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My Mother and The Fox 

She was a diminutive woman but I never thought of her as intimidating.   She 
stood about 5ft 2inches and those who knew her would describe her as 
‘motherly’ if asked.   She rarely challenged or contradicted anyone to my 
knowledge.   She probably never had to as my father was very protective of 
her.   We were fortunate enough as children to live on a large block of land 
behind our home that was cultivated and tamed by my father into a vegetable 
garden and orchard.   Although we had a large grassed area to play on and 
plenty of trees to climb we were much more interested in venturing into the 
adjoining wild area which, in Australia, would be called ‘the bush’.   We knew it 
as ‘the common’ leading into the forest.   At night we could spot badgers, foxes 
and wild rabbits or the odd stoat hunting their dinner and dodging the owls 
that silently swooped on them and smaller prey like mice.  During the day we 
occasionally spotted a deer or a wild pony or two. 

It was in this environment that my mother’s strength was most evident.    She 
loved all her creatures big and small, wild and tame.   My siblings and I learnt 
from a very early age to trap spiders or other creatures that ventured inside 
using an old jam jar or cardboard to gently transfer them back to the wild 
being careful not to injure or frighten them in any way.   I don’t remember ever  
being warned about snakes in the long grasses of our untamed wilderness 
area.  If we were cautioned it would have been to be told that they wouldn’t 
kill us.   They were only English adders so we should never think of killing them.  
I’m not sure what we would have done if we had encountered an adder as 
clearly a jam jar and a piece of cardboard would have been inadequate. 

We had the usual collection of domestic pets – dogs, cats, rabbits, goldfish and 
the odd hamster but we were shortly to add another rather unusual pet to our 
menagerie.    

We often heard the bugle call of the local Huntsmen and the frantic scarpering 
of whatever unfortunate creature they were chasing through our wild area.  
This would bring a frown to my mother’s face as she murmered the phrase 
(coined I think by Oscar Wilde) “It’s the unspeakable in pursuit of the 
uneatable”.   We never really understood the meaning of this until one of the 
uneatables came flying (not literally but certainly moving at a very impressive 



speed) straight towards our back gate.   My mother dropped the basket of 
brussel sprouts she had been picking and opened the gate to admit a very 
dishevelled and somewhat distressed fox.   She just had time to shut it before a 
pack of baying hounds sought the same entry.   They, and the huntsmen and 
huntswomen behind them, mounted on sweating horses, stopped behind our 
fence.   The exhausted fox cowered next to our sandpit some 3 or 4 metres 
behind my mother. 

The Master of the Hunt leaned over the neck of his horse and said loudly, to 
make himself heard over the increasing noise of the hounds:  “Madam could 
you please open the gate” – a silly question to a woman who was obviously on 
the side of the fox which she had just rescued and which had sought sanctuary 
on her piece of land.   By this stage we had been sent inside so we didn’t hear 
her reply.   But to me as an 8 year old watching through our kitchen window, 
flanked by my brother and sister my mother looked insignificant and tiny 
against the backdrop of massive steeds mounted by a dozen or so red coated 
unspeakables, not to mention the pack of baying hounds.   Although we 
couldn’t hear what she said we could see the dismissive wave as she turned 
and walked away leaving the group of frustrated riders and, we liked to think, a 
grateful but bemused fox which crept away and slinked to safety under our 
caravan.   She lived there for another 5 years with my mother providing a dish 
for her water and other copious treats that foxes enjoy.   She (the fox not my 
mother) must have snuck back to the wild occasionally because she produced 
2 or 3 litters of cubs over those 5 years.   My mother only produced one extra 
small baby in that time. 

Jenny Terry 
25th July, 2019 
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The Rabbit Tree 
Barbequed rabbit was on the menu for dinner, so about a dozen of us piled 
into two Toyota utes, along with a guitar, our rifles, swags and cooking utensils. 
We were headed for the first big sandhill about 20 kms from the settlement of 
Areyonga in the Northern Territory. We left late afternoon in the hope that we 
could set up camp before nightfall. 

The first bit of animal life that we came across was a very large King Brown. A 
well-aimed rifle shot sorted that out. 

After bouncing over the rough track for about 45 minutes, while hanging on for 
dear life in the back of the ute, the sandhill loomed up in front of us. The first 
task was to find enough firewood to last the night. That done, we set up our 
swags – none of these flash contraptions you can buy today. Our swags were 
just a sleeping bag and blanket wrapped up in a canvas tarp. After digging a fire 
pit into the sand, the camp fire was lit. Leaving a couple of our members 
behind to tend to the fire, the rest of us piled back into the utes with our rifles 
and set off in search of some rabbits. Our rifles were all loaded, and it never 
occurred to any of us that our rough ride might cause a rifle to accidentally fire. 
With the benefit of age and hindsight, that probably wasn’t the smartest way 
to travel. 

 As the sun set, the spot lights were turned on. Its operation was the job of the 
front seat passenger. When a rabbit was spotted there was a quick discussion 
among the men – will we shoot it or chase it? if ‘shoot it’ was the choice, then 
we took it in turns so that the rabbit was not subjected to a volley of shots and 
end up being riddled with bullets. If, however the choice was to chase it, then 
the fun began. While the rabbit was still stunned by the spotlight, the men 
would leap out of the ute and take off after it. As they neared the rabbit, one 
would do a flying tackle to try and catch the poor bewildered creature. They 
weren’t always initially successful, in which case the rabbit would bound away, 
only to be tackled by another burly human. Sometimes the rabbit managed to 
elude the hunters, but most of the time it was eventually caught.  They actually 
caught as many by chasing them as by shooting them. It was certainly a sight 
for sore eyes watching, grown men bounding through the spinifex after a 
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rabbit, then doing a flying tackle only to see the rabbit hop out from under 
them. 

After a few hours we’d managed to either catch or shoot about a dozen rabbits. 
After cleaning them, we cooked a few on the fire, along with a damper in the 
camp oven. The rest of the rabbits were hung in a nearby tree – the rabbit 
tree – until morning. This was to prevent them being stolen by dingoes during 
the night. While dinner was cooking we had a sing-song around the campfire, 
interspersed with the mandatory jokes and stories. It was about midnight 
before our meal was ready. While not usually a fan of rabbit, it was very tasty – 
probably because we were all so hungry. After stoking up the fire, we then 
retired to our swags for the night. It was surprisingly comfortable on the 
sandhill – much more so than if we were sleeping on the hard ground – 
although it was very cold. 

We awoke the next morning to a cloudless blue sky. After cooking eggs and 
bacon for breakfast, we packed up camp. As I rolled up my swag I discovered a 
rather large scorpion had spent the night underneath my tarp. I’m glad it 
decided not to get too friendly. That would have really spoilt the night if it had 
made it into my sleeping bag. None of the rabbits in the rabbit tree were 
touched overnight, so they were all packed into an esky for the trip back home. 
Once again we all piled into the back of the utes for the trip home. This time 
our rifles were not loaded, and we didn’t see anything that required a bit of 
target practice. 

We’d had lots of laughs, lots of stories and lots of fun. 

 

By Jenny Austin 



THE END OF THE TRAIL

The man was old and unsteady on his feet,
As he walked carefully to the edge of the gorge so deep.

Leaning heavily on his stick the going was slow,
but he badly wanted to see the scene below,

He stopped when he was close enough to see the view,
And catch a glimpse of the river meandering through.

His thoughts sifted through the archives of his memory,
Recalling the years when he was young and free

From the restrictions caused by his health so poor,
When he could the hazardous path explore

And clamber over the slippery rocks in the cliff,
When his poor old legs were not so stiff
And swim in the pools so clear and cold.

He wondered how he had become so old.
Now all he could do was stand and stare

And embrace the beauty of this place so rare.
He tightly gripped his stick so as not to fall

As he admired the varied colours in the wall
Which he knew he could now no longer touch

In this place he loved so much.
He began to tire and turned slowly back

To tread wearily down the track.
Knowing he would never come again he let out a sigh

As he whispered a silent and sad goodye.

                                                                       Heather Moorehead



Holiday in Falcon.                                Garry Sounness 
 

 
                     Holiday in Falcon 
 

 
Summer winds sweeping down from the Scarp 
 
Skimming across the estuary out to the sea 
 
Families frolic in the surf and sand 
 
Wind surfers whip over the waves 
 
Empty beach shacks are suddenly full 
 
As students relax and forget about school 
 
Breakfast on balconies and a beer before tea 
 
People are happy and so it should be. 
 

 
 
                    Fishing. 
 
Boats on trailers in the early morning 
 
Towed by owners tired and yawning 
 
Elusive rock lobsters out on the reef 
 
Lured into pots will come to grief 
 
Perhaps some crabs and a fish or three 
 
Will be taken home to have for tea 
 
The sea breeze comes so they start the motor 
 
Hopefully by then they have caught their quota 
 
Up come the anchors and they head for the shore 
 
Maybe tomorrow they will be back for more. 



PIGS IN CHIFFON AND BULGARIAN WINE

It was an old dilapidated building designated for demolition, a popular place for the 
homeless squatters of the city. One of the back rooms was empty except for a stained
mattress  in the corner. The dishevelled boy of about sixteen years of age sat despondently
measuring out a quantity of white powder on to a piece of crinkled paper. When he was 
finished he leaned over and sniffed it up through a straw.

After a while, he lay back and let the dreams take over. He was in a park. The birds were 
singing and in the distance he could see a group of people sitting under a large shady tree.
He walked closer and realised they were not people but about a dozen pigs. They were
sitting in a circle drinking from long stemmed glasses. Suddenly they stood up and he could 
see they were strangely dressed in flowing chiffon gowns, each of a different colour. They 
started to dance slowly, swaying to music. On looking closer he could see the music was 
coming from a fiddle played by a cow in a black dinner suit with a bright red bow tie.

Suddenly the pig wearing the pink chiffon notced the boy and they all stopped dancing.
They beckoned him and called him by name in high-pitched squeaky voices. "Tommy, come
and join us". Slowly Tommy ambled over to the strange group and sat down. The pig in blue
chiffon passed him a long-stemmed glass and poured him a drink from a bottle marked
"Hungarian Wine".

They all quietly sipped their drinks until the glasses were empty. Then they slowly stood up
and began to dance to the music. Gradually the fiddle played faster and faster and Tommy
and the pigs danced faster and faster until they could dance no more. They all sat down
covered in sweat. Without a word the cow with the fiddle and all the chiffon clad pigs
started to float away, waving their hands in farewell. Soon there was only one pig left and
Tommy could only vaguely make him out in a misty haze. But this pig was no longer dressed
in coloured chiffon. He wore a blue uniform and Tommy could hear his voice now gruff and
low, as if coming from a great distance away. "Is your name Thomas Longley ?". The boy
mumbled a vague answer of assent. "Then you had better come with me down to the Police
Station".

                                                                                       
                                                                                                             Heather Moorehead
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Snakes Alive! 

Growing up in the bush just north of Sydney, I was always told to make a lot of 
noise when walking through the bush in order to frighten the snakes away. As 
kids and teenagers, we lived in the bush, building cubbies, climbing trees, 
exploring caves, swimming in the swimming hole at the bottom of the gully, 
and just generally mucking around having fun. I actually saw more snakes in 
the backyard than when I was in the bush, so that bit of parental advice must 
have worked … most of the time … 

The first time I had a close encounter of the slithery kind when in the bush was 
when a group of kids, plus a few dogs, were playing on the other side of the 
gully. The dogs suddenly became very excited around a few large rocks. One of 
the boys kicked the rocks over to investigate, only to discover a family of red-
bellied black snakes. I don’t know how many snakes there were, but there 
were kids and dogs and snakes scattering in all directions. I shot up the nearest 
tree until the coast was clear. It’s amazing how fast you can climb a tree when 
you have to! I figured that was the safest place to be as I’d never heard of 
black snakes climbing trees. Eventually the snakes disappeared. No-one was 
any the worse for wear, and we continued on our merry way, clambering over 
rocks. It never occurred to any of us to wear sturdy shoes – sandals, thongs or 
bare feet were the usual, especially in the summer when we were going down 
to the swimming hole. 

A few years later I was again over the other side of the gully, but this time I was 
with Mum and a friend of hers. Again, it was summer, and again I only had 
sandals on. I jumped off a rock onto some dry leaves only to disturb a brown 
snake this time. I’m not sure who got the bigger fright – the snake or me. The 
snake shot out from under my feet and over the cliff and I defied gravity  and 
proved that people can hover like a helicopter. After my heartbeat returned to 
normal, we again continued on our walk in the bush. 

When I was first teaching in Sydney I invited a colleague home for the long 
weekend in October. She was a real city slicker and had never been in the bush, 
so she was a bit apprehensive about bush walking. Dad and I decided to take 
her for a walk over to the point on the other side of the gully from where you 
could see Apple Tree Bay and the Hawkesbury River. I was leading the way 



Snakes Alive 
 

2 
 

along a narrow path through waist high bracken fern. I was about to hop off a 
rock when I thought better of it. There, in no particular hurry, was a very fat, 
very large, red-bellied black snake slowly meandering across the path. It was 
about as thick as my wrist, which would have made it a good 6ft long. I 
propped and my colleague, Dad and my dog concertina-ed up behind me. I 
casually said “Hang on a minute. Just let this snake get out of the way first.” 
My colleague freaked out and Dad and I just laughed. We told her there was no 
way the snake was going to stick around waiting for us and would be long gone 
by the time we started walking again. I don’t think she was convinced. If she 
could have been suddenly teleported back to civilization I think she would have 
been very glad. We told her that if you make a noise when walking through the 
bush you won’t see any snakes, so she proceeded to stomp very loudly and 
bash the bushes for quite a while, much to the amusement of Dad and myself. 
We didn’t see any more snakes! 

Fast forward a few years, and I was living in Central Victoria. My husband was 
outside playing with our two children when a very large copperhead slithered 
between him and the kids and down a hole next to the water tank (it was a 
20,000 gal concrete tank partly buried to within about 45cm from the top). If 
the snake had kept going out the other side of the yard that would have been 
fine, but with two kids and a dog, it was still too close for comfort, so we both 
swapped our thongs for gum boots and waited for the snake to move on. It 
would have made a good video. There was Hero on top of the tank armed with 
a spade eye-balling the snake down the hole, and me, with another spade, in 
the garden. Hero had never killed a snake before, neither had I at this stage. 
Eventually the snake’s tail came out of the hole – wrong end! Finally, it poked 
it’s head up and Hero whopped it, but a bit further back than I would have 
liked. Unfortunately, the soil around the tank was soft, because it had been 
back-filled, and the snake was very tough, because it was so big. So, all he 
achieved was to pin the snake down. Result – one very cranky snake that was 
still very much alive. I said “Whatever you do, don’t lift that spade!” 
Meanwhile, I went and found a tomahawk. So, there was Hero pinning the very 
cranky snake down with his spade and me trying to lop off its waving hissing 
head while holding the tomahawk at arm’s length. Eventually I managed to kill 
it, but it was still stuck in the hole. Hero walked off and left it there, leaving me 
to haul it out by the tail. 
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A year or so later I noticed some snails in the garden that need collecting. 
There was a gravel drain between the garden edge and the paving. Lying on 
the gravel was a garden stake. I stepped on the stake to reach the snails, but 
on looking down I saw a lizard under the stake. I picked up the stake only to 
see that it wasn’t a lizard but a young copperhead, which I had just squashed, 
and yes I only had thongs on my feet. Yet again I proved that people can hover 
like a helicopter! 

My next snake encounter was again at our house in Central Victoria. It was late 
summer, so once again I only had thongs on my feet. My husband was up a 
ladder painting the garage. I walked down the hallway with my dog at my heels 
just in time to see a copperhead about to exit the laundry,  heading for the 
kid’s rooms (I still have nightmares about that). Goodness knows how it got 
there as the outside laundry door was locked. The snake shot under the 
washing machine. I grabbed my dog and shut her in the bedroom then raced 
outside to my husband. I shrieked “There’s a snake in the laundry!” Response: 
“Don’t be bloody stupid. There’s no snake in the laundry.” I replied “Yes there 
is. It went under the washing machine.” Muttering under his breath, my 
husband climbed down the ladder and went inside. Crouching down and 
looking under the washing machine, he said “Yep. There’s a snake there.” You 
think? Once again we both swapped our thongs for gumbbies. We cleared 
everything out of the laundry and opened the outside door. Hero tried to poke 
the snake our with a long stick. No luck. Then he climbed up on the tub and 
eye-balled the snake. “Just tilt the washing machine forward and I’ll poke it 
out,” he said. “But I can’t see where it is then,” I replied. “It’s OK. I’ll tell you if 
it comes your way,” said Hero… Right! I dutifully did as I was told and the snake 
eventually came out from behind the machine, but it still wouldn’t go outside. 
By this time there was one very cross snake in our laundry. It stood up and 
started hissing and spitting. I told Hero to amuse it while I went and found the 
spade. I returned to find him corralling the snake in the corner of the laundry 
with a broom. Maybe he thought he was a lion tamer. Anyway, I dispatched 
the snake on the laundry floor. Oh! for a video camera – this would have made 
another good addition to “Funniest Home Videos”. 

One Christmas Day I was at my Mother-in-Law’s farm (and yes I only had 
sandals on). We were all sitting on the front veranda when I went to get 
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something from the car. As I closed the boot, a brown snake emerged from 
under the car. I stood very still and calmly said “Does someone want to come 
and deal with this snake?” Because I was not getting too excited, and no-one 
else saw the snake, they thought I was joking. “No, seriously,” I said, “there’s a 
4ft brown snake slithering across my foot.”  By the time they realised I wasn’t 
pulling their leg the snake had disappeared into the paddock, never to be seen 
again. The rest of the family were amazed that I’d stayed so calm. I think some 
of them still thought I was having them on. That one was a bit too close for 
comfort! 

Fast forward about 10 years and I was teaching in Alice Springs at a boarding 
school for Aboriginal students from communities. It was Easter, so still hot, and 
the students had all gone home. The staff were still at school, and the dress 
code was Territory Casual ie. shorts and thongs. There was a baby King Brown 
just outside the staff room. Some of the staff decided to kill it blackfella-style ie. 
chuck rocks at it. Unfortunately, all  we managed to do was flatten the bush it 
was hiding in. The snake then decided to hide in a crack in the bricks. One of 
the teachers decided that the way to catch a snake was to sing to it, like the 
Indian snake charmers do. Needless to say, this didn’t work. Then he thought 
that a saucer of milk might entice it to come out, but I told him that only works 
for Cobras and this wasn’t a Cobra. His final bright idea was to get some 
contact paper. When I asked what he planned to do with that, he said if he put 
it down in front of the snake it would eventually come out and get stuck on the 
contact paper and then you could get rid of it. When I finally stopped laughing I 
told that all he would end up with is one very pissed off snake wrapped in 
contact. He even went into the library and asked the librarian for some contact. 
She thought he was nuts but he was actually serious. Eventually I sent him to 
find a spade, and here endeth the life of another snake. When I was sure it was 
dead, even though it was still wriggling because of nerves, I picked it up by the 
tail and went into the staff room, saying “I got it!” For some reason everyone 
scattered! 

I really don’t like getting close enough to a snake to be able to kill it! 

 

By Jenny Austin 







LOST KEYS 

	

This is not a story in the true sense, rather an account in time, an episode so to speak of lostness, 

if that indeed is a word. 

The morning had gone well. A chilly start to the day after overnight rain, the first in over 30 

days. At midday, the sun was now making its presence felt, hot and steamy as I sat and ate 

lunch. Dressed, hair and makeup done, ready to venture out to writers group. 

At first when I reached for the keys on the bench and found them not there the next thought 

was “must be in my jeans pocket”. There being no heaviness or tinkle as I retrieved them from 

over the chair where discomfort had me relegate them after tea the night before, a sense of 

foreboding came as my hand reached in and found them empty. 

Thus, started the search. The one when you just know you put things where they are supposed 

to be and then find them not there. I live alone so in my house there is no one else to blame. 

Cherished are partners in these situations, so those that have them treasure them. Self-blame is 

a terrible burden.  

My mind then ran a sort of cinemascope starting from when I knew I had them last. 

Yesterday it can be said, was unusual. The start of which was to find my feathered friend of 

many years dead. Although expected the shock and pain was not diminished by that knowledge. 

No time for instant grief. The car was booked in for a service. Not good to arrive sobbing and 

blabbering at the mechanics. The hairdressers would be ok but let’s face it it’s the car that needs 

attention not oneself. Besides there is a line-up of cars and he doesn’t have the time. In sadness 

with tears suppressed I delivered the vehicle and walked the ¾ of an hour home. 

There is something to be said for preparing the burial plot of a friend. Foremost is a spot in the 

garden where ongoing cultivation will not disturb them. It would be very freaky indeed to come 

across Tara, Jessie, Ginny or the chook. It has crossed my mind that at some future time 

someone might disturb their resting bones, thinking that that particular location in the garden 

would be a good place for a tree. 

With spade in hand off I went. Back bent I got stuck into it. Lack of rain had the dry sand 

flowing back down the hole filling the void as fast as I was digging. Progress on the depth was 

slow. Frustration was building, energy fading as the hole had to be dug wider to compensate 



the side slide. It crossed my mind to go and get some boards but this thought was discarded as 

I felt it would turn the exercise into a building site. And there is no reverence there. Eventually 

the required depth was attained. 

The little parcel was placed, sand restored, a limestone rock on top marking the end of a life. 

Dust to dust I thought as I walked away with a profound sense of loss permeating my soul and 

as a counter measure I poured myself into hard physical labour in the garden for the remainder 

of the day. 

Late in the afternoon the walk back to retrieve the car was excruciating on back and legs, but 

press on I must, cursing that I had not calculated the exhaustion of my garden workout. Silly 

me. 

Drove home and into the garage. Silence greeted me instead of the usual “Hello. What are you 

doing. Do you want a snuggle?” Testament to the loss of TruBlue. 

Neighbours will truly wonder now at the monologue mutterings from over the fence. Someone 

asked me once if I talked to myself because I was single. I replied that I thought it was because 

the answers I got made sense. Back to the problem at hand. 

I remember reattaching car keys to the house keys and so let myself inside. Now at this point 

automation would normally set in as I put my keys, without thought, on the designated bench 

inside the door. Clearly though in this instance that did not occur as they were not there.  

So, commenced the cinematic rerun in my mind. Brought the washing in, watched rerun of 

Bold and the Beautiful, went to the toilet, significant only because once I nearly lost them out 

of my back pocket into the loo. Did I, with rain forecast, put manure on the garden before I 

picked the car up or after. Rubbish to bin, recycle papers to another bin, maybe they got caught 

up in that. Prepare tea, what did I even have?  

All the while singing to myself “What have you done with the keys Joan.”  

There is no one else to ask and “you really have lost it this time girl” niggling at my brain. 

Hindsight is beginning to blur, so progress to the next step, a physical search. A retracing that 

occurs when one hasn’t the faintest foggiest idea of where to look for what is kindly referred 

to by others, as misplaced.  No, in this case definitely lost. Misplaced denotes you have put 

them somewhere safe and forgotten where. 



Perusal of the obvious done and dusted one moves onto the next phase of what could be called 

the ridiculous. I have heard others tell of this phenomenon. 

Go look in the loo, the fridge, freezer, rearrange the bench top a second time, pull the bedclothes 

back, check laundry basket, look under furniture. Dressing gown pockets. Head down bottom 

up in the recycle bin, do a tour of the garden, they might have fallen out as by this time I had 

convinced myself they must have been in my jeans pocket. 

Don’t bother with the office, know for certain you didn’t go in there. Glance at back and front 

door locks. Empty hand bag, twice, as they must be here somewhere. Retracing steps again, 

knowing all the while as you do, they were not there in the first round. Panic is rising and I am 

running late. 

The group has long since started, so give Lesley a ring stating the obvious, I am not there so 

carry on without me. They were. 

Did I leave them in the door and as a consequence someone has taken them? Fear takes hold 

as I momentarily deal with the magnitude of that scenario. There is a valid reason for my 

thinking. Some weeks ago, I came out in the morning to feed the fish, to find my keys outside 

hanging in the door. Could I possibly have been that stupid twice. 

Who does one call for car key replacement? New house locks all round will cost a fortune. 

Nothing sobers the mind like the spending of exorbitant money in these situations. 

With renewed focus, common sense prevailed, and then begins the calmness that comes with 

rational thought. They must be in the house somewhere out of sight. 

The recliner chair, already given a cursory look and feel seemed then to be the obvious hiding 

place. Turn it upside down, no clinking noise. Pulled back apart to discover a hanky, pen, 

pompom, ten cents, dust and canoe lanyard.  

No keys. 

Turn it upright, again no tinkling noises forthcoming, and reached down the sides, this time 

determined to go deeper. Push arms that are too fat and look like getting stuck. Imagination 

taking hold for a second of what to do if that did actually happen. Think about it.  No don’t. 

Extend arms further into the depths of the reclining mechanism.  

Oh my gosh, can it be. Yes. Yes, it is. I have got them. 



The sense of relief washing over me is palpable. More tangible is that the loss is accidental.  

I breathe. I am not losing my marbles, nor going round the”old age memory loss” bend. Not 

today anyway. 

It’s not me at all, they just fell out of my pocket and I cannot say how gratifying that feels. 

So endith the episode of the lost keys and with that I am out the door, on a high, to writers 

group in an effort to keep the grey matter turning over. 

 

Joan Martin 
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This story relates to the live sheep shipping trade to the Middle East which 
has been in the news for a while and the problem has not been fully 
resolved. 

 

		

Hey Jude.   
                        

My name is Jude and this is my story. 

 

Recently, I have been employed by a large international shipping company called 
Emanuel Exports and I am based in the port city of Fremantle in Western 
Australia. If you have been down that way you may have noticed huge sheep 
transporter ships docked in the port from time to time, while they carry out the 
loading of sheep to be sent to their eventual destinations usually in Middle Eastern 
countries. I have been working there for the last few months and it is my job to 
help load the thousands of sheep that are walked on board and up to the pens 
where they are locked in ready for the three week journey ahead. 

The ships have many decks, hundreds of metres long, with the top decks high out 
of the water, so you can imagine the logistics involved getting thousands of sheep 
quickly up the gang planks, along the narrow corridors, deck by deck, before 
reaching their particular pen. However, before the ships are loaded, all the decks 
are cleaned meticulously, fresh water is loaded on board. The troughs are checked 
then filled in each pen. All the feed required, (usually oats or feed pellets) is also 
loaded and distributed though overhead pipes to the feed bins in each pen. From 
the sheep’s point of view, when they see the set up for the first time it is like 
arriving at a five star hotel in sheep heaven. 

Sheep required for shipping are not just any sheep. They must meet certain 
standards or they are not allowed on board. For instance, they must be a certain 
weight and have been recently shorn. They must be male and are usually two or 
three year old wethers, (i.e. castrated) although there is a strong demand for young 
rams if enough can be found to make up a consignment. All sheep must be 
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healthy, with no sign of footrot, scabby mouth, pinkeye or any issue such as torn 
skin, limping or bruising from being injured while transported in trucks. 

If the sheep meet the criteria above they can be sold and trucked off the farm to 
holding paddocks at Baldivis, near Fremantle where they can be fed and watered 
while waiting for a ship to arrive. All workers with skills like mine live out at the 
holding yards while we wait for the ships to arrive for loading.  We then load the 
trucks at the holding yards and accompany the sheep into the docks to start 
embarkation. 

Enough about the work side of my life. “What about my history?” I hear you ask?  
Well, as I said at the beginning, my name is Jude and as a matter of fact I am an 
orphan. I was born on a farm near the Stirling Ranges, North East of Albany. My 
mother died after giving birth so I was raised by this wonderful young woman 
named Mary who gave me my name ‘Jude’ because her favourite song at the time 
was “Hey Jude” by ‘The Beatles’. Sometimes Mary would sing that song while 
she gave me a bottle of milk which she fed to me three times a day. 

Mary used to tell me that when I grew up I would be a great leader with a bright 
future, so clever that no one would ever pull the wool over my eyes. Words so 
true I shall remember them until my dying days. In what seemed like no time at 
all it was time for me to leave the farm and get a job. Mary had found an ideal 
position for me at Fletcher’s abattoir just sixty kilometres south of the farm and 
not far north of Albany. I remember when she took me there on my first day to 
meet my new boss Andy, the head stockman. She said “Andy this is Jude and I 
know you will find him very useful”. Andy laughed and said “OK Judy, you look 
a fine, strong specimen”. Mary retorted “Not Judy! Jude as in Judea, the ancient 
land of the Israelites”. “Enough of your history lessons” said Andy. “I will call 
him Judas because it seems appropriate for the work he will be doing”. Mary gave 
me a quick cuddle and was soon on her way back home. I got stuck into learning 
my new work, not to mention the lessons in teasing and workplace bullying I 
received because of the new nick-name Andy had given me. 

On that first morning of work Andy took me aside and presented me with a small 
bell which he tied around my neck with a leather bootlace. He said to me at the 
time. “Whatever you do Judas, do not lose this bell!  Because if you do you will 
probably go through the abattoir killing chain and come out the other end as 
mutton dressed up as lamb”. I heeded his warning well, and made a point of 
looking after that bell as if it was a precious medal to be worn on important 
occasions, just like certain members of Parliament do when it suits them. 
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Time passed quickly at the abattoir. Days turned into weeks and months. Because 
of my hard work and skill as a leader the turnover of animals through the works 
increased, so I gained respect not only from my bosses but all the sheep that 
followed me up the ramp into the abattoir. Of course some of them insisted on 
calling me by my nick-name ‘Judas’ or ‘you lousy bellwether.”  I would give 
them a sheepish grin but I knew once I had led them up that ramp I would never 
see them again. 

I must have become famous as a leader because one day I was told by Andy that 
I was required to fill a position in Fremantle, due to a staff shortage up there. I 
accepted this promotion and was put on the next available truck to Baldivis 
holding paddocks so I could start work straight away. 

Well, there I was near Fremantle working hard helping to load trucks to take 
sheep into the port and then onto the huge ships that I had never seen the likes of 
before. Occasionally we would have a spell for a few days while waiting for ships 
to come in, but most of the time we were working flat out. 

On one warm evening late in March I was with a group of stockmen who had just 
knocked off for the night. They were having a rather loud discussion about photos 
and film appearing on television that they said would result in the end of the live 
sheep trade to the Middle East and hence their jobs were in jeopardy. From what 
I could gather it seems news had got back to Australia about one of the sheep 
ships (Awassi Express) running into difficulties during some extremely hot 
weather conditions somewhere in the gulf of Arabia. Apparently there had been 
a few days in a row with the temperature hovering around fifty degrees.  News 
programs on TV were showing film of dead and dying, or extremely stressed 
sheep laying in filthy pens on the ship, with nowhere to go because they were not 
in a fit state for disembarkation.  

You see, these ships carry sixty thousand or more sheep and work very well when 
all equipment functions properly. However, if something fails in extremely hot 
conditions a disaster unfolds. If a pump fails or a water pipe bursts or fans break 
down, thousands of sheep are suddenly at risk and there is no way the small crew 
on board can manage the problem. Sheep that were able to run on board when 
loaded at Fremantle collapsed in the pens or loading corridors and could not be 
helped by the crew because they were too heavy to lift and carry all the way out 
of the pens and on to the docks. Adding to this problem is the fact that the new 
owners of the sheep no longer wanted them because they could not sell them in 
the condition they were in. Even if the sheep were taken far out to sea to be 
dumped overboard it is just about impossible for the crew to do that to large 
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numbers of heavy animals. What was once a luxury cruise ship for sheep suddenly 
becomes today’s version of the Black Hole of Calcutta. 

As more and more of this information and its consequences became clearer to me, 
my lips started to tremble and my legs felt like they would buckle underneath me. 
All my working life I had been happily leading my soul mates to their final 
destination when in fact I had been betraying them by leading some of them to a 
hell on Earth.  I was shattered.   What could I do? What should I do? There was 
only one thing to do and that was to forgo my high profile, prestigious job. I 
would show solidarity by sticking with my mates and catch the next ship out of 
Fremantle with them. 

My plan was simple. I would help with the loading of the sheep the next day, then 
in the final shift when the last sheep are being put in their pens I would discard 
my beloved bell from around my neck by hooking the leather strap on a gate latch 
and dragging it back over my head. Inside the pen it would be quite dark at this 
time of the evening, so without my bell on and among lots of other sheep I would 
be incognito, as one sheep looks very similar to another. Or as the saying goes “If 
you have seen one, you have seen them all”. 

What a brilliant plan! It worked a treat because it was carried out the day the ship 
was leaving. That evening I found myself penned on a lower deck near the edge 
of the ship, looking out over the wharf. The ship’s horn gave a few short blasts as 
I watched the ‘wharfies’ lower the gang plank and unhitch the huge ropes from 
the bollards. The stock handlers had given up looking for me and were packing 
up to go home. One of them picked up a huge boom-box radio, turned it on then 
put it on his shoulder. The ship slowly left the wharf. Tears started rolling down 
my long face as I listened to the last few baas of my favourite song floating out 
over the water to me “Na	Na	Nanana	Na,	Nannana	Na, hey	 Jude”. “Farewell 
Australia. I am off to the Promised Land”. 

 

My name is Jude and that is my story. 



RUSTY	NAILS	

	

I	found	three	rusty	nails	today	lying	amongst	the	dust	on	my	bench	

How	long	they	have	been	there	I	really	don’t	know	

My	eyes	a	little	dim	these	days,	my	memory	faded	

And	yet	these	nails	make	me	feel	I	am	not	jaded	

One	glows	beneath	its	rust	with	a	hint	of	red	paint	

Is	this	a	nail	from	the	old	garden	gate?	

Another	shows	green,	my	mind	searches		

There	is	a	quickening	in	my	heart	

My	son	Billy	comes	to	mind	

I	painted	with	green	on	his	old	billy	cart	

Tears	fill	my	eyes,	the	years	roll	away	

	as	I	try	to	remember	the	good	old	days	

The	time	in	my	shed	with	hammer	and	nails	

The	things	I	created	with	pride	and	a	smile	

The	third	nail,	no	bigger	than	a	tack	

A	trace	of	mauve,	that	takes	me	back	

My	Mable	she	wanted	mauve	on	the	walls	

	The	tack	held	a	picture	dear	to	her	heart	of	a	cat	that	was	silver	and	she	said	
he	was	smart	

With	family	all	gone	and	few	years	left	

I’ll	treasure	those	nails	with	all	of	my	heart	

	
Shirley Dinham



The	Meal		

	

I’m	sitting	here	without	a	fork	

Scrutinized	by	this	fat	stork	

I	tilt		my	food	towards		my	mouth	

Hoping		that	it	slides	down	south.	

I	Curse.	What	a	dilemma.		

	

It’s	hot,	you	know,	this	melted	cheese,	

Just	burnt	my	tongue,	and	that’s	no	tease.	

My	Hubby	bought	this	pastry	roll	

And	now	its	taking	quite	a	toll.		

I	Curse.	What	a	Dilemma	

	

I	blow	to	cool	it	,	see	watchful	eyes	

Intent	on	stealing	my	great	prize	

I’m			distracted	by	a	biting	ant	

And	others	up		my	left	leg	pant	

I	Curse	.		What	a	dilemma!	

	

I	stand	to	shake	and	and	stomp	about	

A	signal	to	this	practised	scout.		

Who	swoops	and	steals	my	tasty			meal	



Flies	off	to	enjoy	his	clever	steal.		

I	Curse			What	a	dilemma.!	

	

	

I	can	but	stand	to	watch	his	flight	

As	he	flaps	and	soars	with	all	his	might	

And	hanging	there	gripped	in	his	beak	

Is	all	my	food,	that	wily		sneak.		

I	Curse	.		What	a	dilemma.		

	

Lesley	Hanks	

	

	

	



The	Eyes	for	Looking	Club	

“I’m	bored	“,	complained	the	child.		

‘What!	How	can	you	be	bored?”,	questions	Grandma.		

“Come	with	me	and	I	shall	show	you	my	special	world,	and	you	shall	never	be	bored	again.	“	

Sighing		,	the	child	reluctantly	stands,	shoulders	stooping	,	and	reluctantly		follows	her	
grandmother	outside.		

‘There’s	nothing	fun	out	here”,	she	whines.		

‘Oh,	yes	there	is.	You	shall	soon	find	out.	Help	me	spread	this	rug	on	the	lawn	and	bring	me	

those	two	cushions	from	the	patio	chairs”,	suggests	the	adult.		

‘Good,	all	ready.	Now	lie	down	next	to	me,		with	your	head	on	the	cushion.	What	do	you	

see?”	

“Nothing”,	is	the	sullen	response.		

“Nothing”,	cajoles	grandma.	‘Nothing!	You	must	not	be	looking	properly”.	

‘Of	course	I’m	looking,	Grandma’,	is	the	somewhat	testy	reply			–	‘but	there’s	nothing	to	see,	
just	those	boring	bits	of	blue	sky	and	those	messy	clouds.	.		

‘Wow.	Well	done!”,		enthuses	Grandma	“you	hit	the	jackpot	on	your	first	try.	

Fantastic.”.	

	Sighing	a	little	,		loosing	patience,	the	child	whines,		

“What	do	you	mean?	I	don’t	get	this?’	

‘The	clouds,	really	look	at	the	clouds.	What	do	you	see?”	

“Nothing”,	I	see	nothing,	just	heaps	of	white	clouds	moving	in	the	sky.”	

“Exactly”,	counters	Grandma,	now	look	again,	really	look	at	the	clouds	–	see	them	

moving,	watch	them	being	blown	by	the	wind.	Look	with	different	eyes,	see	the	
constantly	changing	shapes.	Look	at	that	large	white	fluffy	one	–	its	stretching	across	the	
sky	–	its	long	tail	is	moving	out	,	now	its	mouth	opens	wide	–	what	does	it	look	like?	That’s	
right	–	a	dragon.	And	over	there	is	a	man’s	face	with	a	fluffy	beard,	puffy	cheeks	and	a	
big	nose.	Those	shapes	will	be	gone	soon	and	others	will	take	their	place.	

	Look	again.	Now	what	can	you	see?”	



The	child	stares			awhile,	then	gaining	in	enthusiasm	points	-‘‘Look	over	there	,	Grandma.									
I	see	a	snake	with	its	tongue	sticking	out	and	long	curling	tail.	Oh!	there’s		a	beetle,	a	frog,	a	
feather”.		

And	so	the	child	engages,	with	rising	interest,	imagination	soaring,	as	many	of	Earth’s	
creatures	are	identified	in	the	ever	changing	clouds	scooting	across	the	smorgasbord	of	
shapes	in	the	sky.	

	Just	magic.			

Time	passes	with	much	interaction,	discovery	and	excitement.	At	last	the	spell	is	broken	by	
the	Grandmother’s	query.		

‘Can	you	see	a	car,	a	truck,	a	building	or	anything	in	the	sky	that	is	of	human	creation?”	

The	child	searches	for	some	time.		

‘No	‘,	she	eventually	answers.	‘I	can’t	see	any	–	where	are	they?	

‘You			can’t	see	any		?	Well	that	is	because	they	are	not	there	–	no	human	made	
objects	are	found	in	the	clouds,	you	will	only	find	things	of	Nature.		

Clouds	are	part	of	Nature,	so	clouds	are	decorating	the	sky	reminding	us	of	Planet	Earth’s	
beauty.	Clouds	are	a	special	part	of	Nature	that	we	can	enjoy	every	single	day.		

Today	our	clouds	are	fluffy	and	white,	and	they	have	the	name	Cumulus.	But	other	days	the	
clouds	can	be	fine	streaks	across	the	sky	or	little	bits	scattered	here	and	there,	all	with		
different	names.		

Some	clouds	are	very	high	in	the	troposphere,	while	others	are	lower.	Grey	storm	clouds	are	
my	favourite-	they	are	fun.	They	scoot	across	the	sky,	angry	because	mean	winds	are	
pushing	them	around.	They			change	shape	rapidly,	trying	to	get	away,	wanting	to	escape	
from	being	bossed	around	so	much.	

	So	when	we	get			impatient	and	have	nothing	to	do,	we	can	take	our	imagination,	look	
around	at	the	clouds	in	the	sky	and	never	be	bored	again.		

“When	is	your	favourite	time	to	look	at	the	clouds,	Grandma.	“	

“Ah”,	well	that	is	when	Grandpa	is	driving,	and	I	can	sit	in	the	passenger	seat	of	the	car	and	
gaze	through	the	windscreen	out	at	the	beautiful	sky.	That	is	when	I	see	the	best	clouds.		

Now	I	think	perhaps	we	should	pack	up	and	go	indoors,	as	shadows	are	lengthening	and	I	
must	get	dinner	ready.”	

“	Please,		Grandma,	please,	I	want	to	stay	longer.		



Look	–	the	sun	is	starting	to	set	behind	that	cloud	and	there	is	gold	and	beautiful	colours.	I	

want	to	watch	it	–	please	“.	

“Oh,	O.K.	Stay	a	little	longer	them	if	you	must,	but	don’t	be	too	long.	When	you	come	inside	

I	shall	give	you	your	badge,	so	that	you	can	join	the	“Eyes	For		Looking	,	Club”.	

“What’s	that”,	puzzles	the	child.		

“Never	mind,	I	shall	tell	you	all	about	it	later	“	

The	Grandmother	departs	the	scene,	smiling	smugly	to	herself	–		

‘Yes’,	she	punches	the	air	–	another	convert	successfully	recruited	into	the	wonderful	world	

of	fantasy.				

	

Lesley	Hanks	

Probus	Club	of	Mandurah	Peel.		

16/08/2019	



Change of Season ©Joan Martin                                                                                                                                 207 

CHANGE	OF	SEASON	
	

Blistering are the hot summer winds. 

When the very air I breathe, sears my throat and scorches lungs. 

Shifting sands, deceptive in their heat traps for barefoot wanderers 

Heat rising from the ground, can be seen creating mirages of what is not there 

Lethargy is everywhere, animals seek shelter from a blazing sun 

No birdsong to be heard 

At night the heavens torment with flashes of light, crackling noise is thunderous  

with hinted rain that never comes. 

Day after day a repetition of one preceding the other. 

How long can this go on.  

Until it bleeds the soul in anguish. 

And then it comes.  

It is palpable in the air, change has arrived. 

Dawn heralds a shift. Cool breeze is on the land. 

Birds call joyfully in flight, animals come alive and wander. 

Coldness smudges over my skin, clothes not sticking. 

No longer forced, an easy energy encompasses me. 

I listen for the distant rolling grumble getting closer. 

And then it hits with the unleashed power of the Gods. 

Rain, pelting, driven onto the parched earth 

Cascading down roof tops and over thirsty trees. 

The seasonal wet, when most needed has arrived. 

How welcome is the change. 

 

Joan Martin  
	


