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Welcome to the autumn
edition of Roomers magazine.
For this issue we’ve collectively
drawn on our musty and not
so musty musical memories
and gone rock’n’roll.You may
notice that the front cover
gives more than a passing nod
to the Rolling Stones Sticky
fingers album cover although
with a unique Roomers twist
naturally. Thanks to Roomers
contributor Paul South for
that ripper of a photo. Rock’n’roll as a theme has unearthed some
wonderful tales. What really happened to Elvis? What is living with
a rat really like? How much humiliation can you take at a school
dance?
Rooming houses are full of stories and people that write them and
songs and people who play them. But sadly the shrinking stock of
rooming houses is mirrored by the shrinking stock of rock’n’roll
venues. St Kilda just aint what she used to be.
In this issue we also farewell Fred Dugina (aka Fred T. Farlowe) : one
of our Roomers writers and local music identity who sadly passed
away in December last year. Among his many musical manifestations
he was known as Cowboy Bob a much loved busking fixture in
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the Coles arcade. On hearing of his passing Fred’s
Roomers writing mentor Catherine said to me “I liked
his whimsical approach to life and his ability to discuss
abstract issues with an intellectual certainty. He had a lot
of charm.”
I have some great news for the readers and contributors
to Roomers magazine: we’ve ramped it up and become
a quarterly magazine. A big thank you to the City of
Port Phillip for making this possible. We now have
autumn, winter, spring and summer editions. And we’ve
increased the number of pages from 16 to 20. This makes
us hungrier than ever for your stories and poetry and
photos and artwork so sharpen your pencils and get
writing. The winter edition is going to be dedicated to
the art of the short story. Deadline is end of May. We
are looking for stories of around 1300 words.

Year Of The Rabbit
A forecast of the year ahead.
What does the year of the rabbit
have in store for you? by our
resident astrologer MaryGrace
Levakis

d

The year of the rabbit began
February 4. Whether you feel too young or too old,
never-the-less be absolutely sure it’ll be one of secrets,
scandals and pleasures galore. Rabbits have predators
and so have we. Even the strongest men when they
sleep. So be certain your security is foolproof. Be
wary. Even when going to the loo women have had
their handbags stolen. In cafes with shoulder bags
slung over a chair. While dozing in trains, buses or
trams. This is a year of troubles, tears and scams.
There is also a surge of musical jams, artistic pursuits
and dance bands, exhilarated religious revivals,
comedy, love and romance. May any bad experiences
be either avoided or quickly overcome.

Writing Workshops
Our weekly writing workshops happen every Tuesday
1.30 - 3.30. The workshop is held in the Community
Room at St Kilda Library, 150 Carlisle St. You don’t
need to book or ring; you just need to turn up. The
workshops are free and open to everyone. They are a
great way to unearth and polish your creative writing
skills with a friendly bunch of people, amazing tutors and
afternoon tea. We are always looking for new people so
please drop in on us. For more information call Philippa
on 0413 024 528.
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Fred

by Viv Gale
Fred loved to rock. He also loved to tell stories, so
what better way to combine two passions than to sing
and play music. At a young age he formed a psychobilly
outfit called ‘The Tombstone Hands’ with his best
friends. Fred was the lead singer and bass player
and skilled at both. He also played in ‘The Shuffling
Hungarians’ with Paul Cumming. R & B and funk
specialists indeed.
The 1990’s saw him embracing his love of country music.
He played in ‘The Dirty Hanks’ and ‘Shonkytonk’ for a
decade. His voice was made for country music, soulful,
deep and expressive. The ‘Violent Mood Swings’ saw
him return to R&B and his powerful bass rythms really
drove the beat
Fred also did a lot of busking. He would line up his
knitted animals in his guitar case and kids all loved him.
‘Çowboy Bob, the discombobulated cowboy’ would
play for hours, his loud and proud voice and guitar
reverberating the Coles arcade. He built his own
amplifier with warm valve action and was a driver of any
rhythm section he was part of.
All in all, a man born to rock’n’roll. A life fully lived, and
loved and missed by us all.
Vale, Fred T Farlowe.

Lonesome Highway
by Paul South

There was this band I used to go and see; they were
a blues band. I was twenty when I first went. I was
a guitarist and I was learning more about the blues
every day.
The first time I saw them was at a pub in Smith
St. There were a few old men hunched over their
beers, and me hunched over mine. That was it - the
crowd.
The band was good. The drummer was frontcentre. He was also the singer, and he was seriously
driving the bus: his drumming was funky and loud,
and he could sing, too. He was Mediterraneanlooking, young, and by the end of the show, he’d
sweated right through his t-shirt. From the very
first night I wanted to go up to him and say, ‘You
know, you are something special. You’ve got a gift
there.’ But I didn’t for some reason.
Gradually, more people began to show up to
their gigs. The band had a distinctive, really driven
sound - like the soul train coming straight at you and I was hooked.
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Another thing I was hooked on at that time was
drugs. Although I hadn’t turned twenty one yet, I was
already an acid casualty, and I had a speed problem too.
I was constantly experiencing ‘minor’ hallucinations (e.g.
flights of stairs moving like escalators, bugs crawling over
my skin), and I was living back at home with my parents.
On Friday nights I would sit in the bath, gazing at
my veins and listening to RRR’s blues program. I’d talk
myself out of using and I’d go to see this band instead.
And I’d give myself permission to get shit-faced instead.
Then I’d go back to some friend’s house and crash on
their couch. The way I looked at it, at least I wasn’t
taking psycho-active drugs.
The band had an album now, real vinyl. This was
about 1990. I guess vinyl was still cheaper to print than
CD’s then. I’d hear their disc on the radio while I was
in the bath sometimes. I spent hours in the bath every
day. They did a great cover of Stevie Wonder’s Isn’t she
lovely, and this guy, this sweaty drummer - fuck - he
could sing like a bird.
After every show I’d see him sitting there with his
friends having a beer. I know he would have loved it if I
told him he was a great singer, but I was half-schitz back
then, and I was just too paranoid to talk. Anyway, they
had more people around them by then, and they even
had a few good-looking girls hanging about.
I was envious as hell. I was playing a lot myself;
practicing my riffs. I wanted to sound like Stevie Wonder
too, or like Led Zeppelin, or Nirvana, Cream - anyone.
My whole soul, my whole life was bent towards this one
goal: “being good” at music.
But no matter how proficient I became, or how
much I steeped myself in the roots of rock, I just
couldn’t bring myself to write my own songs. I simply
didn’t have the courage for it. I didn’t even have enough
self-esteem to ask people to be in a band with me.
This guy’s band was kicking arse. They were playing
bigger venues now, and they had a residency at the
Great Britain every Thursday and it was standing room
only. There was a support band who did a cover of
Tom Waits’ Jersey Girl, and the girls swooned over
them. They were prettier than the headline act, and the
guitarist could wiggle his fingers about very quickly, but
they couldn’t make you dance. After a few beers, this
drummer guy in the main act - he’d make you dance.
Like a puppet. Guaranteed.
I don’t really know how it ended. Reality doesn’t
do neat endings the way songs do. All I know is that I
was living in Richmond and taking a lot of speed, and
somewhere down the track I got harder into the heroin.
I heard that the owner of the Great Britain ended up in
jail for selling the stuff.
My addiction seemed to go on forever, long after
there was any fun to be had. When I went to pubs
now, I just felt old. I was only in my mid-twenties. My
guitar was constantly in hock, and anyway, my spirit was

beaten. To worsen things, I had developed chronic RSI
from all my practice, and I could barely play for a quarter
of an hour a day by this stage.
In the end, it just ended. I gave it all up: my friends,
my addiction, my guitar, my music ambitions. I just
gave up. Music was caught up with ego for me. It was
inevitable, really. I was ashamed of my life and who I was,
and music had seemed the one pure thing. Well maybe
music is pure, but I wasn’t pure enough for music. I
guess that’s the way it goes.
Now I am 12 years drug-free. In the process
of giving up drugs, I happened upon writing quite
accidentally. Its funny, because before I became an
addict, I had always kept a diary, and when I gave up
drugs the writing returned in a very natural way. Writing
may have its rules, but I’ve never bothered to learn them
too closely, and as English is my first language, I used
it long before I ever studied it formally. This is a good
thing.
Music was too compartmentalised for me. It was
all scales and rhythms. I starting to play at the age of
eighteen, and of course that didn’t help: I was always
playing catch-up. Music is emotive and spiritual, but
language can be very frank and direct, as well as being
spiritual. The spirit, after all, resides in all forms of
creativity.
As for this guy, the drummer - the last time I saw
him I was about a year clean. I was walking down Smith
St one night after an NA meeting, and there he was,
sitting in a doorway with a bottle in a brown paper bag.
He was looking at me, he said hi, but I don’t think he
knew who I was. I wasn’t certain it was him. He had a
beard and long hair and no shoes. But I called him by his
name and he nodded.
“Are you okay?” I asked.
“My girlfriend’s left me,” he said.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “How long ago?”
He gave me a waffling answer, but I got the impression it
wasn’t so recently.
“Have you got a home? Somewhere to go?” I asked him.
“I’m not sure...”
I didn’t know what to do. “Do you want me to help you
look for it?” I asked, hoping he’d say no.
“No, I’m right. I’m waiting here for someone.”
Then, without me having to ask, he said, “The band, it
broke up. I don’t think I can get it together anymore.”
“You’ve got to look after yourself,” I said. I felt like I was
talking into a mirror.
“Yeah, I know,” He said.
I put out my hand and he took it. He was half lying
on the ground. “You’ve got a lot to offer. You’ve got
to pull yourself together. Go to rehab, man. There’s so
much for you to live for.” He made some sounds like
thanks, but then he made a lot of other sounds too.
What else could I do, I kept walking, walking on up that
lonesome highway.
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Junky Waiter
by MaryGrace

(Either a song or lyric poem)

I love a sunburnt junkie
Who takes me out and about
He knows what I like to eat
And what I don’t care about
I met him at a charming bistro
Where they served delicious food
I know I looked like some stupid fool
Staring whenever he moved
I’ve gone to see John Farnham
And various musicians here and there
But he’s the one, who pulls my heart strings
This junkie waiter, from who knows where
I like to watch him carrying plates
I must look rather desperate
But I can’t wait to see him again
I’ve seen racing drivers at the Grand Prix,
Graceful ice-skaters at St. Moritz
But this junkie waiter is poetry in motion to me.

A Rambling on Rock N’ Roll

One of the nice things about being a guitarist is the ease
with which we can get the guitar out of its case or off the
wall and sit down and play and tune the guitar ... Rod Kane

by Janet de Longville

My birth daughter seems to have made a ‘truce’
and there will be no more mail for the moment.
Immediately I jumped up and joined 101 Carlisle
drama kings and queens and I haven’t looked back.
One of my roles is the evil witch who has a child
- six degrees of separation there! And as I write
these words my wise ol’ owl of a cat is sitting
beside me on our newly purchased two-seater sofa
which the said cat has made a perfunctory scratch
in front of my eyes. She too hasn’t forgotten how
to rock n’ roll and I am glad. Now, like me, we are
in the ‘hush ‘of our realm.
As is often the case the full stop doesn’t always
indicate the end of the story. There’s always
something more that can be written. It seems I’ve
been ‘treading water’ for ten years and I have just
discovered if I put my feet straight down I could
touch the ‘bottom’ and hence walk towards the
shore - when all the time I thought I was drowning!
Rock n ’Roll is alive and well.
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The Hand

the Universe. It was just there in front of
Ossie Osbourne’s face. It wasn’t till you
took a second look that you knew it had to
be false. A kind of hand schoolboys would
love to have. The band is sitting outdoors
with their legs crossed and their long, long
hair hanging and looking decidedly stoned.
The said schoolboys asked why the hand
and not the head? Came the reply: “Hands
can get you into a lot of trouble.”

by Janet de Longville
It was huge. It was a photograph of a
famous person’s hand. As I said - huge. It
wasn’t till I looked closely at this huge hand
and its long, thick fingers, that I realised
it was a huge, rubber glove of a hand
in which a smaller, male hand had been
inserted. It was an inside cover photograph
of a “Black Sabbath” album - “Symptom of

April Blues

by Bevan-John Kirkland
“Bet you wish you were a check-out chick like me.” She
said before laughing. Brian didn’t like that, so he became
more professional. After signing your book, I’ll call it a
day.

Not only was Brian dying for a cigarette his bum was
sore from sitting so long in a plastic chair. Not one to let
a little discomfit get him down he managed to conjure
up a smile for a young good-looking woman towering
over him on the opposite side of the table.

“Then would you please write ‘To my dear mother
Beatrice McGovern, on her 58th birthday.”

“Your name?” Brian asked while his pen hovered
patiently over the blank page of his autobiography
featuring his time as a Rock and Roll Star. When he
didn’t get a reply he looked up and saw that the woman
was trembling. “I won’t bite?” he said, assuming he made
her nervous.

Brian suppressed a smile, for he couldn’t imagine a worst
name than Beatrice. “Haven’t heard that name for a
while,” he said tactfully.
“Yes it’s atrocious, isn’t it?

“Oh you don’t frighten me... Thinking about a something
awful I have to do after having your book signed is
making me frightened.

“I bet she got teased when she was young,” he said
after signing the book. He was roughly the same age as
Beatrice.

“Like telling your father you’ve crashed his car?”

“Not really, Mum used a different name then.”

“Yes, it’s something like that. Sorry for taking up so
much of your time.”

“Oh, what was that?”

Brian decided to put the woman’s mind at ease by joking
with her.

Brian’s eyes lit up. “April Blues was lead singer in my
band for a couple of years. Imagine that! Then when
he overcame his initial excitement he went on to say,
“Though we dated for a year I never got to know her
real name.”

“April Blues”

“And you should be sorry too,” he said, trying to be
serious. Then as soon as he poked her head out pass the
woman to look at the invisible queue, he went on to say,
“As you can see the queue is a mile long.”

“How about that?”And you might be my father too!”
After dropping the book in Brian’s lap, she said, “we’ve
already read this.” Then without saying another word,
she pulled a few long grey hairs out of Brian’s head for
DNA testing. Finally, she turned and marched out of the
bookshop.

Suddenly the woman’s face dropped. Then when she
noticed Brian’s teasing grin she turned her head. Seeing
there wasn’t anybody waiting, she laughed. “Really I am
sorry for being so silly.”
“There is no need to apologize. Anyway, don’t worry.
As you can see, you’re the only one standing here. You
can take as much time as you like.”

“Hell,” Brian muttered. “I wrote some crappy things
about April Blue.”
The End

Then having quickly scanned the cluttered bookshop to
make sure there wasn’t anyone within earshot, Brian
lowered his voice. “To tell the truth I could kill for a
cigarette. And this plastic chair is making my bum hurt
like hell.
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Rock ‘n’ Roll
by Eddie Ink

... the groupies gather waiting for the
feedback sweating for the sweet note
jumping with axe the lights flashing
girls screaming nightly after nightly
smashing drums in ears as we jump the chords
crashing speaker cones vibrating trickling
sweat in crevices, swirl the drug induced
reduced to sounds in the night vocal backing
all together now one two three four
what are we fighting for with flowing hair
and alcohol haze that dims the lights
as clothes melt into sticky skin
and the feedback screams regurgitated music
to last a lifetime for an hour or two until
lifeless broken bottles litter as the notes depart
for another gig somewhere
and the groupies gather waiting ...

Bourbon and coke

Untitled

Danny’s drink was bourbon and coke and virtually every
night after hours at the Pacific Hotel Danny (along with
others) would proceed to get blind drunk on the same.
One night Norm the barman said For a joke I am going to give Danny just coke and we
will see what happens. Well Danny low and behold proceeded to get drunker
and drunker - playing his guitar through the evening with
his usual drunken competence and abandon. Asked in
the morning how he felt he told me he had a bastard of
a hangover but it that was a bloody good night anyway.

I climbed the stairway to heaven only to find
There’s no heaven or hell
They are both in your mind
Don’t let religion prove your self worth
Your value is in your deeds right here on earth
Give love to your neighbours, family and friends
Who can say where it all ends
So while the music’s still playing
Go on take a chance
Rock and roll will never die
So get out there and dance!

by Philip Brunt

by John King
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Clueless by Paul (Prole) Gruyters

My School Dance

I’m guessing here,
but I reckon the year
might have been 1991.
I was at this time the
Industrial Officer for
the Musicians’ Union
and really had stopped
frequenting live bands.
I was well over it and
was more than happy to
work behind the scenes
fixing their problems
during “civilised “ hours. However from time to time
I would turn up to see a friend play or such like. On
this occasion I was at The Lounge, Swanston Street Melbourne. A completely uneventful night. Can’t even
remember the band. I was as usual leaning back against
the bar; watching and listening to the band perform their
stuff. As you do I was chatting to the people next to me,
not really taking much notice of them, just watching the
band. Probably gave ‘em a light. They probably said they
were in a band or played music. I probably said I used to
do that but now worked for the Union. Probably gave
them some encouragement to stick with it. I did recall
afterwards that the girl next to me was quite small and
the guy taller than me by a bit. Anyway after a while they
left, the band finished it’s set and the lights came up. I
was then swamped by a group of people, some I knew,
saying things like..”What did you think of that?”, “ Didn’t
you think that was great?” ... I thought they were talking
about the band. “No not really..OK I suppose ... nothing
special.” They were amazed. “You’ve just been talking to
Kylie Minogue and Michael Hutchence for the last half
hour!”

by Bevan-John Kirkland

“Did it hurt?” I asked while I nursed a can of coke in
my hand.
“What are you talking about?” My gorgeous dark
haired English Teacher replied over the noise of the
band. It looked like she was drinking a glass of coke
but I smelt Rum on her.
“When you fell from heaven,” I said as an answer to
my pick up line.
“Go away Bevan.You’re just out of short pants.”
She was right, I was only fifteen. “Yeah I’ll dance with
you,” I said pretending I thought she had asked me to
dance.
“Whatever,” she replied and then we started dancing
to the bands version of Twist and Shout.
My body moved in sync with the ear splitting music. I
wore skin tight flared jeans, a body hugging blue shirt,
and pointy toed black leather boots.Yes I was cool.
Suddenly I was alone with a ring of chicks around me.
I hadn’t bothered to notice the boys with them. ‘Hell
I must be good,’ I thought as I danced my heart out in
the centre of the ring. Everybody smiled. Some boys
even clapped.
Next thing I heard my best mate Dallas yell, “Bevan,
you’re split your pants.You’re jocks are hanging out!”
The laughter from the ring was deafening
Yeah, I got over the humiliation …eventually.
The End.
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Living with the rat
by Paul South
They stick their nose in everything. They are all nose – it’s the thin end of the wedge. They
Eat the buttons off my remotes.
Crap in my dirty sock pile.
Go to sleep in the middle of my book.
But their master-stroke came the day I was going for a job interview; my first one in a year.
I remember that day clearly. The early morning sun streamed in; September birds flitted
past the window. I showered, brushed my teeth, flossed. I trimmed my nails; ironed my
resume.
Then I went to the cupboard to get my suit out.
I bought this suit about 6 months earlier but hadn’t worn it yet because nobody had
died and, as I said, I wasn’t big in the job-hunting way. Okay, so imagine me in my socks and
jocks. I open the cupboard. The suit is there. It’s hard to see it that well because it’s dark
in there and the suit is black, but already I have a bad feeling. I pull the suit out. The suit
is layered in a toxic slick of urine and fur. The front of it, and the back too when I turn it
over, has hundreds of holes in it. I couldn’t believe that my rats did it at first - it looked like
giant moths had hatched in it. It was decimated. Like my job prospects.
Now I don’t mean to say that I blame the rats - after all, I was the one who put the
boxes in the bottom of the cupboard, making a step-ladder up to my suit - but at that
moment it’s true that I had pretty much lost my sense of humour. I scooped them up in
one quick movement. Visions of squeezing them like soft-toys flared before my eyes. But
up close and personal with a rat, well, what is there to say? They were the same rats they
were yesterday; that they were a million years ago. They were and are rats. My rats are old
now, and they don’t fang it quite as much as they used to, but they can still be a plague on
any given day.
And hey, I can live with that. It’s a price I’m prepared to pay.
Paul South has been writing for more than ten years. “Year of the rat”, his first book of poems and
prose, is due for publication this winter. For further queries or information about the book launch,
“friend” Paul South on Facebook, or email him at sunshineharvest@gmail.com

first concert & first record
NAME
Janet
Wendy
Simon
Paul
Martine
Ant
MaryGrace
Philippa
Rose
Dee
Damuj
Warwick
John (Bevan)

FIRST ALBUM
Johnny Mathis - The World I Threw Away
Edith Piaf
Betty Hutton - Buttons And Bows
(and it was a 78!)
John Lennon - Imagine
Sherbet
Pink Floyd - Dark Side Of The Moon
An Elvis gospel record
Skyhooks - Ego Is Not A Dirty Word
George Benson - Breezin
I’m An Ape Man - The Kinks
Cold Chisel
If You Don’t Fight You Lose - Redgum
Jimi Hendrix
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FIRST CONCERT
Roger Whitaker in New Zealand
Sunday School Concert
The Seekers at the Myer Music Bowl
Slade at Festival Hall
AC/DC at Myer Music Bowl
Stray Cats in Palmerston North, New Zealand
John Farnham and Olivia Newton John
The Beach Boys at Myer Music Bowl
Roy Orbison and Marianne Faithful in Dublin
Alice Cooper
Still waiting…
Suzi Quatro and Jon English
Daddy Cool

Rock and roll
by Simon Sewell

Between rock and a hard place. Rock up and enjoy, then roll with the punches. I had
been living in St Kilda in the heart of the red light district in Dalgety St. In those days
the ladies of the night would patrol the street up and down with a procession of cars
gutter crawling behind them. They have since put a plantation in the middle.
On one occasion I had gone to a local pub - the Espy, across the road from the Palais:
a venue for concerts and the like. There was a billboard there announcing that Don
McLean was performing that very eve. I went there on spec, and managed to get a
ticket. In the queue I met a bloke and his sister who took adjoining seats. The show
was lively and well received by an enthusiastic audience. The three of us after the
concert wenty back to the Espy for a beer, then back to my pad for more.
After an hour or so the bloke left to stay with his girlfriend and the sister stayed for
breakfast.
Three cheers for Don McLean! Another musical event was in Chicago on a jazz tour. I
had noticed a headline in a newspaper saying “folk festival gets off to sparkling start”.
Now being jazz people, no one had mentioned a folk festival: if it’s not jazz it’s probably
not music at all.
I bought the newspaper and went to a nearby pub to read it. I was informed the festival
was down two blocks by the river. Problem is there are big blocks in Chicago - like
from Flinders St to Victoria St.
On arrival I was confronted with a huge timber gate upon which was emblazoned
Macarthur Park which I thought only existed in the song.
I had bought half a dozen stubbies at the newsstand and positioned myself next to a
forty four gallon drum for the empties.
A young attractive blonde girl passed by. I said “hi there” and she joined me. She
also purchased a six pack. Hers was Budweiser and mine Anchor Steam, a beer I had
discovered the previous week in Los Angeles. We swapped a can or two and listened to
the music.
Then up popped Chubby Checker in a bright royal blue zoot suit. He was followed by
Jose Feliciano. At this point I threw caution to the wind saying “anything after this would
be an anti-climax. Why not join me for dinner.”
We went to a steakhouse close by and went back to her motel where she later shouted
me breakfast. She was a twenty-three year old primary school teacher who had come
to the festival from New York.
Chance meetings - rock on.

The Secret Garden

Existence

If a thing is “weak” it will grow.
Such a lovely garden.
Dicken plays his flute for the birds and other creatures.
“Lilly” sings as a ghost and sings about her garden.
“Come to my garden” she sings.
Mary, Lilly’s niece, has Lilly’s hazel eyes.
She sings a duet with the ghost of Lilly.
Dicken is powerful with his singing.
He sings the promise of spring.
“Come to my Garden”

Let go
Feel your breath
Listen
Heart beating
Go with the flow
The universe is taking you
Release the reins
Be still
Create
Simply enjoy the dance of existence

by Wendy Buchwald

by John King
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REPOSE IN SEE (upon inspection) - FLAT (home) - MAJOR (nut) ~ (C Flat Major)

Social Workers I have known
Jessica came into my life one day.
About twenty years ago and treated me for four years.
When she arrived, she introduced herself as “the Social Worker from hell”.
When she left after that time she said “You may not remember much, but remember this … always honour the ordinary!”
For a long time I wondered “What is the ordinary?’
Then DOUG “Sir homosexual” riding a white horse
Encouraged “Honour your true self”. He was from G Force.
The task was to escape from institutionalization.
I did escape, then Doug escaped from me; referring me to Inner - Outer.
I looked into my inner outer and found a Claytons Social Worker.
And so began a procession of Social Workers; Case Carers; Psychologists; Psychiatrists and Psycho Social Brothers!!
Rhiannon found me a flat - a place to live, a home!
To her I will be forever grateful,
After that came Bruce one of many who said: “Keep your penny --- I’ll teach you how to budget”
To my mind? Psyche Bruce was like Bob the Builder,
Clean cut with Christian values and a Masters degree.
He sent me to Out Doors Incorporated so I could go places.
That sent my body to ‘our’ place and my mind somewhere else.
Then came Jill with the bhagavad gita under her arm.
She set her agenda on her first visit (or was it her last?)
“I hope your flat stops smelling of cats pee and your succulents survive!!”
“That makes great sense” she would say, but whatever I would say was too deep for me.
Jill’s mind may have been in the mystic, but her feet were on the ground.
She taught me to say what I feel and she taught me to budget.
When she left, I quickly forgot
Karen: with the tattooed sun sign on her ankle, was my next Case Worker.
She took me out for coffee and helped me relax.
Leanne lived in the Dandenongs.
“I’m going to close down this conversation” she said after ten minutes.
“I’ll come back when you’re less ethereal”.
My bill for Transit fines was not ethereal: It was for $1000.00.
When Leanne found out she dealt with it.
Then came Brent the Sergeant major. He didn’t always calm my anxious mind, but he did encourage me to write for Roomers.
Barbara could read my mind when I spoke English: she spoke Cognitive Behavioural Therapy. She was very
professional, but, after three years with Barbara I was still Warwick.
Jemima followed in Babara’s footsteps, but, she spoke Occupational Therapy and quite a bit of Eckhart Tolle:
“Read the book and be enlightened” she said “Your problems like mine will evaporate. Jemima evaporated but my
problems remained and a new one arrived in the form of Siam.
My last Case Worker
Had Jemima told Siam that my problems had evaporated? I think so because Siam’s language was that of exit strategy.
“You have been in this programme for 13 years” she said “You must be Better.
Anyway, that’s Government Policy
I’m Warwick Knight --- And this is part of my story.
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Storm Across The Wimmera

by George Hall
(Dedicated to Flood Victims)
The sun’s clear light of Summertime was clad in greying pall,
Hidden by the swiftly gath’ring cloud.
The pure calm that was the day was wild at evenfall,
Her youthful zest now clothed in sombre shroud.
As lightning in the heavens up and streaked towards the ground
Its brilliant passage rent the sky apart.
The generated shock-wave belched a resonant deep sound,
A thunderclap from storm’s pulsating heart.
Debris struck a stinging blow as, venting of its rage,
It skudded with the storm as it approached
Wind’s taunting surge, its frenzied force, in damning rape engaged
As oér the earth it hungrily encroached.
Homes, the church, farm sheds and stock fell victims to its spite,
The grand, the meek, it ravaged on its course,
To feed by their destruction, a voracious appetite,
Its wanton will to conquer all by force.
The great trees bowed before it and with branches strewed its path
Or fell prostrate in awe low at its feet,
While broken, bruised and beaten in the onslaught’s aftermath
Hung lifeless limbs, its mercy to entreat.
Across the fruitful fields it swept, destroying as is blew
Tall waving grain, fair sample of its worth,
The storm’s bleak insurrection verdant pasture overthrew,
And in its wake, a bared and barren earth.
It autographed its masterpiece with flourish of its hand
Embellished with a statement of remorse
And sadly underlined it with a swathe of naked land
And wept at the destruction it had caused.

Thoughts on music
by Brigitte Belcourt

ROCK GOD Rock Gods started in the 50’s when Rock n’ Roll 		
		music started.
WORSHIP
These days when you worship God as a Priest or Nun
		
you’re still allowed to listen to the radio or music.
METAL
Heavy Metal music is difficult to listen to.
HARMONY Music has different levels of Harmony. It can be loud
		or harmonious.
Music can be interpreted in commercials on TV.
There is music for commercials on TV
For example: air-freshener commercials.
Music has to be specifically written for each commercial.
There is special music for each thing it represents.
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Hey, this is Dan McGuiness and I play lead guitar
for the Bipolar Bears. The band are currently rerecruiting for an exciting new era of live & recorded
music in the hard rock genre.
I have a song that I would love for people to hear,
it’s off our current ep ‘So real’. These are the lyrics:-

So Real

by Dan McGuiness & Phil Heuzenroeder
Howdy do my long lost friends
You’re the ones that live in my head
I can’t believe you’re back again
Last time we ended up in a psych ward bed
I’m not sure I’m mad
Cause all this seems so real
I’ve lost everything I had
Like Jesus at his last meal
You’ve led me on like this before and
For a while it was so much fun
Three months on the streets of the city of angels
With dreams of stardom and life with the Guns
I’m not sure I’m mad
Cause all this seems so real
I’ve lost everything I had
Like Jesus at his last meal
Oh no, my how you make me panic
Oh no, you can bloody well have it
Oh no, my how you make me manic
Oh no, you can bloody well have it

Dizzy Corn
by Paul Harper

polling suggests
a fur coat
flurries of pollen
& scattered husks of chocolate biscuits
say something more definitively than becoming a suit
particularly in a city luminous with songs for nobodies

You backed me up into a dead end street
Then I knew it was the end of our ride
I medicated you away
Now I’m back to real dreams, real people and a real life

your big hair should stay precisely where it is

I’m not sure I’m mad
Cause all this seems so real
I’ve lost everything I had
Like Jesus at his last meal

green numbers are attention seeking
katie in a rowboat in a clearing in a forest
is just another languid day in the british Malaya
that looks vaguely like a baking scenario

Cheers everybody, Dan McGuiness - The Bipolar Bears

& my own pennsylvania sent me over there
not the kind of stuff that snowballs every day
to suggest a preference for percussive foraging
rather than a drug mule considering his obsession with filling empty spaces
a raised eyebrow will suffice
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Rock’n’Roll
by David Hughes

It was a combination of musical style, well played,
rhythmic and proud: mostly with vocals and
sometimes refrains. Genders of major soloists
were predominantly male. However a very
successful American singer was Aretha Franklin
whose single “chain of fools” was taken up by
local Wendy Saddington at musical venues. Even
so there were few proper dances.
A regular venue at Springvale Town Hall called
Springvale Rock was a regular rock’n’roll place a
dedicated dancer could frequent. Two ballrooms
were involved. In one there was traditional
ballroom dancing. In the other a rock’n’roll space.
The idea was older rockers could learn formal
dance steps or go in the opposite direction, or
both.
Two dance steps in my memory from 40 years
ago were jive and jitter-bug. Good rock’n’roll
had the effect of getting people to dance: some
alternative music which paralleled it had the
confusing title of “rock” which made no promise
you could dance to it. In fact the term boogie
meant a dance while seated. Another confusion:
boogie woogie was a set of chord progressions
which were incredibly groovy. I believe Texas
Blues piano is one art form including boogie
woogie.
My younger brother taught himself blues guitar
and put together an r&b band. His band was
chosen to support George Thoroughgood and
the Destroyers in their Australian tour.
My younger brother and I were invited to hear
some top early albums: Jimi Hendrix, Butterfield
Blues Band and Canned Heat. In later years
the consummate guitarist Rory Gallagher really
impressed me.
That traces some roots of where I’m at. There
is an expression “there’s nothing new under
the sun’ but I’d like to suggest it does not count
musical combinations.
Rock is a musical form based on sometimes
virtuoso musicianship. Many splinter sub-genres
still reflect traditional influences even today.
Others (thankfully) in lesser numbers made
a break from tradition. (Compare with nonclassical, orchestral, irregular scale = nil melody).

I sincerely hope that rock’n’roll survives. My
brother says that Daddy Cool lifted their music
from early 50’s black American music. Incidentally
he also told me that hit charts were initially a
black scene.
Prior to 1966 vinyl recordings were monaural: ie
single channel, pre stereo. For certain records,
the purchaser had a choice: vinyl or stereo. A
claim by marketers that their releases had high
fidelity meant a higher dynamic range and hi fi
became a household term (with the family no
longer gathering around the piano or playing
charades since individuals increasingly had their
own portable. Further splintering now means
everyone have their own tv and computer…)
Rock is basically serious listening music.
Rock’n’roll musical patterns were dominated by
the 12-bar blues chord progressions. Some early
rock was published pre vinyl : 78rpm (shellac)
disks – rpm means revolutions per minute. The
mechanical nature of the reproduction meant
there was inevitably going to be motor noise.
Dolby can now be seen as a diversion: a
smokescreen. Walkman is also an early
splintering, with the lure of a portable, private
space: musical headroom.

Dwellers with one wish
by Rose Higgins

I wish I could escape to a quiet place where nothing ever happens.
I wish I could escape to a quiet place,
I wish I could escape.
I wish I could!
I wish!
I wish I could live in that heavenly tree house,
Just the possum and me,
Where we each wish for nothing,
But cheese cake and tea.
And the only sound you’ll hear from me,
Is that wicked furtive giggle,
And the only sound you’ll hear from possum,
Is a sometimes sudden wiggle,
While we each wish for nothing
But cheese cake and tea.
And the world outside goes staggering by,
Heavy-footed, heavy-laden,
Oblivious to the dwellers in the house in the tree,
Who wish for nothing
But cheese cake and tea.
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Who killed Elvis Presley?

“I always wanted to go to Australia, but the Colonel
wouldn’t let me”

Who killed Elvis? Of course we all know that it was
Colonel Parker. He saw no long-term future for the
hillbilly cat.

They settled in St Kilda. Ginger became a housewife
and Elvis a taxi driver. Every now and then he would
serenade a passenger who would tell him he sounded
just like Elvis.

by Wendy Butler

“Boy you need to drop that hillbilly singing - go
mainstream, that way you’ll last.”

Occasionally he was recognized as the real thing and a
spotting is reported. But who’d believe that?

He transformed the wildcat into a pussycat, made him
sing “I’m nothing but a hound dog” to a real live hound
on national tv and got him drafted into the army so he
could be seen as an all American boy doing his patriotic
duty.

Now after a few years of anonymous living, Elvis started
to miss the showbiz. But he still wanted to remain
incognito.
The solution was simple. What better disguise than to
become an Elvis impersonator.
“You look a bit old and a bit skinny, but with some
make-up and a bit of padding in the suit you’ll pass
muster. The voice is very good and you’ve got the
moves down pat mate.”
Yes dear readers Elvis Presley is alive and well and living
in St Kilda. These days he goes under the name of Rohan
Hammit and performs locally as an Elvis impersonator.
PS. You can see Elvis every Saturday 3.30 on at Claypots
in Barkly St where he is sometimes joined by a younger
incarnation.

Then he drafted the James Dean, Marlon Brando
wannabee into a series of films so bland they’d offend
anyone accompanied by even blander songs. Yes the king
of rock’n’roll was dead long before John Lennon made
the announcement.
But what people don’t realize is that the Colonel was
responsible for Elvis’s death in a very real way. It all
started when elvis dropped his bombshell “I’m quitting
the business I’ve had enough. Ginger’s expecting and
we’re going to settle somewhere quiet in the country,
I don’t want to make the same mistakes as I did with
Priscilla.”
“Mmmm” thinks the Colonel. “Not a good career move,
he’d make more money dead.”
That night he adds a cocktail of drugs to Elvis’s deep
fried peanut butter sandwich. But what he didn’t know is
that Elvis and Ginger had already skipped town. Leaving
his double to take the bullet.
Hearing of his death, Elvis and Ginger decide to move to
the country.
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we remember those who died in war. The Homeless
Memorial is remembrance night, a time each year when
we remember those who died without shelter.

A guide to treasure hunting

We are calling for interested community members to
participate in the Homeless Memorial Working party
meetings. All welcome.

by Paul harper

with the eyes of the ruling class fixed on them
neither carbon group nineteen
or carbon group seventeen
seems aware of the others existence

The meetings will be held at Christ Church Community
Centre 14 Acland St, St Kilda.
Any Queries feel free to contact Deb McIntosh Inner
South Community health service on landline: 95348166
mobile: 0422 372 610.
Or email dmcintosh@ischs.org.au

both believe a symphony of uncertainties necessary
yet somehow problematic
snow receding in the wake of an invisible glacier
reveals eighteen cakes of used soap
but rare &unexpected sightings of embroidered merop
& spinifex grass wren
we find to be

Songwriting & music Workshops
Wednesdays 1 - 4pm, South Melbourne
Songwriting, music and performance workshops
A friendly social environment to create music and make
new friends. Working with our fabulous musicians Pete
Satchell (Dallas Crane) and Helen Begley.
Sol Green Community Centre, cnr Coventry and
Montague St, South Melbourne
$5 per person per week. Refreshments provided.
Contact Phil Heuzenroeder 0402 812 428
or 9326 9970 / phil@wildatheart.org.au

how shall we put this
false is too strong a term
while overstated seems too weak
what little we know of the epistle persuades us
two tubs of powered chemicals
a kitchen during a party
a trick knee
a tiny policeman
a single highly polished green apple
& problems with a procedure known only as a drop
are in the category quite likely

Open Hearing Voices Group
Where - St.Kilda Library
When - 4pm to 5.30pm Tuesday
Contact Janet K on 96929563 or 0409 400 945
The Hearing Voices
Groups are literally
changing lives.
Participants are
coming along and taking huge steps forward in their
recovery. We have seen people come out of their shells
and open themselves up to new experiences. The Group
along with the social aspects has made a difference to
people’s lives. They have found meaning and purpose.
Although they are still hearing voices, their relationship
with themselves has changed.
Giving people “hope” has been the main aim. We believe
that recovery is possible for everyone and that they
have a right to a decent life. The changes in people and
their belief in themselves have been huge. It has been
re-affirmed that they are not alone. They have found
friendships amongst other things. They have shifted from
seeing themselves as ‘victims’ and moved towards taking
positive action over their own destiny. They have taken
steps forward and are looking at a more positive future.
We are open to anyone who has the Voice Hearing
experience. All are welcome to join the groups.

Community News & Info
Homeless Memorial 2011
On June 22nd 5pm-7.30pm

A Public ceremony that enables grieving with
marginalised people to promote health and well-being
for everyone
Each year many people die who have lived significant
parts of their lives without shelter, dislocated from
mainstream society. Indigenous and marginalised
people’s health is seriously compromised by their living
conditions. They may have lived lives of transience
with no sense of belonging. They may have had issues
of substance abuse and not have been able to maintain
their homes. They may have fled domestic violence
and have had no family to go to. They may have mental
illness and not know where to get help or who to
turn to. Remembrance Day is a time each year when
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Looking for free activities?

at a greater proportion than in other areas. The
Cities of Port Phillip and Stonnington make up 8% of
Melbourne’s population but according to the latest
census data, comprise 24% of its homeless people.

BRINGING BACK AFFORDABLE OLD BIKES
(fixing bikes)
Time: 9.00am - 5.00pm
Where: South Port Uniting Care
Phone: Mark 9690 1188
Cost: Free

ISCHS plays a role in the prevention of homelessness,
as well as early intervention and support to people
who are at risk of, or already experiencing, longterm homelessness. ISCHS works in partnership with
local community and government services, and has a
commitment to assertive outreach and support work
with our homeless population to link them into housing,
employment and health services where possible and
appropriate.

COMMUNITY KITCHEN
Share the joy of cooking (& eating) healthy meals
Time: 6.30pm
Where: Community Room
114 Inkerman St St Kilda
Phone: Josh 0437 006 420
Cost: Free
CHAIR BASED YOGA AND AFTERNOON TEA
When: Monday 2pm - 3.30pm
Where: Community Room 17
The Esplanade, St Kilda
Ph: Josh 0437 006 420
Cost: free

ISCHS’s assertive outreach work helps people to move
towards more positive futures. Lauren* says of how she
connected with ISCHS: “I’d heard about this woman
who was hanging around Centrelink and who could help
people like me. Then one day I ran into her. I was in
a really bad way. I thought I was beyond help. But she
stuck with me. I haven’t really had anyone believe in me
like that before. She just stuck with me.”

RUN/WALK AROUND THE TAN
Include celebrities, footballers, free BBQ
Time: Last Thursday of month, leave from
Sacred Heart Mission at 10.30am sharp
Where: Swan St Bridge Tan Track
Phone: Brian 0425 734 644

Lauren admits that one of the catalysts for her change
has been working with people who supported her and
could be flexible about her chaotic lifestyle. ISCHS’
assertive outreach program means that doctors and
other health and support workers came to her rather
than the other way around.

COMMUNITY CHOIR
Time: Thursday 6:30pm
Where: Community Room, 114 Inkerman St,
St Kilda (enter off Bath St)
Ph: Josh 0437 006 420
Cost: Free for pension card holders

Lauren had been living a transient and homeless life,
along with being a heavy drug user for a long time. She
experienced moments of stability but more often than
not, life would turn ugly, in her 20’s she was homeless
again after taking herself and her children out of an
abusive relationship. Of that time and her desire to
change, Lauren says, “I got sick of it [the lifestyle]. I
couldn’t do it anymore. It’s so tiring. I’d been doing it
since I was 16.” But now, in her 40’s Lauren is in a much
better place, she is confident in herself and her ability to
look after herself and her family. She is renting “It’s one
bedroom and not big enough for me, my partner and my
child. I worry about whether I’ll be able to stay there
and what will happen.”

In our community
Homelessness and the
threat of it are still very
present in our community.
Every night 23,300
Victorians are homeless
and 700 people are turned
away from accommodation
services. The factors that
lead to homelessness are many and varied and affect
all people from children to women and people over 55
years to name a few.

However, Lauren now lives with more optimism
and hope. She is working on finding more suitable
accommodation and gives back to her community.
Currently Lauren is doing some advocacy projects in
her local area. “I’m always busy going to meetings.
Sometimes I don’t want to go, but I make myself. I can’t
go back to before.”

As a consequence, peoples’ health and wellbeing is
often negatively impacted when they are homeless. Sue
White, General Manager at Inner South Community
Health Service (ISCHS) says that “Being homeless often
leads to the development or exacerbation of mental
health and drug and alcohol issues.”

*Lauren is not her real name, changed for privacy reasons.
All enquiries to be directed to Kathleen Mitakakis by
calling 0457 986 734 or via email at
kmitakakis@ischs.org.au

Homelessness is experienced in the inner south region
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Your stories, your photos, your ideas,
its your magazine.
Reward is seeing your creations in print.

