk posts you don't
ght line. If the

need to say a lot. There's holes and posts and a strai
and the eye slips along che flar faces of each post,

posts ram tight,

the job's done.
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Douglas didn’t need people. He sold the tickets at the local
d.ancc because it meant you could stand out on the verandah and
listen to the blokes yarn and maybe add your piece about tht“l“ﬁt
flood, but it was a way of meeting people without going through
the bother of trying to balance a noisy china cup 0;1 a saucer and
think of something to say at the same time ‘ B

And the women always made him nervous. And dancin
Dancing was plain impossible. He watched other blokes dunj
blokes like him, bush workers, timber millers, cow cockies, and 'e;
they could get around; some of them just glided about }

He watched the women's bodies like the other men, but he'd
never really seen one he wanted. During national service the boys
had played up a bit, and thar rime he'd gone up to Candelo ;vi'th
the cricket team he didn’t come back for three days. But not an
one you'd wan to marry, stay with always; and anyway, who'd {3 ai’e
him? Short, freckly bloke on a broken-down dry |i(ic,c f:nrm Wo .
round here knew where the gravel pits were o o

He'd never asked Clarrie. He'd never asked Clarrie anything
much. Clarrie wasn't the sort of bloke you asked anvthi-n 01{?
He guessed that Clarrie had knocked about a bit. 'IJhme i‘i 7:;
to Bombala to sell cows sometimes took a while, but .Clarr:c
never seemed ... never seemed lonely or anything. Clarrie
t"dwnys had everything worked out. Douglas thought l\.;e’dr know
if anything worried his brother. When the old man had died
Df)uglas had watched, stunned, as tears dropped from his bmsiw:
er’s eyes. Clarrie had wiped his face with a rag and said, ‘Da.d
taught me everything. All [ know about the bush and that. That’s

all,’ and again he had plunged his spade into the broken clay of
the grave, }
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They got on alright, but there were times when Douglas liked

away. The nights at the dances, the other blokes and the

music, watching the women — it was just something different. And

nights like this, with the cold moonlight.
He didn't tell Clarrie, you couldn’t, but he knew some poems

to get

by heart. All the schoolbooks were still on the chelf. Probably never

occurred to Clarrie to throw chem out. The sixth-grade reader,

Modern Short Stories and that book of French poems that came

with their lounge suite at the clearing sale.
He didn’t feel like it tonight, but sometimes he'd said those

poems looking over the dam and down to the river: ‘Slowly, silently,

night in her silver shoon ... Shoon, shoon.

shoes. Their teachet had just

wow the moon | walks the
He'd worked out that it must be
cxpectcd them to know, but then she was the sort of jackass who'd
never seen the paws of a sleeping dog in the frosty moonlight. How
many people had?

He'd worked out how
Hed looked in amazement 2t T
e night as a folded page fell from the back of a

to say some of the French poems, too.

he sheet music while cleaning up

after a dance on
book, with the words ‘non, je ne regretie rien’
d ‘alouette, _gmztiz’[r.z[mwrrf\ and suddenly the

front of his brain and he turned

He wondered what

it meant, but he foun
words and the song snapped to the
back to ‘non, je ne regretre vien', and he worked out how most of

the words must sound; but he'd never told Clarrie. Clarrie wasn't

the sort of bloke you could.

What was that?
He didnt move. He didn even let his heart beat any differently

after its initial hesitation. He could feel the hair on his shoulders

and across his neck edging upwards, but he didn’t move.

THYLACINE i1

. "‘l'herc it was again. A growl like he'd never heard before, He
dldi.lt maove his head, but his eyes swivelled and saw it almost
straightaway. After all, he was a bushman, and this was his yard
and so his eyes found the strange object in it instandy. A d‘l
at it! What an animal! | e

H\ac beast had been looking at the house but felt the man’s
eyes find his own, and they looked at each other, and the
barbs of glance hooked in eye flesh. Memories and visions
made thus. - o

| The animal was gone in the next instant, and Douglas knew
he'd be off, but he followed him to the edge of the timber and
ftoppacd by the fence. Douglas spoke and his voice, clear and hard
in thc:cixarga ait, chased and found the beast. 'fe vous regarde 1 saw
?-'ouw dog, or ... wolf. That's what you are. I saw you, tiger cin
Thylacine.” What a word to pitch into the m‘mn?ia’ht t .

Even as it ran, the animal heard the yelling and the strange
word thar was its name, and rthe sound would stay. Thylacine! It
.'.imod on the dry ridge among the shards of qu.\-rzz ;1;1& wvu'u y
I‘YS h;avy head to look down into the valley, knowing it w-‘;.s salf:‘
Surely nothing cc spirit itself i i
e lidat;:l‘id];:-ls;lx itself through time so quicldy. But a

,I know you're up there, tiger. I saw you.’

The two knew each other. The wolf would remember the voice
and the man would never forget the beast. In this universe of beings
these two were fused by the light of a silver moon. Both hearts bcar"
the tiger on the ridge, the man in the valley. | .

‘I saw you, tiger.”

There are s chi
are some things, the man knew, thar could never be

denied. A man’s spirit is built thus.
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Buc animals are as fogical as men, and Douglas had stood out

in the bush where he kncw the tiger must pass. The feldspar shane

¢he cucalype feaves hung fike smiall,

in the shalis of moonlight,
as there, Douglas

rars of snipped tin, and rhe dog w

could feel its presence by the way his hair crept beneath his collar

bright sciml

§ know you're there, dog”

At the Brst word, before the musches of the legs had flung the

bones into Aight, e animal’s eyes had seen the ather's eves above
ce the voice had come out of the moonshine.

Thylacine, You cant deny that

whe

s you,

£ &

Losggic and beasts logic diverged. The man

Same mghts. mans
ot so close 1o rhe house again.

lipew he'd keep seeing ity Arhough
Clickens weren' that atirastive, Mot te 2 wild animal, Foxes and
chiclens were built for cach othes, but Tasmanian sigers —welk, they
could take chickens o leave them, and when men were asound.
they left them.
i came that quiet sound, Mo

looked out for things like

kept out of the way of

But some nights, out of the bus

chase, no guns, just the sound. You

You didn’t ger wo close to snakes, you

that.
of the way of men. But this

eagles, and. especially, you kept out
heing rhere. You never heard it it was abways where

hen, just that noise, not growling, just
avoided things like

oue lept on
sou couldns smell it Andt

¢ sounds. o harm came, but you

thhe same quie
he moon. The man wasnt

ghaar, i vou could, frwas betrer without €

(here without the moan.
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"Hey fellas, old Jack :
v fellas, old Jack reckons he's seen 2 Tasmanian tiget out by the
- . N ,
tjver idgeway is bi ; :

r. Bob Ridgeway turned his big. red face over his shoulder to
yell to the other blokes, |

Bull i . . ;

7 Al said Arneld Carter. Ol Jack’s been on the white light-

ning again.’ )
Old Jack didn’t like Carter, 20 he shutup
He i e
just said s0,” persisted Ridgeway: *[idnt ver, Jack; while
a3 ’ ’ 4 K
vou was serein’ raps.”
Jack didn't speak, Hi
{ ,l ¢ didn't speak, His eyes gave an affirmative, bur his shoul-
ders loak i i !
oolkied as if hoping the head's bloody mouth would sray shur
Kee ki Aer o kncw
| p the cark in the kero boude, Jack, said Carter, whe kaew

oW = words lile ipp *

ta use words like the whipping end of a roll of barbed wire
Jack Hinched. ‘Anyone T: tee e the
,[ ched. Anyene else seen a Tasmanian tiger?” Carter let the
ast words leer. Mo one ¢, |

" »one spoke. Douglas shutlled the last few dance
t:chets, a [11¢ 2T e - i
) wets, and che group began chudding and slapping broad shoul

er& . ) ’ ‘ W 2 -

Jack slipped out invo the moondight, back to his camp. N
) v : ! 5 Ll . [
one poticed, Silly ack, seein’
aticed, Silly old Jack, seein’ bloady tigers now. Poor old coo
Trase bloody Arnold o stick in the boar, ch!
The last alt
lase Palma Waltz blemed o a close. As the hall was being
vacke 15 Cast "
I d up, Douglas cast an cve over the sheet music on the piano
bur this new bloke didn i
his new bloke didn't use the same stuff chae the other pianis
had. Whateve Fe derec
g harever happened to the other fella, Douglas wondered
Some blokes just disappe: i vy
: appear. Always ity ;

" ppear. Always a bit strange, rhar fella. Always
;‘ C . ran H A. i 7y 5 )
11 never quite met your eyes. Except, every now and then while
1¢ was playi d ook ' wone

15 playing, he'd fook up, and yvoud caech him, and wonder
what he was thinki b
e was thinking, Mot abaut the Iride of Erin, thats for sure
Bouglas w | t Could
Af On(lerEd \Vl]'i ? i i KOO ]
at nom, je ue regrette vien liad meant. Could

foreign w i
gn words tell you anything more about a mant
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biooks began o disappaear again. Some-

Wigh the new moon, the c
fe bush, He would

ait for the tigerint
wniil the dog high-stepped hiough rhe
1 saw you again, But

ripnes Donglas would w

croucls beside the river t
10 hide its track. “Hello, Thylacine.

shallows
h cvery meanlit night pretend-

he couldn’t rramp around the bus
Len ihici. Clarnied get sick of 1.

ing 0 track 2 chic
Wk of the tiger, those swift glances

10 bed, Douglas would thil

they had shased

They had gotten 10 lepow each other. Deuglas conld see the

dog's frustrailon in the glandes now Here's that man again.” Towas

¢ vous hat. The manwou

bt like tipping Il grece the beast with its

onld recognise the man, recognise the vores

name and the heastw
i 1o find the eyes ahove the voice

long befpre gven thy santivion
The man hecame ar Aineyanee, like a new-fallen log across 2 path,
a0 owl that snatches the tandicoot you've rracked all the way from
the creel, To the tigar the man beeame just anothes night animal,
el the pran knew itand cevelled in that pride.

t with the maon on his face, the pillow like

Dieughas Lay in b
¢ beast no longer thought of
7 £

Yes, 5§ 1725 as though th

afeld of snow.
| of the night, a clever one that would

him as a ran, but as ao anima
Mot an enemy but an equal
s throatr went

someitmes appeat. , and, strangely,

{ with a feeling like .

Douglass fheart straingo
a5 more than that, Tt was

right. The animal was proud, but v

abmost ke ...

The blast of the shongu
p in bed, with thar strange
ith the shotgun. Clarrie rurned and

n ratled the windowe pane by Douglass

face. Hesatu ary il wath its hooks

at his chest. He saw Clasric w
a1 the windove

a5 moon-white face

Jooked up at Dougl
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1 just siu?t avawild dog, [ wan't get far. There's enough blood
over here to fifl a bucker.” Clarric came aver to the wind‘;‘.ﬁ: hold-
ing up 4 finger dipped in blood. “Theught 1d beteer do somethin
to stop you trampin’ around the bush every nighe '

Douglas stared at the blood on Clarsie’s inger and felr the hairs
prickling under his pyjama shizt. The claw al'the beast’s cry slowl ‘;
sedeased, but now there was another sensation. ’ }

Moonlight nights were terrible after char Douglas lay in bed
and the words of poems crept across hus mind, aying to cime up 1
+ Hund with the soft stitches of the sounds and rhythms. H. in che
eleven bovoks the brothers owned. hed foaud :}"§;‘<{<’r,' Tyaes! buvs
ing bright! he would have read it aloud and hoped thae ?h v ' 4
would heal. o

But he didet know those words, and his mind sought for words
shar it didn’s, couldat, know. 1f theyd had the Ecvemh-;:s'adv reader.

a . B y A i i N ’
he would have found i in there, but he didnt get to reach sevendh

grade. He was just a bushman,
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Aunty Heather was at the kitchen table,
a door. ‘Mmm, lookin’ deadly, Dad.’

Another woman in the kitchen laughed, and the child on her
o lap studied Owen, before Pushing its face into the woman’s
shoulder,

“You get paid tomorrow, for the gardening, unna?’
I think so,” Owen guessed.
"Yes, you do, she said, ‘they wrote it down.’

She went o a drawer, brought back a slip of paper. Owen saw

the names, Peter and Corry Wright, an address, and a series of
dates.

just the other side of

Asleep

Kim Scott

‘Yell out when you're going,’ she called as Owe
old man from the room. Tl walk with you.”

Pa was lowering himself ongo a single bed, his
placed beneath it. The walls of the tin
grime of years, and stacked along one
of paintings and drawings on paper,
even a few on canvas. Owen thought of
the litter of paper there.

He began browsing through the top layers of paintings, and
was suddenly within a landscape; not looking down at an image,
but within i, part ofit. Bewildered, he looked up to the sky, and
became merely a viewer again, outside, looking down upon.

Quickly, he turned 1o the next painting,

‘You been there,” the old man said. ‘Remembers’ The bush
was full of energy, colour, scents, Owen heard the humming
drone of bees, felt the warm sun, the cool shade. The freshly

rained-upcm earth. ‘You been there,” the old man said again,
‘but never like that. See, all the flower

n followed the

shoes neatly
Y room were dull with the
wall were layer upon layer
bark, plywood, glass, and
his own dishevelled room,

rat man got to
ashed Pa’s feet in a bowl of water. The Uldderstaid 4
‘en was a’s ) e : |
;)'“ ?net dropped his trousers, and made Owen un
is feet,
anted further help. . = the old sl
“a](];\{'f:n adjusted the shower taps. ‘Hotter, hotter
o ALY LUSL i .
insisted as the steam rose ar (;)undd tgf;.n Owen marvelied 08
i shiveri ody A . :
elling the shivering ‘ e e
Tl(l)“’ wirlging colours of scarred flesh. How- sli 1,){)eamifui
e like a skeleton draped in such strangely
man was: like 2 .
; cared away at t
Sl\‘gn the back step, in the warm sun, Owc? sl:::ifs Sm:ﬂ %
i io pair of scissors. -
' ils with a great big pair ‘
man'’s toenails wi eat . o
Ol':lt*ﬁ of what looked more like ivory or bone fel
pipes

: ir feet. 7 .
51‘3‘: . [sh ;Zbit a routine wordlessly completed by Owen rep
was 3

A S coming up together, all i

; s creakilv ol the seasons at once.’

ing the old san's socks ansd .slioes‘mi;:f;)iii: ffa t::;;izi; Many of the paintings - a paddock of sheep,(a large roc?c
leaned on his walking stick, ran m.ong_ trees, a bitumen road cutting thmugh mallee - had a
. s o bl sk short StEil ail of footprints in them, sometimes wandering across, some-
ow?rﬂhls na‘l l-xe said, setting off with those brisk, short step imes away from the foreground, out of the frame altogether,
his,(Ja:?(?O,wt‘n Padfled be;lhg:fli;;“:n the curtain-drawn glo aPpea%’ing in the distance, There were other drawings of

A TV blared sickly an :

p g s .
Someone was ﬂs]ee on [hc ]0“1! e: a4 mattress on the fl(}“l
anot ll_"’l S]eel llng adlil[, clﬂ(i the Sman C]ll}d 163111!1{!, ﬂlto e
- L] fl(l‘el momenta } !ft.(_d h]s B []‘lg n w ‘ I

curves Df hl 111 Sh eves i!o"] t];e SC II]])]

and smiled at them.

-304-




Asleep

" our stories. Give it to me
said. ‘One of our storie
g Tt d man said. ‘Or
‘C'mon,’ the ol
. : ir f ide ed and, revers-
e took the empty chair from beside the t‘)’b e
rl 4 r W 0‘1 o
i OYebelxw'ee11 his legs, leaned In‘s arms I;l:i;lmed Pl
glg : ed his eyes from the old man’s gaze. Pa clos
ropp ) '
e g Y haled his relief. The old man was
a fi inutes he exhale
After a few min
asleep.

£

. he backyard
sed at the nursery doorway, saxour;ng“ti - deny.-she
it paltl;ring it. Our home, our office, our la(w dlﬂ gwere fated
X n - 2 . 1 Lorry — -
St ehf Our skills. It was as if they - Pn’?te.l. amld A ; ey
thoug- f.br the amazing creature they dliounh. tch by the bl
R 1 Peter had left the creature in a hutc ide shelter.
She and Pe . hoping to provi )
: rocks, hoping ;
lump of granite _ sychological com-
b an'd e _— E degree of emotional and Pbl}ch.ulz.g .
familiarity, ev L R . esitation.
r.%mih,a!'cizl such words and concepts w lll.lUUI‘ ;ml a8 Loy sl
furi; m:c rgr-, saw that the stem of one of the diith s bl
T‘w‘; Jome} distance from where Peter crouc.hc of 2 smali el
b i Sdeing what appeared to be the remains of 2
to her, study )
: ¢ creature. ) d
e was no sign of the crea sotsteps, and:
by i nedg startled at the sound of her fo Ps, :
Peter turned, stz
rinned weakly.
g ‘What's wrong?” she mewedh- broken balga stem, the fire an
i: s the
's hand waved across : - soil between gran
Feter Sf};-acks leading to a hole in the soft soil g
the set o
ite rocks. ) :
‘I think it must've burrowed in lh:i?_l"gﬁ‘ hatfar .
i If it can di 3
‘We'll have to get it out. If it s right down.
e lrtl eqcapeg The mesh of the fence goes rig 7't losa il
" - = e - 4 . al o 1)
'iifcaf?on’t even know what this is, Peter. We ca
‘We
. - diceine ol
g 've seen it. I've got as much chance of digging .
‘But you've s !
- ds. . <3
e with my bare han ' ) v far ...7
hm‘;ut Iook)that hole. It's like a burrow. Hov
“We'll dig it out. Shovels. d in smoke. each isolated
wrapped in ' i A
Suddenly they were : , they dropp
buh slane Coughing, blind and befuddled
utterly - b :

300 -

she should stan
down like that.
from beneath Corry’s ary

dim ~ was alr
breathin

§: and muttered somethin
- which was, imnally at least, incomprehensiblc But then Peter
- and Corry heard, so clear jt

Let us pe,

eck, Inmmdiate}y it
a8ily hayled it

KIM Scort

enly ag i hag i
’ Bratefu] 1 g

ing easily again, they he] to thejy feet.
m

happened? Where dig t 5
Peter thought it wag ¢
‘Must'yve been smoulderi

suggested. They looked at a tiny pj

¥ pile of agh.
‘And the wingd.’ Corry was wor

€non, trying to help, ‘The w
wasn’t it, that smokes®
They dragged their fingers along gumm
wood. “You know how this squfr burns’
How fragrant jg i,
‘When it’s dry, anyway.’ |
‘But it went oyt SO quickly.’
‘Lucky for ys*
“Yeah, just

ind

Y, charred flakes of

as well.
"We'll stiln have to d;

Went 1o get a shovel,
She called out to Pe

8 it out, check anyway,” said Corry, and

r only a few minutes later. And then 3
- Lhd she soungd distressed?
"‘What now?’ peter. went to her. How strange, he th

ing as he saw her at the entrance (g the shed. Hg
d so motionless, slumped

Then he saw the red e

mpit.

ed her head, I’s hurting me’

s face ~ smeareq with

MOSt unrecognisabje
g heavi]y,

ought, slow-
W strange that
and with hey head

yes, the creature staring i

Corry had st not lift
The creature’

; might have heep their ow
" followed by what Seemed echpeg
» ‘Allow us,’ and ‘Listen.’

n voices,
> other voices whis-

yanked her to her knees, but as she
TOSs and caught (he Creature by the
slumped, Passive in his grasp, and Peter
across Corry’s back.

Yet when Corry turned the creature was sitting on Peter’s
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chest with its hands at his throat, and Peter was gurgling, his legs
kicking fitfully.

Corry swung the shovel.

She helped her husband to his feet, and they stood holding
one another, looking at the creature she had knocked uncon-
scious. Neither of them mentioned what they'd heard. Each, as
they brushed themselves down, adjusted and pulled themselves
d what they might have heard as a fantasy, some-

tighter, dismisse
his or her head, some product of indi-

thing heard only inside
vidual imagination and stress.
There were some things you had to do. Just got up and did.

The creature stirred and, silently operating as a single unit,
Peter and Corry roped, buckled, shackled the creature so that
when it regained consciousness it would endanger neither them

nor itself.
‘Umm ...
They turned around.
Who?
Ah yes, the gardener:

The younger held up a hand; in it the key they'd given him to
enter the yard, but both he and the old man were staring, their
eyes large in their heads and their mouths agape. The old man
took a step back.

‘Naatj,” he said.

The creature turned its head to him,
Corry tightened their grip on it. They’
sedative, Get the dose right.

‘Back in a minute, muttered Peter and, bundling the creat
in his arms, he left the garden.

“What did you say? What did you call it?” Corry asked, as wh
someone has hidden the answer you seek.

Pa looked at Owen, Owen at him.

The old man grinned. 'Oh, “Naatj.” I said, “Naayj nizjak-""'}

¥
‘Naatj?’
“Yeah!

‘Did you ask him what he meant?’
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a doughy, soft young man, and his =
grandfather: dark, all angles and sinew and shabby, formal cloth.

struggled. Peter and
d have to give it another

old man intoned the

ere and ther
here, the pleasure of be

—'—_—
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Corry’ i
. ‘r,y q mouth tightened, her face tw
[001ry, Peter said, han :
‘Wx;l:c:urse I did, but he wouldn't say.’
Mo ]:V'E?I‘t; they doing here anyway?’
g 1s day. I forgot, didn’t rine h ‘

idn'tr

" 3 1n
ten comes along with him, sits i

: itched,
S up to fend off her anger. ‘But ..’

(II a!ldiather. iou WOllldn t thnll\ [ not l a l
1 ! )} the I
] - OUI\ tt 1€em.

¥

Owen and Pa were Eong

. : one. They'd e i
‘emt, g2 o Ig ev'd turned tail; not a dignified

n ing s
-Ioeta;:ibemg S0 creaky and stiff, so clumsy
ng and Owen bobbing around hirr)a
another, pushing and grabbi
g ek ' grab ng. turning in circles. Corry
e I; ark;idthc gate for them. Their motor wof;l(j:l?t
oty c&r *d on a hill 50 they let it roll, and with
B e ‘_jlln]pf‘d to life, snarled and con h
: man’s head nodded as the s
menn%r and coughing, gathering
f;(;m (xorily. hunched his shuulde[:'
yet as he was ay Corr
- ———— ;l ;:;rzitl away (,.orry. waving goodbye, saw his da k
- ——— h:lgrge fI'OI"{'} the window, f]a;pping rot‘tt'l , “
it % y the wind, by the car’s mom o, |
xed on the road ahead CE |
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)’ el 1 b a, Or 257 . ba? I‘[‘O(’da? f? l ll
i Dj
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swept
start,
a yelp of

e car jerked, the motor stam.-
its :hyt.hm. He'd turned away
s and withdrawn into his cloth-

structure of his own life

. was r ing: hi
i, i eturning: him and the old

a car, tbe g.ardening Job, navigating
Ing in that garden ... There
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< le
. id. ‘Course some peop
’ old man said. : . A
‘ > of them but, the - /et is sort o
}tfonf_ i] mixed up; tjanak can be any l.und, balt);mn rinl
i bu; not. Mambera — mammari them o § 8
like a man R i
the little one. Wooclargl too. e
‘But it's not none of them, is it
Nope, it wasn’t. 5
:‘IMS talked about this on those Eages,tu::: o digcvis Hid
to search the tapes
Owen would have
memory-k people called wadjelas that early dayls, giﬁz
:T-'ana L, some - : ) AVE ProOper }f.
how Jthey didn’t know nothing, or ho;‘v tolbii’l;r kI]Jwe]z’ or Fotl
; s sticking out fron : anniba
janak, they got spears s g : . Cannibals
t~]anak’llt}l:ir}migs. of janak ... Might be like a big dog
feet, a :
: ‘em. i and a mam-
somﬁ Ofls girl, my wife (rest in peace), she \;’IOLe up]ying on kit
"Wy i her hip, she said, she was
P - ¥ np, S11€ 8¢ di
ting on her. On he and out and it
bi‘;“ Sne Sgllle didn’t open her eyes, but put her ha
side, see.

< . t1 1 ou
was EILC 11‘\L a 11&1[} Lillllg blil. b(eil Shd\ed P] ICL’V, S ‘bb € v
"

; s after that ...
know. She couldn’t walk properly Ifol ;:Ioel;t‘l(;b;en e s
™ ;ondering what th : ; g
wrse Pa was won ‘ ta e e
- C.?l tied up and unconscious; if .1t hadn’t 2 ndﬁg o
credlt:i“:!e c;n have seen it. He was sure it had respc
woulan ve 8 .
Mo i ists k, twigs
R ?ll‘z;zngam " the old man’s thin wrists .111‘1(:1 ne-c(j }umi
by 1 i : ; in shirts an 3
g ; iems held in layers of cotton and wool, n’lbs;1 i
. d coat, ‘they're frightened. You know, get
ers and coat, _ ;
ark bera’ll get you. ’ . 5
Hen min:ne lot% of times you could say things tOWhen‘ f
‘But no . Lots ' _ g ! l
Blt:now the right way to speak, know Lhé lar}iuoﬁ. o
YT; a little boy, mambera tried to g(;t l1ln<: et(c; e
1" ? He follow . Wol
g ou know what: o ,
dn’t go. So you ‘ e bone
: WCTUId hcg;vas sitting just outside our tent. [ gld e
;IP’ ‘*Ee else saw him. He was sitting on the ze 1:},-&,“‘:1'3 5
- ‘ni t my wadje
ok ‘nother morning a | ;
hen I woke up mo ; e
‘;itﬂe fella, hairy — not the wadjela, the ;r;?n;f tays. Nl
: ; 7 after a couple 4
i im. He went away a
ignored him. ,
| oy i i here .:-
hn‘nNaé like this one, but. Different from this (;nee e
Tlo 'd stopped in traffic, a line of cars befor
hey

=g
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and just out of reach. looking like

: Naagj,” 1 said, “Naatj ni

—
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lo move acrogs the intersection. Pa lowered his w
tion, and breathed deeply.

‘I never seen nothin’ like it
unna - when [ wag getting
at itself same as | was in
laughed. ‘I took off that tin
back. Wish 1'q stayed now,

‘Go there tomorrow, do their garden, unna?’

‘Mmm.’ They moved slowly now,
and start, caught in traffic, They halied again. Nice car, thought

Owen, glancing o one side, changing radijo Stations, studying
people though a serjes of windscreens.

indow a frac.

s ‘cept maybe one time -1told you,
gilgie and I saw jts reflection, looking
the water. Standing behind me." He
16, same as anyone would, Didn’t look

only metres at 5 time, stop

#
Owen made two large papier-mache figures,
sun to dry. Apparem.]y, he'd planned this;
much, and he'd seen his sk
slumped oW just outside
Pa and Aunty Heather.

‘When I was 3 kid, 8; stroking the hair of the
sleepy child on her lap, ‘there was a TV show. The Magic Boom-
erang’ She mimed throwing a boomerang. and indicated jts
spinning flight with her hand. ‘They musty Bot the idea from
Aboriginal people, cause someone would throw a hoomerang in
the air, and time would stop. No blackfellas on the TV, though,
not then anyway. Not our kind.’

Owen remembered, in g story the old man once told him:
boomerang, Spinning in the air, otherwise motionless in the air

and left them in the
Aunty had said as
etches and notes. The lifeless figures
the circle of firelight enclosing Owen,

she was sayin

commanding the sky, clus-

stance, and all around him the dark Pyramids
f roofs
‘She rung, said yeah come tomorrow.’
P

a poked at the fire with his walking stick,

*

tjak, nitjak naatj,” like saying, “What,”

i know, “What's this,” cause [ didn’t know, and 1 don’t know,

T

i



Asleep

and you may as well say, “Little shit-stirrer,” for all I know, cause
as for me ...

“Well, but mammari and that, you think they're real ...

‘“Mambera — well, some say mammari — and yes, well, true.
They're real.

Peter hoped Pa would continue, put muffled in clothes and
with gloves covering his scarred hands Pa just repeated “True;
and looked at them all, one ata time. Owen dropped his gaze,
Aunty Heather and Corry smiled, to show all was well.

“Well, there’s no doubt about this, this one is real,” and Peter
gestured through the observation window recently installed in
the wall shared by laboratory and office.

‘Naatj.

Barely conscious, wedged in cushions and blankets in a cor-
ner, the creature suddenly jooked up, and Owen felt himself
recoil a little from the intensity — even from within a veil of drugs
- of the creature’s brief glance.

‘It's real, Peter repeated. “We can care for it, help it. It's not
just research for usl’

‘Fair enough anyway,’ said Pa. ‘It’s a free country, they reckon,
since whiteman found it.

‘It’s real, but we can’t make out quite what. First, we have to
heal it.

‘It’s my country, Pa was adamant, ‘where you got this, and you
don’t need to talk to anyone else: no government, no other Noon
gars, nothing. They know jack shit. I'm the Native Title Claimar
down there. I'm the Traditional Custodian.’

Peter and Corry appreciated the convenience of dealing with
one man. They'd tried before to establish Indigenous referen
groups for their projects, and had consulted various Indigeno
bureaucracies, only to be met half-heartedly. However, just as SOOISS
as something tangible came up they'd suddenly find themselves s
swamped with countless and competing claimants and custodianss
So yeah, there'd be other stakeholders. Eventually. Sometint

Peter insisted, ‘We want to do this right. You've got your righ
and we want you involved.

‘But just now,’ said Corry, ‘we need to give ourselves til
keep it sedated, find what it needs to be comfortable. Find
really, everything we can.
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erved, the creature lifted its head
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And we need 10 kee
added. ‘That’s p
tiality.

P: nodded. Aunty Heather said
ca at. / oy
‘:m o tl}at. And the boy keeps u
(.«..ll:l let him help you out with ?1

gaat_], said Corry, quickly

N,:od a name as any righ’t now,’ p

a], said Owen, to himself rea]]

P it quiet, ¢
» that it’s her
art of th A B
the fee, the consultaflre.r
cy f

Yeah, wejl

he gardening.

eter laughed,
¥ as he left the room. Unohb

Wesm‘ly



ALICE PUNG

not want Lo think about hine To think about him is to stumble
down the path of despair and once vou are on that path, vou
have to keep running, keep running or else i you stop and pause
to see what direction vou are going, you will sink to your knees
and realise how much yvou need water, water like the waier hot-
ties they carry down the streets of Richmond and vou can always
1ell which ones are the ones on the habit because of these water
hottles.

We were powerpainis. powerpoints with the three holes, two
ghiat stanted upwards and one that was o straight stroke down,
straight and narrow and sad, like the prospect of some of ng
spending the vest ol our dives doing Powerpoing presentaitons
because our names @re Andrew Chan and we wear glasses and
it in frout of our PCxafter school each evening because our par-

Letter to A

Alice Pung

ersis want us o study hard aud become successtul, hecause this
iz a land of great oppartunity and we must not wasle it, it s a land

o e jourteen,
e vou WETE £ R n . . . N
vh of great fairness w here evens Ah Chan selling BunCao at the mar-

apey »elav v
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i frant of o screen merely by pressing many buttons in dilferent
ombinations on a black pad, and it assnres bim to hear the
dackity clack noise like an old abacus coming from his son's
ceiling will not f \ be these i, Becatse then he knows thart his son knows more than he
one day the smeilwill nothe s
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ion superbighway is, all he knows is that there are no casualties,
iear all, and that it can only go up from here. And so he buys
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and turn up the music, real loud music, and you look at the white

wall which you had determined Lo paint a mural on, ‘cause your
art teacher says that you have real talent, but what the hell, what
now? What is determination now, when the father won't come
back and when the father won't stop spending the money and
wor't stop believing in the glorious sound of the chinkchinkchink

of the machine.

A steady beat of chin
for the rapid succession of chin
of a heartbeat until the glorious rushing soun
rated into its individual tinkles but all pours

gold rush.

This is a different gold rush from the gold rush of the nine-
teenth century when we men had to carry heavy buckets and sift
find the little pieces, and we needed strong stomachs to
swallow the pieces and keen eyes to sift through the processes of
acts to find that little hard lump.

allow that lump in your throat you
and look at your comic

ks from the coins in his pucket, waiting
kehinkchinks like the quickening
d cannot be sepa-

forth like a mad

away o

our digestive v
Meanwhile, sw
‘cause big boys aren’t sooks goddam it
hooks and pictures of Dragonball Zand pick up the phone to call
the number of that little pale-faced girl with the dark eyes and
the black hair, even if she makes you write her letters instead of
wanting to talk in person. Let the phone ring and ring and god-
dam is there anyone home? Keep your finger on the little soft
¢ton on the cordless phone in cas¢ hey parents pick
than those Mao guards during the
d not leave your family alone,

big sook,

grey ‘off’ bu
up and interrogate you worse
bloody cultural revolution that woul
that sent them to Vietnam, and then to this new
tle white-faced girls with black hair laugh at your storie
ing chickens in the Guangzhou countryside, and all your history
becomes a funny after-dinner anecdote.
acts as barbaric, and squeeze their clean faces into squishe
of shudder-shake — "ewW, how gross’ — even as they are seate
opposite you eating a McChicken burger of
of the skinny bones of KFC chicken-wings with shiny fingers.
And so you lie on your bed in your room waiting for the fatht
to come home, and you can hear the sound of your mothe
footsteps padding 10 the kitchen to wash the dishes from di
rite the girl a lette

it up and decide tow 1, a poem eve

ner. You s

40-

Jand where 18
s of kill- &

Others would see yours
d looks?

severing the jointss

ALICE PUNG

although you know : Cthi
the girl means SL::t'c:i:i(:i o oA nothing to you even thoug}
Givals 2 fmahuits of R;ﬁ t<? you, little ivory-faced girl in a towg ‘1
if the girl is expecting m paper, A4, nothing fa.ncy‘ Godd:r;
st shie Wi goig 1o é’cplc'lfumed notepaper, well this was th
Bloody hell how arc mi %m‘i she had better be happy with iie
b4 mn about this decy g‘“flg to do this when you couldn’t gi
B tioning? :composed Keats your English teacher l\eg:}‘;
Words are there to cony . \
feelings, and ‘-*«’l]aj;i;)l_(:-’_h""ﬂ' acuo'n. not an endless quagmire of
6 that is why for lh(-‘ ;)Il =1r¢ feeling is transformed into acti;)(,
girl will not 5{0 out wiﬂ, e of you, you can't understand why tl?
- blrmd\,-l Sesers 18 \i'o‘rotl and all she wants to do is to \}vrit€
B b o b Tm; ‘u“md wants you to write these bluude,
D ihem and tke t..} n}lr est \\'a.v to get to know a person is t‘
B o7 Godvor m-(‘u.n.: out in your car with your reremp
B i hot too many p1 u[ucll of these plates, and ask her uez
A v, and do something fun like goin rq .
But this girl ‘-‘-}1?:5', a st | o
E mm.lw s '. 1 5 l'ang‘(“ girl. You wonder whether v
. acmi“v . i):l.lr.‘ :::11( ther 1}?15 stupid poem will })(-::1E12;r ‘;‘)711
o snméoue il -71.mu. Grant you that date so you € her
. 1ce and not have to say a word Zlnd‘ju;c;)n be
. rget

about things : B
gs and have fun. But this girl, this girl looks like sh
; ‘ {8 lIKe she

can llaVL 1““. [el8) H(‘!!!]]l ) ,_1']() it Iht-‘ l()() LIn h(h eve i l el
1 C 5., l’\ 1 ey S,&Sl‘b 1€ 18

a little scared of
: ){ wha che xpg 1
: vhat she sees in the world around her. Like st
: o1, Like she

ends a lot of time thinking
eeping quiet ahu;tt;}in.l.\m_g about why it is all so terrifying, and
want to get out Lhe:enlﬁn.s:;‘t-ps, You have no time for 'eni};’r‘m;;
Ssarily Hocn this kil h(-;-n ; .gEI some action, although not ue(:
ath of sitting still of d ause she is a good girl. You are Sk
. B i ke ;h (,()'nlg.nolhing, to
Helio>’ AL, the i_‘mfnilﬁi):rc‘jaganl and dial the number of the girl
er desk, which is whm‘flf €, you can imagine her now, Sil%in :
ining her in other nmr}‘ml; l:nag”m her to be, if you are tm%
robably not her realit t’{) casant places that suit your fancy
id off things, but s}; . 3 .m‘ have called to chat to get vm;
15 10 talk, énddam it t\-h SRy chat, this giﬂr--Sh;
A 1.(, )l is it lhznrthc stereotype is true, why
s will che;nge any lvd kﬂ about feelings and shit as if : -}
ge anything? if these
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Dingdong. That’s the bell. The father is home, the mother
must be lying in bed, wide awake. You swear you can almost
hear the bedsprings creak as she gets up- Creak creal, You cai
certainly hear the footsteps, the creak creak snap snap of the
tendons of her feet and ankles as she shuffles to the door. You
wonder whether the litile brother is asleep, and whether he is
going to wake up this evening. You wait t0 jear the inevitable
question. “Where have you heen?' Even though your mother
knows the answer she asks it anyway.

She can see the chinkehinkchink in his eyes, sce the bags be-
neath. Dark bags peneath carrying phzmtasmagoric gold coins.
He blinks once oF twice, and the jllusion is gone. He is tired. So
tired. The bags hang down to his cheekbones, they become bags
of bones, he is a bag of bones, ‘How much did you use?’ your
mother demands. “How much did you lose?’ the terms are inter-
changeable, and it doesn’'t Mmatter which one comes out.

Tm hungrys womar, haven't had dinner yet, the sad muan
in the old brown leather jacket with the elastic at the botiom
grumbles.

“If you came Lhome earlier, you wouldn't have to eat lefrovers
gmmbles the mother, as she shuffles 1o the kitchen, but shed
brings out the heef from the stove, the beef she would not et yous
eat too much of because she was saving it for him.

.48.
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John Kinseilg

.. They had their hearts seton Purchasing a piece of land up north,
but not too far north. Coastal — o a5 flear coastal as they might
afford, Close to g town for supplies, but ROt too close to a town:
they wanted privacy and a sense of having ‘got away’ from it all,
This wasn't really a ‘sea change’ (as the trendies and media
would have jt) — going down to the city had been that, for them.
They were country people who'd retired from the farm early and
given the city a go. Now they wanted out, Bu; Niot a place on g
large scale, A small property of, say, thirty acres. Grow a few
olives, keep a few sheep for hobhy shearing, nothing more.

A suitable block came up nat long after thejy search began.
They visited a smal town close to the Batayia Coast, and had a
chat with the local real-esiate agent. There wag nothing up in the
sales window, but she haq her ear 1o the ground, as reaj-estate
agents do, and knew of a Property about to 80 on the marker,
The owners had only had it for 2 year, so it was good Iuck they
Were selling - land in the region was at 3 Premium and much
ought after. There wag a waiting list bug, recognising like mindsg
he was a farmer's daughter - and the Prospect of cash on the
tion, she ‘juggled’ her list.

¢ boy watched his dad’s car cmerge out of the Setting sun and
ed down the gravel driveway, the back end dropping out in
ouds of dust, then pulled back into lipe, Perched on his trail
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Purchase

bike on the hill, he glanced across at the people walking the
neighbouring property with the real-estate agent. He revved the
engine and dropped the clurch, spinning the back wheel and
kicking dirt and stones out towards the newcomers. They were
too far away to be hit by the debris, but not too far to sense
some kind of aggression, They stared at the boy zigzagging over
the crest of the hill — that bare property next door .., not a tree

on it

For a moment, the couple basked in the neat mixture of clear
space and white gums they were buying. And they had (for in
their minds it was already theirs) a small hill as well — looked like
an old mine on the far side, to the east, but it'd been filled in or
blasted shut. The estate agent said she didn’t know much about
it, but could guarantee it was entirely sealed and there was no
risk of sheep wandering in and being lost. An ex-farmer, the man
— or Darl, as his wife called him - took a close look, and agreed,
Perfectly safe! At the access road end of the property ~ to the west
- there was a creek, dry mid-summer. Plenty of water to00: a well
had been sunk and there was 2 dam in the western corner which

would catch the entire flow off their hill, and off their neigh-
bour’s. The couple was going to sign off on the deal that evening:

- one last wander around and chat with the agent.

The boy’s dad had only had a few drinks after work, and was i
a sardonic yet almost pleasant mood. The boy had to tell hi
now. If he left it, his dad would go spare. It was the boy's job &
keep a look-out. And then, if Dad was really pissed when he di:
covered for himself — because he would, because all the bloke
at the pub were his dad’s spies and they'd know quick as ligh
ning — he'd give him a good kicking for holding back the info,
Dad, I saw that bitch veal-estate agent with some new people. The
steadily ripped open a Coke and kept his eyes to himself. T
fizz of the can would be the prelude to ... Jeez! What now?! G
get any privacy round this fucking place. Get vid of one lot and and
rolls in. Bitch! Fuching bitch! I've got her number ... give it time,
it time. His dad stopped there and the boy knew the sileng
meant his dad did have a plan for the real-estate agent. Sk
keep. And when his dad fixed things, he really fixed thin
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] :was .then theﬁry met the boy on the trajj bike
Ing in the distance. A stream of "

3]
‘have to worry about money for a while

But what the boy had to sa

JOHN KINSELLA

the meantime, he sensed his

_ ; dad swi i
immedintely s vitch attention to the problem

these nights —
dad ~ his mum had

the Dot a2 gone a long time back - he liked it out on

wa
§ never scared .., only when his dad got

jie VJ wﬁie’e da you IIZ?IR youre goin, H CUOK OLLY dad a Slﬂak.

To get their new

: place started, t
and picked up an » the couple went south to Batavia

ol g
d donga from a construction company. It was

was to live in the
house established,

Though Batavia was much further awa

where the real-estate agent plied her tradey hey s 0w

» they stayed in a motel

. ] . I T]
arran ed fOl WOIkeI to Q up arld bu Id tlle ad bel”. on site

Lo CIsure it woentin P QLT Q0 W )ll\
g
the r} ht ]aCe, Of course. Ch Slng to
Wlth an alChltCCt to de&gn the P}an.s Ehemselves, t]ley Shopped
ar Oulld bUIIdEIS fo] the best pI OdlIC[. Ir. was an EXCI g 4

4 t Il lmE,

though ~ somewhat iron;
t ironically - i i
had a chance to be at the neu): plazge Furing hich they el

g d
Ih.e Couple Was out the!e to See th-e doi] 4 set Lo rest, AT 1

- heard his dad yell-

.
abuse tIley were unable o inter-

twas an isi i
s fai};?uxéte day, and it reminded them of their best
- Alter the harvest cheque was in, and they dic}inrsf

That kind of feeling. And

1¢ pressures i
of the city were gone. Down there, drunks were

¢

y bothered them a little. Dar! more

.(l" Ilis Wlfe. .! el h.e . d o 1 < i‘l ¥ 7 } 7
3 » sai 1 l‘, L £5€ ﬂelg]&bou § qreni alz fle
.
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They're a few planhs short of a jeity. He enjoyed sayings like that. He
always smiled after using them, even when concerned. To be
honest, Darl thought it bullshit and was suspicious of the kid
anyway. Looked like a dope smoker. You get them on small prop-
erties — Darl hadn't come down in the last shower. But given the
place next door didn’t have a bit of green on it, he reasoned the
boy wasn’t growing it ther"e? and that was all he cared about.

The boy was nervous, even frantic around his father. So [ told them
like you said, Dad. I told them it was an old lead mine and thal the
tailings are all over the block. That the place is poison. That there’s lead
in the well-water. Just like I told the other people.

And what happened? his dad growled.
1 think it worked. The old girl looked scared and the bloke with a pole

up his arse stared at me without saying anything. Their names are Pet
and Darl. 've heard them call each other lhat.

The boy’s dad laughed and then repeated to himself, Pet and :

Dayl ... Pet and Darl ... bloody dichhieads.

Then, dead quiet. The boy watched his father, trying hard not

to tap his foot or do anything else that'd set the burly miner
off. :
Bastards, the drunken miner muttered. Basiards ... sticking that
eyesore theve without so much as a by-your-leave. Who do they think they
are? Squatters? The landed fucking gentry? He then started yelling
again, punching a fist into a hand: No neighbours! No neighbou
No neighbours! The corellas, scratching at the dirt and eyeing the
neighbours’ spread, squawked en masse and plumed into the'd
settling on the other side of the fence. ‘

Pet rang the real-estate agent just to check about the abandq
‘lead mine.” The voice hesitated only slightly on the other .
Don't worry about it, the hid’s got a mental problem ... He's knowiy
town for making up stories. Always being suspended from scho
daughter knows him ... says he’s weird. Don’t woryy, though. I thinh;
harmless. Pet could tell the agent was clutching at straws.:

The prospect of coexistence — even distantly — with a:d nl
ned nmd nraied 1id Aictrantad tham fram the laad hnsine

- was that, and there’d be no more tal

place with a dul excitement -

JOHN KINSELLA

there were j i

et be;rz :: fact lf.:ad mines throughout the area, and that lead
gty cht:d in local well-water, Dogs had died from it. She
heis du:gdm nsal .S}T;Vell, we haven't got any dogs and we haven’t gc;t any

‘ -+ ©he could hear that he was b i
o ecoming a farmer

But Pet ) i
o do; g:(igi? nt glet 1t go. She couldn’t. And as they stood in
out at 2 blood-red

e . . €d sunset, the drunk nex
ma{z Cs{c;;;z!un'mg across the distance, in ragged bursts thlari]\ ECM
No ot ;:ﬁ ;iz fcr:‘slg ;::agbrIeeze: No neighbours! Ne neig}z}l:mz;’
urs: g arl’s eye twitching — 3 s .

wa i .
buf ;‘;lalcillnﬁ‘ the end of his tolerance. tle wasil’t a vilgirtler::m[ .
. h;:mii a temper, He:d give that drunken neighbcl::linz:
e, ;Z:, ,tlh;en ;here d be real trouble, Pet felt itin her

- g Las been drinking the water for a J

so I think wetl survive, Darl said suddenly andj:':'ﬂm;:nifﬁiif? ";7' o
s d V. 1al

k about the matter. Gradu-

ers.

insp 22;1:1 then, they had saturated their paddocks and anim 1

o Poison every year, W.haz was the difference? Real-pstate o ent a';
¥ anytiing. They remained proud of their purchase s

B thi
unny thing was, the boy had watched the donga being set in

almost creeping skin — as the
g, Ths e o he semitrailer, Overwidth, over-
ps were there — a car out front, a car behind the

e'd watched i
ot ) amazement as the
ound » 01;?;?;1 fox}) t:ue ;jiag The boy liked how precise it a]]

~ Fet and Darl he drawled their

! coup i eir names sar-
-~ sar
e i mlé:kmg his father - weren't there much, but when
rode alogg the fence-line on his motorbike revvine

foubhle ~on e
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: : burnin
have been the easterly that had whipped in, hot and &
1 [
i spring. )
though n;;?:;?i zfnd Sorkers and new owners w;ne %Z:_fc‘i S_‘-lz
bo;N::)?e his trail bike up to a tear in_the ft::coef far;ngct,hrew ol
N ne, g v A ,
e 11, He rode over to the mi his dad’s
?11&3 tt?«:;’: %rumpled and suffgcated entry. Phase two C:i ;1up >
g;i;ato cleanse the district of i'nva\ciers.k’]iI‘hedns :ef;:}(l;z:k ve nearly
: his hea :
n to the creek. He leant h white
It:aﬁc:f? T::s bike ~ he was looking up at the sun thi;;?sgd ad was
.  leaves, the oil of the trees headier than dope.
gum leaves,

4 smart man,

ith single
) e fed' house. A steel frame wi
It was an ‘earthquake-proo o e . The boy was
i lasterboard walls, built on ( oy bee
?Flci;?ilpée rode over and asked the bu{lders lﬂ:zt;t 8 - Dl
o : i 1, so it wou .
he was wagging schoo g
as b woc; kEt?iquake«praoﬁ eh? We haven’t had an earﬂzq_r;;(]:: ‘]:,jg;
WZS b’? :I:mk he said to them. A gnarled and bearded bz.lu
; id:
fo‘:f:cco stains around his mouth ;nd T;u;;}a:l};?i ;;;er ed the
ople lile to be prepared, maley. cd Lhe
o Sz?;:iﬁinplﬁs beer, cool in its foam _holder. Y.e/;, ;;;J;::gk; p
boyktifzgp in the bush, he said, no problem drinking on the job.
wo? X
laughed. . o
" Esxpal;;isi;:r pagsed as he set a string fox: a newime c;)ff' :rxz; ss
:.{s:id to the boy, who was rocking his blkel bac z;:stm‘d th s
31; wheels bit into the dirt, So you've been a bit of &

i y neigh
employers? The boy looked away and said: My dad doesn't lile neig

k ba¢
bOI‘YT:;Ih well your dad’s being an arsehole. The boy shot a loo

at the builder and sized up the opposition: the 11;;;1131(‘ ;\;a::;t-l;iil

ick shithouse. Ten axe handles across. Sun e
. 1CL'Sh drink. But still sharp. The boy wanted (o y1 o
erfd b 3 :)ut I;it the kick-start with his boot and throttie 1
tglet:irll); Csa’nd all over the place as he raced back to the ho
§

the fence.

h, watc})
The boy stared at his dad spread—eag@d on tlhjd c;;lulc; s
television. What are you staring at, you little bastards

asked him.

3dd-

Darl didn't mind payin
out to the place. Cost thousands, but
mind. Probably nothing wrong,
The real-estate agent’s sister

tan taste the bloody water now,
ainwater, the well-water tasted prelty bad, didn't it boy?

JOHN KINSELLA

Nothing. They're putting
Who gives a damn,
prise. Dad looked str

the roof on the place next door,
his dad muttered, taking the boy by sur-
ange. It worried the boy,

Darl and Pet were livin

g in the donga, waiting for their house to
be completed. It woul

dn't be long now. The summer had set in
and it was getting pretty hot even through the nights — they

craved the ducted airconditioning they'd had installed in their
dream home. The power was through, and they'd made the mas-
sive outlay to have sch

eme water put on. Darl said: It not because
of this bull about the qualily of groundwater around here, just that it’s
more reliable. It was late, and in the cramped space they were
watching television, doing dishes and talking over the plans
when there was a knock at the door. The husband called out:
Who's there?

... Jtsme, from next door ... The couple looked at each other.
Don’t open it, Pet said. D

arl looked at her for stightly 100 long,
then shook his head and went to open it. The boy was standing
on the step shaking, His

hair was slicked to his forehead with
sweat, What's happened? asked Darl, Pet was behind her hushand’s

shoulder now, and seeing the boy, pushed her way through and
placed her hand on his arm. Whark wrong, son? What's happened?
&t’s my Dad. He's sich, I mean he's really sich. I think he needs a doc-

lor and the phone isn't working. I mean, Dad broke the phone when he
got in from work,

g the extra for scheme water to be piped
peace of mind is peace of
but why go through the worry?
~anurse at the hospital - said tests
ong with the groundwater. That's
estale agent reckoned. But what the hell. And when
ed to the boy’s dad he connect his place to the
cheme for a few thousand, the ex-drunk surprisingly said yes, 7

he mumbled. When we ran ow of

Yes, Dad.
His dad stared at his boots and

then added, Nothing wrong with
theugh ... just that my tastebuds a

ve shot, like my lver.
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Darl spent a lot of time at the old lead mine. Sometimes the
boy would come aver on his trail bike. He’d dismount and they'd
squat near each other without saying a word. 1t smelt strong, even
heady up there in the heat ... assaying the lead tailings, listening
to the pasture crackle with the dryness, watching oddly-coloured
sunsets. Sometimes Darl would ask after the boy’s dad. Ok, he’s
OK, the boy would say. He hesps saying his liver’s shot and that’s why he
got sich. When one of his mates rings and tries to gef Dad to go out on
the piss, he just says, can't mate, doc says my Livers shot,

After a while, Darl and the boy would hear Pet calling up from
the new house — or the ‘mansion,” as the boy called it: Hey, boys,
come down and have something to eat and drink.

It was as if they were the only people in the world. It would
always be like that.

" Griffith Review
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Australia Day

The M is busy. Some vehicles— four-wheel drives and ures
mainly—have Australian flags flying from their windows.
Foss sits perfectly ereet at the wheel, the seme way she sits
in feetures. A lapwenting «lectropop hiv is on the mdio. The
singer™s fwred cuts through the rantde of the (987 Toyota Celic,

Dhel von know that foree pa cent af people wha {ly
Austrabian lags would <Git support the White Auseralia
policy?" Stanlev asks when the ey has Binashed,

The air conditiones 15 broken and beads of wweat eatch m
the hairs an lessica’s upper hp.

D you know that atnety per cont of statisties are nade
up o the spor?” she ways,

Sawe it on the ARC



“Tlen j must be trie. Jess laughs, Her flaxen hase flaps
against her cheeks, "My dud has an Australian flag bumper
sticker, What dogcs that say about him?”

“The research looked at flags, not stickers. It would be
wrong for me to extrapolate.

A moth meets its messy demise on the windscreen.
Powdered wings smear the glass,

“Youre one of us now, remember?® Got the native plant
and everything!

Stanley thinks of the once scarlet hanksia plant, now
drapul in cobwebs on his baleony. Jess had come alonyg for
the citizenship coremony. She'd worn a angeriie dress and
Jduogly earrings

Fles going o hate me, isn't he?’ Stanley askes.

fess waves a Tinger at the glove box, Puass me my suEnics.

Staniey finds rhe glasses case beneath a packet of
rilshecl-for-her- pleasure condoms. Anot her one of Eddies
rebies - Tutely Sranley hos been unearthing them cverywhere

Wl e says,

less elears her throat, Teis the firsttime, intevo houis of
drving, that Standey has heard her cougy,

Preep down, Dad's just a big cuddly tedddy bear!

Fedie Mitchell studics medione, like the sust uf then. He

s staite che made the denn’s hopours lise three years i a
fom e and good-lovking a4 goafy, harefoot, Queensiand

lernd of way), Everybody Toves hum. Baven Sunley. who s na
match for that easy Sunshine Coast smile. I it weren't for
Eddie, Stanley tells himself, e never would have found fess
that day at the anatomical pachelogy lab, bent over a glass
box of dissected hands,

Hi,’ he'd said, all casual, as if sidling up w hor at a bar.

Piss oft!

Sranley Cha. Nice w meet you'

“Jess ignored him. She examined the pool of mucus—-
a mixrure of wears and snor— on the toilet paper in her palm.
Stanley pulled up a stwol, The metal legs made a grating
noise across the hnolewm foor He sat down, and wgether
they stared at the badiless forearms, waviong up at them from
the box,

Flexor pellicts longus,” Stapley sald, poinnng at a lalwed
pinned to one of the specimens, T should be fleror pollcis
fongus, not fexor carpl radialis”

I teges they woere stidving the sk and thoraw, Jess had
ne idea ahour the upper b,

Tve aleen st op witke my anatomy e be sand, She's
potug e relabet on Monday?

Juss looked az Staniev's porcless sk and shiny almond
shaped eves

Aren't vou in my anatorny cluss? she asked,

Fle blushed.

“You jiggle your kg on the staol”



Stanley steadied his knee.

‘It’s annnying. Jess shivered. Sun was pou ring through
the windows. but the lahoratory felt unaaturaily cool. How
come you know upper Hmb already?’

T got bored and read ahead!

Seriously? When I get bored 1 gofora coffee, or a bike
ride, Something fun.

“The brachial plexus is pretty extraordinary, Stanley said,
and his black eyes flashed wide. '} could wach you about it
sometime. Stanley had memorised Jessica’s student number.
He knew that last semester, tn anatomy, she had scraped by
with 53, It was n passing grade, but only pust.

jessica said sothing.

‘Red tits don't come back. e said, and then, seeing
the bewildered expression on her face, explained, T a

mnemonics roots, trunks, divisions., cords, branches.

“That's a reliel. T wasn't sare what kind of tits you wete
talking about)

They faghed. Stanley fonked down at the macernted
Gasue in Jossion's hand,

‘Why were vear coyving before?

fessica's snule cvaporated. Everybudy, including Staniey,
Lnew that Fddie Mirchell had cheaied on her with Stephanic
Hubbard,

Ie's nat important.

Aad in this cold glass room of farmaldebyde-infused

L AR T e
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body parts where 2t was & bird and nothing more, it
Wasn'e.

A couple of heifess look up with mild interest as the crimson
Celica rattles pnst. When the car reaches a ferrerhox fashioned
from a mitk can, Jess takes a sharp left turn. The hatchback
splutters up the gravel driveway.

‘I told you to get rid of that shithox years ago!” Jessica’s
father beltows when they park in front of the house.

‘Stanley,” Jess says, jumping out of the car, ‘meet my dad.
Dairy farmer and Ford Faleon tragic, Neville Cook”

Neville sticks his pink, large-pored face up against the
dusty glass. He grins. Pleased to meer you,”

Hehind him stands an older version of Jessica— shorter
and rounder bur with the same bread, gap-toothed smile.
She wears an apron, which seads This hen cooks from seraich,
and has one arr aronnd a ong-haired wwen,

Stanley gets vut of the car as fess shams her door sha

Lot me look at you” the woman says, lerting a0 of the
hay ter grab her danghter with fonry hands, She bolds Jiess
at an aro’s fengrh and then, as ifunable o bear the distance,
publs her nto o tight cmbrace. "Fant dhey feed vou ar these
tesidential colleges? Never mind, We'll fatten you up. v
got vour favousite, tuna cassercle, in the oven. And apple pie
for desserr”

Stanley shifts bis feer, Mis Dladder 38 ready to burst. He'd



jouked respectable when they lefi Melbowrne, but nowe his
clothes are wet with sweat. Thankfully, nobody—except,
- takes much notice of hin They
are o busy retrieving Jessica’s duffel bag from the car and
That is that? Strawberry blowd?—

perhaps, the oty seenage

marvelling at the latest—H
colour of her hair. It is really only when ¢he Family sits down

to dinner that anybody remembers Stanley is there.

“When did the First Fleet acrive in Australia?’
“Twenty-sixth of January, sevenleen cighty-eight
They were in Stanjey’s stslio apartiment on Spencer

Srreet, swotting up for his citizenship test,

9 byet most Awstralians, lessica waid, making guotation
on't even kiow that!

s to rhe kitchen -

marks with her fingers, 'd

Seantey stoud up and walled four pac
« corner with a hotplate ard a couple of chipboard shelves,

“Lea’ ' he said 35 he (licked the switch on the fretrie.

fessica nodded,

e Jidiet understand the way Australinns drank wo-
dhie nurses in the hospital seenied to have made a religion of
ftoretreating overy thiree Bours W d dedieated earnom’ w
cvadie Wasld's Besr Mum monigs to their breasts. For Sanley
drinking tea was something done from poreelain cups, in
restanizants, with famaly and fricnsds.

130 yor miss it Jessiea ackedd, pointing toa framed phneo

of Biers with Tns mother in the Tigee Balm gardens.

AP A Ly

fLwas the wrong question. She sheuld have asked: [er
do you miss aboet 117 And then he would have answered: The
lights and the nofse and the crotds and the choos. As it was. he

ondy rumbled, “Not really!

Reer?’ Neville offers. point
Heer?” Neville offers, pointing a crooked finger at Stanley.

Stanley nods, He has yet to develop a taste for beer-.-
preferring spirits on the rare occasions that he does
drink——Dbut he doesnt want to appear rude.

Would you like a glass? Jussica’s mother asks, puliing a
tumbler from the dishwasher, Stanley laoks around the table,
Everybody 1s drinking beer, but not one of thent is drinking
Frote a glass,

‘No thank vou!

Jessica’s mother plages a kirge ceramic dish in the muckdle
of the table. Jossica’s brother, who has not attered 1 word
siner Stanley arrived, whispers, T hope vou hke tana,

“The British have g, 53

sritish have a saying, Sumley says, toudly, <o
S b ey I Feees 1 . 1 i
erervhody can hear, "Chinese people ent overviling with tour
fegs. .encept the wble,

Fhev ald lwgh, apart from the weenagern, whe pames o

. . .
that tuna fish donthave kegs.
fs it where you're from?® Mrs Cook ashs, spooning o
1 H B
clup of macareni amd bechamet sauee oure Stankey’s plat
L - ‘ )
Chinaf’

Hong Rong!
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sivville jusips ia, his mouth bussting with pasen, Teland
or peninsula?’

Seanlev wonders if he has underestimated Mr Cook. "You
know Hong Kong?”

‘Pam and | paid a visit once,” Neville replies, clearly
pleased with Stanley’s reaction. ‘Before we had kids. .

Pam wipes her hands on her apron. ‘1 bought a fake
Rolex watch that still keeps perfect time!

Seanley feels irrationally proud, as if he had assembled
the cheap knock-oft himself.

“They love af thar stuff, don’t they?" Neville goes on.
“Watches and cars and handbags.”

Stantey thinks of his cousin, Mei, who waorked her
sumner holiclays to buy a Chaned cluech,

“Stankey doesn’ care abour those things,’ Jessica declares.
10 you, Stanley)

The cntire famidy turns o look at him, Fven Jessica’s
brother peeks through a gapin lais fringe.

Mot really)

Anather one. please, Pammy, Neville says and bangs the
bt of liis heer Bl on the 1able. 1e turns to Stanley. They
Al want their kids 1o be doctrs. The hotel doormen, The
waiters, The taxi diivers. Everyone!

Jessica loeks eves with Stanley, mouths an apology,

1 never pushed my kids into anvihing, Newille says,

| was hoping that one of them woukd want v take ser the

ALIEALLAY DAY

farm one duy, But none of them Jdid.” Pamy seplaces Nevable's
empty bottle with a fresh ane, "And look, that’s okay. That's
their choice in the end. And things change. 1 mean, who
knows who Jess'll marry” He takes a swig of his beer. ‘If
i'm ucky, he'll be an agriculture student with an inrerest in
dairy farming, Stranger things have happened. And Rhys,
well, when he grows up and realises art doesn’t pay shit until
you're deacd—"

“Neville Pain shoots her hushand a look. She rurns to
Stanley. ‘Rhys did that beautiful landscape on the wall over
there.

A picture of the family bome. The paint is laid on thick.
Stanley knows nothing about art, but he hikes the painting
[e says so.

You'll have w excuse my hushand,” Pam says as she clears
the plates, Hesheen in a foul mood ever since the Swans lass
the grandd final. Four manths ago.”

Dad’s family were big South Melbourne funs, Joss
explains.

“And who do you barsack tor, Stanlev? * Pam aks

fessica beams, ‘Stan's a North Mclbourme man)

Stanley treczes. Fe has never watched o game of foothal)
Fle and his ex-housemare had only chosen the Kangaroos—
foor siruarzons like this—back when they shared 2 iwnhouse

in North Melbourne, Duesn's matier widich one you say, his

feiond hud said at the v, as fon s 775 ned Coltinpond.
& AN
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But Neviile ise interested. Minutes pass. Stanley lisiens
w the elink of focks on ceramic plates, the whirr of the fan
in the oven. Jessica nudges his foot beneath the table. Pam
stands up and walks to the stove. Fi nally Neville licks the Tast
drop of beer from the mouth of his bottle.
‘Hit me again, Pam.
‘Hawe about dessert? 1 made Jesss favourite. Apple pie.
They alt warch Pam pull the pastey from the oven. The smetl
of cooked apples and cinnamon fills the air.
Neville leans back in his chair. “Fow about a drink with
my shice of pie?’
Mys Cook looks imploringly at Jess.
Tow's the frm geing, Dads’
Neville keeps his Mintgrey eyes firmly lacked on his
wife, “Three dead fram bioat Last month.

Stankey scrapes ar his macaront, which has hanlened like
industrial glue by hus plate.

Helio? Anvone home?’ A timosous wowe echoes Jown
the hall,

“Fhacil be Linda” Rhys says.'Can | go®’

My Conk shifts his gaze o hiswen. "Go on then!

Ritys serambles from the roou.

‘At least ity 2wl Neville says when they hear Linda™ var

ruble down the hill,

AUTIE A LA DAY

Aier apple pie, Neville goes tor a smoke. His lurge frame
cuts an imposing sithouetie against tdhe hattered flyscreen
and purple sky.

‘Jess, honey, why don't you take Stanley ro his room?”
Pain says. ‘Let him settle in.

Stanley follows Jessicn down a long, dinaly hit cornidor,
They pass a toilet that smells of lavender, and then Rhyss
room with its banging yellow raad sign, before fess chrows
npen the deur o her old bedroom,

‘Hope you don't mind,’ shie says.

Stanley doesn’t mind-—it is spacions and clean-—bug he i
a liatle surprised, The Jessica he knows docsa’t guite march
the rose-coloursd guilt and neat row of teddy bears propped
agraiast the pitlow.

Mums a hoander, Jest explaing, ‘She keeps absolutely
everything

Stanley kicks off his shoes and throws hus backpack anio
the maturess. A velhnw bear in o wansteoat alls onto the oo
v Jessica’s feer,

1 perfeet,” Stanley says,

Jessica picks up the bear and sumphtens i vest before
ptacing it o rhe dresser. Theres a frech toased en the chais!

Stanley collapses anto the bed. Springs, asthritie from
disuse, groan heneath his batom, Jessica prats her hand on
the brass duorknoh, Wabiout tering areund, she sas, 'I'm

really sorsy, Stunley. About Dad!



AUSIRALEA DAY

She never calls lim Stanley, He is, and abways has been,
Stan. Sometimnes even Stan the man.

“That's ukay, he says, his thoughts turping, for some
reason, to the citizenship test, He thinks how much better it
woukd be if it included scenarios jast like this one.

When freed with an awkward situmion while visiting

the parens of your Austraiian friendd (who is not yet

your gitlfriend but who you hupe, some day, might he),

the most appropriate response would be:

A) Apologisc—because, alter all, it is always your fault,

B} Fmpathise—-c.g., “This must be really hard for yout,

) Stand up for yoursclt-—eg. T den’t hase w pui up

with this)

13) Brush it off—eg., No warrics, mate,

After a moment of deep thought, Stasley ops for L.

The room smells of duse and maldew and vaphthaiene balls.
Aroumd deven, Stanley hears whaspors in the lall.
Nod”
Joss.
Tes seeer)”
And &rs Cook.
Jam't he?”

A groan of pipes. Rushing water,

But what?’

Buzz of an electric toothbrush. Spirting. Squeak of a
Frsty tap,

‘He's no Eddie)

A parter of slippered feet, Chick of a Hght switch. The

thump of doors being pulled Hrmly closed.

Stanley had tried to ralk w his mother abour Jess, once, b
was a Sunday night and she’d called him at the vsual time of
eight o¢clock—in the half-hour window between dinmer and
the start of her favourite SOREp oA,

“Flave vou caten yet?' she said. A standard Cantonese
Froeeting,

Yes) He could hear the tinny sound of the TV, ads fur
watches and ant-dandreulT shampoo, “Where's Bad?’

Oue Flis mother's cuphemisny for gambling, She woyld
wuit up {or him wonight, an the couch, i she munched o
dricd watermchon seeds,

‘Mo

“What? Is somwething rhe watter?”’

Sranley wagined coming straight out and saying i, Jeke
some Ameriean sen i the movies., Jee et someore, He
pictured the fallout, & she Chinese? Whar ducs i favher do?

‘Nothing's wrong. T have a new stndy partner, thats ald)

Srudy partacr. bis mother seoffed, bofure blowing hor
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rose into the phone, “Ihat's the problem with Australins.,
They think everybody’s equal. You rant study in groups.
Fverybody's at different levels”

Stanley scratched big circles onto an old gas bilt with a
Dire. “You're right

‘And you should call your grandima,

“Why? Is everything okay?”

“You need w apelogise.

‘For what?’

Far never calling!

Siecp evades him. Five years ago, when Stanfey had first
artved in Australia, he'd downloaded atbuns of traffic nofse
Froms the Funes store. Now, in the Tinpenetrable blackness of
the bush, he finds his earphones and plugs himself in. As he
listens, he pictuzes himself buck an the baleony of his parenes’
Mong Kok aparment, perched on a plastic stood betwern a
sagping clothesine and o dripping air conditioning anit, He
imagines himself looking up ava sky that is nor fha and blue
srud saterminable, bur choked with anog and cut into near

aices by the blades of the huildings.

At three any Jessica sacaks o fis room.
' can't sheep, she says hefore shding nto the hed. She ships
het fingers tnside his Toshire Stanley feels her hor breath on

the back of his neck.

AGTRAGTY Doy

Me nerher” He doesat turm aroand to face her, He doesn
want her to know about his body’s dramatic, involuntary
response 1o her presence in his bed. Tostendd they He, curled
tgether, facing the wall,

I never knew yon were z teddy bear kind of girl!

Shut up.’ Jess play-punches him on the shoulder

T hope this bud has seen morte teddy bears than boys!

jess langhs. *Bad made sure of that!

“Your dad’s seary. He should get a job at Guantanamo
Bay.! Jessica says nothing, but Stanley feels her bady stiffen
heside him. Tm joking Talk of Neville is enough o nmke
Seanley lose lis erection. He rolls w face his friend and runs
s fingertips across her lips in the Jark. 1 like this!

Jessica buries her face in Stantey’s shoulder. Her e
smells of sweat and shampoo and apple pie. Stankey wooders
il she can hear his heart doing somersaulis hehind his
sternumn, 1 she can, she says nothing, Within minues he

hears heavy breathing, quickly followsd hy a sl spore

When Staney opens his eves the nest smorning, less s gone
For 1 mement he wanders if he imagined the whaole tiing,
bas then he discovers one of Jessicas varrings buried benvath
the doona. He stulfs the ecasring mside his hackpadk, Faen
though nothisg happened, he doasn’ want Nevitle finding
any cvidence of Jessiea sharing his bed.

Stanley preers through a gap in the currain, The entire



Cook family is cuside fis window, cleaning the barbecue
and filling an esky with beer, Fe akes advantage of the
momentacy privacy inside the house o brush his teeth,
shower and dress. There is no lock on the bathroom
door, only o sign with @ picrare of roses, which says Patience
is @ virtne.

Once clean, he goes ouside to look for Jess. He finds her
with her Frther, beside the barbecue, counting sausages.

‘How mapy people are coming again?’ Stanley hears
Jessica ask.

‘Araund twenty, give or ke

Stantev's heartsinks. fessica had given him the impression
it would just be a family thing,

“Morning, skeepyhead!” Jessica calls when she sees him.

Stantey feels his cheelts burn.

Must be al} that beer From lase night!” Neville jeers.

Yhe nice. Daddy) Tess says and waves o pair of heavy wongs
at her father

Your dad’s right, Stankey says. Chinese peopke lack a

speatic ensyive for metabolising ajcohol”
Exaesly. fessica places o synpathenic hand on Stankey's

shomlder and lonks at het father “Fle cant help i

What's il of the merniag is spent preparing for fooch.

Pam makes an enormous batch of potao salad. Neville

appraises the piles of meat. Jessiea marinates the chicken
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wings. Stantey hovers, arrangiag sauce bottles tn s stringht
hne on the table. At midday, the firse guest arrives——a short,
barrel-chested vaan with grey sideburns and Iaughing eves.
Jessica introduces Stanley as her good friend froty uni. The
mian shakes Stanleys hand, When he finds our Stankey 15 a
medical student, he launches into a detailed account of his
wife's battle with pancreatic cancer~—a story. he says, that
fessica has heard a thousand times.

Whnutes later, a ure and two four-wheel drives storm
up the driveway, Family friends pour out of the vehicles,
carrying idesserts and six-packs of beer. Jessica, away for so
long in the city, s the unofficial guest of honour. She rolls
her eyes when nohody is Tooking o show Stanley she hasn't
forgotien him, which makes him almost content 1o sivon o
plastic chasr next w the speakers with Rhys, After twenty
minntes, flys leans into the esky beside hisn and pulls onra
codld beer, He passes it te Sunley.

“Thanks,” Stanfey says, not daring 1o rebult what he
mnagines 15w 1ore gestuee of kindaess. For another swenty
sinutes they s in silenee, wateching the group and wiking
dwigs fromt their hottles,

Flure Austrabia Dy, Rlips says, Hoally, betore cracking
apen another Carlion Diraugli

Asiele From the caszenship ceremaony, tduy is the First
time Stanloy has celebrated & Me nods.

Bunch of nostatgie bhullshiv) Rys <ays. Then, sensing he
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mght have offended Stanley, he adds, “Thanks for saying
you liked my painting’

Stanley can feel the aleohol in his cheeks, his hands, his
feet. e resists the urge o seratch. "No worries.”

Fle is saved from any further awkward questions by the
late arrival of anorher gucst. Stanley recognises the Toyora
Tarago straight away. When Eddie Michell emerges fram
the van, the throng immediately makes way for him. As
Eddie walks up, Neville yells his name and gives him a foud
slap across the shoulder, Jessica is no longer the centre of
attention, Fverybody is watching Bddic. Everybody except
Rhys. wha is watching Stanley.

Happy Australia Day. Rhys says and raises his beer.

The rest of the afferneon 15 o blue When Linds arives, Rbws
disapprars with her inside the house, eaving Stanley alone on
cannp chair under a rroe, He drinks twomore beers in quick
succession until his head is swimrning. Only Mrs Coold seems
comeerned aboue Bis welfire, siopprng every half-hour o talk
and o offer him a plate of feod. Chicken wings and potato
salad, A sausage with savee on white bread, Pineapple coolied
on the barbecue with o lge mownd vl vamila ce-creun,

As Stantey cats, he watches Eddhe, Jessica’s ex-hoyfriend
has ot dressed ap for the necasion: he is wearing a Toshint
with a hole in the shuuider and faded board shorts, Faerybody

wants a pece of him. As soon as he finishes walking o one

pesson, amother partygocer sidles m. Staukey wonders who
invited hini. He suspects Neville, but really it coulid be any of
them. Even Jessicn. It clear that she's suill in fove wich Fddic
troms the way she drifts around hime—pretending w ignore
hins but laughing loudly and never guite lesting him out of
her sight. [t is only once Eddie disappenrs to the toilet, late in
the afternoon, that she goes in search of Stanley.

P sorry, she says when she finally finds him. Bur she
daesn’t clarify what she is sorey for. It could be anything: her
invasicn of his bed last night, inviting Fddie, the way she's
ignored him the entire day.

All the silent watching bas nuwde Standey angry. Dhid you
know he was coming?’

O comvse not.” Jess says, but she won’t make oy contact
with him. "We were wgether for swo years—| puess hie
beeame part of the fimily!

‘And they still acceps hin, afier what he did *

Frold themn when we broke up it was a mwtual thing,

Stanley thinks back to that day o the anstomical
pathology lab. Haow desperately he had wanted o make
Jessicn smile, onw delighted e was swhen she did,

He's broken up with Swephanic”

Stanley’s head pounds. How convenient for vou!

What's that supposed 10 nwean®’

Stantey frels two hands pressing down on his shoulders

like sandbags. It's Eddic.



Lovers 1ifi?" Eddie jokes. He tets go of Stanley and sits
Jdown on Rhys's empty camp chair,

‘Shut up, Jessica says, with the same tone of feigned
annoyance she uscd with Sranley the night before.

Stanley examines Eddie. talies in his cages-to-please eves,
his dopey srnile, For once Standey feels o kinship with the guy.
“Then he looks at Jessica, the girl responsible for bringing them
here. to the middle of nowhere. There is a cluster of pimples
on her forehead and the first blush of sunburn across her
nose. When she leans into the esky, Stanley catches a glimpse
of the rartoa on her lower back—-the Chinese character for

domble happiness, written crudely, as if by n child.

When they head hack 1o Metbourne the next day, Stanley
insists on driving. 1t feels good to grip the wheel with both
fands and steer the car down the gravel drveway. Stanley's
headache s gone, but the suntight is intolerable. Jessica
fends hum ber sunglasses. At the haltway pont, they stop
to fill up the cas with petrel and zeab a Big Mac meal from
NeDonakds. Jess Feeds Stanfey French frics as they spred
dewyn the freeway towards e city. They don sprak. They
onty stare througl the windshield at the straight black road
and the clear blue sky and the veeastonal bright yellow

fazard signs,






