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What is Roomers?What is Roomers?
All contributors to Roomers are local residents 
or former residents of rooming houses, private 
hotels or supported residential services in St 
Kilda, South and Port Melbourne and Elwood.

The Roomers Project recruits local writers, 
artists, photographers, journalists and cartoonists 
to work as volunteer mentors with contributors.

Mentors meet with resident contributors 
to assist them with their creative material. 
Roomers is distributed free to residents of 
rooming houses, private hotels and supported 
accommodation across the City of Port Phillip.

If you would like to become a contributor or 
mentor please contact Philippa Armstrong on 
0413 024 528 or leave a message on 9531 1954 
or write to: PO Box 57 Elwood 3184 or send us 
an email: roomersmag@yahoo.com.au

Roomers Networker: Philippa Armstrong
Production: Bill Poon photography+design

Roomers is published under the auspices of the 
Elwood/St Kilda Neighbourhood Learning Centre 
Inc.

The articles and artwork presented in this 
magazine do not necessarily represent the views 
of the Project Steering Group or the auspicing 
organisation.

No responsibility or liability will be accepted 
for any loss or damage which may result from 
inaccuracy or omission with respect to any of 
the material contained herein.

Thanks toThanks to
our generous friends of Roomers:
Kerrie Webster, Deb Watson, Joan Dwyer, 
Bruce Fisher, Andy Jackson, Reid’s Guest 
House, Lindy Gilham, Susan Collett, New Farm 
Neighbourhood Centre and SVDP Glenroy.

our lovely and talented mentors:
Catherine Watkins, Judith Lucy, Jim May and our 
many new mentors to be introduced soon.

and our supporters:
City of Yarra, St Kilda Library staff, Tony 
Birch, 3CR Radio, Janet de Longville for 
her ever improving typing skllls, The Besen 
Family Foundation, City Of Port Phillip, Port 
Phillip Community Group, Elwood St Kilda 
Neighbourhood Learning Centre Inc and Arts 
Victoria.

There’s no way we could do it without you.

Message from the editorMessage from the editor
Here we are halfway through 2011 and at the beginning of the 
long dark tunnel of a yet another Melbourne winter. It cer-
tainly feels like time to put on explorer socks and warm the 
belly with bowls of hot nourishing soup. And it also feels like 
the perfect time for burrowing in and burying your nose in 
the short stories edition of Roomers. As a reader I love short 
stories. I love the way a short story needs to be pared down 
and condensed into its barest elements: usually with minimal 
characters and minimal settings. It usually needs a beginning, 
middle and an end. I love how you can read a complete short 
story in one sitting. On a tram ride. Waiting for the kettle to 
boil. There’s no room for rambling in a short story. Ernest 
Hemmingway famously won a bet by creating a short story in 
only six words:

For sale. Baby shoes. Never worn.

In this issue we highlight the many problems faced by peo-
ple who experience barriers in life due to a lack of literacy 
skills. In Australia today, one in five adults do not have the 
literacy skills to effectively participate in everyday life. The key 
community education providers in Port Phillip have banded 
together to look at what classes and programs are available 
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and these are listed at the back of the magazine along 
with some personal reflections on how learning literacy 
skills at any age can transform lives. If you know anyone 
who finds it difficult to read and write, point them in the 
right direction and help put them in touch with one of 
the classes listed.

Writing WorkshopsWriting Workshops
Our weekly writing workshops happen every Tuesday 
1.30 - 3.30pm. 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.

How about becoming a friend of Roomers?How about becoming a friend of Roomers?
For $30 per year you can help keep Roomers going. 
We are always in search of funds to continue publishing 
Roomers as a quarterly magazine and running weekly 
creative writing workshops. Friends of Roomers receive:
• 4 copies of Roomers posted annually.
• Invitations to any spoken word/performances and 

launches.
• Your name listed in the friends section of the 

magazine.
• A warm and fuzzy feeling in your belly.

Please contact Philippa Armstrong  0413 024 528

City of Port Phillip Seniors’ Festival (55+)City of Port Phillip Seniors’ Festival (55+)

Any old photographs in the attic? Can you write Any old photographs in the attic? Can you write 
or paint?or paint?
Entries open 1st June: Entries open 1st June: 

‘Port Phillip Writes’ Seniors Writing Awards ‘Port Phillip Writes’ Seniors Writing Awards 
(closes 2 September)
Enter into one, two or all three categories:
fiction, poetry or non-fiction. 
Entries will be published and prizes awarded. Each entry 
must be limited to 1000 words.  Entries in languages 
other than English will be accepted.
Award Ceremony Sunday 16 October from 2pm at the 
St Kilda Library.

Seniors Festival Art ExhibitionSeniors Festival Art Exhibition
(closes 23 September)
Add your contribution to the rich tapestry of Port 
Phillip’s artistic and cultural life.
Wednesday 12 October (opens at 4pm) to Wed 9 
November at The Gallery, St Kilda Town Hall.

‘Life in Port Phillip’ old photographs exhibition ‘Life in Port Phillip’ old photographs exhibition 
(closes 30 September)
‘Life in Port Phillip’ is a collection of old photos of you 
and Port Phillip.  This exhibition invites you to share 
your photographs in this historical exhibition.
Photographs of life in our suburbs from 1880 to 1980 
are welcomed.
Exhibition dates: from 8 to 16 October opening times 
and venue TBC.

Call ASSIST on 9209 6777 to have entry forms Call ASSIST on 9209 6777 to have entry forms 
sent to you or download from http://www.sent to you or download from http://www.
portphillip.vic.gov.au/seniors_festival.htmportphillip.vic.gov.au/seniors_festival.htm

City of Port Phillip Seniors Festival is full of fun City of Port Phillip Seniors Festival is full of fun 
events and activities from Monday 10 to Sunday events and activities from Monday 10 to Sunday 
16 October 201116 October 2011
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Poor JosephinePoor Josephine
by Wendy Butler

There was once a girl who was born with the foulest 
smell and in the eighteenth century when everyone and 
everything stank she was notable for smelling like the 
whole lot put together. Her father took one sniff and 
demanded that she be taken away and declared that 
this could not possibly be his daughter and that his wife 
must have slept with some rank peasant. His tearful 
wife protested that she’d slept with no one but him - 
which was indeed the truth and that surely the baby just 
needed a bath.

So the little girl was bathed in sweet smelling salts 
and clad in delicate, gossamer clothing, but the stench 
remained, rising in clouds around her; a carrion stench 
worse than the foulest harridan, more putrid than the 
brothels of Paris or the charnel houses.

Little Josephine grew up without any friends, the other 
children refused to play with her, and she was banished 
to the attic. Poor Josephine. The Doctor was called in, 
but he could offer no explanation – she was perfectly 
healthy otherwise. He could only offer the hope that the 
smell would diminish as she grew older.

But this did not happen. As she grew older the smell 
became even more concentrated and when her menses 
arrived she smelled like everybody’s time of the month 
combined. Poor Josephine. She couldn’t escape it. 
It was as though her skin was imbued with all the 
most disgusting odors imaginable - the cesspool, the 
communal cemeteries, rotten food and putrid flesh.

At a time when people bathed twice yearly at most, she 
bathed daily and changed her undies twice a day. But by 
the time she finished bathing, the tub was a foul-smelling 
witch’s brew and it took only a moment for her clothes 
to smell as foul as she. Nauseated by her own stench 
she prayed daily for God to bring her a cure.

At least there was one advantage - she kept her 
virginity in an age where thirteen year old virgins were 
very rare. Neither the local lads nor her father, who 
was somewhat too friendly with her sisters, cared to 
penetrate the fetid miasma.

Now her parents tried to arrange a match for her with 
a man from the city who had only seen a painting of 
her, but when he arrived he took one whiff and retired 
suffocating and retching, never to return.

There were no more suitors. In the city it was 
rumoured that she had contracted some foul disease by 
excessive promiscuity.

Poor Josephine. That night she ripped off her clothes 
and immersed herself in scalding water and Lysol and 

scrapped and scrubbed till her skin was red and raw 
but still she stank. Then she tried the ice-cold pond, but 
nothing helped. Even her tears were fetid. She thought 
of killing herself, but that would be a sin, so she cursed 
God instead.

Finally at fifteen, knowing that she’d never marry, 
her parents sent her off to a convent. Here in the 
countryside she was happier than she had ever been. 
The nuns were kind to her; they housed her in a disused 
stable, far away from the convent and everyday she 
harvested flowers for the nuns to distil perfume and 
dropped them off at the back of the kitchen in exchange 
for her meals. And so it continued till she reached the 
ripe old age of twenty-five, when the answer to her 
prayers arrived in the person of Napoleon Bonaparte.

The young general, back from the wars was riding past 
when he was assailed by a wave of perfume. His nostrils 
swelled to take in this marvelous scent. He couldn’t 
get enough of it. It was like the essence of all women 
wafting on the breeze. His very hairs stood on end 
and his cock rose in salute. He followed the perfumed 
ribbon and was led to a woman gathering flowers 
surrounded by a cloud of perfume. She was neither 
very young nor very pretty, but to him her perfume 
transformed her into the most desirable and beautiful 
woman in the world. He immediately asked the nuns 
who she was and then approached her father for her 
hand in marriage.

At first Josephine was bemused by this little Corsican 
bantam, but her parents convinced her that she’d never 
get another chance like this again.

On her wedding night Josephine trembled in fear as she 
undressed but to her surprise Napoleon buried his head 
in her clothes and then her body.

“How did you get to smell so good?” he asked as he 
sniffed her body from head to toe, enveloping himself 
in her perfume, as if he couldn’t get enough of it. Soon 
the smell of Josephine mingled with the smell of sex 
as Napoleon reached new heights inspired by her 
intoxicating odour. For the first time in years Josephine 
was not bothered by her smell. Napoleon bought them 
a house at Malmaison and they spent many happy hours 
there together.

But all good things must come to an end and soon 
Napoleon returned to war. Left alone, Josephine once 
more became aware of her stench and determined to 
do something about it. There lived in the city a perfumer 
of great fame by the name of Grenouille the Great. His 
perfumes were so inspired that it was rumoured he 
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had sold his soul to the devil. He specialized in making 
perfumes that complemented the wearer’s personal 
odour.

Before she had even entered his shop Grenouille had 
sniffed out her problem. It was at once obvious that 
here was a woman whose odour contained all the 
ingredients common to humanity, but by some mutation 
in all the wrong proportions. Now Grenouille was 
fascinated by her problem, which was almost opposite 
to his. For he had been born without a smell and had 
thus created a portfolio of personal odours for himself.

Quickly he set to work reducing the components and 
proportions of her odour to a formula then mixing it 
with a base to neutralize it, with a layer of fresh oily 
scents – lavender, lime, turpentine and eucalyptus. Then 
shaking the bottle, nostrils twitching in excitement, he 
sprinkled some on Josephine’s clothing and had her dab 

herself in her armpits, her neck, her wrists, her chest, 
her hair and her genitals. Now for the first time in her 
life Josephine smelt like a normal person. Then happy 
with what he had done, Grenouille added a personal 
touch: a bouquet of oils heady with smell of summer 
flowers, smells to complement her heavy-lidded eyes 
and indolent walk.

In exchange for this he demanded that any daughters 
she produced be given to him before their twelve 
birthdays. Now Josephine had no problem promising 
this as already her menses had stopped and she knew 

there would be no children.

Josephine was in heaven. She couldn’t stop sniffing 
herself: her wrists, her breast, her hair. Life had never 
smelt so good. And she thought, if Napoleon loved 
her so much when she stank, how much more would 
he love her now that she was fresh and flowery. She 
couldn’t wait for him to return.

But Napoleon walking up the hill to Malmaison is struck 
with terror. What has happened to his Josephine?

For the first time her perfume is not welcoming 
him home. Then he sees her – so ordinary - not his 
Josephine at all. For the first time in history the little 
bantam can’t rise to the occasion.

Immediately Josephine rips off her clothing and suggests 
they take a bath together and see what happens. By the 
time they emerge, the floral perfumes have been washed 

off by the water and once more her body exudes its 
customary odour. Soon they are lost in the embrace of 
love.

So they make a pact - while Napoleon is away Josephine 
will wear the perfume of Grenouille, but when 
Napoleon is in residence she’ll go au naturale. So from 
that day onward Josephine bathed in her floral perfume 
and Napoleon always sent a note ahead to let her know 
when he’d be home.
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CougarCougar
by Bevan John Kirkland

As it was one of those bitterly cold days, I sought 
shelter in the art gallery. I had just sat down when a 
young man wearing a long brown coat and blue jeans 
parked his bum too close to mine. When I turned to 
complain I noticed his jade green eyes. They were so 
deep I wanted to drown in them.

“Brett Whitely was an amazing painter” There, I had 
broken the ice.

“Yeah, shame he died so young.” He stared at me as 
if I’d been lurking in his brain, but didn’t quite know 
where. Then he said “I’ve met you before.”

I racked my brains. “Nope, can’t recall ever seeing you.”

A devious grin appeared. “Have you ever been to Paris?” 

He was trying to pick me up. Ha! I played along. “Yes. 
Why?”

“Because I met you in the Louvre.”

“Nope still can’t place your face.” Silly bugger, thousands 
of people visit the Louvre every day.

You are Mona Lisa.” He nodded slowly. 

I did my best not to laugh. His pick up line was 
deplorable.

I decided to play along. “Seriously though, do you really 
like Mona Lisa?” I tried to keep a straight face.

“Oh fuck yes; I have loved her since I made that trip to 
Paris.” Bloody hell, he was excited.

“Yeah I’ve been in the Louvre.” I yawned. 

And don’t you think she’s beautiful?” He was touchy.

“Not really. I was disappointed ... The painting is too 
small and I reckon she is a bit drab.”

He jumped to his feet and shouted, “Mona Lisa is not 
drab! She is too wonderful for words!”

Then he saw my expression and realized I’d been pulling 
his leg.

He sulked like a kid who didn’t get his lolly. “Yeah right. 
And thanks for helping me make a fool of myself.”

Self-pity spilled out of him, which pissed me off big time. 
“Hey mate, you didn’t need my help to make a fool of 
yourself. Anyway fuck your Mona Lisa.”

If looks could kill, I was dead. Then his scowl gradually 
changed into an insane grin. Shit, had I gone too far 
and tipped him over the edge? When he poked his 

tongue out at me and smiled, I realized he thought the 
whole thing absurd. But I certainly didn’t expect him 
to yell out, “Yeah Fuck Mona Lisa!” Everyone heard 
him. Ignoring looks of disapproval, we both roared with 
laughter.

“My name is Teresina Abernethy.”

He sat up straight, eyes opened wide. “Pleased to meet 
you Teresina, I’m Peter Hollander.

Silence prevailed as we listened to the clatter of shoes 
dominating hushed voices. I stood up to admire the wall 
lighting heightening the magnificence of the painting. 
Glancing back, I was surprised to see that he was so 
fragile. I took in his other features too. Like his large 
hands and long fingers which moved gracefully as though 
he were conducting an orchestra. Sensuality sprang out 
of him. Unruly blond hair fell over one side of a long 
face. His blond eyebrows and furtive blond beard were 
immaculately trimmed. His complexion amazed me. It 
was so creamy. I wanted to touch him.

I sat down. “Hey Pete, just for a laugh, on a scale of one 
to ten, how would you rate me?”

He was amused, as if I had tripped over my own feet. 
“Well, as we have just met, I would give you a five. Now 
If I got to know you better, and we hit it off, I might 
push you up a couple of points. Then again, if we got to 
know each other really well, I might give you an eight.”

Fuck I was infuriated! Though it wasn’t because he was 
so bloody full of himself. Actually, that made him more 
desirable - more of a man. The reason why I was pissed 
off was because he only rated me a lousy five out of ten. 
I was better than that. Heaps of men asked me out, but 
I’m too choosy, or that’s what my friends reckon. He 
stared hopelessly into his hands resting in his lap. He 
was miserable. I felt sorry for him. “Hey cheer up Pete. 
It was only a bit off fun!”

“Yeah I knew I was trying to be too clever. It’s so 
fucking hard talking to good looking women like you.”

Now that was better. “Me! good looking? You gotta 
be kidding.” Peter must have been at least twenty 
years younger than me. “C’mon Pete, don’t keep me 
in suspense. I have to know why you think I’m good 
looking. Look me in the eyes too, so I know your not 
bullshitting.”

Peter took a deep breath. “Oh Shit, you’ve really put 
me on the spot. Well. It was instant attraction. You’re 
not wearing expensive clothes yet you look so elegant 
dressed all in black. And your hair: it is so black, and it 
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sparkles. When I first saw your face ...”

“The face of Mona Lisa?” I butted in, On second 
thoughts, maybe I should have stayed quiet.

“There is some resemblance, but your whole face is 
alive. You have her mysterious grin, which changes to 
a smile, until it becomes a delightful laugh. Your eyes 
are everywhere at once. You don’t miss a thing. I don’t 
know why, but you seem to be so alone.” He was spot 
on. He continued. “Now I’m close to you I can smell, 
no, I can almost taste your delicious perfume ...”

“Time to cool it Peter cause I’m getting too bloody 
hot!”. I decided to change the subject. “Brett Whitely is 
getting a bit stale. Let’s look at a few more paintings.” I 
didn’t mean it to sound like an order, but I felt so much 
older than him. Then it occurred to me that I might gain 
a young lover. Then I would be become a cougar.

We stood up at the same time and I was surprised by 
his height. He must have been six inches taller than me.

So where do you live Pete?”

“You mean where do I exist? In a tiny one bedroom 
third floor flat in Elsternwick ... What’ll about you 
Teresina?” It was the first time he had said my name. He 
said it wonderfully.

“Me? You really wanna know about me?” He nodded 
quickly. 

For starters, I’m a thirty-five year old ex-registered 
Nurse.” I didn’t think twice about dropping my age. 
“Wanna know more ... It’s not nice.” This time he 
nodded slowly. I continued. “Well, I had a nervous 
breakdown and then I tried to kill myself.”

His jaw dropped. “Fucking hell!”

“Want me to go on?”

His eyes said yes.

“My breakdown was caused by my prick of a husband 
going bankrupt and divorcing me for a twenty-four year 
old woman.”

“Oh hell, what a cun ... sorry I meant bastard.”

“Then as I was too fucked up to contest the divorce, I 
was left with sweet fuck all. Now I live in a Commission 
Flat. Luckily we didn’t have kids.

After pausing to admire a Pro Hart he took my hand. I 
was surprised how soft it was. “Want to go back to my 
place?” My words came out so easily it felt as though we 
had been together for a long time.

I remained locked in my own world on the tram 
frightened I would change my mind. Peter respected 
my silence by gazing out the window. We arrived and 
I passed my card over the machine to unlock the front 
door of the high rise. “Are you sure,” I asked in the 
elevator.

“Yes,” he whispered as he tried to decipher the graffiti.

“Bit off a stench in here, isn’t there?”

“Don’t tell me about it. Bloody idiots piss and shit 
in here.” I was pleased he had had distracted me. I 
unlocked my door and invited him in. “Welcome to my 
humble abode Peter.”

He wandered around with his hands behind him, like an 
army officer. “Your place is really something. I like the 
paintings. And your plants are alive - mine are dead. I 
like your art deco furniture too.”

“You mean my old furniture.” I laughed. “I did my best 
to fix it up.”

I couldn’t wait any longer. “Just give me a mo, okay 
love? I rushed to my bedroom, took off all my clothes, 
and lay on the bed with my back to the door. My mind 
raced. Was I too fat? Did I smell? I hadn’t shaved my legs 
or under my arms. Shit, I had to stop worrying. “Peter, 
come here - now! I didn’t even hear him come in, or 
remove his clothes. But I flinched when he lay down 
behind me and lightly touched my back.

I closed my eyes. I was his. “Turn on your stomach,” he 
spoke softly. I rolled over and he massaged my back. His 
hands were so strong. Then his tongue explored me. 
Eventually it reached my neck and then licked my ears. 
I trembled. “Turn over now” He whispered. I hesitated. 
What if he didn’t like my forty year old body? I obeyed 
him. My god, he was skinny and all muscle.

Recalling the Mona Lisa fumble he said, “You are really 
too wonderful for words.” We giggled.

“Your ex must have rocks in his head to let you go.”

We kissed. Once I was aroused, his lips were all over 
me. When that wasn’t enough for me, he entered me. 
He rode me harder and faster until we came together.

We decided to keep our respective homes. I went back 
to work and he engrossed himself in his art. It was a 
weird relationship, but it worked. I worked all shifts 
and had become accustomed to him being there when I 
came through the door whatever time of the day it was. 
There would be an open bottle of red with a simple 
meal on my circular oak table. We would sip our wine, 
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slowly eat our meal, and chat until it was time to make 
love. Afterward he would leave so I could get a decent 
sleep.

One morning when I came through the door the place 
was silent. He was not there. I phoned and a message 
told me his phone was switched off. I sprinted the two 
kilometers to his place. “Come back Peter, please come 
back!” I took the stairs two at a time. Out of breath I 
banged on his door until my knuckles bled. I stopped 
only when a resident threatened to call the police. 
Finally I curled up outside his door and cried like a 
baby. “Why, why did you leave me Peter?” In the end, I 
trudged home, not accepting that he had gone, perhaps 
for good. I drank myself into oblivion.

A month passed and I knew Peter wasn’t coming back. 
Something else too. I had missed my period. Then I 
felt sick in the morning. The doctor confirmed it. I was 
pregnant. I was over the moon. I had a piece of Peter 
inside of me.

One day I received a letter with no return address from 
Peter. He wrote, ‘Dearest Teresina, you are and always 
will be the only woman I have ever loved.’

Two years later there was a knock on my door. A badly 
dressed overweight man with a grey beard planted 
himself on my doorstep. At first I thought he looked a 
bit like a young Sean Connery.

“Excuse me, but I’m looking for Teresina Abernethy.”

Naturally I was afraid. He could be anybody. “And who 
might you be?”

“Oh, I’m David Hollander, Peter’s father. Here’s my 
driver’s license with my picture.” I snatched it off him 
and stared at it. He was Peter’s father! I fainted.

I came to lying on my couch with David sitting in a chair 
next to me. My two-year-old son happily sat on his 
knee.

“You passed out, so I carried you inside.” Like Peter. his 
voice was reassuring. “Sorry if I scared you.”

Looks can be deceiving. Though he was rough around 
the edges I could see Peter in him. The same eyes. His 
gentleness. “You took me by surprise. Peter left me 
more than two years ago.”

“Yes I know.” Tears filled his eyes. “Peter died a week 
ago - AIDS.” His last words were ...” He was crying so 
much that he couldn’t finish his sentence. He pulled 
himself together. “He told me to tell you that he meant 
it when he told you were the only woman he had ever 
loved.”

I cried and cried.

His tears dried up. “And who is this cheeky little 
fellow?” My son giggled madly as David bounced him on 

Rodney DarlingRodney Darling
by MaryGrace Levakis 

“Rodney darling!” called out Rose, his mother. “We 
have an order for 2 doz quiche lorraines, 2 doz mini 
pizzas, one chocolate roll cake and 2 doz lamingtons for 
that Anderson boy’s birthday party tomorrow.”
“No problem mum.  I’ll have them ready by tonight.  
How old will the Anderson boy be?”

“Six”, replied his mother.  “He loves animals, so Mrs. 
Anderson would like us to bake a chocolate cake and 
decorate it to resemble a farmyard.  That’ll be such fun.  
I do like to decorate cakes - particularly imaginative 
children’s”.  Rose was a child at heart.  She possessed 
the same joie de vivre - the same enthusiasm for life that 
children have.  A child however, she was not.

Rose was 56, but looked at least 30 years younger. She 
still possessed the smooth, wrinkle free complexion of a 
20 year old.  Some said it was because of her occupation 
as a baker.  Always near hot, dry ovens which open 
up the pores of her skin, causing it to perspire, and 
thus cleanse it of blemishes and other such impurities. 
Others said it was hereditary. “Most Asians have 
beautiful, youthful complexions, well into their 60’s,” 
they’d comment.

Rose, a Chinese lady from Singapore, completed training 
as a dietician in Sydney and opened her own bakery 
where she specialized in cake decorating. She was born 
in 1932, the year of the monkey and thus was clever, 
versatile, manipulative, very restless and easily bored.  
One reason perhaps, why she divorced her husband of 
only 2 years.

He was born in 1930 - the year of the snake and 
thus was a serious, lonesome, bookish bloke. Not 
at all compatible with the frivolous, playful monkey.  
Although, at the same time, she would try to make 
herself fit in with others’ outlooks and opinions. This 

his knee.

“His name is Peter, Peter Hollander.” Even God would 
have had trouble wiping the smile of my face.

“You mean, you mean he’s ...? His look was priceless. I 
wished I could have taken a photo of his face.

“Yes, Peter is your Grandson.”

Days then weeks then a year went by.

Teresina Abernethy-Hollander is a long name, but I like 
it. 

David and Peter are inseparable.

The end.
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side of her personality was because of her “fox” 
animal asterism. Which also caused her to be hunter, 
protector, career woman & matriarch.  

Eastern astrology is unlike western which categorizes 
individuals under one sign.  For example, if one is born 
between October 24 to November 22nd, then one is 
under the solar sign of the Scorpio. Whereas in eastern 
astrology, one is under several signs, thus complicating 
the nature of one’s personality.

Take Rodney’s signs for instance. He was born at 6am, 
January 22nd, 1952. By western standards, he is simply 
an Aquarian. By eastern, he is far more complex as a 
person. He was born in the year of the rabbit, which 
is his basic, inner nature. It causes him to be sensitive, 
easily roused, and have vivid, deep feelings needing to 
be expressed. It also causes him to be shy, fearful and to 
bottle up his real emotions.

All the above is true of Rodney who is legally blind. He 
is an active, productive member of society largely due to 
his mothers’ care & dedication. His pent-up feelings are 
released via oral poetry which he composes and records 
on tape. 6am is the hour of the rabbit - his outer 
temperament, which is easily seen and causes those 
without scruples to take advantage of him. It also causes 
him to respond above all to his mother’s influence.  

His 3rd sign is that of the badger - his animal asterism 
or inner, emotional reaction to life. This causes him to 
lead a settled, domestic life and to hoard memorabilia. 
Also to take jokes and comments seriously, thus causing 
him to be easily hurt. Renée, Rodney’s sister was born is 
1946 - the year of the rooster and thus, is very sarcastic, 
argumentative, jealous and boastful. Because she was 
jealous of her mother’s attentiveness to Rodney’s needs, 
she would frequently pick on him for trivial matters.

She’d bang on the wall to ask to her brother to “Stop 
that thunderous, elephantine snoring. Stop eating your 
food like a horse chewing hay - it puts me off my meal”. 
Or she’d hide her brother’s talking books and tape 
recorder, just to annoy him. Rodney’s 4th sign involved 
his social nature: his attitude to his work and others.  
This caused him to have caring, humanitarian values, 
causing him to become a volunteer teacher of Migrant 
situational English.  

This activity both enriched and fulfilled his life. It gave 
him a sense of value - of being needed. His students 
further enriched his life by sharing their individual 
cultures and customs with him. Rodney’s final sign was 
his “season of water”, (which was also his mother’s and 
remarkably also his sister’s). This caused him to long for 
a peaceful, tranquil lifestyle. 

This was not to be as Renée, born at 6pm the hour of 
the vain rooster was always crowing loudly about “ME! 
ME! ME!” What she did - what she was doing and what 

she was going to do. Heaven and peace prevailed when 
attention was focused on her.  While in contrast, there 
was an outbreak of hell and war when attention was 
focused on Rodney. Renée always wore vibrant loud 
coloured clothes which seemed to scream out “Howdy 
Folks - look at ME!” 

And look, most people did. Look in horror or delight 
at her bright, peculiar clothing, and multi-coloured 
Mohawk hair style - half expecting her to produce as if 
by magic, a bow and arrow out of thin air.  

One day, after an argument with Rodney, Renée backed 
aggressively out of the garage, and accidentally knocked 
over Rose and part of the fence. Rose was admitted 
to hospital with multiple fractures. It was a most 
uncomfortable and painful period for her. Her one joy 
was seeing Rodney who would visit daily with his seeing 
eye dog Rocky. Rose would ask Rodney to do little 
things for her like shake her pillow, peel a banana, or 
give her a glass of water.  

Renée felt insulted by Rose’s reliance on Rodney. Why 
ask Rodney to do things for her? After all, she was 
sighted & therefore more capable, so she should’ve been 
the logical choice to carry out all those pleasurable, 
little necessities for her mum. When Rodney reached 
over her to fluff up the pillow she hissed “Get out of 
my space!” Rodney said nothing, but released his hurt 
emotions via an oral poem, which he composed and 
confided to his tape-recorded diary.       

“Yes Renée loves me!” he moaned into the microphone.
“Gave Renée a pretty note pad    
“Cause I know she likes to sketch 
When she said she used it to wipe her bum
I tried not to show I was hurt and glum 
Yes Renée loves me.  Yes Renée loves me 
Yes Renée loves me - her actions tell me so.     

Renée tore the photos out of my album
“You can’t see them,” she cruelly remarked
So why do you keep them?  You silly galah!” 
Yes Renée loves me. Yes Renée loves me
Yes Renée loves me - her actions tell me so. 

Renée stole the silver chain
Mum gave me on my birthday
“You must’ve lost it!” she exclaimed
“Rodney, you’re as clumsy as my pal Jane”. 
Yes Renée loves me. Yes Renée loves me 
Yes Renée loves me. Her actions tell me so.

Renée made me a sea food cocktail to eat
Which initially made me feel pleased
Until a mouthful was devoured
and “Water! Water! Water!” I howled.
Renée topped the cocktail with tabascas sauce
Which burnt my throat, 
Causing my voice to sound hoarse.
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Yes Renée loves me. Yes Renée loves me 
Yes Renée loves me. Her actions tell me so.

While in hospital was our mum 
I reached over her pillows to fluff 
“GET OUT OF MY SPACE!” Renée snapped
and shoved me sharply against the bed.
Yes Renée loves me. Yes Renée loves me 
Yes Renée loves me. Her actions tell me so.

Rodney played back his oral poem, (which ended up as 
a song). However, he only half listened to the material 
taped. His mind was too full of the day’s happenings.” 
Poor mum”, he signed. “In the get well stakes, she didn’t 
stand a chance. Getting better, only to have a relapse. 
Old folks, babies and little children when surrounded by 
an atmosphere of loving, peaceful interaction thrive best.

As they’re more vulnerable they do not possess in 
adversity the strength to fight back. I’ve grown long in 
the tooth and sadly, I’ve witnessed all this to be true. ”

Rodney continued to wax poetical about his personal life 
well into the early hours of the morning. Unfortunately 
though, all the thoughts he had collected were in fact 
true. His mother did suffer a relapse.  She had gone 
to the operating theatre for a pin and plate to her 
fractured leg. Within a fortnight her wound broke 
down, became gangrenous and travelled to several 
parts of her body. Perhaps if Rose wasn’t surrounded 
by the hateful, spiteful words of Renée and darling 
Rodney’s unsuccessful attempts to defend himself, 
perhaps she may have recovered. Rose sank to the 
depths of dark despair. She longed for some miracle to 
draw her children together. Some miracle which would 
make them act in a more caring, loving manner. In her 
depression, Rose, refused her food and instead, puffed 
away her days by smoking countless cigarettes. Using 
layman’s language, her doctor tried to make her see 
that her smoking was hindering the healing processes.  
“Smoking” he told her “causes your blood to flow 
sluggishly and robs your body of vitamins. So, if you can’t 
successfully fight the urge to smoke and if you persist in 
refusing your meals, then at least drink copious amounts 
of vitamin enriched fluid such as vegetable broths, carrot 
apple orange, or tomato juices.”

Rose however, disobeyed her doctor’s sound advice.  
She had lost the will to live.  Lost the will power to fight 
the disease which was invading her body. 

Despite all the emotional support and professional 
skills of the Medical staff, 2 weeks from the date of her 
operation, at exactly 6am, the hour of the rabbit, Rose 
left this life and entered the world beyond.  The doctor 
commented, “It was a good death.” That is, she died 
peacefully.

It was all over for Rose - all the pain and all the 
sorrow, but - not for her children.  They suffered much 
emotional trauma which strangely drew them closer 
together.
 

One day they both decided that a trip away could 
possibly alleviate their sorrow. A place full of gaiety, 
colour and pageantry. The therapeutic destination 
chosen was Venice during Carnivale. Venice was 
glorious with its glowing glass lanterns and arched 
bridges and magnificent old buildings “on stilts”. Venice 
however was very expensive, which in part, probably 
caused Renée to revert to her former self.  She started 
becoming impatient, argumentative, and as spiteful as 
before.

It cost them 10,000 lire to leave their bags at the train 
station while they looked for accommodation. They 
were horribly overcharged and Renee was “spewing 
Chinese fireworks” when she discovered the rip off.

The cheapest accommodation found was a boarding 
house or pension which cost them 20.000 lire a day. 
The décor was antique and luxurious in appearance. It 
made them feel like they were staying in a palace not 
a pension. The streets were filled with gaily costumed 
revelers which made it difficult to move around the city. 
Renee often lost her temper and resented having to 
drag around her “ball and chain” blind brother.

One evening at 9pm, the hour of the boar, Renee 
begrudgedly forked out 20.000 lire for an hours ride 
through Venice’s dark water canals. The gondolier 
looked spectacular in his black trousers and black hat 
with red ribbons as he rowed his black gondola. And 
as he rowed he serenaded Renee and Rodney with his 
pleasant tenor voice. So absorbed was he by the rhythm 
of his singing and the rhythm of his rowing that he did 
not notice at the end of his journey he was minus one 
passenger - Rodney.

Had he known Renee better, he may have suspected her 
of deliberately pushing her brother overboard knowing 
full well he couldn’t swim to save himself.

In any case, Renee defended herself vigorously by raving 
“it’s not my fault. It’s not my fault. It’s the fault of our 
conflicting astrological signs. It was bound to happen 
one day.”

But the gondolier, she was shocked to discover, was 
absolutely ignorant about such important data as eastern 
astrological signs.

Shrugging his shoulders he merely replied” Mi dispiase, 
non capisco.”  Me sorry, no understand.
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The First Time I Sang The First Time I Sang 
To An AudienceTo An Audience
by Rose Higgins

The first time I sang to an audience was 11 February 
1999.  I remember it distinctly because it was the same 
day Mother was buried up in Canberra, while I sang in 
Melbourne.  “Unusual  priorities” some might say.  But, 
as we used to say in Ireland, “To get on with the story 
for those who’d like to hear.”

It all began early in the morning when I heard, “I’m 
Forever Blowing Bubbles,” playing in my head, even 
before I awoke, like a special dream, sent from another 
world for a definite reason.   I had no idea how I would 
live through this day.

After listening gratefully to messages of support on the 
phone I made the unwelcome journey, via the tram 
stop, to the Alfred Hospital, Melbourne.  While waiting 
at the stop I could not decide whether to stand up or 
sit down.  I heard my inner voice say “Be still and know 
that I am God.”  So I simply sat down and held on tight, 
for I knew it was going to be a “bumpy ride” as they say 
in the classics.

My first stop was the hospital chapel where I had 
arranged a private memorial service for my mother 
who, as I said earlier, was being buried in Canberra.  
The Anglican priest was called Madeline Hope, a very 
appropriate name for a priest, for we were in need of 
hope that day.

From the chapel I walked to my clinic, where I had been 
an outpatient for four and a half months.  The peculiar 
thing was, every time I left a room and walked along 
the corridor, I heard “I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles,” 
playing in my head as insistent as a heart-beat.  All day, 
even when I walked to the tram stop in the evening 
for the journey home, I was treated to my musical 
accompaniment.

On reaching my own little kitchen at the end of the 
memorable day I waited for the jug to boil and gazed 
thoughtfully out of the window, down the much-loved 
street.

As I stirred the tea, I reflected, “My hands, Mother’s 
hands, can I remember how different Mother’s hands 
are or were?” My hands seem to blur into hers.  
Suddenly, I felt so certain she was next to me, I felt 
compelled to turn my head, in hope, and against all logic.

With my day-long musical accompaniment still playing 
in my head I inexplicably began to sing for the first time 
ever, in a tremulous, thin, wavering voice, from a first 
floor flat in Elwood onto the unaware street below, 
“I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles,”  to an audience of one, 

my mother who had just  “dropped in” to share a song 
with me.  As she did in my childhood days when Mother 
would share with me a song or poem which was special 
to her.  “I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles,” she once told 
me, was the one and only song her father ever sang, 
whenever he did sing, which was seldom.  I had not 
thought of this song for all these years.  Ironically, it 
was with me all day that day, even before I awoke.  It 
didn’t stop playing in my head until I finally sang it to an 
audience in my kitchen, to my mother, the day of the 
funeral.  I feel she came back to teach me to sing.  She 
must be singing with her father now.

Father Of The GraveFather Of The Grave
by Tom Carmody

Father of the grave
Father of the brave
Your cards have been broken
You are so beautiful to me.
I am the greatest the world has ever seen.
The heavyweight champion 
Who came back again.
Roll over lay down
And let me in.
I want to break free
Total control over you
I’m simply the best
You know you’re all beautiful people
Everybody is beautiful in their own way.
Take advantage of your freedom.
Loneliness is kind.
Loneliness.
She’s got to be loved
Don’t want to be hated.
Beautiful in one another’s way
There’s something special about me
To love you and you won’t forget it.
Love me and you won’t forget it baby.
I’m considered normal.
Top of the Timber Industry.
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Rock N RollRock N Roll
by Michael Parker

I’m sitting here now as I write this story with the 
autumn edition of “Roomers” sitting next to me on 
the bed; the front cover says ‘The Rock n Roll Issue’.  
When I saw it a few days ago I couldn’t believe no-
one had told me; as everyone me knows I love rock n 
roll!  Love music!  Unfortunately, I didn’t receive the 
information from ‘Roomers Magazine’ as I’m not living 
at my old address.  So, what to do? There must be a 
way around this terrible . . .  mistake. It says “the next 
issue of ‘Roomers’ is about Short Stories, end of May, 
around 1300 words.” It says nothing about the theme 
the short stories should be about. It says nothing about 
short stories about Rock n Roll being banned because 
they are the work of the devil ... And I’ve never told 
anyone I believe myself to be more popular than Jesus 
Christ so ... My short story is going to be about one of 
my favourite subjects, past times, activities, hobbies, life-
long constant love; rock n roll!  Where to start? At the 
beginning would be a good place I guess.

The first album I ever bought was ‘Bat out of Hell’ by 
Meatloaf.  I was 14 years old.  It was 1978.  I recall 
walking in to the local record store for the first time 
with the intention of buying the Meatloaf album but 
like the kid in the lolly shop I was surrounded by 
goodies.  I walked out of the  store about  an hour 
later with the Meatloaf album as well as ‘Never Mind 
The Bollocks, Here’s The Sex Pistols’ as well as ‘Cold 
Feet’ by  Rodriguez;  an album I still have 33 years later  
(though now, of course, it’s on CD).  At about this time 
in my life my older brother, by six years, noticed me 
not only as a long-haired, little brother, but someone 
who liked some ‘pretty good music.’ I was invited into 
his room; I still remember the Jimi Hendrix poster on 
his wall and the ‘grouse’; stereo and stack of albums 
blaring from his bedroom.  Most of it not my style at all 
such as ‘Jethro Tull’, ‘The Dooby Brothers etc ... but I’d 
discover some stuff I would like and I’d discover some 
music I would come to love; some music that would 
change my life; or at least would influence me musically 
when I later started writing songs; some of which 
have been recorded.  At the age of 15 I couldn’t really 
understand or appreciate songs like, ‘I am the Walrus’ 
or ‘Strawberry Fields Forever’ but I loved the early 
‘Beatles’ music.  Some of it was just so fucking good!  
Exciting and ... really good. At that time I couldn’t tell a 
‘John’ song from a ‘Paul’ song until one day I asked my 
brother if I could tape the ‘Beatles’ songs I really liked.  
“No way,” he said.  “You’re not touchin me stereo, 
you’ll wreck it.” Yeah, right.  So he got me to write 
down 10 or 12 ‘Beatles’ songs I wanted  and he’d tape 
them for me.  Yeah, right.  But he did.  And he taped 

them perfectly too, so at the end of one song and the 
start of another it sounded  ‘Professional.’  When he 
gave me the tape he commented “Did you know they’re 
all ‘John’ song?  No, I didn’t.  All I knew was that they 
were the songs that I really liked.

Having a brother 6 years older gave me an edge over 
most of my mates, musically speaking, but we all love 
AC/DC.  They were the best major band I ever saw live, 
once at Ararat Town Hall and twice at Festival Hall here 
in Melbourne.  In early 1980, when our hero Bon Scott 
died, it was a little like one of our own mates dying.  
We’d grown up with AC/DC.  We looked like them, 
they looked like us.  But for me the biggest shock of all 
came at the end of 1980; “John Lennon shot dead.”  And 
beneath that unbelievable headline a photo of the Beatle 
signing a copy of ‘Double Fantasy’ for a fan who was also 
in the photo and some hours later would murder the 
‘The Rock n Roll’ legend in cold blood while wife, Yoko 
Ono, looked on in shock and horror.  It had been about 
2 years since I’d ‘discovered’  “The Beatles,” especially 
John Lennon and his music, in my brother’s bedroom.  
Now he was dead!  Murdered by a deranged ... may 
he rot in prison forever.  Another band my brother  
‘introduced’ me to was “The Rolling Stones,”  ‘It’s Only 
Rock N Roll But I Like It.’ That just about says it all.  
As a kid I’d always loved music but mainly whatever was 
played on the radio or on ‘Countdown’ or other music 
shows.  So I’ve gotta  thank my brother  for helping 
to open my ears to music of 1960’s, what a decade!  It 
started out fairly boring but once ‘The Beatles’ opened 
the door there was no closing it.

But there was Rock n Roll before the 60’s and 
interestingly some of the early greats were black.  Little 
Richard and Chuck Berry could not only rock n roll, 
they helped influence ‘The Beatles’ and ‘The Rolling 
Stones.’  Songs like ‘Tutti Fruiti’ and ‘Johnny B Góode,’ 
just to name two, were exciting rock n roll songs.  Then 
there was Roy Orbison.  Great song writing.  Roy 
Orbison may not have been exciting but his words and 
music were emotional with a capital E.  Then there are 
the likes of Bob Dylan.  Maybe not rock n roll but great 
music that has stood the test of time.  Personally, I 
didn’t think much of the 1980’s or 1990’s, apart from a 
few musical gems such as ‘Guns n Roses’  and that first 
album by ‘Metallica.’ ‘Oasis’ deserve a mention.  And ya 
gotta love ‘P!NK.’ Whatever happened to the promising 
Amy Winehouse?  Why is it some bands can ‘squeeze 
out one great classic song and never be heard of again, 
and others ‘squeeze em out seemingly easy, such as 
Elton John,  especially his early stuff?  Why does John 
Lennon’s voice send shivers  up and down my spine and 
Elvis does little for me?  Because - that’s Rock n Roll?
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Nature and MeNature and Me
by Wendy Buchwald

The sun is up and the trees are green.
Don’t think it is like anything I have seen.

People are walking
Not too much food for the taking.
Shopping today and don’t get upset.

Had a shower - made my bed - and didn’t get wet

Beyond DepressionBeyond Depression
by John King
As you emerge from the cocoon of darkness,
You spread your wings and learn to fly again.
Sitting in the sunshine the nectar of life tastes sweet.
Your beauty is there for all to see, if they would just
Take the time to look.
So fly away butterfly,
I’ll wait for your return.
Enjoy your journey. 

The Musical IndianThe Musical Indian
by MaryGrace Levakis

An Indian who was extremely talented
Played the sitar, with much merriment
Which attracted a wriggling taipan
A skill I can do without - in fact I know I can.

He also attracted a white holy cow
Which mooed in tune - then took a bow.
He also attracted a woodland creature
With deciduous branching antlers as it’s prominent feature

It was a deer, which in tune tapped its hoof
Then, a gecko lizard took a look
And a golden eagle flapped its massive wings.

As a langur from a tree waved leafy twigs.

The Indian with a sitar who was like the legendary Dr Doolittle
Who communicated with the animals which did
What he asked them to do.
Or the mythical pied piper who led
Thousands of rats to their death.

And rid London of its number 1 pest.
Whoever he’s like, anyhow at best
I would describe him as extremely talented.
A musician who obviously enjoys his instrument.

Handy HintsHandy Hints
by John King

1. No one notices if you have a good 
long cry in the shower. Although the 
hot water may run out.

2. When lonely, sit in the sunshine and 
let the cat sleep on your lap.  Any cat 
will do.

3. When you have forgotten how to be 
happy, throw a stick for a dog. Take 
notice of its tail.

artwork by MaryGrace Levakis
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BEACHBEACH
by Warwick Knight

Oh a walk along the beach path. In the bright sun of the day.
the waves roll in and wash the din from ears from mind. 
Oh what a beautiful day a splendid walk with a friend.
The sky a light whimsickle blue.
The beach  clean colourful just off white too.
Along side the path by the beach tallish palm trees stand.
Out to the view of the water the sea side a wash like an artists brush span.,
The sea her self not stormy, just gentle the approach of the waves to the land. 
As she rolls her gentle waves in, as if to present  to an audience, grand
the thousands of granules of sand. 

Let Me Introduce MyselfLet Me Introduce Myself
by Lynn Eastwood
(“Go ahead make my day” heard it all before)

This is my story as far as I can tell 
Some of it was wonderful
Some was just plain hell

I was born on a Sunday in 1954
When I was being delivered 
My mother couldn’t push anymore
I was born with a misshapen head
Stuck between my mother’s legs

My father took one look and cried
The nurse assured him it would subside

This is how my life would be 
Misshapen at time then happy

Abuse by my grandfather till the age of 12
Of course I would blame myself 
Came to think sex was love 
Could never get enough

Met a boy who I thought was kind
Got pregnant at 17, had marriage in mind
Baby boy at 18, baby boy at 20
Husband who hit me felt so empty

Loved my boys there’s no doubt 
Made mistakes but they made me proud
Left my marriage when they had grown 
Knew they would be okay on their own

Things were good, work was great
Life felt like I was reaching my fate
For years I partied, work and played
Life got better everyday

Along came a man much older then me 
Fell in love it was meant to be 
Went to Noosa then W.A
Life was good everyday

Had worked very hard, become a success
Had an apartment, home, boat and the rest
Loved my life it was so so good
But about to change yes it would 

It started with the flu, but I was not to know 
The life I lived was about to go 
Encephalitis is what I had, 
Near death, very bad

Not able to work, brain damage the result
Lost everything was nobody’s fault
My husband had got used to a certain life
Didn’t like it when no money came from his wife

So here I am alone again
Not much money life’s a strain
I’m alive and living the best I can

I might forget to take my shopping list
But I remember to eat, drink + shop
Life goes on, looking forward to the next stop 

It’s a journey I must take 
For to be happy all the time is a huge mistake
You can’t have a rainbow without the rain 
You have to be sad to be happy again

Struggle is good it makes you strong
And always know you’re not alone

This is my story from me to you
Just be happy forget the blue
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At The DeptAt The Dept
Of Efficient PoetryOf Efficient Poetry
by Paul Harper

we forget the pirate
his interview to join an anarcho syndicalist commune
his back channel connections to big timber in the far 
east
point of difference to an organization concerned 
primarily
    with the manufacture & bartered distribution
     of fine furniture
his concerns  about the eye patch
the black hat
the feather
the parrot
the peg leg
the cutlass
we deem his fears groundless & have determined to 
forget
***
we thank the journalist for his enquiries
we are more than capable of dealing with his esteemed 
colleague

discovered
this morning
on the front lawn
below the mist of automatic  sprinklers

of summarising his somewhat rambling saga

red lines on the map
war in the pacific
his penchant for the ukulele
of printing in full his strangely familiar digression
among the many striking creatures a lean biped

swift
agile
persistent
curious rather than aggressive

the  cerulean of its body appears cultural
more obviously so patterns of yellow & green 
fluorescents
***
we ignore utterly the tennis match

the bald sheriff wearing pantaloons & robot specs
we leave hatless
on a hill
at noon
in the hands of another department
while we scrutinise a lavishly illustrated volume of 
antique aircraft

a politician cycling into the nineteenth century is 
undeserving
   of our attention

now given unreservedly to what in our day was called a 
gym boot
a single
RED
GYM BOOT
the following afternoon we take a long brisk walk
***
kudos to the man devoted to the number twelve
we appreciate your theory of precipitation
& we too admire horses & towering eucalypts
any afternoon wandering paddocks & clambering over 
wire fences
     is an afternoon well spent

we do not
however
relish homework
or the recollection
a clear creek clicks into an english stream
ice
        cracks
                     at her feet
yes
evening skies are still bruised
& that old man still seen occasionally
standing in silent wonder
below trees raucous with rosellas
***
we return a sky full of ifs to the place we found it 
trees the colour of  honey again prove the power of the 
useless
the sun
easing slowly into a comfy red chair
can take care of itself
& the moon glimpsed
moderates the hardest heart

a lit candle
in the belly of the letter O
buoyant on calligraphic blackness
is a real crowd pleaser

this  may explain so many yellow raincoats
& that poor zebra
so patient
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As if life is life isn’t tricky enough;

for those who have difficulty reading and writing as an 
adult, each day can be a constant battle to work out 
what the world is asking of you.   

It might be the pharmisist’s directions on a pill bottle or 
filling in a CentreLink form, or there’s that fear of being 
put on the spot! 

OK. So you have managed  so far, but are you feeling 
like it might be good to brush up on your reading 
and writing ?   There is a community centre or 
neighbourhood house near you that wants to help, so 
be bold ... give it a try ... let someone know you are 
ready to read and write better. 

There are a range of courses available across Port 
Phillip. Our literacy courses show that with patience, 
hard work and a bit of help the situation can be 
improved. We have understanding & patient teachers 
and small friendly groups of students.

Our courses are free for people on centrelink benefits 
and designed to make everyone feel comfortable and 
welcome. The courses are open to all who want to 
learn to read or improve their reading.

Call one of these centres today to find out where the 
nearest course to you is:

• Port Melbourne Neighbourhood House, Port 
Melbourne: Call Kate Kelly on 9645 1476.

• Port Phillip Community Group, St Kilda: Call Tullia 
Gilarry on 95340777.

• Alma Rd Neighbourhood House, East St Kilda:  call 
Anthea on 9525 8746.

• Elwood/St Kilda Neighbourhood House, Elwood: 
Call Lisa Mitchell on 9531 1954.

Does your friend have a literacy issue? Here’s 
how you can help…

Almost 50 % of the adult population in Australia has 
literacy issues. This figure could be above 70% for 
people who experience disadvantage. Lack of literacy 

prevents people from getting jobs, increases poverty, 
stigma and isolation.

Many people with literacy issues struggle with day to day 
activities such as: 
• using public transport 
• filling in Centrelink forms 
• food shopping 
• reading instructions on medication
• writing a job application

Many have to get a friend to help, or feel embarrassed 
about their literacy and may hide it by ‘forgetting their 
glasses’ or ‘having bad handwriting’.
Numerous people experiencing literacy have tried to 
learn to read, but have failed and given up. Some who 
want to take the first step towards improving their 
reading are frightened that people will judge them. Many 
people don’t know where to find a course and they 
can’t read flyers. You can help by pointing them in the 
direction of one of the course providers listed or calling 
for them.

My Story by George Kotsonis

I went to 3 different primary school growing up. At 
school, I had difficulty with spelling, writing and maths. 
It got worse when I got to high school. School was very 
hard for me to learn. I felt different to all the other kids 
it felt like everyone was smarter then me. 

I started looking for work after school. From 1981-2009 
I worked at a Warehouse for 15 years and worked in a 
fruit shop for 11years. I enjoyed working. I find it hard 
not working now.

WISE from Richmond sent me to the Reading and 
Writing class to improve my skills. In the beginning 
I didn’t want to come to class. I didn’t think I be 
interested being in a class. I realised overtime I enjoyed 
coming to the class. I enjoy meeting new people and 
learning about them. I now understand spelling, reading 
and writing much better. I enjoy being in the class 
because everyone is friendly and nice. Our teacher 
Sandra is very good in teaching she is very helpful to 
me. She is helping me learn computers which I enjoy 
especially Issues in English. I now feel comfortable in 
class and I`m enjoying learning new things.

Does Your Friend Or Client Have A Literacy Issue?Does Your Friend Or Client Have A Literacy Issue?
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Rochelle’s Experience at Port Melbourne 
Neighbourhood House

I moved to Melbourne after my marriage breakup 
for my own & family safety. It wasn’t easy being 
away from home having to look after myself for the 
first time in 2 decades. To satisfy Centrelink I tried 
to do English studies at a TAFE institution so I 
could feel useful & to improve my future prospects 
for work. I was put on a Personal Support 
Program, (PSP) which was quite hard to get into, 
indicating I wasn’t coping very well. I also had to 
look for rental housing as my only option for the 
first time, after owning a 20 square house on a big 
block. At this time I was homeless for the second 
time I was trying to find somewhere to live, go to 
the class and do my homework. I wasn’t coping 
with my TAFE course which resulted in me leaving 
the course. At the time I put it down to my lack of 
written skills in English.

My first PSP provider was closed down 
prematurely, and then I was in limbo for 12 
months. I was able to get my second placement 
for a PSP at Sacred Heart Mission. My case worker 
suggested doing the Reading & Writing course at 
PMNH ending years of frustration.

Since I’ve been coming to PMNH for a period of 
about 3yrs doing the Reading & Writing course 
I’ve been learning the basic aspects of writing. I 
can’t really remember learning in the public school 
system in my regional city in county Victoria in 
the 1970’s. At the same time as being at PMNH I 
was concurrently doing extra work at other places 
to improve my speech. I did speech therapy for 4 
semesters and I did phonetics for 4-5 sessions.

The Reading & Writing course is run by our 
current teacher Sandra. The aim of the program 
is to evaluate what you still remember about the 
English language, & bring you up to pace. Our 
teacher has the luxury to move the smaller class 
on as whole, as well as building on our individual 
needs. Now when I`m reading, writing & listening 
I pay more attention & focus better on the tasks 
required. As a result, I’ve a greater understanding 
of the numerous laws & exceptions to the rules, 
inherent in the English language.
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Theatre ReviewsTheatre Reviews
Whiskey Ring 
April 27th - May 8th at La Mama, Carlton

Written and performed by Eddie Ink
Directed by Alan Brough
Dramaturg by Judith Lucy

“Occasionally, you’ll meet other damaged victims standing 
alone, but low esteem, a defensive shell, and an inability to 
reach out make any sort of real contact impossible.”
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Whiskey Ring is a one-man show written and performed 
by Eddie Ink: long time Roomers contributor and long 
time rooming house resident. Sitting on a broken down 
couch stripped of any artifice, Eddie Ink thoroughly 
entertained his audience by skillfully weaving stories and 
memories of his life from growing up in England in the 
1950’s to living in a tin shed at the back of a rooming 
house somewhere in St Kilda. A born storyteller with 
a finely tuned ear for the absurd, Eddie has a great gift 
for tackling very dark and frightening themes with a 
lightness of touch and elegance. Dysfunctional families, 
substance abuse, chronic illness, violence. Eddie never 
shies away from his past but as a skilful storyteller 
knows how to bring out the humour and humanity of 
any situation. As Paul, another Roomers writer said on 
the opening night “seeing Eddie perform is just like being 
at half-time smoko”.

The Tempest
May 3rd - May 8th at Theatreworks, St Kilda

An adaptation of The Tempest by William Shakespeare 
created by
John Bolton - Director
Sharon Kirschner - Participant Drama Coordinator
Brian Lipson - Designer
Bagryana Povov - Musical Direction
Joseph Sherman - Producer

A show of journeys in a landscape between dream 
and reality, which interweaves Shakespeare’s language, 
personal story and music.
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do yourself a favour…
Open the door to census collectors in August.
The surveys they give you will make YOU count to those 
holding the purse strings.
Funding for services like Health Centres, Child Care, Legal 
Aid etc. depend on statistics that show that YOU exist!
Your personal information is TOTALLY  SAFE. No other 
government department or individual can get there hands 
on your survey - Seriously.

Your local community centre can help you fill-in your 
survey if you want. If only richer people, living in private 
housing complete the surveys properly, then you don’t 
officially exist, and the government have good excuses not 
fund the services that we need.

Pull your finger out!

Fill it in!

The Tempest was devised and performed by participants 
from St Kilda Uniting Care Drop In Centre weekly 
drama classes and Inotrope Productions. And 2 of 
our very own Roomers writers: Marlene Foster and 
MaryGrace Levakis were members of the cast.
The show was an earthy retelling of the Tempest in 
music, text, dance and verse. Occasional bursts of 
Shakespeare’s verse are interwoven with improvised 
dialogue, songs and a lot of slapstick physical theatre.  
The line between performer and audience was broken 
down with the actors conversing directly with the 
audience and encouraging their participation. We as 
audience were encouraged to draw a picture of what we 
eat if we could have whatever we wanted. This was an 
effective method of breaking down any barrier between 
audience and performer making it a very immediate and 
engaging theatrical experience.



For residents by residents. We want your stories For residents by residents. We want your stories 
and poems and songs and musings and photos and and poems and songs and musings and photos and 

artworks and articles. And we want them now!artworks and articles. And we want them now!
Call Philippa on 0413 024 528 for more informationCall Philippa on 0413 024 528 for more information

on how to get involved.on how to get involved.

P.S. When you send things in include your name and address so we P.S. When you send things in include your name and address so we 
can contact you. We never print people’s addresses and you can be can contact you. We never print people’s addresses and you can be 

anonymous if you like a little mystery in your life.anonymous if you like a little mystery in your life.

RoomersRoomers


