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Rules of Engagement
By Colin Herring, Centro

For nine days the platoon had been deployed on recon tasks trudging through sweltering subtropical 
rainforest, and even though it was mid-summer a canopy of butressing treetops blocked out most 
of the sun’s rays. Below, the earth was littered with a carpet of putrid rotting plant vegatation that 
supported many forms and sizes of crawling and ghostly life while at night luminous moss glittered 
eerily. The soldiers were being supplied by air and searched for many hours before each delivery in 
order to locate an opening in the tree canopy. Their last drop missed the gap and the simple parachute 
was badly gashed on high branches. Hurtling groundwards the storepedo with little now to control 
its decent speared into the forest floor. Rushing forward to retrieve their supplies the recovery team 
discovered tin cans concertinaed into each other with their contents now blended into lumps of gooey 
mess, formed when water containers had also ruptured.

After force feeding themselves on what could be salvaged before the harsh environment turned now 
opened meals rancid the area was quickly vacated. Two days later, the platoon was ordered to RV for 
a short and necessary ‘make and mend’. At 1215 hours the rest area was reached where a mobile bath 
section had erected a wieldy iron pipe structure supporting twelve shower heads, these fed by water 
from a trailer pumped through a wood fired boiler. And perched atop on this overhead assembley was 
the section leader WO2 Snow using it as a catwalk from where he directed troops who had shed their 
putrid uniforms and other clothing to stand below a shower head whilst he instructed his crew in their 
duties.

‘Water on’ bellowed Snow and showerheads came alive with gloriously tepid jets of wetness, while 
Snow carefully timed the duration of the flow to conserve his scant water supply. ‘Water off, soap up’ 
was Snow’s next command and glittering wet bodies became streaky white figures of lather. ‘Water on, 
rinse off’ and days of liquid grime fell through toes onto earth to puddle below beneath duckboards; 
that was until Snow adhering to his strict time schedule ordered the maintap off. ‘Move out’ was 
Snow’s final direction and as those that had showered turned to depart there was an interruption to the 
proceedings. ‘I say sar major’ voiced a short, stocky infanteer ‘I need more water my hair is still full of 
soap’.

With emphasis this time, Snow again demanded immediate exit but was met with the same insistent 
voice arguing for more water. As many eyes watched, Snow siddled across the overhead walkway 
impeded somewhat by his swagger stick to position himself menacingly above the antagonist who 
displayed no sign of fear. Again the insistence for more water was repeated. Swish, Snow’s cane 
struck bare buttocks in support of his further order to depart and when the only reaction was a startled 
yelp a second, more determined stroke saw all twelve nude dripping bodies scatter barefooted in the 
direction of their unit lines seeking immediate saftey and where towels, fresh uniforms and underwear 
awaited them.

As Snow proceeded to call forward the next group to shower many eyes still focused on earlier events. 
They noted our adversary was now surrounded by several assistants who were helping him dress 
including the threading of majors badges of rank through epetettes, an infantry company commander 
no less. Some among the onlookers smirked while others more knowingly recognised a grave situation.  
For many more hours Snow and his section slaved at their task before dismantling the shower facility
in readiness for transportation to their next location. However, before he could leave WO2 Snow was 
advised of a pending investigation being that of ‘assaulting a commissioned officer’.
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Before the establishment of a Disciplinary Board Snow had engaged council and when the charge was 
argued Snow’s defence quickly pointed out that in such cases the prosecution must prove the defendant 
knew or could reasonably be expected to have known that the soldier he struck was a commissioned 
officer otherwise the matter became, and should be viewed as, a disagreement between two non-
commissioned soldiers. Was Snow aware that the bare flesh he struck in the heat of the moment 
after many strenuous hours of labour was that of an officer? Do the bare buttocks of commissioned 
officers differ notably in shape, size or colour from those among the non-commissioned ranks? Had 
fewer onlookers witnessed the event then possibly Snow’s defence could have successfully argued 
for a lenient sentence rather than a reduction in rank or discharge that were the Disciplinary Boards 
demanded options.

So, after many years of dedicated service we say goodbye to ex WO2 Snow as he renounces the Army 
to seek a civilian occupation for better or for worse.
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Memory
By Barbara Dennis, Carine

BRRING-BRRING; BRRING-BRRING; BRRING-BRRING. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Dennis? It’s Mrs. Wright here - from Augusta St. I just wondered – is your mother with you, dear?”

“Yes,” says my mother, puzzled, “but she’s having her afternoon rest.”

“Oh. Oh, that’s…yes…it’s just – I’ve seen an elderly woman walking past my house in a blue dressing 
gown – and singing…”

My mother’s heart lurches. “Which direction is she going in? …thank you…thank you!”

She dashes out of the front door and heads towards Augusta St. It is a challenge; in spite of being 
well into her 80’s, my grandmother is ‘spry’, as she would put it, but my frantic mother finally catches 
her. What her neighbour hadn’t had a chance to tell her was that my grandmother, as well as the blue 
dressing gown, is wearing a wide-brimmed black velvet hat, and clutching her handbag. Dressed for 
travel.

“I have to get back to Crystal Brook” says my grandmother.

***

She had grown up in Crystal Brook (a misnomer if ever there was one) - a dry, dusty country town 
130 miles north of Adelaide. One of five surviving children, she was christened Annie Elizabeth, but 
because she was the youngest, and physically small, they always called her Nina, Little One, (they 
pronounced it to rhyme with ‘nine’).

                                                   Old Nina Abell
                                                   Sat on the table,
                                                   The table broke
                                                   And gave her a poke…

In spite of her small size she inherited a powerful contralto singing voice; her father called her 
affectionately ‘The Young Bass’. They were a church-going family, so Nina had a large repertoire of 
hymns, but also a favourite, highly dramatic song, which went –

                                                     Goodbye forever!
                                                     Goodbye forever!
                                                     Goodbye! Goodbye!
                                                     Goodbye! Goodbye!

She went to dances in a black lace dress with cream satin sleeves, and to picnics in high-necked, long-
sleeved blouses and skirts – all of course with built-in bone corsets!

She had an enthusiasm for poetry (‘The Wreck of the Hesperus!’) and Shakespeare (well, phrases, and 
names at least). All this she remembered vividly.

But she had entirely forgotten her adult life in the town of Clare, where she had moved for marriage and 
three children; nor did she remember her house there, four rooms solidly built of stone, and a kitchen
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made of tin at the back, with no running water and a large wood stove, on which she made delicious 
food, cakes, and jams. And of course, a “dunny” halfway down the garden!

She had even forgotten my grandfather, whom she had loved dearly, and who had planted for her a 
marvellous garden of flowers, fruit trees, vegetables and an (unfashionable) “native patch”. He had 
died in our house, in the very same room that she now occupied.   

But one day, as I sat with her in our garden, she told me that she had never married or had any children. 
Curious, I asked tentatively “Who do you think my mother is?”

Quick as a flash she replied “Elsie Maynard, of course!”       

? ?                      

***

The time that she lived with us was a time before dementia was discussed publicly. People didn’t know 
what it was – thought it was a normal part of ageing -  you just had to deal with it.

The older she grew, the younger she became. Two-year-old tantrums made their appearance, as she 
kicked and screamed on the floor in her blue dressing gown. And we had to put a chain and padlock 
on the gate, to prevent more escapes. It didn’t do much for my social life, but we knew that if she went 
into the street she would have no idea where she was - or even who she was in any practical sense.

And so she lived into her nineties; her body well, but her mind betrayed.

We cure so many illnesses now, almost miraculously; but we cannot find a healing for a mind that has 
lost its way. 

***

After her death at 93, I found myself imagining her walking another-world road, in her blue dressing 
gown and black velvet hat, going home to Crystal Brook. And singing. Goodbye. Forever.
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Grandmere Goes to School
By Pamela Newman, Murdoch

Even at the tender age of four, young Jacques had acquired not only the ability to read but an advanced 
state of logic due to an uncluttered mind which was denied by his ‘beloved Grandmere’. Exasperation 
and the usual inability to control her feelings had not yet rendered him unable to use his innate common 
sense and self-control was something not yet sacrificed to the passion of the moment. 

The young salesman had ignored every effort Grandmere had made to attract his attention. The obvious 
clearing of the throat, deposition of the handbag firmly on the counter, sudden effort to exercise patience 
accompanied by the inevitable audible sighs, had all achieved futility and thunder and lightning were 
about to descend.

Almost as if the small child had sensed his Grandmere’s frustration and could anticipate the approaching 
storm he ventured a statement that initially hurried the storm further, “Grandmere, he will serve you if 
you go around there” – indicating the opposite place to where they presently stood. Grandmere was 
incandescent, questioning the necessity of having to move. “Why should I do that Jacques?” she 
fumed. 

His response achieved instant diffusion of the situation. Above her head was a sign clearly visible 
to all (but only to those prepared to see). It read ‘Customers please stand on the other side of the 
counter’.  Grandmere was cowed and accepted the veiled reprimand which her grandson had issued. 
She meekly followed the small boy to the correct place and achieved her desire.

The day had begun as usual with Grandmere arriving at the home Jacques shared with his father, 
mother and older sister, who was already at school. The mutual pleasure shared by the small boy and 
elderly lady was palpable as both anticipated the enjoyment to be had in the forth coming excursion.

An uneventful journey was expected as Grandmere had travelled the route several times. However, 
the opportunity for animated conversation usually denied her ensured that the necessary level 
of concentration was somewhat lacking. Not in her driving ability but in the required perception 
of navigation. In other words, Jacques’ beloved Grandmere had no idea where she was. A voice 
interrupted her bewildered mind. “Grandmere, we have passed the street some time ago.”

Reserving her admonishment for the car and using a decidedly circuitous route, Grandmere eventually 
arrived at the designated place and only time had been sacrificed to the journey. The visit to the 
aforementioned counter and the satisfaction achieved ensured that the remainder of the morning was 
spend in absolute pleasure – Jacques could attest to that as his ‘beloved Grandmere’ had bought him 
an ice cream. 
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What’s Australia?
By Vanda Thompson, Centro

Penny:  What’s Australia?

Daisy:  It’s a place

Penny: Oh! Is this Australia?

Daisy:  No, this is England.

Penny: Oh!  So, why are they talking about Australia?

Daisy: Remember when that kid was here?

Penny: Yes.

Daisy: Well, it was from Australia.

Penny: Oh!  They called that kid— a baby. I liked it, it, smelt nice!

Daisy: Not always

Penny: I liked lying next to it on the floor on its blanket, snuggling.

Daisy: Trust you.  You don’t happen to remember, do you, that they gave it my name?

Penny: Why?

Daisy: Because they wanted it for that kid. They rang from Australia and said you’ll have to change the 

cat’s name because we’re calling the baby Sophie.

Penny: So don’t you like being called Daisy?

Daisy: No, I do not! My name is Sophie. It’s been changed once before. Remember, I told you about 

that horrible family I used to live with. 

Penny: They didn’t take my name.

Daisy: No, they didn’t want yours. They wanted mine.

Penny: I think my name is nice.

Daisy: Well, lucky you that they didn’t want it. 

Penny: So why are they talking about Australia?

Daisy: They want to go to Australia to be with that kid. You have noticed that it’s not here now, no cot, 

no pram, no bottles?

Penny: Of course, I was really sad when it went.

Daisy: I wasn’t.

Penny: Do you think Grandma and Arnie will go to Australia?

Daisy: Who knows—they keep filling in loads of forms and going to Manchester to talk about going.

Penny: Will we go to Australia?

Daisy: That’s the first good question you’ve asked so far. And my answer is I do not want to go to 

Australia I like it here.

Penny: So do I. I like our fishes and our big garden and our bed and our dishes and the cottage. And 

I like Arnie. Grandma is alright, but she’s not a cat person. She does feed us though and washes our 

bed covers and dishes, but Arnie cuddles and brushes us—especially you. I think you are his favourite.

Daisy: I think he likes us both! They are going to Manchester again. We’ll have to listen in to see what 

they say when they get back. You try to stay awake!
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Penny: Well, have you heard anything?
Daisy: Yes! They are waiting for papers or something. Australia says they don’t want teachers so they 
may not get permission to go. So that’s promising!
Penny: Grandma said they want bricklayers and hairdressers in Australia. She said they’d have to take 
a crash course.
Daisy: Oh no! The postie’s brought a letter about Australia. It says they can all go.
That’s Jacky and Brian and Rachael as well. So, four teachers!
Penny: Have they said anything about us yet? 
Daisy: Well a teacher from Grandma’s school said she wants us. She thinks we are pretty. But Arnie 
said definitely no—we will take them with us to Australia.
Penny: So are we going to Australia? 
Daisy: Looks like! 
Penny: But we are English cats!
Daisy: Tough!                                                                                                              
Penny: Will we like it?
Daisy: You sure ask some dopey questions— of course we won’t like it
Penny: Oh!  I heard them saying we’d have to go on an aeroplane by ourselves. What does that mean?
Daisy: Go figure! It means that we will have to go without Arnie and Grandma.
Penny: They were talking about vets and crates. I don’t like the sound of that.
Daisy: Who would? Keep your ears open when they are having their tea that’s when they talk a lot.
Penny: Have you heard anything? 
Daisy: Yes, a man is coming next week. He is going to put us in a big crate with our names on the side. 
He is going to put a wire wall in the middle to sort of separate us.
Penny: Will I be able to snack? 
Daisy: No, you are old enough to stop that anyway.
Penny: But I like to!
Daisy: A word of warning.  Do not scratch when we are in that crate because the man said if we escape 
he will have to kill us.
Penny: I won’t scratch!

Following week:  Men in a large truck. 

“OK Missus, where are these cats? We better come inside so they don’t bolt.”
“Come on chicks,” said Arnie, “in this crate you go. I’m sorry about this, but we will come for you as 
soon as we can.  At least you are together and you can touch each other, a bit. Look after Pen Soph’s/
Dais— we’ll see you soon.”
“Ok Joe, in the truck with them, Singapore flight from Manchester, then Perth Australia, then Byford - 
that’s the quarantine place - poor little sods! Two pom cats on their way down under!”  
“Daisy and Penny, which is which? I think the long-haired one is Penny.”
Penny:  Oh no! I hope Mum didn’t hear them say that! 
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Apple Picking
By Christa Holler, Mandurah

Some years ago my husband and I travelled with our Jeep and caravan for three years in and around 
Australia. While in Victoria, we spent some time in the apple picking areas of Bright, Porepunkah and 
Stanley. These towns are nestled in the shadows of the Australian Alps. On one of those days, we 
visited Lake Catani on the plateau of Mt. Hotham. Along with a million or so flies, we also met a friendly 
couple from Queensland. They told us that they came each year for the fruit picking season and were 
well paid too. Listening to them it sounded like a lot of fun and the money would have been handy as 
well. I became quite enthusiastic about it all and eventually managed to talk my husband into picking 
apples.

With lingering reluctance my husband came along so I could speak to the various owners of apple 
trees about taking on this crash-hot pair from WA who, admittedly, had never picked fruit in their lives. 
My husband’s eyebrows shot up when I claimed we were ready to strip apple trees in record time (or 
something like that!). Porepunkah already had its share of experienced fruit pickers but suggested 
we try Stanley, a town not far away. This I did with a most adverse husband in tow. No doubt he was 
hoping we would not find anything but through luck, or perhaps misfortune, I found a job and before 
we knew it we were picking apples.

The first problem with picking apples was that I had to get up very early. I for one loved sleeping in but 
suddenly there was this annoying alarm clock waking me at 6.30am. Over the years friends had been 
trying to convince me that the early mornings were the best time of the day. While still working I had to 
wake up early but never liked doing so. Don’t ask why I suddenly thought I could manage rising at the 
crack of dawn without difficulty. My husband had no problems with it and quite enjoyed my long face. 
He most likely considered it retribution for talking him into picking apples.

The theory of apple picking sounds simple. You reach up, twist the apple off the branch and place it 
into the pouch strapped around your waist. Unfortunately, the reality turned out to be rather different. 
Apples grow not only on lower branches but also quite high up and tall ladders had to be used. I 
sometimes went up but mostly it was my poor husband who did the honours. I usually picked the lower 
branches but being only 5ft tall and weighing just 50kg, I faced a number of additional problems.

Having filled my pouch to the top I staggered around as if I was carrying an elephant. I did contrive to 
climb onto the platform between the two containers but only with great difficulty. When I succeeded, I 
could barely lift the heavy pouch over the rim of the containers. Luckily, the owner of the orchard had 
anticipated my problem and turned up with various sizes of crates. This enabled me to access the 
platform with relative ease and another low crate between the containers helped immensely.

Between us we managed to fill four containers in eight hours during the first day. With scratches 
all over our bodies and hurting muscles we did not even know we possessed, we took ourselves 
wearily back to the van. All in all we were quite proud of ourselves. We discovered the next day that 
one experienced picker in the rows not far from us, picked eight containers in less than eight hours.
ourselves. We discovered the next day that one experienced picker in the rows not far from us, picked 
eight containers in less than eight hours. 

We picked apples for five days before I sheepishly admitted to the owner that I had enough. He very 
kindly packed our bags full with apples and said he was surprised I had lasted as long as I did, before 
wishing us a good trip. My husband has also forgiven me but   has   been acting   strange   ever   since. 
Every time we passed another orchard he looked at me and said: “Don’t even think about it!”
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Chandada
By Judith Montgomerie, Centro

Chandada was the centre for a small wheat and sheep farming community on the far west of Eyre 
Peninsula in South Australia, inland from Streaky Bay. There was a general store, a community hall, a 
football oval, and a one-teacher school with thirty-five students. The corrugated iron hall also served as 
church for all denominations on Sundays; some every week and others on alternate weeks. Our service 
followed the Catholic one, and as we waited, my father warned me not to go too close because I might 
be turned into a crocodile!   

During the winter, football was something that drew the community together and everyone turned out 
to barrack for the local team, have dinner (or tea as we called it then) in the supper room at the rear 
of the hall, then stay on for the dance. There weren’t enough local lads to make up a footy team so 
ours was actually a combined team with folk from a neighbouring district which was even smaller than 
Chandada. “Calca-Chandada” was a force to be reckoned with!

A highlight during the year was the Strawberry Fete where strawberries were sent from Adelaide, a 
twelve-hour journey on the bus. Ice cream arrived too in huge padded containers packed with dry 
ice but I’m not sure where that came from.  It was a real treat to have “bought ice cream” as we only 
had home-made – that is after we had installed a kerosene fridge with a tiny section at the top that 
contained metal ice cream trays. We queued to reach the long tables at the front of the hall where the 
ladies served strawberries onto saucers and placed a round scoop of ice cream on top. Everyone 
milked cows so they obviously served cream too. From memory, a serve might have cost around 
sixpence and I was probably given a shilling to spend which would have been enough for strawberries 
and a lucky dip. I won a box of chocolates in a lucky dip once, and bit into each one to see which were 
soft or hard. Unknown to my mother, I took them to school and offered them to the teacher who politely 
took one.

The most exciting event of the year was the Christmas Tree, also held in the hall. One of the dads would 
cut a huge pine tree and when we arrived on the night it would all be decorated with streamers, tinsel 
and borbles. I don’t think there would have been lights as there was only a 240v lighting plant – no-one 
would have had Christmas lights. There were streamers decorating the hall and we would be so excited 
knowing that Father Christmas was on his way.

When it was dark, some of the dads took a truck a mile down the road to the oval where Father 
Christmas would be arriving in his sleigh, and we kids formed two lines either side of the front door.   
When he arrived on the back of the truck we sang jingle bells as loudly as we could to welcome the 
old gentleman and followed him as he carried his fully laden sack into the hall. He had presents with 
everyone’s name on them, and we eagerly awaited ours to be called. I was always a bit frightened of 
Father Christmas and just said thank you when I was handed my present and ran back to Mum. 

In later years it was up to the older kids to keep the myth alive by not spilling the beans for the sake of 
the little ones. It was always a challenge to work out who Father Christmas really was. I was amazed 
too, to discover that it wasn’t Father Christmas who supplied the presents, but a committee of parents 
who would send a list of names and ages to a place in Adelaide where gifts were selected to match 
and despatched on the bus to Chandada. Fancy that!
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1950s Christmas on the Farm
By Judith Montgomerie, Centro

I don’t remember many Christmases when I was young that weren’t spent on the farm. It was hot and 
there was always a race to finish harvest before Christmas. A heat haze shimmered on the flat down 
towards the sheep yards and jays stood in the shade with their wings slightly lifted and they made a 
continuous kind of low throaty sound that I can’t describe. In the evenings as the sun set there would 
always be galahs going home to roost and today this sound always takes me back to that carefree 
childhood. I love galahs. 

The times I remember most were the ones when Dad’s two cousins and their families came from 
Adelaide and camped under the trees next to our front gate. There were two couples and they each 
had two children around about my age, but they were city kids and although we got on together, they 
hated the isolation, the heat, the flies, but most of all they missed being able to swim each day which is 
what they would have been doing if they were home. I don’t know how the adults managed the twelve 
to fourteen-hour drive from Adelaide with kids moaning about the heat and wanting to know when they 
were going to get there. However, they did it for several years.

If Dad was still finishing off the harvest the men would go out with him to the paddock and help where 
they could, perhaps sewing up the wheat bags or loading them onto the truck. At lunch time Mum 
and the ladies would drive to the paddock where they were working and take cold meat sandwiches, 
rock buns and a billy of tea. I used to love going out with Dad on the tractor and I couldn’t understand 
why these city kids weren’t as enthusiastic. Mostly they used to read comics and laze about on their 
stretchers in the shade of the trees near their tents. I used to think, “how on earth anyone could enjoy 
their holidays just doing that.”

I thought it was great having them there because they had guns and we would have competitions 
shooting targets and at night we would go out spotlighting and shoot rabbits, foxes and kangaroos.   
Dad had a 22 that we would normally use but it was more exciting when they were there as they had 
shot guns and rifles with telescopic sights.

The men would come in from work when the sun went down, and they would enjoy a beer or three 
outside on the verandah. Uncle Ken usually had one too many, but he was funny and would have us all 
in stitches with his stories, and all without four-letter words which I don’t think were invented then! But 
if they were, they were never used in the company of women and children. He was involved with the 
Port Adelaide Caledonian Society and he would always talk about “his little band” and how marvellous 
they were. In later years their oldest daughter, June, brought her boyfriend with her and he was in this 
wonderful band, so we had our very own “lone piper” in the evenings.

Dad would cut a pine tree for the lounge room that would be decorated with stars and streamers and 
we kids would wake up at some ungodly hour on Christmas morning and attack the presents. None 
of this waiting for everyone else to wake up like they do nowadays. Ross got goggles and snorkel one 
year, and spent a lot of time with his head in a bucket of water, trying them out!

I don’t know how Mum did it, but she would cook a turkey with all the trimmings, pudding with sixpences, 
etc. for the whole lot of us – and all in a Metters wood-fired stove. Then we would sit down to eat in 
what would have been by then, a kitchen almost as hot at the oven itself. There were no electric fans 
or air conditioners in those days. While we were eating our desert, Uncle Ken would walk around the 
table behind the kids’ chairs and distract us so he could poke a two bob piece into our puddings. We 
thought it was hilarious and it didn’t occur to anyone that it wasn’t hygienic, but no-one suffered any ill 
effects.
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Kindness
By Liane Davies, Centro

Years ago, I heard a story that I found inspiring:

A woman in a red car stops at the polling booth on Sydney Harbour bridge and says to the attendant 
“I would like to pay for myself and the next five cars after me”. She continued with a smile and the 
collector said to the next five drivers that “the lady ahead has paid for you, have a lovely day!”

My mother had a magnet on her fridge that said “Practice random kindnesses and senseless acts of 
duty every day”. My idea is if you think there should be any kindness done, do it randomly. Kindness 
builds on itself as much as violence does, and the message spreads. A passer-by may drop a coin 
into strangers almost expired meter, a neighbour with a mop and bucket may descend on a rundown 
house and clean it while the elderly owner looks on amazed, a man plants daffodil bulbs on a roadway 
clearance, a concerned citizen collects litter on streets, a student scrubs graffiti off a park bench. 

It can be a positive anarchy, a gentle disorder, a sweet disturbance. It is said you cannot ever smile 
without cheering yourself up and likewise you cannot commit an act of kindness or beauty without 
feeling your troubles have been lightened because the world is a slightly better place.

Goodness begins slowly with a single act. If you were one of those people who had had your bridge 
toll paid, who knows what you have been inspired to do for someone else?! You cannot be a recipient 
without feeling a pleasant jolt.

In this village of ours many of us can do one act of kindness a week for someone who can’t repay you:  
a lift to a medical appointment, shopping, a short visit with a magazine, making cheese biscuits(!), an 
invitation to have a cup of tea together. 

Kindness begins with a single act. Let it be yours.

Between us we managed to fill four containers in eight hours during the first day. With scratches all over 
our bodies and hurting muscles we did not even know we possessed, we took ourselves wearily back 
to the van. All in all we were quite proud of ourselves. We discovered the next day that one experienced 
picker in the rows not far from us, picked eight containers in less than eight hours.
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Melting Moments
By Marilyn Hamilton, Carine

We were having a short break on Rottnest Island - beautiful autumnal weather - as the sun was about 
to set, stringy clouds clung to the western horizon, I reached for my first gin and tonic of the day. 

“The ISS is due to rise at 6.42” the utterance came from a rugged but charming looking man in his 
sixties, deep chested well-muscled with close cropped receding hair. Dopey chat up line I thought but 
here goes, “Pardon”. He informed me that the International Space Station would appear in the North 
West sky, hurtle above us and disappear into the South East, a spectacle lasting only five minutes and 
not to be missed.

Ho-hum, he told me a lot about himself and bought another drink, the sun had set, the stringy clouds 
had turned crimson, and Venus was visible in the western sky, the Roman goddess of love, beauty, 
desire, sex, fertility, prosperity and victory. Forget about fertility, but I was feeling a little light headed, 
was it the third G & T on an empty stomach or just the sheer beauty of it all? My new companion was 
an amateur astronomer and new car salesman (damn it I had just bought a new Toyota 86).

He clutched my hand, and pointed “one minute to go watch the horizon” he started the Cape Canaveral 
countdown, ten, nine etc. And there it appeared a manmade object moving so fast, reflecting the sun, 
with human beings inside it, looking down at us as we looked up at them. Mitchell (has a nice ring to 
it) told me it was travelling at 27,600 kmh, Wow! I had a speeding ticket last week doing 110 in a 100 
zone. To put it in another context the ISS circumnavigated the earth every 92 minutes, what would 
Captain Cook have thought of that?

No need for you to know any more about that evening, but when I got back to Perth I read an article 
from an ISS astronaut, how he looked down on earth and saw its absolute beauty from above (maybe 
a bit like Mitch that night). The blues and greens, white of the poles, even destructive cyclones looked 
wondrous from a distance, and those swirling clouds making pretty pictures to hang on your walls.

I thought that from above he would look down, God like, and see where Homosapiens came out of 
Africa 200,000 years ago, track their progression North and East. Everyone living today can trace their 
DNA back to mitochondrial eve 170,000 years ago, we are all related and you know how annoying 
rellies can be. From that tentative beginning, we now have 7.5 billion Earthlings and if you look really 
close, it’s not a pretty sight (do you have to have the light on Mitch?). Looking at Venus that evening 
on Rottnest Island, it was romantic, our ancient ancestors giving it divine qualities, but in reality an 
unhospitable place with temperatures of 470 degrees (I get hot and bothered at 35 degrees) with 
mainly a carbon dioxide atmosphere, something we are trying, half heartedly to avoid. And that sunset, 
one day the Sun will burn our planet and dissolve it, in the meantime, we are choking it with plastic, 
filling the air with toxic fumes, at war with each other, destroying the flora and fauna, while viruses 
multiply as molten bitcoin melts the glaciers.

I rang Mitch, “two weeks at El Questro sounds great, let’s make the most of it while we can, forget 
about the ISS, and just gaze at the stars in my eyes”.
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Recollections
By Rita Hewitson-Cowan, Mandurah

My story begins at the end of 1945, I have strong memories of the mothers 
having to cope! Their menfolk still not home from the war. These ladies held 
the fort and raised their children on tiny rations, as shown above! Today 
2018, I observe young mothers coping and I wonder how they would have 
coped with no pensions, little work and clothing coupons?

As a product of the war years, I confess I am very frugal but not stingy! 
Giving my time freely teaching art and computers in our village. However, 
I cannot for the life of me spend on labels and fine shoes. Although well 
dressed, looking fit and well, I must confess I am still mentally confined by 
the wartime existence! Definitely not a “throwaway society” back then. 

Another throwback is the word “test” - as children we were made emotionally afraid of not doing well 
in school tests. Now at 81, it necessitates me having my driving reviewed, that’s fine with me until they 
send me the notification of my Driving test! Why do they not re-brand it “my driving assessment”. That 
other word still sends me into shivers all these years later! 

The mind is a wonderful thing, it holds on to fear, happiness, loneliness and learning. I once had a 
breakdown due to the loss of my husband. This left me here with no family support, I refused pills and 
potions.  Valuing my brain and not wishing to risk changes from medication, it was my choice to try 
to do without. It took several years before I became strong again, spurred on by my responsibilities. It 
was a huge struggle especially with no one to confide in! My children became independent and settled 
into relationships but no children came from these partnerships. My children love life and spending, so 
different from my way of living. Of course, times have changed, and they had well paid jobs. They had 
money to spend and that was a good outcome after all my years of struggles!

It was my turn now and after making a decision to be a ‘Villager” I moved to Greenfields from the 
northern suburbs. That was three years ago! I must confess that being used to managing by myself, it 
was difficult to settle. Couples settle better I feel! With the managers permission I started a friendship 
group on the weekends, which helps fill in the time.

I recently wrote my life story which is now at the printers. This was my first attempt to put my personal 
history to paper. Editing and proof-reading was much harder than actually writing the story, but it is 
now to be a book for eternity. I keep looking out for the parcel carrier, so exciting! I never imagined 
how my life would turn out back in those war years, sometimes it is hard to believe! From the time my 
family migrated, firstly in 1966 to today in 2018 so much has changed and so many adventures have 
come to pass.  

Looking back over my time as a migrant and the outcome after the death of my husband Gordon, 
fills me with amazement. Going back as a young widow to be amongst family and friends in the UK. 
Personally, I wanted to stay there. However, my three wanted to come back to Perth, so packing our 
suitcases we returned. Arriving back in 1971 with my brood, three suitcases and only $40 in my purse, 
we really struggled. I was so glad I learned to be frugal back in the day, because we made it! I now 
have my unit in Greenfields and three grown up children whom I put through University. I know I could 
not have achieved that back in blighty (UK), so thank you Australia for allowing me to answer the call 
to be a Ten Pound P O M. 
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The Decision?!
By Shirley Zazula, Murdoch

Richard watched the girl as she mingled with the guests, stopping occasionally to speak to this one 
and that. She was not a beauty, the word attractive would be more appropriate. He watched as she 
approached them, extending her hands to his companion.  “Uncle Harry, how delightful to see you,” 
she exclaimed, as she planted a brief kiss on his ruddy cheek.

“Hilary, allow me to introduce Richard Hart.” She extended a well-manicured hand to Richard.

“Pleased to meet you Miss Hilary.” Richard held her hand lightly, inclined his head, then excused 
himself and moved away.

Later as he stood appraising the picture on the wall a voice murmured in his ear. “You are interested 
in art, Mr Hart?”

Without turning he replied, “Yes, but I much prefer other artists, whose characters are more flesh and 
blood alive. I’m afraid I find this picture rather cold and lifeless.” And so saying, he moved away.

Why was he here, Richard wondered. He had never heard of this artist, although the invitation to the 
gallery opening and exhibition had described him as “brilliant, the next Picasso, etc.”. Hell, he didn’t 
even like Picasso.

“More to your taste, Mr Hart?” said a familiar voice.

“Far from it, I think this young man has a troubled mind.” 

Later as Richard made his way to the exit, he saw Hilary with a tall distinguished looking man who was 
holding her arm lightly, inclining his head toward her, and obviously saying something amusing, as 
Hilary was laughing lightly, her eyes sparkling. Richard felt a stab of envy as he watched them. Don’t 
be such a fool he told himself, you hardly know her.

***

Several weeks later the phone rang in Richard’s study, where he was studying some legal papers. It 
was Harry Ryder, Hilary’s uncle.

“Richard, it’s time you stopped studying those dusty tomes, got out of the house and some fresh air 
into your lungs. I’m having a few friends to lunch at my country cottage on Sunday and would like you 
to come. It will be quite informal, with witty conversations and interesting people.”

“Delighted,” replied Richard.

“Good, then you can pick up Hilary and bring her too. Her car is in for service, so she has no transport. 
I’ll get her to give you a call.”

Hilary phoned two days later to advise Richard of her address, make a convenient pick up time, etc and 
remarked that she was quite looking forward to renewing their acquaintanceship.  Richard discovered 
he felt the same way.

On Sunday, Hilary appeared as soon as Richard drew the car up to the kerb. She was dressed casually, 
but smartly for a day in the country. On the drive they chatted pleasantly about music, art and other 
neutral subjects.
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Finally, they arrived at the cottage to find twenty to thirty people enjoying canapes and some fine wine 
in the pleasant warmth of the winter sun. Harry greeted them both effusively and the three joined the 
festive group.

Later as dusk settled over the land and most of the guests having departed, Harry, Richard and Hilary 
sat in companionable silence sipping coffee.

Reluctantly Richard rose and said that he too must set off homeward as he had a big day in court 
tomorrow.

“Of course, the Mason case,” replied Harry. “Do you intend to ask for the death penalty?”

“No,” replied Richard as he paced the floor. “Death would be too good for this man who subjected his 
family to absolute terror in the last moment of their lives; a loving wife and two innocent little girls, aged 
three and five.

“I intend to ask for three life sentences in solitary confinement and with every breath he takes until the 
day he dies, I hope he sinks further and further into purgatory.”

With that, Richard collapsed into the big armchair, his hands clutching the sides until his knuckles were 
white. Hilary saw the pain etched on his face; her emotions responded and her eyes filled with tears.
With fond farewells to Harry, Richard and Hilary commenced their homeward journey, speaking very 
little on the return journey. Hilary sensed that Richard was deep in his own thoughts. Upon arriving at 
Hilary’s units, Richard turned to her.

“I would like to see you again. Would you have dinner with me on Saturday?”

“I’m flattered,” she replied. “May I think about it and ring you through the week?”

After much deliberation, Hilary arose one morning, donned her tracksuit and took a stroll along the 
beach. She realised that Richard was an honourable and moral man and common sense warned 
her that his work of seeking justice for those innocent victims unable to speak for themselves was 
paramount in his life.

Any woman would have to cope with that. Could she?

After breakfast and with her mind still in turmoil, Hilary picked up the phone to dial Richard’s number. 


