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What is Roomers?
Almost all contributors to Roomers are residents or former residents of rooming
houses, private hotels or supported residential services in St Kilda, East St Kilda,
South and Port Melbourne and Elwood. Roomers is distributed free to residents
of rooming houses, private hotels and supported accommodation across the City
of Port Phillip. It is also distributed to local cafes, community centres, libraries,
laundromats, galleries, book stores and various places where people congregate.

Reading WRiting and Roomers
From the Editor

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.
If you would like to become a contributor or mentor or a friend
of Roomers please contact Philippa Armstrong on 9531 1954 or write to
PO Box 57 Elwood 3184 or send an email: outreach@esnlc.com.au
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If you want to be a writer, you must do two things
above all others: read a lot and write a lot. There’s no
way around these two things that I’m aware of,
no shortcut. – Stephen King
Winter’s here and so is the latest Roomers.
Welcome to the three Rs. Reading, WRiting
and Roomers. This issue is all about written expression.
The writers were invited to share some of the reasons
they are drawn to reading and writing, and why these
two things go so well together, like apples and cheese.
It seems clear that if you want to write, it’s a
good idea to read, and to read widely. If you’d like
to write, but don’t know where to start, come along
to one of our free weekly writing workshops and see
what you think.
They are fun and welcoming, and you will
be well supported. The workshops can help you to
develop your writing and also help you to create a

regular writing practice. Writing’s a muscle, a muscle
that benefits from regular training. The more you
practice, the better you get.
And if you’d like to read, a library card is all
you need to be able to get your hands on a neverending supply of books and magazines: in print,
or free online access, take your pick. Seven days
a week. They’ve even done away with library fines
at Port Phillip Library Service!
This could be the most perfect theme for a
magazine ever. It covers everything; if you’re reading
this, you’re Reading, if you’ve written something in
this, it’s your wRiting. And if you’re holding this mag,
which you are, it’s Roomers – the three Rs!
Hope you enjoy.
If you’d like to join the workshop, or find out
more about what goes on in them, give me a call
on 9531 1954.
Cheers, Philippa
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Roderick Waller
‘I will ride that red wall of a wave,’
he said.
‘Oh! Rid us of that raw liar,’
the nervous passenger spoke.
‘What was he doing, that rocking
rake sniffing wild coke?’ her maid asked.
‘I’ll dock him in the dock that he
dared to do droll work,’ Sergeant-at-arms
butts in.
‘Stop your whining! I’ll lick this
crew into shape, and we’ll lock the lock
down,” the first mate said.
‘Cabin boy, work the wide wick!’
snapped the Captain, and then, ‘Record
the record,’ to the navigator.
‘Wire the call. Put order to order.’
The ship owner spoke.
‘Boy! Read the dire claw, the one
crying to the dork,’ the Captain barked.
‘I’ll draw the lard. And rill a rare
cake.’ Whimpered the ship’s cook.
‘And kill her, clad in the core,
lead this lead, and kid the kid,’ bellowed
the first mate to the cook.
‘We led a clear war.’ Thus spoke
the King, softly over the wash of
the waves.
‘He lied to the crew.’ The second
mate whispers.
‘The Queen rides the cad, and
the Prince cares nought for the cars,’
the bursar says to the Captain.
‘And she calls on the clod that
wrecked the wreck, and rolled the rare
roll,’ barked the Captain.
‘I crawled to the lad,’ the
engineer wept.
‘And for lack of licks I licked the lid,’
the Captain mused to the mate.
‘Sir! I drilled the drill, and drilled the
dole,’ the first mate boldly claimed.
‘And I drilled the larder,’ the
cook whimpered.

‘Then it’s up the mains, pull on the
sheets,’ the first mate yelled at the crew.
‘Yes!’ Captain turned to the stern,
’We are Man-O-War, and by God we’ll
save the day,’ bawled he to the crew of
The Ruby-Rube.
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Verb
rid,wake,ride,rock,do,dock,dare,
lick,lock,work,record.call,order,read,
cried,draw,drew,kill,led,all,order,lead,
liar,rake,coke,dock,work,cad,kid,led,
tied,clad,wire,ride,care,call,wreck,
wreak,roll,crawl,lick,drill.
Noun.
Wall,cake,liar,rake,coke,dock,work,
crew,lock,lick,wick,record,wire,order,
claw,dork,lard,lord,rill,lead,kid,war,
core,cad,car,clod,wreck,roll,lad,lid,
lick,dole,drill,larder,lack.
Adjectives
rare,raw,dear,wild,droll,wide,dire,
clear,dark.

You have to be willing to accept you’ll probably
only sleep in bits and pieces cos there’s going
to be a lot of different noises that you’re not
used to.
There will be the squeaking of the branch
against the corrugated roof of the pergola. It won’t
be a consistent sound, it will be intermittent.
There was a man of Asian descent, very
beautiful, who slept in there, in the pergola,
every night. Well actually, he would often walk
the streets at night dressed as a pretty woman
and sleep there during the day. Sometimes I
would see him in the early morning hours when
I was coming home
from early morning
chanting, and we’d
share a few words
and coffee and
a laugh.
I grew up
close to here on the
corner of Dickens St
and Brighton Rd in
the tower block. We
had a roof-top space
where we would drag
a mattress out on a
summer’s night.
That is where
I discovered my
magical powers.
I could make that
mattress fly like a carpet. We’d fly down to the
beach and float on the water, letting the lapping
waves lull us off to sleep. There were so many
stars on the water, away from the city lights,
it was impossible to count them all.
Sometimes we’d fly into the St Kilda
Botanical Gardens and sleep the night there.
That was another good spot with no lights to
disrupt sleep. One morning I counted as many
as twenty others spread out through the park
enjoying the cool.
I never dared test my superpower beyond
the park and the beach as I didn’t want to risk it.

One time we were awoken by a jarring, barging
sensation, as we kept slamming into the cliffs
at Black Rock. That’s how far we had drifted
over night. Actually, what I realised over time,
was that this superpower only worked during a
full moon. That meant we could only adventure
twelve times per year. We learnt to pack a
yummy breakfast and sometimes, Moochie,
Normie and Sylvester, the three cats, would
come voyaging with us. Then we’d have to
bring some cat food with us and that got a
bit smelly.
So we took a vote and decided the cats
could only come
with us when we
went to the park.
Sometimes there
were so many
people on the bed
that we couldn’t
get lift-off. Another
lesson learnt.
We decided we
could only have
four passengers
maximum.
This magical
gift is one I was
born gifted with.
Don’t ask me
where it came
from. No one else
in my family has it and I’ve never been able to
teach it to my friends. The first time it happened
I just wished it, and said, so be it. My mum
thinks it comes from her side of the family.
Her great Grandfather was a forester
in Hungary. He spent years alone, up in a
station, on stilts deep in the forest. There were
several reported sightings of a floating feather
mattress with a dog sitting on it, people didn’t
realise that my great Grandfather was lying
down fast asleep.

Pen pal
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Anthony Cheshire
I was puffing away on cigarettes, and drinking
coffee, when my father, sick and tired of my
idleness, told me to mow the lawn. Sauntering
down to the mower, I pulled the cord, once,
twice, three times, and got the thing started.
This little exercise, a job you might say,
wasn’t going to cure me of my inertia, but I did
it all the same because he was my father and
had given me the order.
The lawn was pretty much square so
all I had to do was go up and down in straight
lines and get the thing finished.
In doing so, however, I began to worry
a little that the lines weren’t exactly straight,
and I had to keep looking back after each
stretch to see if there was grass still uncut.
I ended going over the work already
done, making sure I hadn’t missed patches
and becoming more and more confused.
Had I done a good job?
Would my father approve?
Why was I concerning myself so much
with it?
These simple questions rallied around
in my head as I looked back on my work,
not altogether sure whether I had adequately
gone up and down, this way and that way,
and whether I had cut all the grass.
My father heard me cut the motor with
a flick of the switch, and he sauntered down
and said, “Well done,” and told me it was now
time to get onto the lemon tree to pick any
ripe ones.

Anthony Cheshire

Barry Lee Thompson
‘In here,’ he said, grabbing my hand and leading
me up a dark flight of stairs, then another and
another, until we’d climbed so high I could feel
the building sway. He unlocked a huge metal
door with a huge metal key and pulled me into
the room and said, ‘This is Ernie.’ It was an ugly
thing, squat and grey. It hummed and clattered,
and wires spewed from its centre into
complicated consoles around the edges of the
room. ‘You mean all the beautiful books I’ve
been reading were written by this?’ I said.
‘Not only can she create from scratch,’ he said,
‘but she can read and improve any story you’d
care to write, so it’s not even worth trying to
compete.’ We stared at the monstrous machine
in silence. He began to laugh, lightly at first,
then once he’d started he wouldn’t stop.
I tried to draw away but realised with horror
that he was still grasping onto my hand.
‘Isn’t she wonderful!’ he said. I pulled free
and shot down the stairs, not once looking
back, and when I was out in the street I ran,
leaving behind those things I didn’t understand,
knowing no one would believe a word of what
I’d just seen.

My Grandmother died. She had a fall and was
put in rehab but she couldn’t recuperate. As I
sat with her, by her bedside, as she was dying,
she told me her entire book collection was to
be mine. When she spoke of her books, her
entire collection, it was all Agatha Christie.
All Agatha Christie and nothing else,
so I nodded my head and said “Thank you,
I’ll take them.”
After her death the collection landed,
in a box, in the basement. I didn’t consider
them literary, and being a snob, a literary
snob, they didn’t grace my literary collection.
She used to watch me when I was
younger and see me always with a book in
hand, even reading when going for a walk.
Knowing that I loved books, and knowing that
I wanted to be a writer, she thought she’d bless
me with her love. Her love of Agatha. And her
love of me.
She loved playing bridge, making
pikelets and pavlova, and reading Agatha
Christie. Maybe I should delve into that box
in the basement, pick one out, and give it
a read. It would do no harm, nor would it jar
my sensibilities. I once read Edgar Allen Poe,
the founder of the modern detective story
and enjoyed it, so why not give Agatha a go?
Next time I’m in the basement, for
my grandmother, I’ll pick one out and read it.
What the hell.

Anna Gould
No thank you to your animal testing and
chemical peels. No thank you to your meat and
two potatoes three times per week. No thank
you to your rennet in cheese. No thank you to
plastic in the ocean. No thank you to uranium
mining. No thank you to pesticides and
genetically modified seeds. No thank you to
homophobia, transphobia, biphobia. No thank
you to hormones in meat. No thank you to
women earning less than men. No thank you
to writing a synopsis, a summary, a biography
or CV. No thank you to petrol prices, gas, and
electricity bills. No thank you to spam of any
kind. No thank you to friend requests from
foreign men holding bunches of flowers.
No thank you to cats in the stairwell. No thank
you to mental illness. No thank you to hospitals,
and the next door neighbour’s dragon blood.
No thank you to classical music, pet rats and
rabbit fur. No thank you to green peppers,
string beans, and papaya.

Dhugal Bissett
To know the bush is to know the bulk of eons
To rally by that rare earth beneath these charcoal lanes
Where knavish inns seduce with flashing neon
Those butterflies which ne’er have flit by flame.
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Ant

Dark was night in your eye
when you lied
Oh such trite

Simon Andrewartha
I don’t know why it is that everyone in the
world seems to think of owls as cute and
something to be represented in some way
in their home. I am no exception. I have three
owls in my bedroom. One of them is from
Uruguay. It is made of plaster of Paris, I think;
and painted in green, orange, and black. It has
big eyes and is very cute.
I found my Uruguayan owl on my first
trip to South America in 2009. Uruguay is the
quieter sibling of the Latin nations that occupy
the Southern end of the continent, including:
Chile, Argentina and Paraguay. Uruguay is not
much bigger than the size of Greater Buenos
Aires on the other side of the River Plate.
(“The River Plate” is a poor English translation
of El Rio De la Plata, The Silver River).
Uruguay was the first South American
country to legalize marijuana and also the first
to permit its production, albeit under very
controlled conditions, for medical purposes.
Most famously of all, as far as I am concerned,
is that Uruguay was once headed by the radical
left wing president, Pepe Mujica.
Mujica had been a member of the left
wing urban guerrillas, the Tupamaros, and,
while in office, was known for his thrifty ways.
He lived in his old country cottage, refusing to
move to the presidential palace and drove an
original Volkswagen Beetle. He also gave a large
percentage of his presidential salary to charity.
If you look on YouTube, you can find
Pepe Mujica’s most well-known speech,
given at a meeting of nations under the
umbrella of an organization whose acronym
eludes me. In it, Pepe tells the world that
Uruguay is a small country with fertile soil
and a few cows. He then goes on to describe
exactly why it is futile and a terrible waste
of time to work your arse off in the capitalist
system. His argument is convincing. Our main
resource, our most valuable currency, is our
time, and capitalism forces us to spend it
recklessly in pursuit of material things. I could
not have said it better myself.

Day time noise
Australian blue light.
We must fly

But, back to Uruguay and the owl. I found the
owl at an art and craft market occupying one
of the streets running off the central plaza of
Montevideo, the nation’s capital. Arriving there
with my friend Matt, we felt we had landed
in a dilapidated Latin version of an Eastern
European city of the Soviet era. Montevideo
had none of the razzle dazzle of Buenos Aires.
Instead, it was covered in a heavy air that
seemed to prevent capitalist enterprises taking
off there. The city’s colours were predominantly
shades of brown and grey, locating it in the 70s.
Everything, even the people, had a slightly
grainy, matt finish.
Strangely, this worked to give Montevideo
a homely feel, reminding me of childhood and
a romanticized past. Time had not stood still,
but moved more slowly here. Even in the
downtown quarter of the capital, folk mooched
along the main streets with a thermos in the
crook of their arm. In the hand of the thermoshugging arm, they held a gourd, containing the
ubiquitous maté tea. In the other hand many
held a lit cigarette, and these types alternated
between sipping their maté through a metal
straw, or bombilla, and getting their hit of
nicotine from their smoke of choice.
This spoke volumes to me. It told me,
straight away, that these people could not
possibly be busy. Pepe Mujica’s philosophy must
have been written into law! They had time on
their hands. They certainly couldn’t do very much
with those hands, full of maté and cigarettes.

Exposed pier, high the light
Fishermen leave clothes
for my life
Pen paper and pastels.
Seascape view
Me, no, you
Day now night
Lights ping on
View has changed
Sketch what I cannot see
Safe and windy place for me
Water moves, as I won’t
The leeward side is free to
light the smoke I brought
To assist in this task, a flask
I have and hold

Night, now day
I don’t stay and pack up,
homeward bound
Streets liven up. The tram
stops are full
Crossed the road to my
one roomed black cage
Light a smoke, hear the fights
Tired my eyes, I must dive
into sleep
Thinking of composition,
colour and the form
Light does pale.
Turbulence continues
Metaphor free, float in
Port Phillip: The seascape
of these dreams
Feel that breeze. I wake in
time to draw down thoughts
of yesterday’s captured
expression
Happy am I, but, tired now
Returning to sleep, I must
begin to rest again.
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He stays home, does some laundry; sits on the
battered chair in the backyard and watches the
washing drying on the line. While he watches,
he smokes a cigarette and drinks milky coffee.
He’s forgotten the ashtray so he flicks the ash to
the ground. He turns and looks inside the house,
sees his pile of books on the kitchen table. There’s a
half-written story inside the house too, waiting to be
finished. He should attend to it. He lights another
cigarette. He remembers how he used to take his
coffee: black and long because that’s how they drank
it in TV shows like Cagney & Lacey. He convinced
himself he enjoyed coffee that way. It felt
straightforward, but it was the idea he liked.
The washing moves lazily in the breeze.
A strident scent from the drying fabrics reaches him.
A friend phones out of the blue. What have you been
up to? they ask. He tells them he’s been busy. Always
busy. Another friend calls soon afterwards. He tells
them the same thing. He’s not sure why they called,
those two. He should have asked them. But such
questions can sound combative. He remembers his first mobile phone, and plays with his hair.
Twists and turns a tendril tightly till it becomes a curl. It might look quite fetching walking around
with a single curl.
The washing moves lazily in the breeze. He hears raised voices from a few houses away.
A dog starts barking. The fabrics are drier, their scent softened to flowers in meadows on mellow
afternoons. A word comes to mind: waft. A clumsy word in some ways. He’s not sure if it’s
meant to rhyme with loft or raft. Smoke wafts, maybe; can a fabric be said to waft? It could be
used to waft something else, he’s fairly sure. You can waft steam with a tea towel, for example.
Can’t you? The more he considers it the less certain he is, even of the word existing at all.
He’s been chain smoking, stubs at his feet, and there’s a nutty taste in his mouth. His coffee’s
gone cold and thin so he brews some more. After a while he feels sleepy, despite the coffee,
because of it. His response to caffeine is unorthodox. He closes his eyes, his head keeps
dropping forwards. He sits up straight, tries to recall what he’s been thinking about all the
time he’s been out there.
A chill falls, the light becomes flinty. He shudders. He unpegs the washing from the line,
takes it inside, closes the door. It’s almost dim enough for electric light, but he’ll wait. He folds
the washing and makes a neat pile on the table, next to the pile of books, next to his notebooks.
He looks outside at the empty chair and empty line in the grey garden. There’s a cat out there,
staring back. It often visits, the cat, but never when he’s out there. It looks like it knows
something. He picks up a book from the pile, reads the back cover, replaces it, opens and
closes his notebook. He wonders what to have for dinner.

Barry Lee Thompson

Did you tickle a midget in Portugal?
(preceded by infinitive) (preceded by verbal noun) (attached
		
to infinitive) (forbidden) (no smoking) (followed by infinitive)
(preceded by verbal noun) (followed by infinitive) (a prohibition)
		
(preceded by verbal noun) (generally) (followed by infinitive)
(preceded by infinitive) (followed by verb with prefix) (followed
		
by infinitive) No honking from 10 p.m. to 6 a.m. (followed
by infinitive or corresponding noun) please add this (preceded
		
by infinitive) (followed by infinitive) (preceded by verbal noun)
(followed by imperfect infinitive) (followed by imperfect infinit		
ive) (followed by noun denoting activity) (plus either future
or infinitive form of verb) (preceded by infinitive or verbal noun)
		
(followed by infinitive) (preceded by infinitive or verbal noun)
Paul Harper
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Wendy Butler

Tanya Page
I often write letters to my family and friends
in Ireland. It is not very common these days.
People seem to like Facebook, emails and
Instagram! I imagined this letter about a
death. This is different though. This letter is
about a lady’s passing of her cat and her
wish for her best friend to come home.
She wrote a letter to her best friend in Boston.
She often wrote letters to her friend. Some were
short and some were long. This letter was different
though. It was a letter of mourning as her cat had
just died. Mary’s tear drops wet the blue crisp
paper as she wrote the letter.
R.I.P
May Buffy rest in peace.
Dear Friend
Buffy has suddenly died a quick death. Please come
home urgently! It was heart disease. What a tragedy!
We tried everything. CPR, mouth to mouth, the
defibrillator. My soul aches. Buffy has left us forever.
Do not be saddened, my friend. She loved you too.
Miffy and Biffy will miss her sorely. Please come home.
I beg of you. I cannot bear the pain. It was a quick burial.
All the neighbours attended in good will. We are all still
in dismay. We need you in our time of need.
I leave you now and await your homecoming.
Yours Truly,
Mary

Photo: Dean Briggs, Number 4

“Can you believe the crazy ideas people get,” says
Malcolm that most negative of men. “This fellow asked
me where the Gatwick library is. Since when has the
Gatwick had a library, hee hee hee.”
Silly old fart, of course the Gat has a library.
Books left behind have always been placed on top of
the old wood-stove in the dining room. Anything from
ten to fifty books, at any given time, my friend Wazz
even put a small Art Deco shelf on top of the stove
to accommodate them.
Instantly, I decide to expand our library so even
Malcolm will have to acknowledge it. A thousand books
should do it. And it’s off to a flying start. Ettie provides
planks and Besser bricks for the main section, and the
Art Deco bookcase is shifted to the top of the old freezer
to become the Australiana section. A bookcase is set on
top of a cabinet at the back of the room for non-fiction.
Friends donate, and Ettie ensures that any books
left in rooms reach the library. Every day for a week, I fill
my jeep with books being given away by an op shop that
is closing down, and the “Art of Heart” festival provides
another jeep-load.
Soon the shelves are filled, and having exhausted
the freebies, I start scouring the fifty cent shelves at
Sunday markets and op-shops. The Sacred Heart opshop is a marvellous source for classics – Jane Eyre,
Wuthering Heights, Dracula, Frankenstein, a set of D.H.
Lawrence. Early science fiction classics, modern classics
(including One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, a sure-fire
winner with the many residents who’d spent time in
psych wards), Catch 22, The Dice Man, Perfume, books
by Tolkien, Harry Potter titles, Fear of Flying, and a set
of erotica by Anaïs Nin.
All these were snapped up by people who’d
always meant to get around to reading them or by
those who greeted them as old friends.
Our reference section consisted predominately
of self-help books. Aromatherapy, relaxation, and natural
healing. Books on how to give up drugs and alcohol
and stacks of cook-books. There were poetry books,
and a collection of teach-yourself-guitar books (a firm
favourite), plus a buskers book and someone’s collection
of feminist titles. The true-crime books were a hit, with
a number of residents claiming to personally know the
characters within the pages.
Of course copies of Roomers were always popular,
the issues picturing rooming house residents on the
covers being most prized.
The Australiana section contained books on
Australian art with a particular emphasis on Aboriginal
Art. There were books on Australian history – both pre
and post colonisation, and politics, plus a number of
Australian classics.

For the Term of His Natural Life, The Fortunes of Richard
Mahony, Frank Hardy titles and of course, books on the
ever-popular Ned Kelly. Sets of C.J. Dennis and Banjo
Patterson were regularly replaced but by far the most
popular title was Sally Morgan’s My Place.
The most requested topic, and the hardest
to supply was spirituality. I often gazed at books on
spirituality in book shops wishing I had enough money
to buy them.
One day I came across a collection of Agatha
Christie and Dorothy L. Sayer’s books and displayed
them on a table alongside some Janet Evanovich titles,
with a sign “Famous Women Detective Writers.” From
then on I had a weekly display covering different themes.
One day a resident thought they were rubbish and threw
them out, but luckily, the bins had just been washed and
lined, and we were able to rescue them. Ettie told her
never to do that again.
The goal of 1000 book was reached, but through
constant borrowings, we never had more than 600 at any
given time, no matter how often I replenished the library.
Books were stolen, and damaged, and then there
was the guy claiming to be a collector with permission
to take whatever he wanted. And the health-time worker
who wanted all the self-help books. And all the other
people who’d visit and take off with case-loads of books.
Comes a time where it’s fashionable in the Gat to
decorate your room with shelves of books. Signs are put
up in the rooms saying “food only, no books!” Someone
takes offence to an article in Roomers and bins the lot.
And my Roomers stockpile is stolen from the cabinet
outside my door.
The Art Deco bookcase vanishes, only to reappear
six months later. One day I find the planks on the kitchen
table, but the Besser bricks gone.
Suddenly the library has become a chore,
not a pleasure.
Then crunch-time, I decide to take the books
out and clean the shelves, only to find that they’ve
become the new Gat hiding place for needles new
and used, sharp safes, and bongs. I throw them all out.
Pay-back is instant. Books torn and thrown to the floor,
and abuse following me around the building. I clean up
and stack up.
In 2014 I leave the Gatwick. Five months later
I return to visit and am not surprised to see the library
book-shelves gone, but I am surprised to see not one
book on top of the stove, not one, and although I return
a number of times, I never see another book there.
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Anna Gould
Visiting the bookstore I scale the books for
covers and words that catch my attention. I am
looking for books I know, books I have read
about, and books that catch my attention.
Going to the bookstore is a favourite past time.
When I was a child I used to love choosing
books and collecting them. I never read them
all but I wanted a collection. I had all the
Babysitters Club books and the Little Sister
books. I read the Little Sister books but I was
a bit young for the Babysitters Club books.
When I was a child I wanted to write
a short story. I lay in the backyard and wrote
about a few characters. I don’t remember what
I wrote about. But I do remember laying in the
backyard and watching the clouds in the blue
sky. I could see animals and other shaped
clouds. I watched the earth move, the grass
beneath me. The atmosphere was something I
could connect with and this was my experience
of nature, calm and mesmerising.
My grandmother used to buy me books
from Mary Martin Bookstore and Black Mask
Books, both in South Yarra. I often received
books as presents from school friends or
relatives, and a large collection grew. As I
got older I started to appreciate and like my
English classes at school, which is probably
why I chose to study English at university.
Every semester I would be overcome with
excitement over the ordering and purchasing
of my new books for the term. I was especially
excited over the books for my subject English
in India, where we read Midnight’s Children
by Salman Rushdie.
A few years later I realised I didn’t want to
be an academic even though my teachers were
preparing me for that future. Even though I read
great books by French philosophers like Luce
Irigaray and Helen Cixous, the later who wrote
about Clarice Lispector as a muse, I was
unhappy. I was reading books like Neale Donald
Walsh’s Conversations With God series and
other exciting books in my spare time. I owned
books on Buddhism and spirituality, none of
which was being taught at university.

I remember being frustrated with the academic
restrictions on writing. So I left during my
honours year to pursue my own writing future.
Three weeks later I flew to America to attend
the International Women’s Writing Guild annual
conference at Skidmore College in Saratoga
Springs. I was infused in every way with
women writers and teachers who knew writing
and words. Together we wrote and read pieces
of our heart. Storytelling was valued amongst
this group of four hundred plus attendees.
Upon returning to Australia I commenced
writing poetry, a continuation of the writing
I was doing at Skidmore. There I had been
writing verses of prayers with my own style of
poetic wording. It was an exciting time and lead
to me writing an essay on living with purpose.
I attended the IWWG conference again the
following year. It was such an amazing
conference to be part of.
I like to read from 5:00 – 7:00pm or
somewhere around that time. It’s a quiet
time for me. Every month I read a book for my
book club which is held at Readings St Kilda.
The books vary but are often surprisingly
good. I have been going for five years and
I love my fellow book club goers. It seems
fit to have the book club in a bookstore and
brings me back into a space which I have
loved for decade, the rows and rows of books
surrounding our discussion.
Reading is a quiet pleasure which I love.
I thoroughly enjoy turning the pages, and
counting the number till the next chapter.
It’s as much about the book and its contents
as it is the counting of pages until that last
page, the last drop of goodness.
Sweeping across the page my eyes
dart through words and phrases that lift my
spirits and make me laugh. There is a phrase,
a dedication, a table of contents, a series of
chapters. I am hooked on the word. Reading is
the best way to spend my time, educating
myself as a tool against the masses. My brain
is full of pictures made from sentences and
paragraphs written by some of the best. I am
fulfilled by the books on my bookshelf.

Timna Kenny
What felt and looked normally smooth, suddenly seemed lumpy. I held it on my lap,
passing my fingers over to touch and experience the unexpected changes that had
occurred. On closer observation, the protrusions in my backpack intrigued me,
and then reminded me, of the morning’s events.
In a hurry, I had exited the house without breakfast, keen to arrive on time for a
group discussion. I was going to listen to a talk by Rabbi Lable at the Spirit Grove Centre.
I made it, and listened to the talk, and then was invited to walk with one of the women
in the park.
A ripe banana took the place of my missed breakfast. Its skin found its way into
the pocket of my backpack and rubbed up against my 192 page note book. The book
I write in.
During my short trip on the number 16 tram, threads from the skin lodged
themselves between the pages, which then stuck together. And a brown stain
appeared on the cover.
Immediately, I had an urge to scrape the brown banana stain off the cover of my
note book, but then I looked at it in a more relaxed manner, and decided to appreciate
the stain, and view as an integral part of the cover’s design. An image of a hand holding
a pencil, writing a compassionate and enigmatic scribble.
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To do

Dean Briggs
If ya reading this, good on ya cos it
means ya learnt to read. Probably even
read a book or two. And I’ve learnt to
write. Good on me, cos it probably
means I’ve written. Probably even
a book or two. So combining our two
talents let’s move on at a leisurely pace.
I’m a slow writer.
Let us begin with the history of
language and writing. Which came first
the chicken or the egg. Anti-vaxxers
would give the wrong answer and
vegans would set the chicken free,
so you’d never find out. That’s right,
we learnt to cluck first. We clucked
about danger. We clucked about
warnings, we clucked about love
between our brothers and our sisters
all over a few centuries.
At some point in our global
history, there appeared physical
symbols representing words. And
gender orientation. Which should not
sit well in today’s culture. Why should
my table be female and my chair male?
What about some gender fluid furniture
or a two-door lesbian garage? I digress!
Written words were power.
Suitable only for those with breeding
and intellect. Not for the masses.
Another ancient example of class
distinction. Good for academia, much,
much better for organised well-funded
religions. A book of words and some
pretty funky illustrations, a perfect
gateway to disseminating information.
No matter how right wing the propaganda.

Then that 2.0 Gutenberg made that
printed word press and shit just got
that little bit faster for that time.
Gutenberg is shit by today’s standards.
Unless we have a power failure or
some cunt hacks us!
Or the federal police knock.
This amazing innovation of 1445
A.D. was a hipster moment in literacy.
Higher education for the mercantile
rich, not unlike today. Instilling an
entitled sense of rank and betterment
over the less fortunate, who could not
even afford a book, let alone be able
to read one.
It also meant there were more
egos and fops with enough money to
afford the print cost of multiple copies,
even if their work only consisted of
one page. Such heady days.
Printed paper eventually fluttered
down to the working class poor.
The masses lost their fear and
awe of written words.
And so here we are today,
in this Lucky country, where a large
percentage of the population can read
my diatribe. Because we were taught
to read and write. For those who revel
in the idea of getting into a good book,
I hate you, it causes me too much eye
strain. For those who feel compelled to
write, I have no sympathy for you, it’s
nearly as bad as eye strain. Even less
for those who dare to speak of writing
the great Australian novel. Forget it!
TWEET is the future.

Fix veggie garden
& flatten soil
near raised bed.
Bark from Bunnings.
Dig up plastic
& wood near
roses. Trim climber
over garage. Trim
bush near letterbox.
Weed front garden
& put bark
on bed. 19.
Not a cloud.
They can wait.
Paul Harper
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Wendy Butler
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#66
How about becoming a friend of Roomers?
For as little as $50 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:
2 copies of Roomers posted annually
Invitations to any spoken word/performances and launches
A warm and fuzzy feeling in your belly
Individual (low income): $50 per year
Individual (cashed up): $60 per year
Not for profit organisations: $70 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 9531 1954 or
write to PO Box 57 Elwood 3184 or
send us an email: outreach@esnlc.com.au

