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Suitcase tales. Stories from under the bed. Memories 
carefully wrapped in tissue paper and hidden away. Too secret 
to share, too precious to throw away. Suitcase tales are the 
ones we carefully preserve, secreting them away from the 
world. The ones we stash from prying eyes. Suitcase tales are 
also the stories and fragments of memories that are always 
with us, our personal histories carried from room to room and 
city to city. 

Carried in suitcases and backpacks and duffle bags. Stored 
in shopping trolleys and guitar cases. Strapped onto trolleys 
using ocky straps and polyester 1970’s ties. In an old well-
worn brown leather suitcase, a scuffed vinyl powder blue 
suitcase, a small square cardboard case. My father’s suitcase. 
My mother’s travel case. My uncle’s canvas bag. My best 
friend’s backpack. 

These are some of the images and ideas that came up when 
we sat around at the weekly Roomers writing workshop 
talking about what suitcase tales meant. And for this issue 
the Roomers writers have given us a selective look inside 
their suitcases, revealing only what they want to reveal.  
Some tales will never be told.

Words in Winter Festival 2012.

A group of 11 Roomers writers travelled up to Daylesford 
recently to perform at the 2012 Words in Winter Festival. 
The spoken word piece was called “shaped by waves” and 
performed to a full house at the Daylesford Court House. This 
is the fifth time that Roomers have been invited to perform 
at the Words in Winter festival and we are so grateful for the 
opportunity to get out there and perform at such a wonderful 
festival. We managed to squeeze in a few other performances 
and readings as well and spent Friday night sitting in the dark 
listening to some beautifully told traditional Irish ghost stories. 
Whhhoooooooo. Thanks so very very very much to the City of 
Port Phillip for the funding that enabled Roomers to travel to 
Daylesford for the weekend and perform.

And like I say every time: if you feel inspired to write by what 
you have read, remember our writing group meet every week 
and everyone is welcome. Every Tuesday 1.30 – 3.30 at St 
Kilda library in the community room. 150 Carlisle St, St Kilda. 
It’s a fun, creative and supportive environment where you 
can go at your own pace and enjoy good company. And have 
afternoon tea.

Suitcase Tales
From the Editor
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I get paid to bag and tag and clean rooms. Ready for 
the next inhabitant and their sad gospel story of woe; 
decline, remorse and or anger.

Sometimes I might even have known the person that 
lived in that room. Most times not

You learn a lot when clearing and cleaning imprints of 
others from walls, fridges, sinks, bathrooms, etc:

Cleaning the room of an O.D’D junkie is different 
from cleaning a room of some old cunt that just died 
from being an old cunt.

The junkies got a whole room full of shit that’s been 
stolen and don’t work and strewn syringes.

Whilst the old cunt has a funky smell that needs a 
breathing mask and is surrounded by pieces of their 
own treasured history.

There’s rooms’ succumbed by years of sitting in the 
one chair and chain smoking. Walls layered yellow 
that when wiped show a promise of original colour.

There’s encrusted places in a very small area that 
show the inhabitant basically reclined whilst spilling 
coffee and butting cigarettes in the carpet.

A splayed patina of blood up along a wall from 
syringes speaks of its own party.

There’s shit on the toilet that everyone shares.

And there’s always someone paid to clean it up!

I AM ONE OF MANY!

And this is the story of one room l cleaned.

Let you know! You come to clean, neighbours get 
nosey, get talking, telling you things.

Sometimes helps build a picture, most times bullshit.

This time all the neighbours wanted to know shit 
from me.

All l could tell them is that he was dead and l was 
here to clean his room.

There was a real sad reaction to the acclamation, 

which was disconcerting. Considering the general 
cynical environment in which such news is usually 
delivered and apathetically received.

Cleaning Equipment in hand I entered room 42, 
closing the door behind me.

First impression? Clean. Very clean. Stupendously 
uber clean. What the fuck am l supposed to clean?  
Aaahh, fuck I’m here I’ll charge the bastards at 
least an hour! A cursory glance at all four corners 
suggested a ten minute bagging job. But first a 
pre-rolled joint would be required. I concurred with 
myself immediately.

I pulled the blind and opened the window, sat back 
in what was possibly the best office chair ever. And 
lit up. Feet up on the standard issue table I watched 
the miasma of Rasta exhaled smoke mingle with 
the bands of sunlight that makes dust sparkle and 
rise. Then a cloud crossed the sun and my attention 
was drawn to the far wall, if you could imagine such 
a small box as having a far wall. To a number of well 
framed, properly hung portraits of various Nebula’s. 
Which was so Zen l nearly choked on a tote.

All I could think was whoever the dude was that 
passed away, he had some class and some  
serious neatness. Then there started this ringing  
from the closet.

Turns out it’s the old dude’s suitcase. It’s ringing and 
vibrating like some big ass mobile. So l drag it out an 
dropped it on the bed. And it’s brumbiling away. An 
I’m looking at it, an it ain’t like no other suitcase I’ve 
ever seen. Then it opens up all by itself and it’s some 
weird arse hybrid between ‘pimp my suitcase’ and 
‘the Princess Leia hologram scene from star wars’. 
Only it wasn’t a cry for help. It was a job offer.

Seems the unified universe is a pretty fucked up 
multidimensional place! And it takes special people. 
Fucked up people. Official title is ‘Mother Fucking 
String Plucker’. What could I say? The fringe benefits 
outweighed the annual income. I packed my suitcase 
immediately and headed for a drinking session with 
Casanova and a late night supper with Cleopatra.  
I hired Nat King Cole to tinkle the ivories for one  
night only.

A Briefcase For Employment 
by Dean Briggs
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104 days is the length of my stay

Under my bed where the suitcase lays

All the good things I collect on the way, 

revealed at the end. Show you? I may.

Hopes and dreams, stored in the case.

All the stuff I’ve gathered, in sobriety chased

Clothes and books, who wants to look?

When I go home and if you care

The day will come when all I will share.

Just for today my life it does store

I need another suitcase. So I can grow more

At the end of the program, out through the door

Suitcase in hand, with all that I stored

Life will never be, as it was before

Hundreds of blessings, or even more

Life in a suitcase 
Stavross
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The good Samaritans: a memoir from 
Cairns 1977 by Wendy Butler

Well fuck me dead! And I thought 
this day couldn’t get worse. I’m so 
wrong. It’s starting to rain. Buckets of it. 
Hot, steaming tropical rain obliterating 
everything in sight. I hug my four year 
old son to my side, but it’s no protection. 
We are soaked. This must be the start of 
the wet that I’ve heard so much about, I 
knew it was going to be a bad day when 
Mr Bates called me to the office in the 
morning and asked how much longer I 
was going to bludge off them.

How dare he: for the last four months I 
had risen at six to help prepare breakfast 
for the busloads of school groups, 
cleaned the YHA section and then after 
dropping Lance off to kinder, done the 
daily doorknocks in search of a job, and 
let’s not forget Wednesdays: helping to 
prepare meals on wheels and finishing 
with tea preparations. And then I’m on 
call in the afternoon in case any school 
groups want sandwiches etc. BLUDGING 
MY ARSE.

Yesterday I was told by one of the 
shopkeepers that the wet is coming on and 
they are laying off staff. I write to my ex: 
who is subletting my rental, telling him that 
I’ll be back within the week. It has been 
six months since I’ve heard from him, but 
he has been posting my cheques onto me.

My cheque isn’t due for another week 
so I decide to camp at a local beach. I 
retrieve my YHA card and my backpack 
and my one-man tent I bought when I took 
my son to the Mt Isa rodeo.

An hour goes by with cars roaring past. 
Then one stops. A guy pokes his head out 

of the window. “You’ve got a nerve “he 
says “expecting people to give you a lift 
when you’re too stingy to buy your own 
car”

With that he winds up the window 
and takes off. Then the police arrive and 
a lecture ensures about the new laws 
outlawing hitchhiking. I take my sons hand 
and we begin to walk. The police follow 
me for half an hour, get bored and take 
off. And then it begins to rain.

I’ve never seen rain like this. It’s 
streaming. Drenching tropical mist. 
Suddenly a car looms up, travelling in the 
wrong direction. It breaks to a stop and a 
black face peers out.

“Where do you want to go?”
“To the beach” I say
“Hop in” And he turns back the way he 

came. The car is full of Aunties, Uncles, 
sisters, bros and kids. 

All squashed up sitting on one another’s 
knees, singing and laughing as the car 
speeds through the rain.

When we reach the beach the rain has 
finally stopped and we all pour into the 
warm water laughing and splashing like a 
school of fish. Then our new friends build 
a fire on the sandbar and cook the fish 
that they had caught earlier. Never has 
a meal tasted as good. Fish cooked on 
an open fire under the setting sun on a 
tropical beach in the company of great 
people.

Finally the family help me to set up 
camp behind some scrub on the beach, 
then pile back into the car and head back 
to the city.

Never in all my travels with my son have 
I known such kindness from strangers.
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She was at it again. He just knew in the next two days he 
would be consulted, insulted, accosted and pushed around.  
He decided just to observe and cop it.

She was bloody moving house again and he; the ageing yellow 
pigskin suitcase knew that this meant bedlam. Both times before 
it had been a nightmare, even worse than the overseas trip he 
had taken so many years ago now with her parents. At least 
that time he had been in the company of the pretty canvas and 
brassbound trunk. Very pretty for a big girl she was.

The wardrobe was cleared, coffee drunk, cigarette stubbed, a 
couple of whiskeys downed and then two duffle bags stuffed with 
odd kitchen utensils, bedding and a couple of lamps, all shoved 
in the car. And now. Now it was his turn and the indignities 
began. First some toilet rolls, a bundle of dirty washing and 
a couple of cleo mags. Other sundries. All jammed down, his 
lid closed, sat on, and finally the catch forcibly shut. Then the 
ageing yellow pigskin suitcase was thrown haphazardly onto  
the passenger’s seat and the journey began.

Sometime later they were at the station, just him and her with 
the rest of the load consigned to the baggage department.  
He was clutched closely to her side. Now, making a call of 
nature, she had left him to rest outside the restroom door.

Suddenly there was turmoil. The police arrived and the fast 
gathering crowd was ushered away. 

“It’s a bomb” someone said. But of course he wasn’t.

Yellow Pigskin
by Simon Sewell
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Suitcase Recovery Plan
by Warwick Knight

Develop a recovery plan  
i.e. what to pack in your  
suit case in the event that:

A. you’re bored, lonely,  
isolated and down.

B. you’re high, manic, deluded  
and in need of passivity.

C. you’re restrained, kept held,  
and inhibited from social, personal 
efforts and human contact…

D. you’re stuck and emotive. 
Unable to do any of the things you 
like to need to want to do…

E. you’re very busy with everybody 
else’s? Anxieties and worries.

You’re stuck self-focused and vain…

1.  always try to recall become aware 
of your breathing slow it observe 
and cool it.

2.  water / a wash / a glass / a drink 
of water can help.

3.  test and become aware of your 
senses sight sound touch. — 
practice sense awareness.

4.  write, draw, record thoughts and 
feelings.

5.  do something, plan something 
nice for yourself. Reward comfort 
sense of self.

6. centre align ‘ground’ yourself 
and bring to awareness emotional 
wellbeing /identify needs concerns 
and hopes… Express speak call 
somebody some significant other.

One time, I hitch hiked from Fish Creek in southern 
Gippsland, Victoria to Armidale in southern NSW. I 
arrived with nine cents in my pocket and my family 
heirloom a leather suitcase, stolen from under my 
nose. Bastards.

I wouldn’t do the same again, romantic notions like 
“have suitcase will travel” are no substitute for 
properly funded travel. My mother had a packed bag to 
accompany her to hospital. The other aspect of suitcase 
law is that, when at Tullamarine, you do not carry a 
stranger’s suitcase. NEVER. Think about this!

Have you ever tried to heft a suitcase full of books? 
The handles break away. They use added-on wheels or 
combine them on a wheeled trolley, or frame.

A famous line from rocker Lou Reed, 1975, live track 
called “Intro/Sweet Jane”: “Standing on the corner, 
suitcase in hand……

by David HSuitcase Travels

StAnDing on tHE cornEr, SuitcASE in HAnD…
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Gods Suitcase
by Jem Buckley
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So; presuming there is a god… 

The books of Christians, Muslims, Buddhists, Pagans. Auschwitz, 
beheading, torture, life, death, rape, fear, sacrifice, Jesus on the 
cross with the thieves; war, pestilence, starvation of the babies; 
the famous, the infamous; the despots, Pol Pot, the crusaders, the 
sane, the insane, the bankers, the desperate poor, the starving, 
the dying, the righteous, the evil, the ghosts, the angels, the rich, 
the poor, those that don’t seem to matter.

God of the good the bad and the ugly, the tried and true…  
those that don’t believe, will never believe, those that suffer, will 
never suffer… those priests that exploit the frail, the young, the 
sick, those hundreds who die homeless, those hundreds who die 
in useless wars, battles of no consequence, those sons nailed to 
crosses, those women burnt at the stake and called: adulteress, 
witch; beheaded, hung, vilified. Those that believed, those that 
tried, those that were tried, those that starved, those that grew 
fatter and fatter and fatter until they almost exploded and begged 
and received the blessing of the various clergies; popes, bishops, 
mullahs, nuns, brothers buried under tombstones and crosses

God, o my god

How many saints, how many holy of holy? How many blest 
before machines; bombs, flaming death. A billion starve whilst the 
drunken fat eat themselves to oblivion?

“Give me your sick, your homeless, the dispossessed; the weak, 
the frail, the old, the children, the raped, the tortured, the blind, 
the insane, the cheated. Give me your orphans, your children 
forced into slavery, prostitution, forced labour. 

Those children that you seem to spit on, those unclothed, starving, 
some with crucifixes, scapula around their necks. Those drowning 
in sorrow, hollow with pain. 

God you are never there.



10

The Journey  
by Anna Brants

The storm brewed 
overhead as the rage 
expressed by the hostile 
crowds continued to 
mount. The gabble of 
the protesters was 
increasing. The chanting 
voices grew louder. The 
voices of the protesters 
rose to fever pitch. Their 
message was clear: They 
would not be stopped in 
their endeavours.

I stood trembling with 
my suitcase held firmly 
with both hands. A 
solitary figure. I felt 
rage as I could not 
comprehend why this 
was happening to me.

I recalled the angry 
voices shouting and 
pushing me forward on 
to a boat. I had felt an 
overwhelming sense of 
despair and sadness as 
my few items of clothing 
were hastily thrown 
into a suitcase. I was 
powerless to control my 
own destiny.

The true remnants of 
my past life were stored 
in my mind which had 
become my suitcase.

Things I have never done 
by Anna B

At the age of fifteen, 
after a broken date, I 
announced to my mother 
that I would never marry 
and never have children. 
I have remained true to 
my word.

I have never left the 
country that I was born 
in. My dreams consist 
of travelling to other 
countries. The thatched 
cottage with the roaming 
hills awaits me in Ireland.

I’ll keep on dreaming for 
now. Snails, frogs and 
tripe have never past  
my lips. They never shall. 
Everything else that is 
placed on a plate in  
front of me, I shall eat  
at least once.

A house, a car, a 
computer, I have never 
owned. I do not care 
much for the above. 
As I have always been 
housed and public 
transport is at my door.

I have become impatient 
with technology, so I 
have chosen to limit 
my use of computers, 
confining them to  
public libraries.

Concerned citizen 
by Trevor Donohue

It wasn’t large enough for 
a body. It; as the name 
implied was suitable 
for carrying suits. Why 
am I in an industrial 
area late at night?  I’m a 
free citizen and I can be 
anywhere I want to be. 

I have been in trouble  
in the past but that  
was when I was young 
and silly.

There is no reason to 
man handle me. 

I’m doing nothing wrong. 

Okay if you want you 
open it.

See that dumpster up 
ahead? That is why I am 
carrying rubbish in my 
bag. I’m a concerned 
citizen and I like to keep 
Australia clean. And so 
you should. I should take 
out a complaint.

Yeah, get on your way.

Those dumb cops. 
Charley has had plenty 
of time to get out of the 
clothing warehouse.

They didn’t even check 
my false identity.

Hope  
by Simon Sewell

His suitcase – all he 
possessed: gone now!

Anger then rage ensued

The so called peace 
demonstration

Became a rabble through 
the gabble

“Look wot I found:

A suitcase full of dope”

He was well liked – so

All held hope

all held hope
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I started my second round of 
travels with a heavily laden pack  
in December ‘73 and arrived back 
in Melbourne in April ‘76 still with 
a heavily laden pack, but also a  
babe-in-arms and suitcase full  
of nappies!

Many, many years later the 
suitcase, a blue cardboard and 
plastic affair, had been gathering 
dust on a high shelf but was 
spruced-up once again for a short 
holiday. The suitcase lay open and 
empty on the dining room floor 
ready to be packed. When I turned 
around my beloved Kitt (now 
since passed over) was sitting bolt 
upright inside the case. She knew 
what I was getting ready for and 
her eyes were saying “Don’t leave 
me with that other monster cat.”  
Kitt was a 13 year old tortie/tabby/
cross. She always had sad eyes 
and on this occasion made me feel 

a tad guilty. The monster cat, Tui, 
was younger but full-of-herself! 
She was true to her colouring –  
a white tortoiseshell – gentle but 
very cheeky.

Cats have a way of making you 
feel you are not good enough to 
be their owner. It’s as though 
they want you to lie down so 
they can walk all over you!  They 
haven’t forgotten they were once 
worshiped as gods in time past.

When I arrived home two nights 
later both cats were sitting on the 
balcony ledge at peace and I was 
very pleased to see them. 

Once again the empty suitcase sits 
forlorn gathering dust on a high 
shelf but my travelling shoes seem 
to be misplaced. Now I am fat with 
satisfaction and no longer yearn for 
greener pastures. I am replete.

By Gary Martin

Took a trip on loneliness

Sailed in it

as if it was a sea

In a ship of lonely teardrops

No friends to come with me

Not the butcher, the baker,  
or the candle-stick maker

Not the Owl or the Pussycat

Neither Dr Suess and  
alleged dementia

Or his ‘KOOL KRAZY KAT’

Meanzing BEANZ!

Not for anything

Ronald the Rat in his  
Sentimental Old Green Hat

Skitz, Skatz, Rats,

and lots of Laughing Fish

No one steps up

simply history

Only lonely

Because I am

Need a friend!

The Empty Suitcase
by Janet de Longville
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They always found 
refuge on their usual 
bench, together,
They contemplated 
that huge expanse of a 
limitless future, together.
They took for granted 
another sunset, faithful 
and constant,
Offering reassurance 
and permanence
She leaned on him.  
He clung to her.
And life was bountiful, 
while the tide rolled in.

That day, the news came.
They sought, urgently, 
refuge on their usual 
bench, together.
That huge expanse of 
a limitless future, now 
suddenly aborted!
She leaned on him.  
He clung to her.
Motionless, for there  
was nothing that could 
be done.
Though everything 
needed to be done!
Speechless, for words 
would not come.

Though neither one 
could ever say enough  
to the other!
As the tide rolled out.
And her chances ran out!
But the sunset was 
faithful and constant,
Offering reassurance 
and permanence,
That day the news came!

That Day the  
News Came!

By Rose Higgins

[This poem I wrote about a factual couple 
who are preparing for the wife’s final journey, 

for which she does not need a suitcase.]
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Suitcase of Tears
by Bevan John Kirkland

We plunged into a sea of ecstasy from the cruise of life. 
And then in raft we reached the crest of your desire. 
Then you kept coming to me, and then without strife 

I extinguished your blaze but not your fire. 

Now I have a suitcase of tears falling into an abyss, 
which overflows with the sheer misery of lost love. 
Do I dare to delve into my lonely chest for a kiss 
for whence we were akin to hand and glove? 

Today tears rain from eyes of mine to fill bags of dreams 
on velvet waves where lovers once soared in their quest 

to prance upon precious oceans of golden beams. 
My eyes shut and I desire to awaken to your caress. 

Now I know you are as muddled as many assorted ties, 
and are unaware of my chest of hearts delight 

for when we made love madly until our goodbyes. 
Now we’re two ships passing through the night.
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Sunshine rain, aching pain,

Smiles and growls, midnight owls.

Cars with sirens, people with badges,

Cigarette lighter, boxes of matches.

Sex and money, money and drugs,

Same street corners, same street thugs.

So many lies, so little truths,

Mobile phones, public phone booths.

No one to trust, no one to talk to,

Feelings of guilt, memories that haunt you.

Feelings of anger, feelings of pain,

So much to give, so little to gain.

Happy but sad, angry not mad,

Want to but don’t need to but won’t.

Soon all is gone, soil tossed over,

Green grass growing, three leaf clover.

Three Leaf Clover 
by Stacey Watson
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THE SUITCASE by Lindsay Learhinan

It looked old and worn, muddy brown. The old man’s face looked much the same . . . . .

The children giggled at the old man as he sat with his arms around his suitcase . . . . .

“Can we see what you’ve got?  What’s inside your suitcase old man?”

The old man smiled . . . . .

“All my life that’s ever been . . is all inside my suitcase!!

My dreams and fears . . . my past and future . . . bound and gagged wrapped up in  
my suitcase . . . . . 

The wrecks and stains and unclear memories . . faint heart got scared . . . . . 

The wonder whys . . the wonder wheres . . they’re all inside my suitcase . . . . .

The what ifs . . the did I reallys . . I remember . . I loved her dearly . . . . . 

The nearly dids . . but didn’t quites . . . . . 

The might have beens . . . the lonely nights . . . . .

The remember whens . . . Im not too sure . . the maybe just a little mores . .

Lock it up . . put it away . . all safe inside my suitcase. . . . .

World weary . . . scarred and sore . . . it’s been a life . . That’s for sure . . . . .

Jingle jangles . . Squeaks and more . . his suitcase sits upon the floor . . . . .

Magic potions lay within . . Treasures abound inside this man . . . . . 

Spinning eternal without a sound . . dreadful stories from afar . . and hopeful wonders 
in a jar . . . . . 

War-torn countries . . . jungle fare . . . I remember . . . I was there!”

Not a soul can understand what goes on inside a man . . Just look inside his suitcase . . 
. . . 

And the children giggled as the old man sat . . arms around this suitcase . . . . .

“What’s inside your suitcase old man? . . Can we see what you’ve got?”

The old man smiled and shuffled off.
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My first trip to Paris was all romance
not make-believe like New York had been
just real, tangible magic and 
lights on the Eiffel tower at night.

By day the Sacre Coeur reminded me
of Amelie and it was all bright and tourist flooded,
a place of worship, a place to take photos.

But that night, outside it turned to 
degradation city, hoons with their cars revving,
people whooping their way to a good time,
drinking, smoking, getting high.

Inside it was beautiful. There was a service
going on. Such a sacred place. Such a silent place
no photos please, show some respect 
and please, no loud talking. 

I sneak a photo while I’m in there and maybe
what happens next is god’s revenge.
For it was not enough just to be in the place
just to savour the golden reverence.

I wanted proof, I wanted something to look 
back on. I wandered Montmartre without a care
and then met a fellow who saw me with my camera,
said ‘I know the best photo spots, follow me.’

by Gemma White

And he asked me if I wanted some pot and some wine
and because I was wandering the streets of Paris 

for the first time, I said yes. He said ‘wait here with my friend’
so I did and I waited a long time and I wanted to leave

but I thought that would be rude so I stayed.
He finally returned, not a word had been spoken 

between me and the friend. The man said
‘Here, let’s sit down here’ with our wine and our pot.

And so smoking and drinking cheap red wine 
out of a plastic cup I felt so bohemian until

he leaned over and kissed me and then 
I realised my bag was gone.

The bag that had my camera with the sneaked 
Sacre Coeur photo with my two passports 

and my wallet with my credit card
and a ticket to Roskilde Festival. 

Filling out a police report was a combination
of grade 10 French and a game of charades. 

This must happen all the time, I thought
and I was angry at myself for being so trusting.

I emailed my parents to cancel my credit card,
And then I was stranded in Paris

While the embassy sorted out  
a new passport for me.
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Paul Harper
 

She was only the fishmongers daughter but she could slap it on a table
& say the fire with its thick cloud of white smoke partially illuminates
the tree while the paper lantern hanging from the saddle casts its light
on some of the luggage & the face & shoulders of the traveller is one
description diagonals build a superior sandwich a scrap of wire on the foot
path or the s chair or the killer theatrics of the inflatable yellow with ice
cream for incompatible ideologies is always ugg boots is another afternoon
devoted to the number twelve wandering paddocks & clambering over
wire fences with the recollection a clear creek clicks into an english stream
& that old man seen occasionally standing in silent wonder below trees
raucous with rosellas & we too admire horses & towering eucalypts
his nights work his mind a blank tape on a mountain of needles covered
with light snow divided by the pine tree they asked about a bamboo stalk & found
themselves at a buzzing bookstore on the third shelf with they have graphs
so it must be they made a star they made a boyfriend green they made
a beeline for the supermarket they insisted all experiments cease we do
not relish your theory of precipitation we do not splash through puddles
into the forest of yes evening skies are still the rules of engagement
a path of least resistance b for baby failed to bring a patient back
to bicycle abandoned they made a star bruised again when the cool
change hit for the first week or so in a tiny room just below street level hog
tied with that peach colour & sun glare dissolved home is where the fewest
legs are in his own underpants concluding the bats black on orange & blue
flew east from trees along the river at twilight expecting a window notoriously
silent he disbelieves transubstantiation peppermint tea & a tabby close
the jungle door gently the magnetic gasket makes the memory survives
with starfish brooding on their blueness so many shaped hands speak
efficient grasshopper a discussion on the floor of an equally tiny other
wall wakes to finds the blinds could flap the wheel stood still the sea is so wide
& a dropped envelope a slight stutter on ten a giggle trying to write next doors
dog barked at trombone trumpet & horn so it must be true i didnt gaze
into the great birds eyes & share a moment of goth girl or was it the three
witches or the guy in the lime green suit on the stairs in the study It was just
there on the tiny island so please hold the tv above your head like a temple
bell like a pendulum do on a crowded train on a sun drenched
pavement & the evenings second overheard conversation morphing
to a boiling honest days work emerges from a fire breather in lious
the fourteenths bitumen lozenge with sundial & gauze into steak & onions
more rational so sudden so close it walked to the other side arms straight
halves your pension first seen below golden arches the first coded tryst
telling the ticket inspector the king is many a dead ear of wheat in a clean
flanny drives his ute through lush fields of windswept dancing musical
instruments till one day all is sunny & silver & very blue when she tells
him lamb rilletes ocean trout a canister of biological if the beard fits

Commute 
by Gemma White

1. 
The dusty sky is lit  
like a Halloween 
pumpkin tonight. 
I am riding a metal 
caterpillar  
stuffed full of humanity. 
We pack ourselves up  
like briefcases. 
We are in every corner. 
There is no room to 
spare, or to be shared. 
My laces are tied. 

2. 
Together.  
We ride to the ends  
of the track.  
We don’t look back. 
This morning there  
is a man  
accusing another  
man of a racial slur.  
One is Scottish.  
The other man  
could be Nigerian.  
“I will report you!”  
He says.  
The bus driver with  
the Scottish accent  
is probably the only  
bus driver on this line  
who isn’t racist.  
It seems ironic.  
The bus driver is  
not happy,  
but he continues 
driving anyway.



Writing Workshops

Our weekly writing workshops happen every Tuesday 1:30 – 3:30.  
The workshops are free and held in the community room of  

St Kilda Library, 150 Carlisle St. You don’t need to book or ring,  
just turn up with paper and a pen. 

It’s a great way to explore and polish your writing skills with  
a friendly bunch of people, amazing tutors and afternoon tea.  

So please drop in.

For more information call Philippa on 0413 024 528

#50
How about becoming a friend of Roomers?

For as little as $40 per year you can help Roomers keep 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

Individual (low income): $40 per year  
Individual (cashed up): $50 per year 

Not for profit organisations: $60 per year 
Others: $90 per year 

We want you!

We want your stories and poems and songs and articles  
and musings and photos and artwork… 

And we want them now.

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

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

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 


