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When a kookaburra laughs    He wants so much 
What does he feel?     To stop the pain 
He seems so very happy     But despite his efforts 
And has heaps of appeal     Is unable to gain 
But at times I wonder     The secret to unlock 
If the laugh is for real.     This unbearable chain. 
 

What if he was sad or depressed   He knows all too well 
Can he then still justify     That crying is not the key 
To continually laugh     So he sends down 
Would he have to lie?     A desperate plea 
What if it was anger     In the form of laughter 
That he had to deny?     Filled with glee. 
 

Perhaps the expectation     His voice is strong 
Is simply too high      And the message clear 
Maybe he’s not meant to feel    All we need to do 
Only to fly       Is observe and hear 
So why does he sometimes    Never ever give up 
Just want to cry?      For love is always near. 
 

It could be because 
When he’s up in the sky 
He can’t help but notice 
So much pain passing by 
He ponders deeply 
Wondering why.   
              

WHY KOOKABURRAS LAUGH 

©EMMY SILVIUS 2017  
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So many life times missing the same goal 
So many life lines taking the same toll 

When all the world is falling around you 
Heart over head and your instinct drives you 

To play the Martyr 
 

How many times have you struggled through this 
How many signs have you managed to miss 

What is this pain you still choose to live through 
Time and again this choice comes back for you 

To play the Martyr 
 

Change is so hard when you’re living a lie 
It breaks your heart but you can’t hear its cry 

It’s safer to stay in that which you know 
You think you’re destined wherever you go 

To play the Martyr 
 

What is the reason you keep this so near 
Is it just weakness or is it your fear 

When will you learn, will you see what you’ve got 
There’s nothing to lose if you decide not 

To play the Martyr 
 

Now we are back here, same lesson to learn 
Now is my time and now it’s my turn 

To walk away to be all I could be 
To realise that no-one else needs me 

To play the Martyr 
 

The struggle feels so real here within me 
The stress so high, anxiety shakes me 
I must say “no” so I make this all end 

Stand up, walk out and choose never again 
To play the Martyr. 

 

©MICHAEL YOUNG 2017  

4 

MIRROR, MIRROR 



 

 

The South Pacific boasts many things, but none more so, than the        
picturesque remote Clairemont Island.  Tourists flock in droves and    
residents wait with baited breath for their chance to escape its clutches. 
 

In a crowded room in the Clairemont Medical Centre, Dwayne Olsen lay 
in a tiny hospital bed, annoyed that the heart attack hadn’t killed him.  
He wondered what he was going to do with his life now that he’d been 
spared the clutches of death.  On one hand, he was grateful to be alive 
but on the other, he hated his life so much he didn’t want to carry on this 
way.  Something had to change but he didn’t know what or how to go 
about fixing it. 
 

Confiding in a sympathetic nurse, Dwayne described his life as              
suffocating in a loveless marriage and dead-end job.  He struggled every 
day to get up out of bed and face the world.  
 

He watched with interest the other patients in the tiny, shared hospital 
room.  He was particularly intrigued when their families arrived to visit, 
the loving embrace of husband and wife, the excited chatter amongst 
children.   
 

Susan, Dwayne’s wife of eighteen years and their only daughter Emily 
came to visit. They seemed genuinely concerned for his health and   
wellbeing, but lying there in bed watching the interaction with the other 
patients and their families, Dwayne realised what his problem was.  The 
spark had gone out of his marriage. There was a definite distance and 
disconnection in their relationship.  He wasn’t sure what had happened 
or when it started going downhill.  All he knew was, that he wasn’t 
happy in his marriage. 
 

It dawned on him that his life was pretty pathetic.  He would come home 
in a foul mood after a frustrating day at work.  Susan worked late most 
nights and if she was home she would be on the phone or doing           
paperwork  she  had  brought from the office.  Emily, their only daughter,  
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would always be in her room doing homework until called for dinner and 
immediately retreat back to her room shortly after eating.   
 

Dwayne reflected on his pathetic life, he identified his interests as being 
football and work.  They used to give him lots of satisfaction, but over 
the last few years, he had lost interest in both of them.  The football  
season was finished for the year and he was seriously thinking that he 
had done his dash thanks to his heart attack; he may not be able to 
coach the coming season.   
 

Internally trying to process what he felt about his marriage, he compared 
himself to standing still as life passed him by – being left behind and   
forgotten about.  This was certainly the case with work and with his 
daughter Emily, a beautiful soft-spoken angelic girl, and the spitting     
image of her mother.  In fact, Dwayne had often wondered if he had  
anything to do with her creation, she was an angel in disguise.  The best 
thing that had come out of their marriage, he would do anything for her, 
but teenage years had meant their relationship had taken a serious turn 
for the worse.  Emily had stopped talking to her father years earlier, sick 
of trying to connect on a level he couldn’t comprehend had left them as 
strangers. 
 

The day before Dwayne was discharged, Kathy & Simon O’Connor visited 
him.  Kathy and her husband Simon were Dwayne’s only real friends; 
they had all gone to school together.  Dwayne and Kathy worked           
together at Clairemont Supermarket, he as the bookkeeper and Kathy as 
the Admin Officer.  Kathy knew Dwayne had grown to detest his job, his 
frustration became more apparent every week, he was a very private 
person, and therefore, Kathy was taken aback when he admitted how he 
felt about his home life.  
 

They spent hours that night in the Medical Centre brainstorming possible 
job prospects.  The island didn’t offer much advancement in his line of 
work, unless he was willing to start his own business.  Admitting he had 
never thought of that and wasn’t sure he had the skill set to carry it off, 
but he succumbed to seriously think about it. 
 

Most bookkeeping positions were on the mainland.  The commute put 
him off more than anything, although, if necessary he could move to the 
mainland, but was he ready for that?    Kathy was the one to bring up the  
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possibility that a move might help put his relationship with his wife and    
daughter into perspective.  
 

Susan had a thriving real estate business and was well respected on the 
island.  Emily, 15, a diligent scholar was getting straight A’s so moving her 
with two more years of schooling would be a terrible mistake, unless 
there was no other option. 
 

Kathy looked at Dwayne with a different set of eyes, now aware of how 
desperate he was to make life changes, this heart attack had given him 
lots to think about. 
 

Gabby Saintclaire, manager of Clairemont Resort, poked her head in the 
doorway of Dwayne’s shared room. 
 

“Hello Dwayne, I heard you were in here, are you ok? I trust you are    
being well looked after, but if you need anything please let me know.” 
And with that she was gone. 
 

Dwayne looked at Kathy who was laughing to herself.   
 

“What’s so funny?” he asked. 
 

“It’s Gabby, she’s like a magical ray of sunshine.  I reckon she knows    
everything that’s happening on the island and she’ll appear like this, 
poof, and then she’s gone again but while she’s here for that split        
second, she’ll have updated herself on everything happening around her.  
Sometimes I  wonder how she does it.” 
 

“You have to remember that she spent years on the Police Force so she’s 
trained to obtain information without you realising she’s doing it, that’s a 
gift she’ll never lose.  Shame she quit the force though, a real shame.” 
 

The story of Gabby’s arrival to Clairemont Island five years earlier was 
common knowledge,  a Sydney Police Officer,  she was injured in the line 
of duty, far too active to be desk bound she opted for a career and      
lifestyle change.  The opportunity to manage Clairemont Resort came 
quite by chance, but under the assurance of her husband Michael she            
accepted; knowing the change of scenery would do her the world of 
good.  She was so pleased she did, but old habits certainly died hard.  
 



 

 

8 

“Enough about Gabby, when was the last time you went out and enjoyed 
yourself?” Kathy stated. 
 

“It’s been years since Susan and I last went out, in fact, I think it was with 
you guys at last years New Years Eve party at the resort.”  
  
“Well, then I reckon it would be a good idea for you to go out, without 
Susan. We have been invited to a party on Saturday night at Lenni’s 
place, come with us.  If one of Lenni’s parties can’t get you to                 
reinvigorate your life, you’re pretty much screwed.” replied Kathy. 
“Seeing as you can’t drive, we’ll pick you up, but I’ll call in to see you   
before Saturday anyway.” 
 

The Doctors had identified stress as being the contributing factor that 
caused his heart attack.  Dwayne left the Medical Centre the next day, 
knowing his life would never be the same again. There were two changes 
he was going to make; there was no going back now that he’d made the 
decision.   
 

He was going to quit his job and make changes in his home life, whatever 
that turned out to be. He just didn’t know when or how it was going to 
happen.   
 

©VICKI WILLIAMS 2017  

 
 

  

Deadly Deception is set on Clairemont Island, a       
secluded island in the South Pacific.  Breathtakingly 

beautiful this island has many a story to tell.   
 

The lies, deceit and secrets of the residents and      
holiday makers will make your hair curl. 

 

When a crime is committed, it’s up to the residents to 
race against time to uncover the murderer before a 

cyclone hits the island and potentially destroys  
all evidence. 

 

Nobody is beyond suspicion.  

To purchase this book or find out what happens next  

please visit my website:   www.vickiwilliamsauthor.com.au  
or follow me on Facebook:   www.facebook.com/vickiwilliamsauthor 

http://www.vickiwilliamsauthor.com.au
http://www.facebook.com/vickiwilliamsauthor.com.au


 

 

13 June 1962, My Wedding Day.   It had been an arranged marriage. 
 
His name was George, he’d been in Australia 4 years, he was from Italy.  
We had not met until the morning of the wedding.  He was very       
handsome.  He was 35 years old and I was 15, he needed a wife and I 
needed a home.  He promised me a house and my duty was to look after 
him and to help him in the field where he used to cut cane.   
 
After the wedding, George took me to see the house he had built for me 
in a town called Mossman, Queensland.   When we got there I could not 
believe what I saw.  The ‘house’ was made out of tin; there were no   
windows, no running water, no bathroom, a dirt floor, a wood fire and no 
doors.  If you wanted to open the ‘windows’ you got a stick from outside, 
push the tin and it would come apart so I could let the air in, plus all the 
creepy crawlies. 
 
I set about making the best of it.  I learnt quickly how to light a fire so I 
could cook.  I didn’t even know how to boil water.  The first time I lit the 
fire it took me all day, I just couldn’t get it to light so I went to the shed 
and found some petrol.  I took the petrol to the kitchen, put it on the 
fire, then put a match to it.  It blew up in my face; burnt my hair and my 
eyebrows, but I had got it going.  I then could not afford to let it go out 
because I would never get it going again. 
 
One chore down so what was next?  Learn how to cook.  I tried to make 
pasta; I asked George how to go about it.  He told me how to make it like 
his mother did, but I never could get it right. 
 
In the summer, the dirt on the floor was very dry, so when we walked on 
it the dust would fly up.  One of the workmen told me that I needed to 
wet the floor every day and that would make it nice and firm so things 
did not get as dusty. 

 

SUZANNE BUTLER:  The following is a taste of the reality of life on the land in 
                                        the Far North Queensland cane fields of the 1960’s. 

THE FIRST HOME 
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When I got out of bed I didn’t make it, I just folded everything up          
because we were never sure who we were going to share our bed with.  
Once we found a big black snake in it, trying to get out of the sun.  We 
were never sure what poisonous intruders we would find; snakes, cane 
toads, scorpions.  We always turned our shoes upside down because 
these little creatures would crawl inside. 
 

I had to take the clothes down to the river to do the washing.  I made a 
sink for myself in the river out of rocks.  I’d soak the clothes all day       
before washing them by putting a rock in the pants and shirts and a rock 
on top of the others.  George’s pants would stand up by themselves     
because of all the molasses from the sugar cane and, because there was 
no hot water, it took me a few days in the river water to get them clean.  
While I was doing the washing I would take a bath in the river ... killing 
two birds with one stone (or was that rock? Ha! Ha!).  When I finished 
the washing I would hang them over the bushes near the house to dry. 
 

 Then, one day as I was making my way back to the house, I could hear 
George calling my name but I couldn’t see him.  Suddenly, I saw him   
running towards home through the cane fields.  He was yelling ‘did I have 
a gun’ but I couldn’t see anything wrong.  George was nearly beside me 
when he yelled ‘RUN!’  All of a sudden I could see a big brown snake 
chasing him.  George reached the tractor, found the shotgun, he turned 
and aimed and fired.  The snake was dead in seconds.   
 

George turned to me and said: “Just another day on the farm.” 
  

© SUZANNE BUTLER 2017  



 

 

There was an odd sound coming from outside my bedroom window as I 
gradually woke from a deep sleep, the sun was just beginning to rise and 
I heard the sound of crows calling out. 
 

Oh bugger, the damn crows are rummaging through my garbage bin.  I 
jumped out of bed, threw on some clothes and headed for the front 
door.  It was deadlocked so I headed to the back door to find the keys, 
damn where are the keys? 
 

I found them in the lock of the back door. I could still hear the crows    
calling but they seemed louder like they were on the other side of the 
back door.  I unlocked the back door, threw it open; nope, no crows out 
there.  With keys in hand I made my way to the front door and walked 
outside but saw the garbage bin with the lid still closed, not a crow to be 
seen. 
 

I made my way over to the garbage bin, my feet getting wet with     
morning dew as I crossed over the pavement. I inspected the lid, it was 
closed tight, no sign of crows anywhere. Maybe I heard their calls coming 
from a neighbour’s house? 
 

“Good boy, it’s ok, who’s a good boy, I won’t hurt you,” I said to the big 
black dog that had suddenly appeared growling at me.  I was trying to 
keep calm and not appear to be nervous even though I was shaking. 
 

Animals and I have some type of affinity, they are never fearful of me nor 
me of them; they tend to be drawn to me, but not this dog!  He just 
stayed there in front of me growling, kind of transfixed on me. Usually, 
Rottweilers are pretty scary looking but this one was a mean son of a... 
 

“Cujo, stay, drop!” came a voice from behind me. 
 

Cujo, what? Really? You’re kidding me!  What a clichéd name for such a 
vicious dog like this one, I thought. Calm down and pull yourself together 
Michael, situation under control. 

11 

ENGLE BYEN: A Place To Call Home  

DAVID GOLDON:      The following is a selection from my first book in the  
                             ENGLE BYEN series “A Place To Call Home” by David Haddon,  
                                                     which is soon to be published.  



 

 

Cujo did exactly as the voice asked. “Sorry about that, mate.” 
 

I turned around and saw the most beautiful looking man I had ever seen.  
He was about the same height as me, six foot; lean build, thick black hair 
and a bit of scruff on his chiselled face that would have been about two 
days in the making. 
 

He walked right up close to me, so close he was invading my personal 
body space. I was mesmerised by his eyes, they were the most beautiful 
shade of dark brown, his lips were full and luscious.  My heart was 
pounding fast and my body began shaking, but not out of fear this time, I 
was totally consumed and enchanted by this guy’s devilish good looks. 
 

Wearing a tight black polo top outlining his perfect pectorals and       
muscled biceps with a perfect amount of dark chest hair exposed around 
his neck line. If I could describe the perfect man, he was standing right 
here in front of me.  Close. So close. Too close. I welcomed him into my 
personal space, together we could fly out into this beautiful day that was 
just unfolding. 

Next thing I recall, “You OK, mate? I’ll call an ambulance,” I heard him say 
as he picked me up off the wet, dew covered grass. 
 

“No, I’m fine, I’m a nurse”, I managed to say as I steadied myself into a 
standing position. 
 

“How long was I out of it?” I enquired. 
 

“About six minutes, I was about to give you mouth to mouth but realised 
you were breathing.”  Damn I thought. 
 

“Jacob, nice to meet you, mate. I just moved into the area about six 
weeks ago, and this guy you have already met, his name is Cujo.”  You 
may be the most handsome man I have ever met but you suck at naming 
your dog, I thought. 
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“Michael, likewise. Thanks for picking me up.” 
 

“Cujo home,” the handsome Jacob shouted at his big butch dog and off 
Cujo headed. I couldn’t quite see which yard he went into but it must 
have been close, he disappeared just as fast as he had appeared when he 
frightened the bejesus out of me. 
 

“I haven’t seen you around, Michael. Are you new to the area?” Jacob 
asked quizzically.   
 

“No, well, I’ve been here for about six months, moved from interstate 
and just felt drawn to come to this area, and here I am.  I work at St     
Angelina’s as a nurse and do shift work so I’m in and out a bit.” 
 

A sly smile came over Jacobs’s handsome face.  “I used to come here on 
holidays with my parents when I was younger, they owned the house 
that I live in now. They both passed away several years ago.  I inherited 
the holiday house and let it sit empty for a while so I’ll probably live in it 
for a bit. I’ll keep an eye out for you, Michael, we should get together 
and hang out a bit if you’re up for it.” Jacob said in a flirty way. 

“Yeah, that will be great,” I said with a stammer.  How embarrassing, I 
thought, as I walked back up the three wet steps into my house.  I went 
directly to the bathroom and looked in the mirror, oh god, I looked a bit 
of a mess. I had bed hair but at least my bright, ice blue eyes weren’t all 
crusty and I cut a decent figure in the tight t-shirt and tracky dacks that I 
threw on to go outside. 
 

Suddenly, I recalled why I left the house in the first place, the crows.  
What did happen to those crows?  What is it they call a group of crows? 
Ummm… Oh yes, a murder. 

 

* * * 
I could hear opera music blasting out as I walked up the stairs. “Come in 
darling, come in,”  the  husky  voice  called  out  in a very  theatrical tone.   
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“Oh, my darling Michael.  Champagne dear?  I have some on ice.  Also 
two gorgeous crystal flutes are just crying out in anticipation to be filled 
to overflowing with tiny bubbles.” Gabriella swanned over to her already 
opened front door, wearing a bright copper coloured kaftan, which 
flowed as she floated seamlessly to the door and welcomed me in. 
  

She air kissed me on both cheeks and ruffled my hair while all her gold 
bangles jingled and jangled down her arms.   As I walked in past  her, she  
grabs my  butt cheeks and gives a squeeze.  “Hmmm, firm and ripe     
darling, and so pert.  Must be all that physical activity you do.  I see you 
running most days in those tiny shorts, legs like tree trunks, too delicious 
for words.”  I felt my face turn slightly red; the neighbours don’t miss 
anything around here.   
 

Gabriella’s house is the same style as all the rest in our court, a typical 
Californian bungalow.  Inside, her decorating taste is perhaps quite   
eclectic and not to my taste at all.  Her living room is filled with old movie 
posters adorning the walls, brightly coloured stain glass lamps are all 
over the place,   metres of different types of fabrics are draped over 
chairs and the smell of sage fills the room.   
 

“Sit, sit,” she beckons me flapping her wrinkly large hands over in the   
direction of a three-seater lounge.  I sit down and she swans her way into 
the kitchen.  I haven’t been in her house before   although we’ve chatted 
in the street a few times. It was on one of those occasions she told me 
she was a psycho, no physic, and offered to give me a free reading.  So 
today here I am, hence the somewhat clichéd surroundings of someone 
that talks to the “other side”. 
 

Gabriella emerged from the kitchen with a classic silver champagne 
bucket with a bottle of her  finest champagne on ice.  
 

“Oh darls, how did you know? My favourite champagne,” I cooed.  She 
winked and smiled at me, her heavy make-up cracking, almost falling off 
her face and revealing what looked like a six o’clock shadow.  Nothing 
was subtle about Gabriella, she was quite tall, aged at least sixty years 
old, had short, scraggy, bleached blonde hair bordering on yellow;        
obviously a cheap dye job... 

 
©DAVID GOLDON 2017  
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PROLOGUE 
 

Sitting here on the balcony on this warm autumn afternoon, I feel it is no 
small miracle.  
  

This has been my favourite place to read and take tea for most of my life.  
I put down my latest book, another of the many in our library that was 
printed over a hundred years ago, one of the many I want to enjoy       
before I go.  I pour more tea, raise the cup, sip the comforting black brew 
and hold it before me in both hands as I look out through the grand old 
trees to the fields beyond.  The rising steam makes the distant view and 
lengthening shadows seem to dance and shimmer as if time was losing 
its tenacious grip on the endless forward procession of my days.  As I 
smell the familiar aroma of the blackcurrant flavoured Ceylon tea, I am 
suddenly and magically transported back in time.  No longer here but 
there, not now but then... 
 

CHAPTER 
 

Mammy Jane enters the library from the main hall.  The sound of our  
giggles echoing around the grand room warms her heart.  She treasures 
the sound of children playing happily and believes the innocence of 
youth must be protected, as long as possible, from the harsh realities of 
the adult world.   
 

“Massa James” she calls “Will I be bringin’ your teas and cakes now?” 
 

Henry looks down over the railing from the mezzanine level of the        
library, “I’m famished.” 
 

“Yes, Mammy, we’ll take it on the balcony as usual,” I inform her as I 
make my way up the spiral iron staircase to join my younger brother. 
    

“Thank you, Massa James, I be bringin’ it to you directly,” she says, but I 
stop to correct her. 
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“Remember what I taught you?” 
 

She repeats, “I – will – bring it to you directly,” as she heads to the 
kitchen.    
 

I smile and turn my attention to my younger brother as I reach the top of 
the stairs, “Henry, have you chosen a new book yet?”  
 

“There are so many to choose from, do you think father has read them 
all?” 
 

“I suspect it would take more than one lifetime to read all of these 
books,” I suggest to him, “Father doesn’t appreciate books like we do; to 
him they are just another way to show his wealth and success.  Well, 
that’s what mother told me anyway.” 
 

“When will they be back?” Henry asked. 
 

“Another two days I believe, at least we can enjoy being the men of the 
house for a while longer,” I said pretentiously, which made him burst out 
with laughter and an entertaining display of rather pompous gestures. 
 

“Make your selection, little brother, and join me out here,” I instructed 
him as I made my grand exit through the French doors onto the balcony. 
 

A few minutes later he sat down on the cane chair near me as Mammy 
arrived with our tea and cakes.  She placed the tray on the small table 
between us and poured for us.  Henry always liked to take his with milk 
but I prefer mine black. 
 

“I hope you haven’t eaten any of our cakes on the way up here, 
Mammy?” said Henry, “Father will have you horse whipped when he    
returns.” 
 

“Oh, no Massa, no, I would never does that, no, nots me, oh Lordy, no!” 
 

“Stop it boy, don’t tease her like that!” I snapped at him.   
 

“Don’t call me ‘boy’, I’m no Nigger,” he cast back at me. 
  

“Ignore him, Mammy, he’s just being evil, we both know you would 
never do such a thing.” 
 

“Oh, thanks you, Massa James,” exclaimed Mammy as she bowed and 
headed back downstairs. 
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After some tea and a cake I looked out to the cotton fields in the distance 
where the Negro workers were busy with the planting.  I took a deep 
breath of the sweet spring air, returned to my book, and felt that all was 
right with the world. 

* * * 
Down in the fields the spring sun was starting to get a sting to it.  It was 
early afternoon, the supervisor, Riley, was nowhere to be seen and only a 
few of the adult Negros were still working on planting the last of the   
cotton seeds for this first field.  They were singing among themselves as 
they worked.  Their voices resonated with deep emotion born from 
struggle, sorrow, pain and hope as if they were expressing what they 
held in the depths of their souls.  A depth of emotion that I never         
understood at that time but often wondered what was the source of it.  
It was not religion, their words far more profound than the dull hymns 
we sang in church.  It was not from poverty, their life was not without its 
basic comforts of shelter, food, companionship and a hard day’s work.    
It also seemed that their singing and the expressing of the deep emotion 
provided them with a healing release.  If only I was permitted to express 
myself so freely.  Father always demanded we behave so properly, so 
“stiff upper lip” and so grown up. 

 

* * * 
I walked alone with my thoughts as the afternoon shadows grew longer.  
My head was always so full of ideas, questions, doubts and dreams.      
After some time I realized I was near the river.  As I approached I could 
see someone through the low trees.  It was Jacob, Mammy’s boy, he was 
there alone.  He had been swimming and was just emerging from the wa-
ter.  The sun was glistening off his wet, dark skin and it highlighted the 
muscles in his shoulders, arms and chest.  I knew he was my age but I 
was struck by how he was much more manly looking than me.  I envied 
him in that way. 
 

He sat down on the riverbank and I could clearly see the strength of his 
back muscles under his black skin.  I wanted to speak to him, I was about 
to ask, “Do you come here often?” which would surely make him laugh, 
as we both knew full well that he loved coming here.  In fact, we had 
known each other all our lives, but I suddenly, strangely, felt self          
conscious and uncomfortable.  I decided not to disturb him and quietly 
made my way back to the house.  It would be time for dinner soon, I   
reasoned.               
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The next day started out like a typical Sunday.  The buggy ride to church 
followed by lunch at the Lawson’s farm; Dr Lawson was married to 
mother’s sister.  Then, once we returned home, my brother and sister 
took an afternoon nap while I retreated to the library to entertain myself 
with some further cataloguing of the hundreds of books we kept there.  
Mother had an idea of the content of many of the volumes in our     
bookcases but was pleased that I was making myself a project of creating 
a full catalogue.  As usual I quickly lost track of time.  
 

An hour and a half had passed, though it seemed only a few minutes, 
when I was brought back to reality by the sound of the dogs barking and 
Jacob shouting from the front of the house. 
 

I ran to see what was wrong.  I found Jacob at the foot of the stairs   
holding an unconscious Henry in his arms and Mammy in a fit of panic 
over them. 
 

“Oh lordy, Massa Henry,” she cried, “Whats has happened?” 
 

“I draggs’d him out the river, he is a breathin’ but not awakes,” replied 
Jacob, breathlessly. 
 

Instinctively I took charge.  “Mammy, can you find Moses and get him to 
fetch Dr Lawson, tell him to take the fastest horse, and tell Dr Lawson 
that Henry has had an accident,” I instructed her as many of the other 
Negros were approaching to see what all the fuss was about. 
 

“That be your father’s horse, Massa, he not be pleased with my Moses 
for that.” 
 

“Just do as I say, Mammy, I will answer to father. Now hurry, fast as you 
can,” then turning to Jacob, “Help me get him to his room, Jacob.” 
 

As we carried Henry into the house, Jacob told me what had happened… 
 

He was walking near the river when he suddenly heard the dogs start 
barking.  It was an unusual and distressed barking that told him       
something was wrong. He ran to the source of the sound. He could see 
the dogs standing by the edge of the water and just beyond them he saw 
Henry floating, face up, in the water.  He called to Henry but there was 
no response, he was floating lifelessly away from the river bank...   

 
©MICHAEL YOUNG 2017  
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Thank goodness, the lunch hour rush passed without a glitch.  Actually, it 
was more like two hours of madness, which is quite common for a Friday.  
On the last day of the working week most patrons don’t have time for 
idle chatter as they focus on finalising whatever is required in order to 
finally kick off their shoes and enjoy the weekend.   
 

On days like today, thirty-year-old Jennifer welcomed the lull in activity 
when she had a few moments to catch her breath and enjoy a coffee   
before the next lot of customers would arrive.  Allowing the warm brew 
to stimulate her senses she casually scanned the room and noted that 
most of the remaining people were either absorbed in deep conversation 
or reading the paper.  For some reason her wandering gaze landed on 
one particular person sitting quietly at a table in the far corner.   
 

Her heart sank as she recalled the first time she saw Jack enter the pub 
about three months ago.  Despite his friendly smile she couldn’t help 
sensing an aura of loneliness about him.  He’d become a regular      
lunchtime visitor and usually sat at the same table in the far corner of 
the room, positioning himself in such a way that he could observe what 
was happening around him yet remain in his own private world.  Jennifer 
couldn’t recall ever seeing him in the company of others.   
 

She’d been working as a waitress at St Kilda’s Hideout Pub for over a year 
now and enjoyed becoming acquainted with many of the regulars,    
however for some reason this elderly gentleman had always kept his   
private life to himself.  Earlier he’d greeted her in his usual polite, calm, 
deep, well articulated voice and ordered the Friday special of fish and 
chips. Glancing round at the swarm of customers he smiled and assured 
her he was in no hurry and happy to wait.   
 

Seemingly unperturbed by the shuffling sounds of the revolving crowds, 
this senior appeared deep in thought whilst picking somewhat                 
reluctantly at his food.  With his longish winter-white hair and neatly 
trimmed beard he certainly stood  out from the  usual  midday crowd.   It 
was obvious  he’d passed the stage of needing  to follow any kind of strict  

EMMY SILVIUS:    In this short story Emmy highlights what is possible if we  
            allow ourselves to reflect on encounters that leave a lasting impression. 

INSPIRING ENCOUNTER 
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external timetable.  Jennifer couldn’t help but wonder if he was             
reflecting on his own life and how his past had treated him.  No doubt, 
he would have built up quite a story by now.  His kind, gentle, timeworn 
face seemed, for reasons   unbeknown to her, to mirror sadness.   
 

With her eyes fixed on him she noticed a sudden change in his              
demeanor.  The initial quiet picking at his food was replaced by a firm  
deliberate stabbing as if to vent his frustration about some issue.  She 
felt deep empathy for him.  Strange how in a pub filled with people    
chatting and laughing, that one individual could look so lonely.  She          
wondered if he had anyone to share his life.  This could well be         
someone’s father - maybe even someone’s grandfather.  It’s hard to      
explain why, but  somehow it didn’t seem as though he had a wife or 
partner.  Perhaps they’d recently passed away or separated, which could 
explain his unease of dining out alone.  What about family and friends?  
Had they also abandoned him or did he deliberately choose to be on his 
own?  Whatever his story, this well dressed, well-mannered gentleman 
looked completely out of place in this pub. 
 

Jennifer’s fantasising was interrupted by her subject’s abrupt change of 
focus.  In a flash his gaze was taken from his plate to the pub’s door.  
Whatever caught his eye certainly managed to paint a huge smile on his 
face.  Jennifer looked over towards the entrance.  A little boy wearing a            
superman costume pushed the heavy door open with all his might and 
ran excitedly towards the elderly gentleman.   
 

“Granddad, Granddad!”  The youngster breathlessly screams as he lands 
safely in his grandfather’s arms.  Jack held on to the youngster tightly 
with new-found energy not realising the two of them had become the 
centre of attention.  Jennifer was no longer the only one watching this 
curious scene unfold.  Many had become distracted by the spark of      
excitement lighting the room.  The little guy seemed to be on a mission.  
He allowed himself to slide off his granddad’s knee and eagerly pulled his 
arm urging him to come outside.  His elderly companion hesitated for a 
short moment, swallowed hard - if caused by a chunk of fish or emotion 
was anyone’s guess - then walked briskly towards the door trying his best 
to keep up with the young boy. 
 

Once outside, Jennifer could barely make out the figure of a woman   
embracing  Jack.    This was  most intriguing.    Excitedly  she  allowed  her  
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imagination to go into overdrive.   However, before she could speculate 
much further, newly arrived customers beckoned her over to their table.  
Sighing, she reluctantly turned away from the unfolding drama outside 
and smiled graciously as she approached the group.  
 

When Jack arrived outside a soft female voice said: “I’m sorry Dad, I   
didn’t think it appropriate for me to come and talk with you inside.  I 
hope you don’t mind.” 
 

“Mind?  Far from it!  The staff is friendly and the food tasty but apart 
from being convenient, I feel somewhat out of place in there.  In fact, 
just before Jamie surprised me I was trying to think of what to do the 
rest of the day so as to get away.  In all honesty, pubs aren’t really my 
scene.” 

 

“That’s why we need to talk, Dad.” 
 

“Look Sweetheart, I know what you want to talk about.  We’ve been 
through this before.  I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.  Your 
mother - bless her dear soul - was the strong one, but maybe I’ve taken 
advantage of that for far too long and become lazy.  As far as I can see 
you’ve got more than enough on your plate taking care of your own   
family.  The last thing Danny and you need is another person to take care 
of.” 
 

“Please Dad; let’s go for a walk along the beach.  The wind will help clear 
our minds and Jamie will have fun chasing seagulls.” 
 

The three of them crossed the road, took off their shoes and walked 
peacefully for a while along the water’s edge.  Now and again a large 
wave would come and they’d hastily move sideways, laughing like       
children each time they escaped the wet.  Jamie however, would chase 
the wave back into the ocean and despite his Superman persona needed 
rescuing just about every time.  Diane stepped back and watched her   
father and her son challenging the waves.  She couldn’t stop laughing.  It 
was such a funny sight.  In a way her father could very well be a big child, 
but he was also the man she had looked up to and admired for as long  
as she could remember. These were precious moments. Feeling          
completely content and happy she found a spot to sit in the sand.    After 
a short while, her father joined her, leaving Jamie to play on his own. 
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Jennifer had one more hour before her shift ended but she found it      
increasingly difficult to concentrate.  She couldn’t wipe Jack’s face from 
her mind and wondered why he made such an  impact on her.  Gradually 
she realised that Jack’s image had been replaced by that of her own 
grandfather.  She’d spent a fair bit of her childhood living with him and 
her Nan, in particular when her own parents were going through a        
difficult divorce.  However, at the age of nineteen she moved in with a 
friend and her visits became less frequent; eventually she only saw the 
two of them on birthdays and at Christmas.  She’d hardly picked up that 
her granddad was progressively suffering from Alzheimer’s as her early 
adult years were consumed by study, travel and boys. 
 

When she did spend time with her grandparents the visits were brief and 
her Nan was very good at covering for Pop.  It wasn’t till her Nan passed 
away a couple of years ago that the decline in his memory, judgement, 
communication and overall cognitive functioning became apparent.  
Sadly, this resulted in him being confined to a nursing home.  
  
When her shift ended Jennifer decided to take a stroll along the beach to 
try and clear her head and make sense of the thoughts that had been  
occupying her mind for the past hour or so.  It was such a beautiful day 
and the ocean always had a way of making her feel alive.  She planted 
herself on a bench and looking around suddenly noticed Jack was in   
conversation with the same woman she’d seen earlier when Jack was 
hauled away by his grandson.  They were sitting quite comfortably in the 
sand only a couple of metres away.  She turned her gaze a little further 
away and recognised the little guy enjoying himself at the water’s edge.  
Returning her focus to Jack she could see that he and the young lady 
were engaged in a deep conversation.  Her curiosity grew even more 
when she realised she was within earshot of them.  
 

“Dad, I really wish you would reconsider,” she heard the female say in a 
somewhat desperate tone.  “You’d be doing us a big favour.  We can help 
each other out if you were to live with us.  You can have the room   
downstairs, where you’re more than welcome to entertain your own 
guests if you wish.  At the same time you can eat with us and spend time 
with Jamie, which would help me immensely.  This way we both get the 
best deal out of each other’s company.  What do you say, Dad?  How 
about we give it a trial run?   Living alone, pretending you don’t have any  
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family or friends is not doing any of us any good.  We miss you and I can 
see you’re not happy.  So let’s not worry about the maybes and just go 
for it.  I have a strong feeling you’ll love being with us and I know we’ll 
love having you around.” 
 

Ahh, Jennifer thought, this is Jack’s daughter.  How amazing!  She pricked 
her ears to the max so she’d be able to hear his reply. 
 

Jack looked lovingly at his daughter.  He felt tears welling up in his eyes 
whilst trying to think it all through.  He wanted very much to accept her 
offer, but was also too proud to admit he needed her.  He was a grown 
man for goodness sake.  He had taken care of this girl for so long and 
now she wanted to care for him?  It just didn’t seem right.  Not able to 
answer, he looked out over the bay contemplating his daughter’s words.  
Before he could come up with a reply, little Jamie ran towards them.  
Seeing the tears in his grandfather’s eyes, he picked a drop with his little 
finger and tasted it.  
 

“Granddad, you’ve got the ocean in your eyes!” he exclaimed.  
 

They all laughed and hugged each other.  No more words were            
necessary.  Little Jamie had come to the rescue. 
 

Jennifer, too, had tears in her eyes except her tears were for her Pop.  
She didn’t know much about Alzheimer’s, however what had just         
unravelled before her eyes made her realise that no one deserved to be 
on their own without the comfort of loved ones.  So what if he doesn’t 
know me?  I know him and I can definitely show him that I love him.  
There and then she decided she’d visit him the following day.  Her Pop 
had always had an interest in gardening so she made up her mind to take 
him to the Botanical Gardens for their first outing.  The prospect of     
seeing him again filled  Jennifer with gratitude and delight.  Gratitude for 
the insight Jack was able to provide and delight at the prospect of once 
again giving her Pop a massive hug.   
 

Some encounters certainly can turn out to be precious gifts.  We need 
not know why or how they come about; we just know they enlighten our 
spirit, renew our hope and guide our way.    
 

© EMMY SILVIUS 2017  
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I felt your pain last night 
You sat crossed legged on the floor 
And talked of feeling lost and alone 

You looked incredibly sad. 
 

As you talked, tears slid down your face 
I listened quietly  

Not knowing what to say to help 
Yet wanting to say so much. 

 
My friend please know 

I felt your pain last night. 
 

©VICKI WILLIAMS 2017  

I FELT YOUR PAIN 

LINES MEAN SO MUCH 

There are lines under my eyes 
Too much laughter 

There are lines in my mind 
Too much pain. 

 
I look older 

And feel older, 
 

But the lines on my face 
And the lines in my mind 

Are better than having no lines at all 
Than not having lived at all. 

 
©VICKI WILLIAMS 2017 
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I have sand in my hair and I just don’t care!   Hard to believe, I know. 
 

Sometimes we are slowly drowning and don’t realise it. Life can drown 
us, or even boil us alive like a frog in a pot of slowly heating water. We 
can become so acclimatised to the daily stress, chaos and rushing to    
nowhere that we lose touch with the “real world”. The way life should 
be, not the way life “just is”. 
 

Things that matter so much to us in our day-to-day-working-world      
routines may not be important at all when seen from a different           
perspective, from a different place.  
 

Three days without Facebook and my world didn’t implode… actually I 
didn’t miss it at all.  Three days of nothing to do but walk on beaches and 
sand, sit by lakes, look at magnificent views or eat great food … and I was 
not bored for a moment. 
 

Three days of fresh air, green grass, blue skies, dancing clouds, stunning 
sunsets and the sound of rolling waves… the endless healing sound of 
rolling waves. 
 

We packed up the car and headed out Friday morning. The fur kids, as 
always, settled into the back seat and dozed lazily.  
 

Only 20 minutes into the journey we were assaulted by the stupidity of 
city traffic, aggravated by an accident earlier in the morning, we were 
forced to endure the claustrophobic torture of a slow crawl through the 
tunnel and almost choking on truck exhaust fumes by the time we finally 
exited. It was a full hour into our journey before we reached the eastern 
edge of the city and the chaos began to ease.  
 

By the two hour mark it was time for a break and a walk for the kids.  
Yarragon, a small relaxed village between Warragul and Moe, came 
highly recommended by a friend as a place to break the journey.      
Coco’s Café proved the perfect place to refresh over a hearty breakfast. 

SAND IN MY HAIR 

MICHAEL YOUNG:    The following is a travelogue of discovery and freedom 
                      written after a desperately needed “weekend away” from the city. 
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We drove on through open country broken by small towns like Trafalgar 
and big towns like Morwell with its power stations polluting the sky and 
adding to the smoke haze from “controlled burn” fires in the nearby hills.  
From 110 to 60 to 80 and on it went…  
 

By the time we reached Sale the kids had that “are we there yet?” look in 
their eyes but there was still another hour or so to go. 
 

The Pacific Highway stretched on through Stratford on the Avon as the 
farmland became more prevalent and rolling green hills replaced the 
heavier Aussie bush scenery. The road was now lined with many signs 
and warnings about staying alert and taking a 15 minute break if feeling 
drowsy… appropriately so it felt to us at the time.  
 

As we drove through Bairnsdale it felt like we’d travelled back in time as 
we passed an actual independent CD/DVD store instead of the             
omnipresent JB Hi-Fi in the “big city”.  

Across a creek, a little further down the road and then a right at the 
roundabout. The last part of the journey felt different. There was a sense 
of excitement, freshness and almost a tingling in the air as we drove 
through Nicholson and Swan Reach.  
 

A sprinkling of rain and then it happened … over the hill, round the bend 
and Lakes Entrance burst through the trees. A “WOW” moment! 
 

After driving along the foreshore we found our “doggy friendly”             
accommodation, checked in and called our friend who lived only a     
minute from there. A quick twilight tour of the town, fish’n’chips for   
dinner and a long catch-up chat before returning to our unit for sleep. 
 

* * * 
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Saturday morning dawned bright and cool…  
 

After a light breakfast at the Funky Monkey, a driving tour of the sights 
was the order of the day with our friend as tour guide. Starting at the top  
of the hill with the expansive view of the town and ocean from the 
“White House” as they call their Council offices and then on to Lake Tyers 
Beach. The kids loved all the new smells as we walked around the lake 
and then across what looked like a desert until we reached the top of the 
dune and descended to the beach below.  
 

The kids were intrigued by the sound of the ocean waves... 
 

We were standing too close when the inevitable high wave washed up 
the beach and drenched my sand shoes and socks. So I stayed to take 
them off as the others headed back over the rise towards the lake.  
 

Finding myself  alone on  the shore I pulled up my jeans and stepped into  
the water.  The ocean’s horizon stretched out before me and the 180   

degree panoramic view made it appear as if I was in a snow globe, or the 
Truman Show, or that the world really was flat and it ended just out 
there where the ocean met the sky.  
 

As the waves swept around my feet I felt an overwhelming sense of 
peace. I held my arms out wide, closed my eyes, breathed in deeply and 
exhaled all the stress of the past months. I suddenly realised that I had 
forgotten to really “breathe” after so long in the oppression of the city. 
Tears of relief stung my eyes. Healing! 
 

Eventually, I gathered up my shoes and made my way back across the 
“desert” to where the others were. I was reminded of an old song which 
I rewrote as “I’ve been through the desert with a dog with no name”… 
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When I reached them I discovered that I had missed all the drama…         
 

It seems Merlin decided to try walking on water while his dad was not 
looking. Between human panic and hysterical laughter it seemed that he 
went for a swimming lesson and had just come out of the water as I 
came into view … shaking himself all over his dad. Millie seemed to find 
it all a source of great amusement as well. While the humans were trying 
to recover, the kids returned to their joyful off-lead running across the 
sand with Merlin’s regular “wee stops” at every suitable clump of grass 
or piece of driftwood... even though his “tank” was empty by now. 
 

Their “off leash” freedom came to an end as we returned to the car park 
and passed a pair of cranes feeding on the school of fish swimming in the 
shallows.  
 

A further drive around the local streets, amusingly all named after types 

of fish… bream, flounder, mullet, barracouta, marlin, eel … made it clear 
that this had to be the area of our state where the most houses were up 
for sale… so many properties on the market for very reasonable prices     
compared to what we are used to in the city. Bay views, ocean views, big 
and small, old and new, houses and units galore! 
 

One house in particular caught our attention … on the cliff top           
overlooking the ocean. 
 

Close by was the Beacon Reserve viewing platform where we took more 
photos. We then discovered a magical winding staircase that we chose to 
follow. It seemed to lead down to the beach below and the kids had no 
issue negotiating the steps. So many, many steps later we emerged from 
what felt like a Hawaiian rainforest onto the secluded and semi-private 
golden sand.  
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The views resulted in more breathtaking photos. It felt for a short while 
like this was our very own private beach shared only with a few friendly 
neighbours. I dreamed of one day buying the house for sale high above 
us and spending many happy days down here writing and breathing … 
feeling the peace of freedom away from the debilitating stress of the city. 
 

We observed a man who walked past with his little dog, concluding that 
the knowing smile on his lined and grey bearded face betrayed his secret 
… that one day he decided he no longer wanted to be chained to a high 
level executive salary in the city, walked away, found his “piece of sky” 
here and never looked back. 
 

Maybe, one day, that will be me and my little dogs too… 
 

Sadly, we couldn’t stay on our “private beach” forever so we took the 
magical staircase back up to the “real world”. 

On our way down we imagined that it would be a much tougher walk 
back up the many, many steps but even the kids had no trouble getting 
back to the top. Maybe we were all energised by our time down there. 
Merlin also decided to bolt towards the house on the hill instead of our 
car … in his mind he’d already moved in! 
 

After offering a friendly “watch out for sharks” warning to the two     
surfers who passed us, we drove to Lake Bunga, only 5 minutes away. A 
short distance but another unique environment where the lake looked a 
lot like a river but the ocean was as fresh and calming as any I had seen 
in my life. More new smells to delight the kids and … I was heard to      
exclaim: “For pity sake, stay out of the mud, you goose!” 
 

A busy morning of exploring and sunshine had exhausted us all. So we 
headed back to our room, skipped lunch and passed out for an hour! 
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By about 3pm we were ready to go again so our friend collected us and 
drove in a westerly direction to show us some more of the sights.            
First was the woodland resort called Kalimna Woods Cottages which 
looked like a collection of early settler cottages with modernised           
interiors under a high tree canopy. The wonderful smell of wood fires in 
the air reminded me of cold days up in the Dandenong ranges. It was all 
too “rustic” for my other half but I found it comforting and beautiful. 
 

Then on to Kalimna Jetty on the lake that had seemed invaded by guests 
from the nearby Absolute Lakes Entrance Motel who were engaged in    
illegal fishing activities. Well, they certainly looked very guilty when we 
turned up so that is my theory anyway. 
 

Back up to the top of the hill to the lookout and the amazingly perfect 
expanses of green grass... the kind of green grass that we would pay a 
fortune to have in our yards in the city seemed to be growing with such 

ease and abundance all around the local area. Must be due to the 
healthy sea air.  
 

Then it was off to view the sunset after a leisurely walk across the      
Cunninghame Footbridge linking the town to the beach. A few too many 
people around for my liking so we headed back for a rest and some     
dinner as the sun went down on an amazing day. 
 

Sunday morning we slept in, then packed the car ready for checkout at 
10am. We had another light breakfast at the very busy Funky Monkey 
while observing the queue of people waiting for the chemist to open. My  
other half wondered why so many people were queued there and I      
explained most were there to get their methadone for the day. They 
were a well behaved bunch which is a contrast to the many Ice addicts 
we see around Werribee, and he found it surprising. 
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Our friend was working that morning so we spent our time enjoying a 
few hours on our own. 
 

After checking out of our unit we parked by the lake and took the kids for 
a long walk, a popular place for that pastime. Passing jetties with a wide 
variety  of  boats  moored  there  including  some  for  sale  …  seems  like     
everything is for sale around there. Families were queued at the little 
sheds where they were hiring “putt putt” boats to go out on the lake, 
without a boat licence, and were wisely being fitted for life jackets. Port, 
starboard, left, right, sit down, slow down and keep away from the       
entrance … the currents are very strong! 

 

Not far from the bridge into town we rested for a while on a park bench 
enjoying the morning sunshine, the calming view and the gentle lapping 
of tiny waves on the foreshore. As we headed back to the car there were 
more “properties for sale” to take photos of so I could look up the prices 

when we were home. We also took my photo outside the house that our 
friend’s mum grew up in … they were quite an influential family in the 
area all those years ago. 
 

Next stop was the foreshore and a walk across the bridge to the front 
beach. More beautiful sun, sand and light surf. We moved away from the 
main crowd and the kids had a great time running free. More pics and 
relaxing as the sound of the waves washed the stress of the city further 
from my soul. Then there was yet another “wet pet” incident for the 
ever curious and sometimes reckless Merlin… partly caused by his dad. 
 

After a brief goodbye to our friend we drove out of Lakes Entrance at 
2pm feeling sad to be leaving. 
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On the way into Lakes the view was dulled by the heavy grey skies and 
light rain but not so on the way out. The countryside revealed surprise 
after surprise of picture perfect farms, rolling hills of green grass that was 
almost  fluorescent in the sunlight.   A windmill  here, a few healthy cows  
there, a llama or two, perfect country homes with picturesque hills      
behind and endless fresh air all around. I dozed for a while after I lost the 
fight with my increasingly heavy eyelids to keep them open for just one 
more stunning view around the next corner.  
 

We reached the two hour mark where we were both in need of a toilet 
stop and Rosedale appeared before us. We missed the toilet in the park 
and decided to do a U-turn. This brought us back past the Victoria Rose 
Tearooms which I had admired from my internet investigations before 
our trip. To my delight, the car suddenly decided to take a left at their 
street and park beside this elegant corner property.  
 

Initially, I thought they may be closed but a group of diners wandered 
out the gate so I decided to go in and see if it wasn't too late for            
afternoon tea. A miracle … they were happy to provide tea and fresh 
scones for us and the kids were very welcome to sit with us at the       
outside tables. The girls there were lovely and friendly, the service and 
food and tea and ambiance brilliant and it was the perfect way to take a 
break and recharge for the rest of the journey home. They even had the 
most charming and clean toilets, a great improvement on public toilets. I      
intend to take full advantage of their Sunday roast lunch on the way 
home from our next visit to Lakes Entrance (bookings essential).  Back 
into the car and on into the stunning sunset.  
 

No city traffic dramas this time and by 6:30pm we reached home. After 
unpacking I decided I needed KFC for dinner so we headed to our local 
and ordered. While waiting inside for our food I suddenly felt shaky and 
hot and had to go outside for some fresh air. The realisation of being 
back in the big bad city gave me a panic attack. As if I suddenly knew I’d 
fallen back into that pot of slowly boiling water and I wanted OUT!  
 

That was not going to spoil a wonderful weekend...  Those days away   
restored my soul…  three days that brought me back to reality. 
 

So, yes, it’s true… I still have sand in my hair ... and just don’t care!  
 

 

©MICHAEL YOUNG 2017  
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“Acknowledging the good  that you already have in your life  
is the foundation of all abundance” -  Eckhart Tolle 

 

Chapter 5—GRATITUDE 
 

Wikipedia states; “gratitude, thankfulness, gratefulness, or appreciation 
is a feeling or attitude in acknowledgment of a benefit that one has      
received or will receive.”  The experience of gratitude has historically 
been a focus of several world religions and has been considered            
extensively by moral philosophers such as Adam Smith.   
 

“The systematic study of gratitude within psychology only   
began around the year 2000, possibly because psychology 
has traditionally been focused more on understanding       
distress rather than understanding positive emotions.     
However, with the advent of the positive psychology      
movement, gratitude has become a mainstream focus of 
psychological research.  The study of gratitude within         
psychology has focused on the understanding of the         
short-term experience of the emotion of gratitude (state 
gratitude), individual differences in how frequently people 
feel gratitude (trait gratitude), and the relationship between 
these two aspects.” 

 

I wonder if you realise just how powerful gratitude is?  I am familiar with 
quite a few people who practice gratitude as part of their business. 
Some have written books on the subject, others use this tool to coach 
their clients into a much more abundant lifestyle.   
 

Although my spiritual journey is still on the ground floor, so to speak, 
everyday I learn the secrets of how all the principles work together.   
 

Gratitude is by far one of the first lessons and once you master it and use 
its power to the best of your ability, you will notice a massive difference 
in yourself and the environment you live and work in.   
 

VICKI WILLIAMS:  The following is a chapter from my first book written as  
                                       part of a challenge to write a book in 40 hours. 

TRUST THE UNIVERSE 
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It becomes one of those tools that have a flow on effect, the synergy of 
like attracting like. So it stands to reason the more grateful you are for 
what you have, the more the Universe will give you to be grateful for. 
 

As for myself, I had been told many, many times, “when you go to bed at 
night write down a list of things you are grateful for.”  That’s all you have 
to do, nothing more.   
 

If you want to see improvements in your life then do this exercise.  Every 
night write down a list of things you are grateful for.  Below are examples 
that may get you thinking about what you could write, you could     
elaborate more or just state it as it is: 
 

  I am grateful for the sun that warms my body  
  I am grateful for the rain that waters my garden and vegetables 
  I am thankful that I have an abundance of clean water to drink  
  I am grateful two new clients chose to work with us this week 
  I am thankful my daughter is cooking tea for me tonight 
  I am grateful Rodney wasn’t seriously hurt when he fell off his bike 
  I am grateful for the unconditional love of my pets 
  I appreciate the kisses and cuddles from my grandson 
  I give thanks for the abundance of fresh food 
  I give thanks to the person who drove out of the perfect parking 
  space today 

 

I remember the many times I have started this exercise. I would grab a 
notebook and put it beside my bed and each night.  I would write five 
things I was grateful for that day and to be honest, I’d do that for a     
couple of weeks and then life would get in the way.  I’d use the notebook 
for something else or someone would use the notebook and not put it 
back beside the bed.  Ultimately, over time, I would forget to continue.    
 

My very dear friend Derek Barker who wrote the book “A Gift of       
Gratitude” also produced CD’s on gratitude.  What I am truly grateful for 
is that Derek has for sale on his website a gratitude journal.  This       
gratitude journal has blank pages where you can write what you are 
grateful for and I continue to record my list every night.  I put it down to 
the fact that this is a designated journal and I don’t use it for anything 
else, it has its purpose and I can see it or find it at a glance.  Problem 
solved, for me anyway.  It may just answer your prayers as well.           
Certainly worth a try if it keeps you in a grateful state.  
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Gratitude is just one of the tools and strategies that I use to bring more 
abundance into my life.  I do practice gratitude on a daily basis, and for 
those of you who know me you will be familiar with a set of words I use 
abundantly.  They are; thank you, thank you, thank you.  I say it in three’s 
because I was taught it has more power than just saying it the once.   
 

You may like to start with just this one tool.  For everything that happens, 
as soon as you receive it say “thank you, thank you, thank you” out loud, 
and feel the gratitude.  In no time at all it will become a habit that will 
invoke more things to be grateful for. 
 

Another tool that I use is benevolent outcomes I learned all about them 
from Tom T Moore, author of “The Gentle Way". This book is for people 
of all faiths and beliefs – the only requirement is a basic belief in angels. 
Tom’s easy to read and easy to digest practical tools in this book have 
given me great insight into what’s possible when you ask.   
 

Tom provides examples of benevolent outcomes you can ask for. In       
almost any situation you could face everyday.  I use benevolent            
outcomes most days.  The great thing about them is you only have to ask 
once, and let it go; the Universe will do the rest.   
 

The following benevolent outcomes are adaptations of ones quoted in 
Tom’s book “The Gentle Way.” 
 

When I hear that someone is applying for job I always ask them to say 
this as they hit the send button or drop the application into the post box. 

 

“I request a most benevolent outcome that this application 
reaches the person who is open-hearted and can see that I 
am the perfect person for this position and that the outcome 
be even more beneficial than I had hoped for.  Thank you, 
thank you, thank you.” 

 

If they get an interview I ask them to say,  
 

“I request a most benevolent outcome for being hired with 
this employer for the   perfect position for my growth and    
expertise, and that I stay employed here as long as I want.  
Thank you, thank you, thank you."   
 

How about a benevolent outcome for those times when you know you 
are going to be late for a meeting?   
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“I request a compression in time until I reach my destination 
and a most benevolent outcome to find a perfect parking 
space as I arrive safely.  Thank you, thank you, thank you.” 

 

Below are some benevolent outcomes that I have written on the      
whiteboard in my office and although I have only asked for them once 
they are visible for me to glance at everyday.  I don’t ask the Universe 
‘how’ or ‘when’ they should arrive, as the Universe will deliver when I 
am ready, if it is my Divine destiny.  I appreciate and respect that this is 
how it happens.  The Universe calls the shots.  If you don’t know about 
Divine Time you soon will as I refer to it often as part of one of life’s     
lessons I needed to experience in this lifetime. 
 

On my whiteboard I have proudly written: 
 

“I ask that all those beings who can collaborate with me,   
assist me now in creating the best TV Station that will        
appeal to and be accepted by the widest audience, and that 
this results in the most benevolent outcome for me.  Thank 
you, thank you, thank you.” 
 

“I ask that the perfect business partners, joint ventures,   
strategic alliances and sponsors make themselves known to 
me now and that this results in the most benevolent         
outcome for me. Thank you, thank you, thank you.”  
 

“I ask that the perfect building for my TV Station, in the best        
location, be made available and known to me at a price I can     
easily afford and that it is ours for as long as we need it in 
the most benevolent way possible.  Thank you, thank you, 
thank you.” 

 

The first benevolent outcome I worked on was an easy one, the perfect 
parking spot.  This is one that I am so grateful for, especially around 
Christmas time when parking buildings are jam packed with people 
queuing, waiting to pounce on any movement.  It’s actually quite         
dangerous at this time of the year and I imagine there probably isn’t 
much difference regardless of where you live. 
 

I trust that these tools can be of benefit to you and that you use either or 
both of them to increase your abundance.   
 

©VICKI WILLIAMS 2017  
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DAVID GOLDON:  The following is a short story which resulted from a  
                                                 challenge in our writing group. 

THE WITCH NEXT DOOR 
Karen placed a shovel next to her overnight bag in the back of her car, 
slammed the boot shut and smiled.  She was looking forward to what the 
future would hold. 
  

* * * 

  

Growing weary after being on the road for so long, she sighed with relief 
as she passed the welcome sign to the coastal town she grew up in.  She 
was almost at her destination after the tiring drive from Melbourne.  
 

Gently tapping her brakes, she slowed as she rounded the bends in the 
road leading into the town centre. She was greeted with rows of shops to 
her left and her right, then there it was; the ocean.   
  

Karen did a u-turn at a set of traffic lights and drove into a car park facing 
the ocean.  Getting out of the car, she stretched her legs, breathing in a 
large lungful of fresh ocean air and then another.  The sun was shining on 
this cold winter’s morning.  People were walking along the beach, some 
with dogs, some with children.   
  

After feeling refreshed from the drive, she knew what she had to do    
before nightfall.  But firstly, she wanted to visit the house she grew up in.  
She didn’t know if it was still there, it had been at least forty years since 
her last visit.  
  

Back in the car she drove slowly through the town centre looking at the 
shops.  Now mostly all   unfamiliar to her, she only recognised a few from 
their unchanged shop fronts.  Karen drove up over the hill, past a few 
streets and began recognising a few houses from her childhood.  She 
slammed the brakes on almost passing her old home.  Sitting in the car 
she observed the house, then turning her head to the ocean opposite 
the house.  She finally made it. 
   

When she was ten years old, she promised herself that once she reached 
an age where she became old, frail and in pain, just like her suffering 
grandma,  she would  return home to  regain  her  youth.    Looking in the  
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rear-view mirror she observed her heavily wrinkled face and baggy eyes.  
Her gnarled fingers were in pain from arthritis due to holding onto the 
steering wheel during the long drive. 
  

Smiling, she was joyful to observe how well maintained the house was, 
the new occupants must love it as much as she and her siblings had. The 
beautiful old house remained intact; the wrap around porch, large front 
windows, even the two-seater swing on the porch looked to be original.  
Getting out of the car, she put a warm jacket on.  Karen leaned against 
the side of the car mesmerised by the house.   
  

Overcome with nostalgia she drifted back in time.  The apple tree was 
still in the front yard, she could see herself swinging on an old tyre her 
father had secured to the tree.  Her older sister   pushing her whilst her 
younger brother was up in the tree picking apples and throwing them 
down to their father.  The screen door banged as her mother emerged 
from the house making her way over to them.  She could hear her 
mother’s soft, gentle voice saying she was going to be making the most 
delicious apple pie for them tonight.  Karen could smell the apple pie 
baking in the oven, as a tear slowly made its way down her cheek.  
Memories long forgotten flowed to the forefront of her mind, just like 
the waves of the ocean across from the house. 
 

She suddenly recalled the neighbour’s house next door.  As she shifted to 
gaze in search of it, it was gone.  Probably long since demolished by the 
amount of long grass which was rooted in its place.  The witch’s house 
was no more.  And the witch, who knew? 
  

Another nostalgic flashback, Karen saw herself as a ten-year-old girl.  She 
was wearing her favourite cherry print dress, long white socks and bright 
red sandals.  She was creeping around outside the witch’s house being 
very careful not to be seen by the witch.  The witch’s house had the paint   
peeling off the weatherboard exterior, the garden overgrown with long 
weeds topped with pretty yellow flowers.   
 

As a young Karen scooted down the side of the house into the backyard, 
she crouched down on full alert for any sign of the old witch.  All was 
quiet, so she made her way to the back veranda of the house.  A black 
cat ran passed her and she let out a scream.  Now the witch would surely 
know that Karen was there.  Karen scurried for cover hiding behind some  
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wooden tea chests.  She had heard from the kids at school that if the 
witch doesn’t eat you she will turn you into a black cat and you would 
live with her forever.  Karen then wondered if maybe she used to know 
whoever was now that black cat. 
   

Lying in wait, everything was quiet, so perhaps the witch wasn’t home 
after all.  Karen crept away slowly from her hiding spot and made her 
way to the back door of the house.  She gently lifted the latch on the 
door cautiously opening it.  Poking her head in the door, there was no 
sign of the witch. Karen went inside and found herself in the kitchen.  
She saw a metal tray on top of the stove, there were shapes of brown 
people on it.  Her heart beat faster at the thought of the people the 
witch had turned brown and was about to put in her oven.   
  

If she gets out of this house alive she will have to tell all the kids at 
school about what she had seen.  Would the kids at school believe that 
she had actually been inside the witch’s house?   Probably not.  Unless 
she could take something from the house to prove that she had indeed 
been in there.  She saw a note book on the kitchen table.  On the cover 
of the note book was written Witches Spells.  Without a second thought 
Karen scooped up the note book in her small hands and ran out the back 
door as fast as she could back to the safety of her house next door. 
  

Once she reached her front yard she hid the note book inside the front 
flap of her dress and walked casually back into the house and upstairs to 
her bedroom.  Looking out of her bedroom window she checked to make 
sure the witch hadn’t followed her back home to get her spell book back.  
Pulling down the blind two inches, from the bottom to allow just enough 
sunlight through and not be seen by the witch, she removed the note 
book from her dress and opened it up on her bed.  She flipped through 
various pages.   
  

Most of the words she could read.  There were spells on how to turn    
children into cats or birds, how to find love and how to stay young       
forever.  Karen glanced at that particular spell.  Maybe, she could cast 
that spell on her grandmother?  Her Gran was old and frail and in a lot of 
pain.  The spell involved having to go into the ocean and reciting an      
incantation over and over again.  She knew she would never be able to 
get her old gran across the dirt road, through the sand in her wheelchair 
and then into the ocean.  But she thought, one day she herself will be old  
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and frail and, if she could cast the spell herself before she needs a     
wheelchair, she will be able to walk through the sand and into the ocean 
and never end up like dear old granny. 
  

Karen hatched a plan, she would keep the witch’s spell book hidden until 
she needed it and then she would use the spell on herself.  But where 
would she hide the book, she won’t need it for a long, long time yet.  
Carefully earmarking that page, she placed the book under her mattress 
until she could think of somewhere safer to hide it for her future, and 
from the witch next door. 
 

“Karen, Karen,” she could hear her mother’s voice calling her from  
downstairs.  Joyfully she made her way down the staircase and into the 
kitchen.  It was afternoon tea time.  The table had been laid out        
beautifully as usual.  A teapot with a green and yellow stripped knitted 
cosy took pride of place in the centre of the table surrounded by cake 
and treats.  Karen sat in her usual chair and was joined by her parents, 
brother and sister at the table.  Suddenly Karen squealed as her mother 
placed a small brown person on her plate.   
  

Her family laughed at her.  Her mother explained that the nice old lady, 
Glenda, from next door had dropped by a few minutes ago and gave 
them to her.  Refusing to eat it her mother went to the cupboard and   
returned with a biscuit tin.  Karen took the last biscuit from the tin and 
asked her mother if she could have the empty tin.   
  

Ten-year-old Karen stood atop a sand dune, red plastic spade in one 
hand, the witch’s spell book safely inside the biscuit tin in her other 
hand.  She surveyed the wide-open beach, waves loudly crashing down, 
wind blowing her mousey brown hair across her face.  She turned and 
looked back at her house, aligning herself with the front door, she took 
ten steps sidewards to the right, across the top of the sand dune, and   
decided this is where she would bury the witches spell book.  
 

She dug a hole to the depth of the spade.  Looking at the bright coloured 
parrot embossed on the biscuit tin, she said, “See you again when I am 
an old lady,” and filled in the hole. 
 

Karen’s legs were weary after spending all that time propped up against 
her car reminiscing about her childhood and the witch next door.  She 
hobbled over to the boot and opened it.  Sunset was fast approaching.  
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She opened up her overnight bag and took out a white cotton           
nightgown.  She remembered she needed to wear this for the spell to 
work.  There had not been a soul around the whole time she was parked 
out the front of her old home.  Feeling comfortable enough, she changed 
into her nightgown.  Grasping the shovel in her arthritic hand, she 
slammed the boot shut.   
  

Hobbling across the now bitumen road dressed in only a white cotton 
nightgown she was freezing cold.  Lining up the front door of the house 
she stood on top of a sand dune, took ten small side steps to the right, 
knelt down on the sand and began digging. 
   

As a ten-year-old she recalled how easy it must have been to dig a hole 
in the sand, now many, many years later it was so painful.  The sun was 
slowly disappearing, she had to find the tin fast.  After each painful 
shovelful of sand was shifted she wondered whether if it was still even 
there. Maybe someone else had found it and used the eternally youthful 
spell on themselves? 
   

The shovel hit something.  Furiously, like a dog digging up a bone, she 
used her hands digging up more sand until she saw it.  The parrot on the 
biscuit tin was looking up at her as if to say, “Well, there you are.”  Tears 
came streaming down her face as she retrieved the tin from the sand.   
Brushing the sand off the embossed tin parrot she smiled.  Finally, with 
the help of the witch’s spell she would be free of all the pain old age has 
brought her.  
  

Struggling to open the tin for some time, it eventually opened.  The title 
of the note book, Witches Spells was as clear as the day a ten-year-old 
Karen placed it there for safe keeping.  As she flicked through the pages, 
the page that was earmarked sprung open. 
  

Dusk had begun its descent and Karen had to act fast before it was too 
dark to see the spell. Putting her glasses on she read the spell. Luckily, 
she remembered she had to wear a white cotton gown.  For the spell to 
work she also had to wade out into the ocean up to neck height and     
recite the incantation  written in the book once  for every  year of her 
age.   Once  that  was  complete her  youthfulness would be returned and 
she could emerge from the ocean with pain becoming a distant memory. 
“Well, youthfulness, here I come!” Karen said to herself.   
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Taking off her glasses and leaving them on the sand dune with the spell 
book and the biscuit tin, Karen walked slowly toward the ocean.  Huge 
waves were crashing, squalling wind blew her long grey hair into her 
face.  Unperturbed, freezing cold and legs almost giving way to the pain, 
she made it to the waters edge.  Water lapped at her feet and she made 
her way into the rough sea. 
  

She began repeating the incantation over and over as the water was    
becoming deeper and deeper, colder and colder.  Night had set in, she 
could no longer see the shore.  Using the remainder of her strength to 
keep her head above water she recited her last incantation. 
   

All the pain had gone, she felt a new strength, the strength and vigour of 
youth.  She knew the spell of the witch next door would work and it did!  
Karen felt light, happy and free as she slowly made her way back to the 
shore.  Oddly, the sun began to shine again.  Maybe she had been out 
there in the cold ocean for longer than she’d thought.  Surely not that 
long.  The water wasn’t cold anymore.  She continued wading through 
the water and the waves, her white nightdress clinging to her body.  A 
mirror, yes, she must find a mirror to see if her face was as youthful as 
her body felt.  The water was only knee deep now, not long to the shore. 
   

Her eyes caught hold of a white object lying at the water’s edge.  Karen 
emerged from the water and made her way to the object.  It was a body.  
A lifeless body of an old woman wearing a white cotton night gown.  
Karen immediately recognised the face of the old woman.  It was her! 
  

She looked up and saw a young blond man standing over her lifeless 
body.  He looked up at her and smiled... 
 

©DAVID GOLDON 2017  
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What is it that defines us?  Is it our sex, the colour of our skin, what we 
do for a living, our religion, our wealth or lack of it, our ancestry, how we 
interact with others, or could it be a combination of these or perhaps 
even none of them at all?  For a while now I’ve been feeling the urge to 
put into writing what’s been occupying my mind regarding Labels which 
really came to light by an experience I witnessed a few years ago. 
 

In my view, using labels can be dangerous under any circumstance yet, 
perhaps without realising, we do it all the time.  I suspect this may well 
have to do with our urge to make sense of situations or to assist with 
clarifying what we mean without having to use too many descriptive 
words.  Some words can appear to be straightforward enough, like rich, 
poor, young, old, Gay, Lesbian, male or female, but they have a tendency 
to evoke different images and feelings depending on personal experience 
and/or hearsay. 
 

In order to nut this out a little further allow me to share a story of two 
close friends of mine whom, a few years ago, spontaneously found    
themselves attracted to each other.  In order to protect their identity I’ll 
call them Kate and Eileen.  Kate is a Tai Chi instructor and Eileen was her 
student at the time.  Both women were then in their mid to late fifties.  
Within a few months they’d become firm friends.  Then one day they 
went on a train trip together and a romantic spark was lit.  Prior to that 
day both women had only ever engaged in heterosexual relationships 
and so were extremely surprised to discover their attraction towards one 
another. 
 

This is a story of two people falling in love without intending to hurt    
anyone – though as many will know, this is often inevitable especially 
when one of the engaging parties is not free. 

 

Though initially Kate and Eileen were more than happy to explore their 
new-found intimate relationship, they often questioned why and how     
it  had  occurred  at  this  particular  stage  of  their  lives.     Neither  felt  

WHAT DEFINES US? 

EMMY SILVIUS:     This article discusses the curse of labelling and questions 
                              how we define ourselves and others.  It also highlights issues  
                                          minority groups in our society struggle with. 



 

 

comfortable with the word 'Lesbian' and would fiercely avoid using that 
term.  (I’ll touch more on this later as this is where the use of labels 
comes into the equation).  However, they did continually ask one          
another if they’d always had the homosexual trait within them – were 
they born with it – had it been buried all this time – was it then normal 
to emerge in later years – if so, why now?  Whilst wrestling with these 
questions they had the added difficulty of keeping their relationship a  
secret.  Mainly because Kate was married, plus she was also deeply    
concerned about how her family would react to her being in a sexual    
relationship outside her marriage, let alone with a woman.  In addition, if 
Kate and Eileen weren’t able to make sense of their situation, how would 
they be able to cope with possible critique from others?  This was all 
quite unsettling to say the least; resulting in their relationship being 
shrouded in secrecy, deceit and eventually complete frustration which, in 
my view, minimised the chance of it blossoming and becoming fruitful. 
 

So what happened?  Well, Kate and Eileen started to compare          
themselves to other same-sex couples.  Each time they concluded they 
were nothing like the couples they were observing and were often      
critical of their behaviour.  They couldn’t understand why the LGBTI1 
community so  desperately wanted to distinguish themselves by           
belonging to their own groups; why many appeared to be extremely     
eccentric in their behaviour; why they wanted to be identified first and 
foremost by their sexual preferences etc.  They also researched the word 
"lesbian" and, amongst other things,  learned  that  it’s  not uncommon 
for  middle-aged  women to discover they are more  compatible with 
other women rather than men.  One of the revelations that truly baffled 
them whilst researching was the fact that there are more than half a 
dozen different types of lesbians.  What on earth could be the purpose of 
that?  They weren’t aware of heterosexual couples being categorised in 
different groups.  Regardless of this new-found knowledge, it soon        
became clear that the connotations evoked by the word “lesbian” had 
become the measuring stick for how they viewed themselves. 
 

One day Eileen told me she found it difficult coming to terms with the 
love she felt for Kate, to which I responded: “We don’t choose who we 
fall in love with; it’s not a man or a woman we love but another person”.  
Unfortunately, for this couple, love wasn’t enough to pull them through.                 
__________________________________ 
1Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender and/or Intersex.  
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By Christmas of that same year their sexual relationship had ended.  Kate 
chose to work on her marriage.  Her financial security and fears of        
rejection from her family certainly played a role in her  decision.  Not to 
mention the birth of her very first granddaughter a couple of months 
prior. 
 

Pondering Eileen and Kate’s affair, I can’t help but wonder whether such 
significant experiences define who we are.  Do these women now      
identify as Lesbian?  In other words, is who we are attracted to the first 
and foremost aspect of what defines us?  I like to think not.  There’s so 
much more to each and every one of us!  It’s my belief these other       
attributes are at least as significant - if not more so - because they are 
fundamental to what we can bring to our world to help make it a better 
place. 
 

This experience has really brought to light how we love to categorise and 
label others as well as ourselves.  There’s even a tendency towards a 
‘them’ and ‘us’ – something Kate and Eileen clearly were guilty of back 
then.  What we don’t often realise is the ‘them’ can so easily become the 
‘us’ – simply because we all have similar traits within us.  Often it’s a 
matter of circumstance or some would call it chance – even (bad) luck 
maybe – that leads us from one category to another.  I’m not just          
referring to same-sex couples here.  Think of words such as victim, slave, 
abused, homeless, asylum seeker, gambler and thief.  Perhaps we need 
to actually experience what a word means  before we can understand its 
undertones properly. 
 

One aspect that seems to be very well established by now is that some 
people - possibly 10% of the population - have an innate homosexual 
predisposition.  I think everyone has a mix of hetero and homo            
tendencies, usually with hetero predominating.  Nonetheless, some have 
the reverse     dominance, and since it’s innate, it’s part of that particular 
person whether they choose to acknowledge it or not.  Certainly, close 
friendships with persons of the same sex are not wrong and for people 
with a homosexual orientation, it goes without saying they will be      
seeking intimate relationships with people of the same sex.  So why is 
this so difficult to accept? 
 

Sexual identity is important to all humans, so it’s quite common for us to 
struggle  in our quest to make  sense  of  this.   We tend to seek meaning  
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within our own culture.  Whilst our sex as male or female is a biological 
fact that is the same in all cultures, what this means in terms of our    
gender role as a 'man' or a 'woman' in society can be quite different 
cross culturally2.  Thus gender  underpins all races and classes.  This is 
why people can be so critical and less accepting of anything that is seen 
as ‘other’ because this threatens one’s own identity. 
 

No doubt, aiming to define dualities such as heterosexual and               
homosexual is what reinforces patriarchal thinking; leaving no room for 
an ‘in-between’ option.  Patriarchy is all about dominance and so when 
men engage in same sex relationships the dominance paradigm is 
squashed and men’s identity is changed.  Many heterosexual men         
experience this change as a serious threat.   
 

Because women are seen as secondary anyway,  they don’t pose as much 
of a threat to these same men when engaging in same sex relationships.  
This may well be the reason why these women are less likely to be        
attacked for this than men.  Again, patriarchy and the role of gender is 
what lies behind this attitude which also flows into other areas of our 
lives - just think about the issue of  unequal pay between men and 
women. 
 

From experience I know loving another person is a great source of        
energy and even though our  response is important to our partners, I    
believe it’s what we do with that energy in the wider community that  
defines us.  I have no doubt the flow of receiving and giving love fuels 
our behaviour towards others.  Who we are as a person is beyond any 
category we can name.  Think about it and try answering the question: 
“Who are you?”  Do we answer: I am a lawyer; I am married; I am      
honest, I am a migrant; etc.?  If so, what we are basically doing is turning 
a subject into an object which is simply not possible, because human   
beings are not objects.  The more we try to define ourselves the less 
likely we are to succeed.  According to Beatrice Bruteau we need to focus 
on the centre of our being where deep reality can be experienced in an 
unlimited way: 
_________________________________________ 
2In sociological terms 'gender role' refers to the characteristics and behaviours that different cultures attribute to the 
sexes. What it means to be a 'real man' in any culture requires male sex plus what our various cultures define as masculine 
characteristics and behaviours, likewise a 'real woman' needs female sex and feminine characteristics. (http://
www.med.monash.edu.au/gendermed/sexandgender.html). Accessed 12/6/17.  This, of course, is the same thinking  
behind why women in the Catholic Church cannot become priests. 

46 

http://www.med.monash.edu.au/gendermed/sexandgender.html
http://www.med.monash.edu.au/gendermed/sexandgender.html


 

 

“The deep self is not defined, not described by any of the qualities 
of our bodies  or personalities,  by  our histories or social  positions, 
our jobs, or our religions. This is fairly hard to realize. We tend to 
think  of  ourselves,  introduce  ourselves  to  others, and believe   
others are seeing us in terms of these qualities.  

 

You can see from this how our energy is affected. When we define 
ourselves in terms of our qualities, we have to devote energy to 
protecting them and trying to gain more valuable ones — more 
beauty, personality, wealth, power, social status. But if we liberate 
ourselves from such identity, then all that energy becomes      
available for the radiation of goodwill to others.”3 

 

We are always more and far beyond any description of ourselves.  When 
all those descriptors (homosexual, hetero¸ lesbian, etc) are stripped 
away, we remain.  I was reminded recently that the name God uses for 
herself in scripture is ‘I AM’…. Nothing more, nothing less…   Maybe we 
can take note of that simple yet profound acknowledgement and throw 
away all those unhealthy and bias descriptions we give ourselves and 
others when aiming to define status or characteristics.  We then may 
come to know our true identity simply yet profoundly as begotten of a 
higher Deity - thus   diminishing all else into insignificance. 
 

Returning to the issue of same sex relations, it truly frustrates and scares 
me that there are such outspoken opponents to same sex marriage.  
Once I heard an antagonist describing it as an iceberg - arguing that the 
majority of issues around same-sex marriage are hidden just like two 
thirds of the iceberg is obscured under water.  Well I strongly disagree.  
There’s nothing complicated about two people wanting to be accepted 
and seen as “normal” in the eyes of the society in which they live and 
contribute to, without having to continuously justify why they should be 
given the same rights as the so-called accepted others, simply because 
they are a minority.  Do these opponents not realise that evidence of 
same sex relationships can be found as far back as 2400BC?  Allowing 
same-sex marriage will not increase the number of homosexuals as has 
been suggested by those same opponents.  Nor will the amount of births 
decrease causing the destruction of the human race.  If the human race 
__________________________________ 
3A Song that goes on Singing, Interview with Beatrice Bruteau by Amy Edelstein and Ellen Daly, http://

evolutionarycollective.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/01/A-Song-that-Goes-on-Singing.pdf.Accessed 12/6/17  
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is to be wiped out it will be due to everyone’s lack of responsibility in the 
care of our planet and for one another. 
 

Some same-sex couples have children and research has shown that those 
children are not worse off than the offspring of hetero-sexual couples.  
The success or failure of a relationship has nothing to do with the sex of 
the partners but can be attributed to values such as commitment and  
respect.   
 

The well-being of our children depends on so much more than the sex of 
their parents.  In my view, allowing same-sex couples to marry isn’t the 
be all and end all.  In fact, if I was in a same-sex relationship, it would not 
make a difference to me as I’ve never been interested in marriage.     
However, I do strongly believe that authorising same-sex marriage would 
significantly minimise the chances of these couples being labelled as 
‘odd’.  As if the person they choose to commit  themselves to is what   
defines them.  Making same-sex marriage an accepted option will allow 
the world to experience same sex couples for whom they truly are,      
appreciating the gifts they bring, and experiencing the fruits of their love 
without prejudice. 
 

My reflection relates to everyone within the LGBTI (or Rainbow)         
community – not just those of same-sex orientation.  Take the example 
The Danish Girl, which is set in Denmark in 1926 and based on a true 
story.  This film highlights beautifully the struggle of feeling trapped in 
the wrong body.  A lovely couple, both artists, find themselves in a happy 
marriage but struggling to deal with the husband's emerging awareness 
of the sexual disjunction of his life.  Yet at the same time their love is 
real.  The film can be seen as a spiritual experience for us all.  It gives us 
an inside look at the pain that comes from having the identity of one sex 
in the body of another.  Yet it’s equally about the agony that comes to 
anyone trying to be what they are not.  Not many of us have to deal with 
the mind/body conflict but all of us have to deal with the integration of 
what we can do and be with what we must do and be.  Apart from the 
universal call to authenticity, the film also highlights the collective call for 
love from those who journey with us through any of life's moments of 
disunity and despair. 
 

I’ve now come to understand that the more those not identifying as   
heterosexual  are “snubbed”,  the  harder they’ll  want to  come  out  and  

48 



 

 

“fight” for their rights.  Over the years I’ve also become more conscious 
of how one-sided some organisations portray our general community.  
Look at the RACV magazine, for example.  It’s full of happy heterosexual 
couples and families with female mums and male dads.  Nowhere is a 
same sex couple to be seen.  This, in my view, is rather  hypocritical as 
the organisation is no doubt happy to accept membership fees from  
couples  identifying within the LGBTI community.  Maybe we can all      
inundate the RACV management with this fact and ask them to change 
their narrow portrayal of today’s society?  Even political rhetoric         
continually refers to the ‘mums and dads’ in their attempt to prove they 
are in touch with the general community.  It’s about time someone told 
them that not everyone is a mum or a dad (they are simply excluding a 
large group in society that do not have children). 
 
Despite the outcome of Eileen’s relationship with Kate not being as she’d 
hoped, she doesn’t regret the experience.  It taught her that we don’t  
always choose love but love has a way of choosing us and it certainly 
doesn’t discriminate in the process.  Loving another person is a great 
privilege and, in my view, it is love that brings out the best in us.  This 
doesn’t necessarily have to be sexual love but it does need to be real and 
uninhibited.  Answering the question: “What is it that defines us?” is 
both simple and complicated.  It’s simple in the knowledge we are all   
different, yet at the same time complicated because of the consequences 
of that same fact.  On top of that, the nature of using labels remains    
significant.   
 
Of course, I acknowledge not having all the answers and recognise the 
complexity of this issue; as such, I very much welcome further              
discussion.  What I am sure of is that I’m grateful for having been able to 
reflect on this significant experience in the life of two dear friends as it 
has taught me so much, whilst at the same time opening my eyes to the 
hurt so many in our world needlessly   experience.  The film The Danish 
Girl can be seen as everyone's story at one level with a life lesson for us 
all.  The true fact of the matter is that until we become what we are 
meant to be, none of us can ever be truly happy.  High time to dissolve 
all manner of labels!      

 

©EMMY SILVIUS 2017   
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1975 was a year of great change.  It was the year I turned 12 and when I 
discovered ABBA, Doctor Who and men. 40 plus years on all three         
remain a significant part of my life. 
 

ABBA 
 

My love of ABBA is thanks to Ian “Molly” Meldrum, who made a decision 
in 1975 that changed my life. Countdown had received four promotional 
films from Sweden for the new ABBA record and Molly decided to air 
Mamma Mia. Demand to replay it was enormous so Molly convinced 
ABBA’s management and local record company to release Mamma Mia 
as a single. Mamma Mia proved the perfect choice and the rest is music 
history. 
   

I remember seeing Mamma Mia for the first time, a shining light in the 
middle of an uninteresting program.  The coordinated white costumes, 
movements, images, brilliant composition, recording, production and the 
combination of voices blew me away. It was the first song to spark my life
-long interest in Pop Music, at an age when I was forming my passions, 
obsessions and loves...  (Read more in the book BOLD) 
 

DOCTOR WHO 
 

1975 was the beginning of my second great obsession, Doctor Who.  The 
show had screened in Australia for over 10 years but hadn’t grabbed my 
attention.  Enter Tom Baker with his long multi-coloured scarf, curly hair, 
floppy hat and wild persona. The new stories and characters captivated 
me. I even knitted myself a 17 foot long scarf identical to Tom’s...  
 

HIGH SCHOOL SEXUAL AWAKENING 
 

In Primary School my best friend and I were “ladies-men” with a string of 
girlfriends.  We’d take them to the movies and in very daring moves, 
would put our arms around the girl of the day.  Back then the “innocence 
of youth” was something that remained with us much longer.  
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It’s amusing we were so popular with girls at school, considering we are 
now both gay. I guess we were doing what society expected, before our 
hormones kicked in and challenged that so called “norm”.  
  

My father was a prison warder at Maitland Gaol. It was maximum         
security, with horrific conditions, and he became an alcoholic as a result.   
Dad inspired fear, hate and low self esteem in me. I was never good 
enough for him. Without a positive male role model at that important 
time, I looked up to the Year 12 boys; the sportsmen and the smart ones.  
Halfway through the year I remember feeling a change; I not only wanted 
to be like these boys but wanted to be with them.  I didn’t understand 
my feelings and the term gay had an entirely different meaning then. I 
kept this secret through High School... 
 

ABBA FAN CLUB        
 

ABBAmania started to wane in 1981 but I thought Australia still had 
room for another ABBA Fan Club.  I contacted ABBA’s management in 
Stockholm and I received good news they were happy to put me on the 
mailing list for press releases, promo material and records.  I called the 
club ABBA – The Army!  I still have the poster they sent me for ABBA – 
The Singles, framed and displayed in our home! 
 

The black and white newsletters were typed onto a stencil and printed at 
our local church office. Artwork was done by physically cutting, pasting 
and photocopying.  Without email or websites, we had “pen friends”, 
writing long letters to share our lives.  My dearest pen friend lived near          
Melbourne, the first person I “came out” to, and I also passed on my fan 
club to him in 1983.  It was a fun time, a lot of hard work and I made 
some good friends.   
 

When I became involved in the Pentecostal Church and lost contact with 
everyone in the ABBA world, it all became past history. 
 

THE PENTECOSTAL YEARS 
 

Disillusioned by my first gay experiences and fearing how the world 
judged and rejected us in the early 1980’s, I decided I didn’t want to be 
gay.  There was little access to information or services supporting people 
struggling with their sexuality and the acronym GLBTIQ wasn’t even       
invented then.  So when an old school friend invited me to church, I     
decided to give it a go...   (Read more in the book BOLD) 
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HOMO NO-MO 
 

During these church years I went through the Exodus program, one of 
the “Ex-gay” ministries that see homosexuality as sin, evil, a disorder that 
needs to be cured... After participating in prayer groups, counselling, 
having “demons” cast out and learning how to dress and behave more 
like the “straight man” that was supposedly my true nature.; I realised 
that my deepest self had not changed, nor should it have to.  I eventually 
drifted away from the church.  No surprises there!  (Read more in BOLD) 
 

I’M COMIN’ OUT! 
 

Everyone imagines what their “coming out” will be like but what we 
imagine is usually wrong. Mine was no exception. Although I took my 
first tentative steps into the gay scene at 19 it was ten more years before 
I came out to my parents.  I always thought that Mum would accepting it  
and Dad disown me.  In my teens Dad said he would throw me out of the 
house if I turned out to be one of those homosexuals... (Read more in BOLD) 
 

TAKE A CHANCE 
 

By the end of the 1980’s, ABBA had stopped recording, Doctor Who was 
no longer in production and I realised the church didn’t have the answers 
to my life challenges.  I was a product of how others saw me, always    
eager to please. I couldn’t become who I wanted to be, or was meant to 
be, as long as I lived near Maitland...    (Read more in the book BOLD) 
 

MAMMA MIA! HERE I GO AGAIN! 
 

2001 dawned and not only did MAMMA MIA! The Musical open in     
Melbourne but, more importantly I got to meet and interview Bjorn.  It 
was the first visit to Australia by an ABBA member since 1977.  Bjorn 
came Down Under to oversee final preparations for the musical... 
   

RAINBOW NEIGHBOURS      
 

In 2012, Melbourne’s west had nowhere to meet other members of the 
GLBTI community; no venues, not even copies of the Melbourne gay 
press.  We felt isolated...    After discussions with the Council, my partner 
and I started Wyndham Rainbow Neighbours... (Read more in BOLD). 

 
Find details to purchase this book on Page 57 and at my FB page: 

 

https://www.facebook.com/avaorion/   
©MICHAEL YOUNG  2017  



 

 

Gabby Saintclaire, manager of Clairemont Resort, woke with a terrible 
feeling in the pit of her stomach, she acknowledged her gut instincts,   
always had, always will.  Her gut instincts had saved her life on many    
occasions during her 12 years in the police force.  Now that she’s retired 
she still took them extremely seriously.  On days like this she trod very 
cautiously and warned everyone around her to be careful as well.  
 

Ella Bellows was going about her normal duties as cleaner at Clairemont 
Resort.  She knocked on the door of room 261, “Housekeeping,” knock, 
knock, “Housekeeping.” Not hearing any movement, she waited a       
moment before entering the room.  Pushing her trolley into the room 
she diligently began cleaning the kitchen area.  She began by washing 
and drying the dishes on the bench and in the sink, then wiping all the 
tables in the lounge area adjoining the kitchen.  
 

The bedroom door was closed, which was not unusual, but out of      
courtesy she knocked on the door before entering.  The ghastly sight that 
lay before her took her breath away.  Blood covered the crisp, white 
sheets that once resembled a bed.  The curtain had been ripped off its 
tracks and lay across an open window.  The curtain was also riddled with 
blood, handprints screamed out against the cream coloured curtains.  
Ella could tell that someone had held the curtain as a defense         
mechanism or, maybe it was their escape route. 
 

She turned slowly to follow the trail of blood that led to the bathroom.  
Too scared to venture any further, but knowing that if someone was     
laying in the bathroom needing her help, she had better act fast.  With 
sheer trepidation she started toward the door.  For a split second she 
wondered if she was putting herself in danger, and as a second thought 
she pulled the bedside lamp from the wall socket.  Armed with that as a 
weapon she cautiously walked into the bathroom, heart pounding so 
loudly she could barely hear herself think.  As she flicked the light switch 
on she was met with the most horrific sight imaginable.   
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She instinctively let out the most horrendous scream that could be heard 
for miles. Gabby was in front reception talking to Joan the duty manager 
when they heard the scream. Scanning the faces of guests immediately 
around them, they confirmed what she had heard. Reaching for the 
phone she dialed the security room, “James, its Gabby, Reception, NOW.” 
 

Within seconds, James, the head of security, came running into front    
reception, “What is it?”  
 

“I’m not sure, James. I heard the most horrifying scream, it came from 
one of the suites in the west wing. Can you please check each room, it 
may be nothing but certainly sounded like it needs investigating.”  
 

James cautiously made his way along the west wing, knocking on each 
room door, most guests had heard the scream as well, but were too 
scared to come out of their room in fear of what was happening.  As 
James made his way around the corner, he could see some guests     
nervously standing outside their rooms.  When they spotted James, they 
motioned he come closer.  
      

“It came from that room,” a young Canadian tourist stated, “I was      
walking past the room when I heard the scream, I ran around the corner 
where you just came from, I slowed down when I realised nobody was 
following me.  I cautiously crept back to see what was happening, but 
nothing happened, nobody came out of the room.  A few minutes later 
these other guests came out to see what had happened, it was definitely 
this room,” he pointed at room 261. 
 

James asked everyone to move out of the way, he phoned security to ask 
for back up. Adam arrived within minutes; it was then that James 
knocked on the door. 
 

The guest was adamant the scream had come from this room, so once 
again James knocked on the door, “Security, is everything ok in there?” 
he leaned closer into the door to see if he could hear anything from the 
room, but alas he could not.   
 

Making sure Adam was standing with his back to the wall beside the 
door jam, James unlocked the door, “Security, I’m coming in!” He didn’t 
open it immediately, but waited a few seconds, just in case there was   
retaliation,  when  he  felt  the  situation  was  safe  enough, he opened 
the door fully and with gun poised ready for action he scanned the room.   
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The first thing he noticed was the cleaning trolley parked in the lounge 
beside the kitchen table.  Identifying the room was clear of danger, he 
was drawn to the muffled sound of crying, it was  coming from the     
bedroom, and the door was open, he cautiously made his way closer to 
the bedroom, only to be met with the sight of the blood soaked bed.  He 
then realised the crying was coming from the bathroom.   
 

He slowly turned his head around the door jam to see into the bathroom 
and it was then he saw Ella slouched over and squatting on her knees at 
the entry to the bathroom; a smashed bedside lamp lay on the floor    
beside her.  His first instinct was that she been injured but how and by 
whom? He needed to get a closer look inside the bathroom.  He           
cautiously moved with his back firmly pushed against the wall of the 
bedroom.   
 

He didn’t want to startle Ella.  He was adamant she was not aware of his 
presence, he hoped and prayed whoever was in the bathroom had not 
heard him enter.  Apart from Ella’s constant crying he could not hear a 
sound coming from the bathroom, but that didn’t for one moment mean 
there wasn’t any danger lurking within.  His 15 years of training well and 
truly prepared him for this moment.   
 

Slowly, very slowly he made his way to the bathroom door, he was close 
enough to Ella to observe she had no visible signs of harm, she must be 
in shock, he thought to himself, as he looked up he realised the mirror on 
the bedroom wall was directly in front of the bathroom door, he could 
see himself as plain as day. The trouble with that was whoever was in the 
bathroom could see him as well. He had to act quickly.  “Security, I’m 
coming in!” as he said it he quickly moved himself into the bathroom and 
scanned the room.   
 

He automatically turned back and fell to his knees in front of Ella; he 
looked directly in her eyes and asked if she was hurt.  He knew from her 
face she was in shock, she didn’t see or hear him.  He scooped her up off 
the floor and carried her into the lounge, as he lay her down on the sofa, 
he asked Adam to call an ambulance.  As he did that he closed the     
bedroom door. 
 

©VICKI WILLIAMS 2017  
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AUTHOR PROFILES 

Memory of Your Life is a step-by-step workbook designed to share your 
life stories with loved ones. 

 

 Take a walk down memory lane and leave your memories,  wisdom and  requests 
on paper for those dearest to you.  Your life story is your greatest   legacy.  Share it 

now and impact those you love with the ultimate gift-your life story. 
 

 This simple, easy-to-use workbook gently guides you through life’s most             
important memories and helps you record and share them in fine detail with poise, 

passion and purpose.  It also gives you opportunity to write anything left unsaid 
and give insight into the real you. 

 

 Stored memories achieve so little, but shared memories last  forever. 
 

Pass on your life stories and keep them alive for generations. 
 

 Time limits all of us but our life message can be timeless. 
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Writing has always been a passion for Vicki, but it was not until she    
entered a challenge to write a book in 40 hours that her career as an 
author took off. 

 

In her first book ‘Trust The Universe’ she battled her 
fears as she gave her reader fundamental principles to 
use in everyday life but when used in business they have 
the potential to open up amazing opportunities. 
 

Her second book ‘Memory of Your Life’ is a beautifully             
presented, easy to use step-by-step guide to writing the 
story of your life.  Leaving a legacy to be cherished for all 
time. 
 

Her third book, ‘Deadly Deception’, was her first attempt 
at mystery. A series set in Clairemont Island. Key        
characters race against time to solve a murder before a 
cyclone destroys potential clues. 
 

Vicki is about half way through writing the second to the     
Clairemont Island mystery series.  ‘A Deathly Shade of 
Passion’ is about a photo shoot that goes horribly wrong.  
It’s full of sex, drugs, ego, deception and vengeance. 
 

Vicki also facilitates the Wyndham Writing Groups 1 & 2.  She gives    
generously of her time, knowledge and experience in becoming a     
published author. 

 

VICKI WILLIAMS 

Please visit my website:   www.vickiwilliamsauthor.com.au  

or follow me on Facebook:   www.facebook.com/vickiwilliamsauthor 
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AUTHOR PROFILES 

BOLD can be purchased from: 
RAG AND BONE MAN PRESS 

http://www.ragandboneman.org/store/ 

The full version of  
 

ABBA,  
DR WHO  
& MEN  

 

coming soon! 
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Michael has been writing and creating since his teens but never took his 
gift seriously, always his own worst critic.  Since meeting inspiring     
people like Vicki Williams, he has learned so much and realised that he 

really can write well.  He even loves proofreading and      
editing the work of other writers too. 
 

Michael was part way through writing his memoir called 
“ABBA, DR WHO & MEN” when he was invited to            
contribute an edited version to a wonderful publishing 
company in Queensland, RAG & BONE MAN PRESS, who 
published it in their anthology BOLD in 2015.  One of       
Michael’s most exciting days was when he held that book 
for the first time. 
 

Through Vicki’s ‘Wyndham Writing Group’ he has now  
written a variety of fiction and poetry which is previewed in 
this anthology you are reading.   
 

Most importantly he is now working on his first novel, a 
very exciting journey for him.   

 
You can follow his progress and the work of others at his FB page:    

https://www.facebook.com/avaorion/ 
Or email:  michaelyoung3030@gmail.com 

 

MICHAEL YOUNG 

Follow me at:  

   https://www.facebook.com/avaorion/   



 

 

AUTHOR PROFILES/TESTIMONIALS 
He only came for the tea and biscuits, oh and to       
support his friends at the launch of WWG. 
 

The facilitator strongly encouraged him to participate 
in a writing exercise before he could even dunk his first 
bickie.  After reluctantly agreeing, he was surprised at 
the untapped creativity that flowed forward.   
 

Now there’s no stopping this soon to be published    
author. 

Emmy Silvius had written quite a bit of poetry when 
young and has recently taken it up again.  She has 
many years experience writing articles relating to faith 
and spirituality which often include personal reflection. 
 

Emmy also loves photographing the Australian flora 
and fauna and has a website showcasing some of her 
work:                                         http://oznatureshots.com  
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TESTIMONIAL:        The window to my creative mind was opened by attending 
this writing group.  I was inspired, motivated and found a new, exciting          
experience that has lit up my life!                DAVID GOLDON 2017      

TESTIMONIAL:        Vicki’s enthusiasm for writing is contagious.  Not only does 
she provide the tools and knowledge, she also supports and encourages us in 
whatever stage we’re at.  Being able to contact Vicki in between sessions is 
also helpful for me as she has a real knack of ensuring that any blockages   
hindering my progress disappear.   Her motto: “Just Write” works well!     
                               EMMY SILVIUS 2017 

TESTIMONIAL:      This writing group helped me look at things in a different 
way and to understand stories better.                SUZANNE BUTLER 2017 

TESTIMONIAL:      Vicki and her Wyndham Writing Group have changed my 
life... literally.  My future has a new bright, creative path that I had overlooked 
for too many years.  Thank you!   Freedom ... at last!    MICHAEL YOUNG 2017 

DAVID GOLDON 

EMMY SILVIUS 
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The Wyndham Writing Group  is for beginners or those 
who have a concept of writing but unsure of the other 
processes that enable a writer to become published. 

If you've got a story lurking deep within... 

If you've dreamed of being published... 

If you want to help others achieve their writing dreams 
or welcome the help of others to achieve yours... 

You are welcome to join us. 

This group encourages like-minded people to openly 
and without judgement discuss their writing issues and 
achievements as well as learn proven techniques that 

will assist in their writing projects.  

This workshop meets 2nd Sunday of every month  
9am - 12noon. 

To book your place at the next workshop  
contact Vicki Williams: 

 

vicki@vickiwilliamsauthor.com.au  


