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Hi and welcome to the Winter edition of Roomers. 
In this issue we have turned our attention to food. 
We seem to be living in a time of in-your-face 
food porn. Turn on the telly and there via multiple 
channels will be all the celebrity chefs and wannabe 
celebrity chefs competing fiercely for who can 
create the creamiest and richest, the most towering 
and unctuous and pearliest meal to ever be plated 
up. And trying to kill off, or at least out-psyche their 
opponents at the same time. Every night of the 
week. It’s a blood sport. It’s lunacy. It’s enough  
to make you reach for a bowl of tinned tomato soup. 

Since when has food preparation become a contact 
sport? Food is so much more than that. It is deeply 
imbedded in everyday life; both as fuel and quality 
of health but also for the emotional and primal 
response; the sharing of meals, never forgotten 
childhood favourites. Food and memory, taste and 
smell; food can instantly transport you to another 
place and time. What we choose to eat can be  
a window into our most basic beliefs about the 
world and ourselves.

The reality of living on a low income can mean  
a day to day question of whether you can afford 

to eat or not. Often rooming house residents live 
with the problems of food insecurity. Maybe you 
can’t afford to buy fresh food and maybe you don’t 
live in a place where food preparation and storage 
is possible. Preparing meals yourself in a rooming 
house can sometimes be daunting. Hopefully you 
are lucky enough to have a lockable cupboard  
in the kitchen but not always. In a shared kitchen 
everything has to be locked away. Even the plug. 

Imagine you want to cook yourself a meal.  
You go to your room and grab a saucepan, some 
dried spaghetti, an onion, a clove of garlic and tin  
of tomatoes. That’s your hands full. Take them to the 
kitchen. Now you also need a knife, chopping board, 
plate, bit of chilli, zucchini. Back to the room.  
Grab them. Back to the kitchen. Shit. Forgot the  
olive oil. Back to the room. Grab the olive oil.  
Back to the kitchen. Someone’s taken your onion. 

In this issue the writers have used the theme of 
food as a creative prompt which has elicited a rich 
and diverse collection of work. As ever, it’s a highly 
satisfying blend of memoir, poetry, fiction, anecdotes 
and speculative writing and I hope you enjoy reading 
these pieces.

Food
From the Editor
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STOP THE PRESS: 

The Weekly Roomers  
writing workshops  
have moved back  
to St Kilda Library!  
Why don’t you drop  
in and see what we do? 

Every Tuesday  
1.30 – 3.30
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Super size me with a small 
side of fries and the toy  

of the day. Make that two! 
by Dean Briggs
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Food
an intrinsic primary demand for any organic  
carbon based organism.
It’s a don’t eat, don’t shit sort of arrangement.
Or forget about life; fart, cough, splutter.
Doesn’t take a lot of intelligence,
one end ingests, the other end excretes.
It’s like a pipeline: brain up there round your mouth 
and your anus down there round your genitals.
Used to think it was funny that the abalone beak  
was right besides its arse.
People ain’t that different.

Before combustion there was only Seasonal Veg, 
insects, lesser animals or scavenging of carcasses!
Whatever got you through the savannah  
in an upright manner I suspect was true!

No hint of a B.B.Q in that feint pre-historical horizon

TWEEt
#That would so sort of kill, you know man.  
Like no K.F.C no nuffin like that…tripping…
 
BRIEF HISTORY/EVOLUTION OF FOOD.
Day one.
Monkey climbs down out of tree due to suspected 
global warming issues. Which could not be televised 
by CNN at the time.

Day two.
Monkey sheds excess hair and opts for bipedalism.
All the quadruped boxes were filled centuries earlier.
Talk about off to a slow start!

Day three.
Now hairless and upright our ancestral forefather 
monkey unconsciously increases the size of its  
frontal lobes, don’t ask me how.
Learns the secret of banging two rocks together  
and discovers that salt is a flavour enhancer.

#As a modern upright Aussie, I would have boycotted 
such a primeval B.B.Q on the grounds that cold beer 
and tomato sauce had not yet been invented.

Day four.
Now more attractive through evolutionary hair loss, 
female monkey expresses dissatisfaction of current 
life style and nomadic existence.
Shortly afterwards an agrarian society and  
a working concept of the wheel magically appear.
Animal domestication, seed cropping, weaving, 
pottery, basic metallurgy, permanent dwellings.  
The impermanence of yearly fears of providing 
sustenance grows into a brave hairless idea  
of a faith in Gods and their investiture in future 
sacrifices and failures. Day four was a long day!
Put the female monkey back centuries!

Day five.
Still working out how to use the wheel.  
Hirsute-less tall standing monkeys now have free 
time due to surplus food, to think past the next meal 
or next winters cupboard. A time for free thinking 
blossoms. Monkeys start askin the big questions.  
The bigger the better.
Which somehow invariably leads to talk of war.
Don’t ask me how, it just does.
Something about safe guarding, or protecting,  
or pre-empting. Securing futures, whatever the fuck.
Some mad cunt throws the first coconut in anger

Day six.
Monkey went to war. End of the day someone 
outcomed. To the victor went the spoils.  
And what do you think they did apart from  
fuck and drink and maim?
They feasted of course.
And what could not be locally sourced was trucked in, 
in excess.

Day seven.
Replete in crisp white shirt and creaseless black 
apron a Monkey opens an early Sunday brisk  
business espresso bar.
Monkeys lounge around drinking in the sun  
and sipping at lattes. Reading their papers printed  
in bold devastations of other places, where humanity 
has not worked out so well.

Then one wonders where to go for lunch.
Perhaps a stroll first.
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At first I notice complete strangers, glancing up 
towards the lamp post. Staring towards the vacant 
wall of an office tower. I ponder this. Has a new  
self-proclaimed artist perhaps decided to utilize  
the space? It is after all a huge city, with millions  
of people. Many different opportunities often  
present themselves but I am only filling in time, 
waiting for someone who might not even show.  
I cannot help yet study these strangers. In my 
own way I too am curious about what is making 
these people stop and stare. It is perhaps the 
incompleteness of random strangers just staring, 
submissive; these attractive glances upwards  
to the sky that has me wondering. 
 I savour the last sip of my overpriced  
latte which is neither enjoyable nor meets  
my expectations. The night is drawing closer,  
and the rain has just started to pitter patter  
down to the pavement, perhaps washing away  
the grime of the weekday. 
 A glance - this random stranger gives -  
is what really throws me. As though someone  
has died on the freeway, and we have all slowed 
down for a look at the carnage. I recall feeling  
hurried as though I was being pushed or thrust 
towards the lamp post. I stood, crushed by the  
others in the pack.  
I looked up. Dear God - I looked up… 
 Its presence is forever encased in steel.  
White hard steel. It glistens, with the rain softening 
the impact of its hard metallic presence. Its round 
rough cords, dripping with the raindrops,  
positioned against the wall, its seemingly soft - 
assumedly glass - lens recording the images of  
the crowd which have gathered around the corner. 
 I was attracted at first; attracted to the 
possibility someone was watching, silently watching 
as people like us went about our lives, paying bills, 

pretending to work, sleeping around. Otherwise 
being human. My own actions validated by being just 
one of so many people doing exactly the same thing. 
 A man in the crowd shouts, breaking my train 
of thought (about meaningless sex and that very  
sexy yet slutty waiter I recently picked up in a bar).
 “They can film your thoughts!”
 The words at the time brought a sense  
of terror and anxiety. The rise of paranoia.  
I am now aware someone is watching,  
recording and transcribing my life. For what purpose?
 This mere thing, encased in shiny white hard 
steel, is a guise for your subconscious that perhaps 
someone, something, somewhere is interested  
in transcribing.
 What is peculiar is that I take so long  
to notice the ever present camera on the wall near 
the street corner. But now I am very aware and so  
are the many people now gathered, huddled closely,  
staring at the camera. Someone in the crowd takes 
aim. A stone hits the device and a sharp sound akin  
to a ping resonates.
 It was then that I decide to head back to the 
house. I’m not sure what it was that I just witnessed, 
was it vandalism or citizen’s justice? The cold hard 
white steel encasing the camera. Did the lens 
shatter? I struggle to recall the image… but it’s  
the conversations spoken excitedly by the crowd  
that flood and fill my head. Do I tell others what  
I just witnessed? Was I a witness? 
 Walking through the door to my apartment  
I feel odd. The sound of the ping will not leave.  
I look up on the wall and to my horror… There it is:  
a shiny white steel box, with an exact same frame,  
shape and lens, in the entrance to my apartment.  
Inside and beyond the safe confines that keep  
the external world and problems outside. 

In the Image 
of Big Brother 

by Greg Freeman
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 I want to burn everything, to try and  
distort the image… I open the blinds and press  
my forehead against the window. Cars passing  
on the street, people walking their dogs, shops  
open for business… Everything looking as it should.  
I walk back to the lounge room, along the corridor  
and pass the entrance and the box… Nothing is out  
of place. I decide to examine… The attractiveness  
of being watched.
 In my mind, I glance to the top of the  
lamp post; it is a machine, a camera. I imagine,  
that it encapsulates the general goings on within  
the hive or the community, ensuring that various 
tasks are undertaken whilst endeavouring  
to maintain an order or engineering a comfort;  
a sort of protracted encumbrance… Again the 
attractiveness of being watched.

 I think about the people who are watching 
me. I wonder if they are tourists in their own lives, 
and are familiar with ways to entrap people.  
I pour myself a drink - why did only now I begin  
to be consciously aware of the cold hard shiny  
box within my apartment?
 I try to delete the man’s remarks from  
my memory - the one from the street corner. I flip 
through abstract memories. Can I even recall the  
box? Can I recall ever seeing one, apart from tonight?
 I think about the man in the black ute  
and his mate. I ponder the alcoholic next door and  
his horrible girlfriend with the white dog. I wonder  
if they realise they are being recorded. I think harder.  
Trying to decide if there are any memories  
of the machine in my mind. It hurts. I give up. 
 The television flickers and a message  
from the OMNI corporation comes on.
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 Some people you make a connection with 
reasonably quickly. Often within half an hour of 
meeting someone I can feel as though we’ve been 
friends for years. I suppose you could say this  
was the case with my new next door neighbour.  
From the time he poked his head around the  
balcony screen I could tell that we’d made a fairly 
easy and simple connection.
 We conversed comfortably within minutes  
of meeting and before long seemed inseparable.  
I looked forward to getting home simply to catch  
up and talk, I found him intelligent and he seemed  
to find me the same way. 
 He told me of his chemistry skills and how  
if he hadn’t had such a fucked up childhood he 
could’ve been a chemist. It all seemed so plausible 
and true, he was interesting; his theories on life, 
church and state not only appealed to me but were 
well thought out and seemed to make a lot of sense.
 He spoke of his heritage and had me 
enthralled as he told me that genetically he was  
the last of his race, his ancestors having been  
bred out of existence.
 Then he explained how his ability to 
understand basic pharmaceuticals and their  
properties enabled him to cook up his own heroin.  
All this seemed fascinating to me. Quite often  

he would cook up his pills in front of me when  
I was in his apartment in such a casual and  
carefree manner; it was as though he was  
making a white sauce to go with a meal.
 Then as we sat there talking he would  
wack himself up with a potion he had created,  
barely blinking or missing a beat. I didn’t want  
to appear uncool so I’d act as though he was  
making a cup of tea.
 Then one day I asked him over for dinner. 
Sitting at the table we talked and chatted easily like 
we always did and he even brought his syringe over 
so he could have a blast later when he felt the need.
 But then, when I put the dinner on the table 
an alarming thing happened. I placed a 250g block  
of butter on the table to go with, I can’t even 
remember what: potatoes or bread, I’m not sure,  
but the thing is he started to eat the butter. On its 
own. He cut off little blocks, a bit here and a bit there, 
but before long he had eaten the whole block.  
All the while telling me how much he loved butter. 
 Alarm bells started to ring. I’d never seen 
anyone eat so much butter. After this, I started to 
wonder about him. I didn’t care about the syringes, 
his concoctions or chemistry, but the eating a stick  
of butter. That shocked me. 

Brett and Butter 
by Mark Edwards
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Food 
by Mark Edwards

 
Food: My new relationship with food since  
I’ve quit smoking. Food. My new vice. 
 Since quitting ciggies over the last four  
weeks I’ve suddenly developed an addiction to eating.  
It’s made me realise how interwoven addiction can be.
 Every time I crave I can satisfy it with food  
rather than a cigarette and still achieve that sense  
of satisfaction that nicotine gave me.
 Worst is at night after a big dinner and desert.  
I’m still hungry and that’s when the two minute  
noodles and other addictive snacks come to the fore.
 For the last four weeks I have swapped  
one addiction for another, so I am now at the point  
where I’m identifying that craving and weening  
myself off food.
 At night as I watch TV I start thinking about  
what else I can eat and that’s when I start to hold  
onto the thought and think about it for what it is.  
And I hold those two thoughts and try and  
be mindful so I don’t have to worry about eating  
and I can just say to myself
 “It’s ok. You’ve had enough.”
 Lately when I have the thought of eating  
more food I tell myself that. Then the hunger  
fades and exhaustion comes over me.  
That is when I take myself off to bed.
 My favourite foods would have to be  
blackberries and parsley. In that combination.  
I once lived on it when I was living in an ashram.  
The small portions of food we were given at meal  
times made me constantly hungry and the only  
other foods available were the wild blackberries  
and parsley growing in the garden.
 To this day I’ll never forget the taste of that  
combination. Such a strange one yet quite delicious.
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Sssh 
By S. James Carter 

After a certain age (21 perhaps) it’s foolish to blame 
your parents for anything. If they were less than 
certifiably criminal, insane, cruel or thoughtless,  
their job is done. It’s up to you now.
 Even at 53 I have to keep reminding myself  
of this, the occasional storm still just as likely to 
descend from the skies unbidden (we’re all volatile 
people) as when I was  
a moody and famously rude 
teenager. So when I would 
still my emotions with sage 
advice, something I’m largely 
incapable of in the midst  
of even the most lukewarm 
squabble, I try to remember  
to recite my lists. 
 My father’s list 
usually pertains to qualities: 
kind, cheerful, hard-working, 
diligent, loyal, funny, gentle, 
interested. But with my 
mother I tend to list things 
she did and still does well: 
walking, swimming, reading, 
writing, gardening, dressing, 
advising, explaining, listening 
to music, buying presents.  
Her list has a habit of  
winding its way through  
a thicket of small and passing skills, before it always 
ends up back at the same destination: cooking.
 My mother cooks really well;  
really, really well. 
 If I envy my father one thing (and I do),  
it’s that each and every day he gets to sit down  
to at least one of her meals. This used to be  
my privilege too, and its removal is only one  
of the many slights time and age have imposed  
on my slender frame.
 This loss, such as it is, is a big deal.  
Food, no less than a mother’s love, is a big deal.  
We live and die by it, the rhythm of our days at  
its mercy, getting and preparing it, thinking about 
it, worrying about it, talking about it, even devoting 
magazines and TV shows to it, whether consuming  
or rejecting it. 

And it kind of bores me. Food, food and more food.  
Is there any dullard like a gourmet dullard?  
Oh, wait: I forgot the wine connoisseur. Just eat 
the damn cake. That’s what my mother would say. 
Nobody ever got fat on a slice of cake. Finish the  
cake and get on with your day.
 We’re all so self-obsessed (and self-published) 
nowadays that nobody thinks any less of themselves 
for boring others with the details of their diet (or lack 
thereof), any more than do the muscle-strapped with 
their talk of exercise regimes: I’m off to the gym; 
I go every day; I made a beautiful coq au vin  
last night; the secret ingredient was from Peru,  
virgin-pressed. Seriously, who needs to know?

 This may sound like  
a general whinge without  
a clear point, but It does bring 
me back to where I started, 
my mother’s cooking, and 
why it always punctuates  
my list of her virtues:  
beautiful food, prepared fresh,  
was delivered to my table  
for 18 years without fear 
or favour, complaint or 
explanation, and without  
the call for applause (though 
frequently involuntarily given: 
who can resist oohing and 
aahing over a good meal?). 
 She likes her food, too, 
and eats it with relish, but not 
so that you could accuse her 
of being a gourmand (Matt 
Preston, watch your back).
 Best of all (though  
she may have done so without 

telling me; there’s a lot she doesn’t tell me), I’ve never 
heard any talk in her long life of dieting. 
 I don’t wish to eulogise her (she has her  
fair share of faults, after all, as we all do), but writing 
about her like this, it does make me wonder if we 
haven’t lost something from her generation to mine, 
something both created and accelerated by our new 
sharing technologies: the loss of discretion. 
 Is anybody discreet anymore?
 Eat what you like, when you like, how you 
like: just remember to keep your mouth shut while 
you do it. It’s only polite.
 Sssh. 
 Silence is golden.
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Custard
by Sean Batchelor

Firm blobs layer then merge
Sweet smells dance nostrils serge
Deliciously soft and complementary
Eyes and mouth water: watch flavours do savour
Vanilla, banana, chocolate urge
Custard vanilla will verge for my sensory purge

When the spoons simply waves towards tunes 
erotically connects its
Soothe pleasures of lip-custard-phonics
A taste play of tongue sweet penetrative
Massage juices mouth duel whispers
Two dessert treasures on
Sensualising lips tasteful repertoires
Connections buds completeness of the meals
Pleasures deals confirm.
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Untitled
by Warwick Knight

There is cool air and blue sky, some snow white 
clouds and the sun rests upon nature, roof tops, 
roads and shimmers in through windows.  
The air is such that we live with, the rain such  
that we are sustained…

Nature provides us with these environs which  
we feed upon – food for the body, hope of real life,  
and the nature of images such that we dream of.

Take it Easy
by John King

Our heroes eventually become fallible,  
as they always have been.

Our connections weaken or break completely.

Just when you think there’s no one to put your trust in,  
you look into a child’s eyes and see their trust in you.

So be worthy of that trust and remember  
how it felt to be innocent like a child.

Believe in yourself and your ability to love  
unconditionally, and to give love freely and often.

Take it easy on yourself.
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Banana 
by Wendy Butler

A banana is like nothing else; inbred, masturbating. 
Maybe that’s what makes a banana so different:  
each blossom feeds each banana, so it is its own 
entity. No need for birds and bees and butterflies.

No need for a male and a female, each fruit is fed 
by its own golden shower of nectar. It is all in one 
and isn’t this obvious in its construction: the shape 
is obviously masculine but its foreskin peels back to 
present yielding, even accommodating female flesh.
Sometimes a worm will penetrate the skin and the 
flesh will swell and fester, bursting out of the seams 
and oozing flesh, sweet with the smell of decay. 
Insects buzz around, savouring the blood of the fruit; 
living off the decay.

An artificially ripened banana is bland like a quarter 
moon, unblemished without character and with a 
taste like sawdust. You can tell a real banana by its 
skin; streaked and ripened by the sun.

The very best bananas are those on the verge 
of decay. Blackened skins and gleaming yellow 
luscious flesh for the mature taste, with tantalising 
overpowering smells. These bananas respond to 
cooking with just a hint of danger. Arsenic anybody? 
Something which is almost past its use by date has  
a last divine lingering taste. 

I have been completely unable 
to maintain any semblance with 
relationships on any level, I have 
been a bastard to the people 
who have actively attempted to 
deliver me from peril, I have been 
acutely undeserving to the ear 
that listened : up lick there lip and 
kiss me on the temple, I have 
been accustomed to a stubborn 
disposition that admits its history 

would disassemble, I have been  
a hypocrite in sermonizing 
tolerance while skimming for  
a ministry to pretzel, I have been 
unfairly resentful of those that  
I wish had acted differently when 
the biding was essential, I have 
been a terrible communicator 
prone to isolation over sympathy 
for devils, I have been my own 
worst enemy since the first 

genesis of rebels, today  
I pulled three ghost crabs out  
of rock and sand where the low 
tide showcased a promised 
land, I told them you are going 
to be something dynamic and 
impressive, you are patient  
you are gallant you are festive…
then I let you go…

Italydutch
by Sean Batchelor

Fennel of the 52 degree landscape
Into food as flat as their hills
Zest taste into a savoury 
Cooked hotter than an Italian roar
Into pools of liquid butter poured firmly round
Sizzle placed levelled to pan match
As sweet kisses dessert into spicy lips
Flavoured off course to main, thyme gained
The modern hip dish to catch new flame
Style of Hawaiian thrown toppings
In random sequence paste  
ham pineapple and cheese
Prepared and plonked while hungers tease
Tastier twist to feast a two dish eclipse
Pancake meets pizza cheeses volcanically mix
Mouth widens to the gourmet treat  
longitude, latitude
Harbouring rivers saliva gravity, gratitude
Bit down adventurous tummy fills
When tasty Italian meets juicy Dutch
Neck canals bella ciao has as such.

Beach House  
Bitch House
by Jonathon Tindall



Sao: The Ethical Biscuit 
by Wendy Butler

 Yes you heard it –  
Sao is an ethical biscuit.  
I’m in the supermarket with  
a group of very earnest people.  
We are on a mission from the  
eco centre researching ethical 
eating. We are in groups with  
lists of food types and brands.  
This is serious business.
 What may you ask is an 
ethical biscuit? Well first of course 
its nutritional value: no nasties, 
everything organic and biodynamic, 
Australian made and local. Then  
of course the manufacturers must 
have transparent ethical values. 
Then there is the packaging: lest  
is best and reusable is a bonus.  
Price is irrelevant – it’s worth 
paying extra to be ethical.  
Naturally we’re not checking  
out the meat section. I’m the  
only non-vegetarian in the group. 
 I’ve come along out of 
curiosity. Will I learn something 
I don’t already know? Of course 
not. Pack of wankers. They’ve just 

discovered what fifties housewives 
knew: fresh is best, it’s good  
to support home-grown and not  
to waste money and resources  
on containers and packaging. 
 I remember when we 
used to queue up while the grocer 
measured everything out and  
we considered it common sense,  
not ethics.
 Last year an eco centre 
group began making jams  
and preserves, only they called  
it “fossilising”.
 They are so proud of this 
name, which to me conjures up 
images of wizened fossils. Why 
not call it preserving so people 
know what you’re talking about? 
Pack of wankers.
 Anyway, to get back to my 
Sao. It scores well on the ethical 
scale, made in Australia by  
a reputable Aussie company with 
no nasties and minimal packaging. 
The packaging isn’t reusable but  
it does score an extra point as  

there is no inner plastic bag  
in the cardboard box.
 I’m glad my Sao is ethical 
because it is a biscuit from 
my childhood. Growing up we 
alternated between Saladas and 
Saos. My cousins always had 
Savoys, but we couldn’t afford 
them. One day Mum came home 
with a new recipe from the 
butchers: stew served on top  
of heated Sao biscuits. My Dad - 
the cook - was outraged.  
They never served anything  
like this in the army!
 This menu was never 
repeated but forty five years later 
I revived it. Yes, Sao biscuits fried 
in a fry pan with re-heated stew 
on top are a great standby when 
there’s not much in the pantry. 
Soggy Saos go really well with 
stew. Cold day – hot snack,  
fry a Sao. Probably wouldn’t pass 
the eco centre’s test. They don’t 
know what they’re missing.  
Pack of wankers.

Worn Strings 
by Sir Sigmond Nigmour

be pages

dogs gone

foxes ain’t for song

sieve for ages

water dressed

morning won’t be long

trust sages

triple long

wear a bright sarong

seven wagers

winter rest

be brave be kind be strong

middle ages

under blessed

it’s warm enough - no wrongs

funnelled rages

milk furlong

so have faith, and carry on.
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More Food 
by Sir Sigmond Nigmour

 If there’s one thing that distils the mind  
it’s a lack of food. After a couple of days you  
start to get a bit peaky, not so much desperate  
as prepared to do other than you might normally,  
just to get something in your stomach. One time  
the only thing I could find in the car was a packet  
of pasta, but I didn’t have a stove, so I decided  
to cruise the backpackers in town to see if I could 
borrow a kitchen.
 The first place I went into there were  
these three Asian guys at the counter. Now normally  
I wouldn’t make a distinction but you know how 
Asians are about their electronics. I was really  
straight up with the guy and I told him that the  
only thing between me and a meal was a kitchen,  
and may I borrow his to cook up some pasta.  
I was pretty well dressed and there was no  
way he would have guessed that I was homeless  
if I hadn’t said something. He said ‘No’. I said  
I’d pay him and he said ‘How much?’ and I said  
‘Well all I have is a dollar fifty’, to which he again  
said ‘No’.
 I was fucking starving to tell the truth  
and getting pretty edgy and angry about the  
whole situation because it was no skin off his nose.  
It was only a kitchen for Christ’s sake. So I asked 
him whether he’d take my laptop in exchange for 
the use of his kitchen so at the very least I could eat 
something for the first time in two days. He looked  
at me and said ‘You’ve got to be joking!’, like he  
was ready to jump at the offer. Given another couple  
of days and I damn well wouldn’t have been joking. 
That’s how desperate I was becoming. But I just 
said ‘Yes, I am joking’, and went out to find another 

kitchen. What’s more important, 500 grams  
of dried pasta or a laptop?
 The next backpackers was on Elizabeth,  
and just as I approached one of the patrons  
buzzed himself in with his swipe card and I followed,  
tight on his heels. I was in. The kitchen was 
massive, and warm, and packed with smelly British 
backpackers and cute Asian tourists. The only  
utensils were pans and saucepans because  
everyone hired out their own cutlery, and there  
were these signs saying not to eat out of  
the saucepans so I had to make do with a plastic  
take-away tray that someone had left on the  
bench and a fork that I found behind the stove.
 I cooked up the whole packet and put  
it away with the only condiment in ready supply, 
which was vegetable oil. The place was warm  
and friendly, and safe, and I had a full stomach.  
I was in heaven. After dinner I sat back in the  
lounge with the lads and watched the rugby  
and the cricket. The room was small and packed  
with Poms and the telly was up full bore so I don’t 
know how but I managed to fall asleep. Next thing 
I knew it was four in the morning, the room was 
empty, and there was this security guard standing 
over me wanting to know who I was.
 I tried to act a bit pissed, and I asked him 
what the score was, but he was pretty wise to that 
ruse, and he marched me out the front and back  
out onto the street. I wasn’t angry, just really happy 
that I’d got a feed and a sleep. And I had a dream 
about the Aussies smashing the Poms all over  
the oval.
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Dieting Blues 
by Daphne Sturzaker

Hey diddle diddle
I’m watching my middle
And hoping to whittle it down soon
But eating’s such fun
I’m not getting it done
Till my plate runs away with my spoon.

Apple Delight 
by Daphne Sturzaker

Childhood memories bring back to me
The lovely sight of the old laden apple tree
The excitement in the kitchen
As the recipe books came out once more
The baskets of apples so red and green
One of the prettiest sights I’ve ever seen
At the end of the week the cupboards
And shelves were a sight to see
Apples – apples in pies, in tarts, in dumplings,
And tiny cakes with your cups of tea,
Apples preserved in jars for a later time.
The scent of cinnamon lingered
As my old apple tree was laid bare.
Those childhood days are long gone,
But the memories are still there.
Age too has taken my lovely, fruitful apple tree
But the sight of a shiny apple
Brings back those familiar tastes to me.

To My Bobbie  
(Walk Through the Seasons) 
by Daphne Sturzaker

Walk through the summer days,
Eyes a’sparkle with her love of the sun.
Step is lighter, as she wends her way,
Contentment surrounding everyone.
Walk through the autumn days,
Smiles as a peekaboo sun shines through the trees.
Happily walks briskly along her way
Among the cooling wind, lift the errant leaves.
Walks through the Winter days,
Boots treading carefully
Through the howling wind and rain.
Umbrella held high, she sighs,
Longs for the golden days of summer again.
Walks through the bright spring days,
Inhaling the scent of the flowers in bloom,
Is happy again as her shoes go tapping along.
She lifts her sweet face and smiles.
Bird carols its very own spring song.
Walks through all the seasons,
Confidante, my sister, my friend.
As I look at the kindness in her dear face,
Hope and pray I may always walk beside her,
Until the seasons end.

Nocturnal Munchies  
by Timna Kenny

 Food scraps, bread crumbs  
and a few drops of water on the 
shed floor stimulate the olfactory 
sense of a rodent’s alert nostrils.  
 Circulating within the 
sphere space of the shed. Its wide 
open corrugated iron door incites 
cold fresh breath from the outside. 
Quick nibble at the bread crumbs.  
Soft shuffling to the opposite side 
of the room. 
 The mouse continues  
its consumption of the remnants; 
some had been consumed  
an hour before.  

The fresh parsley leaves that  
were growing outside in the 
planter had been crunched and 
torn from their stalks by a possum. 
It was the night time feeding 
frenzy by possums that sleep  
in their selected squats by day;  
hidey-holes like roof top cavities. 
 Distant traffic hum, 
intertwines with wild life squeals, 
merging beast and modernity into 
one: composes soft murmuring 
gurgles synchronised with wildlife 
squeals, infiltrating sound scape: 
primeval interaction between 
woman and beast. 
 The rodents. Their found 
food source. I contemplate  

on the rustles of their squirmishes  
in the wall cavities, leaving me  
to plunge into the hermetic 
seclusion of a room of silence. 
One semitone above darkness.
 Nervous restlessness  
of sleek bodies as they climb  
the fence planks on their way  
to a nearby, fully-foliaged treetop. 
Circumventing through and around 
its brittle branches. And if one 
stays awake or possesses sharp 
eyesight it could be possible  
to notice the nocturnal marking 
of the rodent’s territory while 
spreading its scent or unloading  
its excrement below.
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Buying a Dream 
by Mary Grace Levakis

The receipt reads:

D a t e  1 1  A u g u s t  2 0 1 3  

T i m e  1 1 . 4 3 a m

I t e m s  s o l d

L E M O N S  1 5  P A C K  –      $ 6 . 4 0

O R A N G E S  5 0 0  G R A M S  –     $ 0 . 9 9

C O L E S  B A K E R Y  S N O W B A L L S  2 0 0  G R A M S  –   $ 2 . 1 1

T o t a l  f o r  3  i t e m s  –     $ 9 . 5 0

On the other side of the docket are the following temptations:

–   F U L L  B O D Y  M A S S A G E  $ 5 5  N O R M A L L Y  $ 8 5  I N C L U D E S  

H E A D  T O  T O E  E S S E N T I A L  O I L  M A S S A G E  A N D  F O O T  S P A

–  1 4  D A Y S  F R E E  F I T N E S S .  S T  K I L D A  S E A  B A T H S

–  S H O R T  B R E A K  7  D A Y S  F O R  $ 1 7 8 9  P P  T W I N  S H A R E

–   I  N I G H T  O N  T H E  I N D I A N  P A C I F I C  M E L B O U R N E  

T O  A D E L A I D E  I N C  A L L  M E A L S  A N D  D R I N K S

–   5  N I G H T S  A T  T H E  H I L T O N  H O T E L  A D E L A I D E  

I N C  B R E A K F A S T  D A I L Y

–  A D E L A I D E  C I T Y  H I G H L I G H T S  A N D  B A R O S S A  V A L L E Y  T O U R S

–  H A H N D O R F  M U R R A Y  R I V E R  A N D  V I C T O R  H A R B O U R  T O U R S

–  F U L L  D A Y  K A N G A R O O  I S L A N D  H I G H L I G H T S  T O U R

–  F R E E  S U B W A Y  6  I N C H  S U B  O F  E Q U A L  O R  L E S S E R  V A L U E .

Feeling hungry I chose a six inch salad sub with vegetable patty  
and coca cola and day dreamed of Adelaide, the Barossa Valley,  

Hahndorf and Kangaroo Island
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The City of Port Phillip invites all seniors (aged 55 and over) to enter  
the ‘Port Phillip Writes’ Seniors Writing Awards with an unpublished  
story non-fiction or fiction or a poem of an Adventure in Port Phillip  
or around Port Phillip bay that you have always wanted to tell! 

Residents are welcome to enter in one, two or all three categories:  
Fiction, Non-Fiction or Poetry. Entries must be limited to 1000 words,  
can be submitted in languages other than English and all will  
be published. 

Entries open 1 July 2014 and close 5 September 2014 

Award Ceremony: 
Sunday 19 October, 2pm, St Kilda Library 
All Welcome.

‘Port Phillip Writes’  
Senior’s Writing Awards
‘Adventures in Port Phillip  
or around Port Phillip bay’

Illustrator Required
Approximately 80 small, cartoon-style illustrations in JPEG format required  
for new, locally produced handbook; some colour, most black & white. 

A contract applies allowing 30 days for completion with purchase  
of copyright by author, and negotiated rates and timing of payment. 

For more information, please call 0432 362 041.
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    HOT 
  LUNCH 
 

 
Come and join us for a warm and healthy meal.   
We offer the following choices with either a  
hot or cold drink option: 
 
Soup, Main Meal and Dessert  $6.00 
Soup and Main Meal    $4.50 
Main Meal and Dessert   $4.50 
 
Betty Day Centre 67 Argyle Street, St Kilda 
 
Monday to Friday:  11.30 am to 1.00 pm 
 
The service is offered to City of Port Phillip residents aged 55 years old and 
over or any person with a disability and their carer. 
 
If possible please phone 9209 6422 to let us know you will be  
joining us or if you have any special dietary requirements. 



 
Writing Workshops

Every Tuesday 1.30 – 3.30 
At the St Kilda Library 

150 Carlisle Street, St Kilda

Been meaning to drop into the writing workshops?  
You don’t need to book or ring; Just 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. See you there!

For more information call Philippa on 0413 024 528

#56
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 your stories and poems and songs and  
articles and musings and photos and artwork

And we want them now.

When you send your work 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

This project has been supported  
by The Readings Foundation


