Stories I have written At the Pomona writers group in 2010

During 2010 I fell into a hole with my writing. I didn’t feel lost only a little subdued and not wanting to write as much as I had.

A notice in a local magazine advertised the Pomona Writers Group which meets each Tuesday morning at Pomona Community House calling for new members. I decided to attend. These weekly meetings have become a Godsend for me to reignite my writing ambitions.

Each week we are given homework to do and this is a story of approximately 300-500 words on the topic chosen by the facilitator.

At the first induction to the group the facilitator handed out:

‘Helpful Hints For Creative Writers’. 
‘To live a creative life, we must lose our fear of being wrong’.

Among other things were - keep writing – don’t edit on the run – when the inspiration stops and the pen rests that is the time to edit and rewrite.


This is sound advice for any writer and finally words of wisdom:

Practice, Practice, Practice
Enjoy, Enjoy, Enjoy.

I hope you enjoy reading these stories.

[image: image1.emf]A most interesting person :     The year 1918; World War 1  finished . I was 6 years old.  My family consisted of 8, two sisters and five brothers.  We lived at number 3 James Building, Newport ,  Wales,  England.     E very hall in town  over - flow ed  with  war wounded. I  r emember returning  to  number 3 James Building, it was  empty;  my family  w ere  gone.  They  were taken away. I  went  to a boy ’ s home alone.     At 15, through the Church of England Council of Empire  Settlement, I applied to go to Canada, except I ended up  in Austral ia.     Beginning life in a new country excited me with a future  to work on the land.  I  start ed work  at Kia Ora near  Gympie, a six hour train ride  from Brisbane .  M y  job  to  cu t firewood for the kitchen stove; chip weeds in the  banana plantation and help out where needed.     My sleeping quarters ;  was an extension of  the car shed.     I’d been in Australia for two years and  if there was a  track to England I would have walked it. I was classed  with the pest  –  like rabbit and prickly pear  –  a bloody  Pom.     Eventually I decided to move on. It was the great  depression.   Work wa s hard to find. I worked at anything,  shifting dirt with a pick and shovel; ringbarking;  caretaking properties and eventually join ed  the army.    


World War 11 began. I was a gunner in the 2/10th Field Regiment. Before joining the army I married and was shipped to Malaya to fight the Japanese.

15th February 1942 our Battalion surrendered to the Japanese, I became a Prisoner-of-War. Three years I was incarcerated in Changi Prison and worked to build the Burma Railway.

After the war I returned to Australia to be nursed back to health by my wife. I weighed 56 pounds. 

We purchased a pineapple farm near Gympie and I became a farmer. It was a dream came true – I always wanted to work the land. Over the following years my family grew to four children – three girls and a boy.

A neighbour purchased my property and I bought another pineapple farm at Brooloo near Imbil. Over the future years I planted up to 35 acres of pineapples which gave me financial independence.

One day I was approached by a group of men who wanted me to become a Councillor with the Widgee Shire Council. Over the next 21 years I served as a Councillor representing Number 4 Division.

Near the end of this service a Feature Protection Area Bellbird Habitat was named in my honour.

In December this year I will turn 99 years old. I consider myself a most interesting person. 
Word count: 442
Food for thought:

From the moment Jim gave us our homework of the title food – my taste buds immediately sprung to life. Memories went to my grandmother’s cooking; such a great cook she was. Saliva melted from my mouth at the thought of again eating her freshly baked bread and butter custard pudding. The smell of oven cooked custard melted the membranes in my nostrils. Then he added two words for thought.


On the journey home the words flashed through my mind. Food for thought – Food for thought - what did it mean? I was puzzled. I had no idea of the meaning.


One of the greatest inventions since sliced bread must be cyber space – the internet. My decision to head off into the unknown appealed to be the answer to discover the true meaning of food for thought.

My journey into cyber space took me to the planet google in 20 seconds. There I discovered 9,780,000 un-opened envelopes all providing information about food for thought. I wanted to learn more.

The first envelope contained a Phrase of the day: proverb; this is something one should think about. An example is: Food for thought: Did you know that Canada is the second-largest country in the world, and yet has a very small population. What a discovery, it certainly gave me food for thought. 

I quickly opened the second envelope. It was a conversation between a mother and her son. 


Son: I learned something cool in school today.


Mom: That’s great son. Tell me about it.


Son: Do you know what the largest organ in the human body is?


Mom: The heart? The lungs?


Son: It’s the skin. Food for thought.

Mom: Wow!


This information overloaded my mind with imagination to discover more about food for thought and I quickly opened the third envelope – the word meaning jumped from the page - that’s the information I wanted, anything that provides mental stimulus for thinking. I was on a roll. 

Eagerly I opened the fourth envelope to discover another example of food for thought - an idea or issue to ponder, as in, that interesting suggestion of yours has given us food for thought. 

On making these discovers I filtered by mind to come up with my own version of food for thought. Presently our nation is awaiting clarification of what party will govern our country. At this stage it may result in a hung parliament. It all depends on a decision made by three independent politicians on which party they would prefer to govern. I listened to their proposal of change and one recommended a mixture of members from both sides become involved in the decision making process. Now that would be food for thought or is it pie in the sky.

After discovering this last phrase of food for thought I now know what Jim was thinking when he added the two words to food – for thought.
Word count: 490

Scenes from a train window
JK Rowling, author of Harry Potter novels has become the first billionaire author on the planet. How did she do it?


It was 1990. She was on a train between Manchester and London. Harry literally strolled fully formed into her mind while she was gazing out the train window at a field full of cows. She spent the next four hours (the train was delayed) imagining Harry, the world he inhabited, the friends and enemies he had there and the dangers and joys he may encounter there. She had nothing to write on so had to be content to play this all out in her imagination. By the time she got off the train in London, the central cast of characters were already cemented in her mind. 

The Harry Potter books are about death and are driven particularly by the death of Harry’s parents and his miraculous survival. I doubt she had imagined death while gazing from the train window, unless there was a dead cow; but to imagine the epic story formed in her mind at the time is somewhat challenging. What did she see to make her imagination run wild for four hours?


We know she saw a field full of cows; what triggered her mind to form all of the characters in the books? Was it the landscape – perhaps rolling hills, green fields as far as the eye could see; a cow wearing steel rimmed glasses; or a witch’s hat worn by another; or a cow flying over the moon? Only JK Rowling can answer these questions.


How did she imagine the story from the train window? Obviously her mind filled with pictures, scenes, acts, conversations, and names of characters? 

What an opportunity the train was delayed at that particular point. Would she have imagined the Harry Potter novels, if the train was not been delayed? It’s a question that never can be answered.


At that point in time and place each seed of the novels were planted into a fertilized mind to create a story to capture the imagination and desire of children and adults throughout the world. Her imagination flooded with desire at what she saw from the train window and the rest is as they say – is history.

Word count – 383
A free country

Have you ever wondered what life would have been like had Australia lost World War 11? I personally know an Australian Digger who fought the Japanese in Malaya and became a Prisoner-of-war in Changi Prison for three and a half years.


Some years ago he gave an address to a group of school children about his time as a POW. This is part of his speech he made on that memorable day:  


50 years ago Australia was part of World War 11. Singapore had fallen to the Japanese with our 8th Division A.I.F. taken as Prisoners of War.


We were imprisoned in Changi. All but essential traffic ceased. All privately owned vehicles were confiscated, taken to dumps, torn apart by two trucks and the parts shipped to Japan. Imagine if all of our cars were taken from us and wrecked for the parts.


After a couple of years in Changi, I was off to Burma in F Force. The train journey from Singapore to Ban Pong in steel rice trucks was not first class. 26 men and their gear made things a bit crowded.


From Ban Pong to our camp at Burma is 300 kilometres walking mostly at night. All gear needed had to be carried and when we arrived had to work in the pouring rain.


We become railway workers. We, the slaves, carried the earth in baskets, two men to each basket which was dug with pick and shovel. Bridges – small logs were carried by teams of men and big logs were moved by elephants.


Back to Changi – first by the railway we had built and then by boat to Singapore.


The great day came. The Japs were defeated. Slaves one day – free the next. If this had not been so this country would have been in the same bad way as Singapore, Malaya and other countries under the Japanese rule.


This country has fought in many wars in the past and I have no doubt we will fight in many wars in the future. Wars are expensive in the loss of lives and property. Property can be recovered, lives are lost forever. But that is the price we pay for freedom. 1060 Australians died as P.O.W. of Japanese on the Burma Railway. F Force lost just half of that number. Our country is a memorial to those and all other P.O.W. who died so that we might be free of the Japanese and any other aggressor.


The price of freedom is eternal vigilance.

I say again – we should remember the sacrifice of all those men and women who died so that we might live in FREEDOM.


In my opinion this speech should be emblazoned and placed at each school in Australia to remind us we live in a free country.

Word count: 468
Be careful what we wish for:

On the second Tuesday of each month I drive from Brooloo to Brisbane and visit my daughter and grandson.


My daughter holds the position of Manager at Coles/ Express Service Station at Virginia.


This past month when I visited her we spoke about her work and how she came to work in her present position.


She shared with me how over 15 years ago she was the Manager at Mobil Service Station at Nundah. Each time she completed her shift at Nundah, on her journey home she drove past the Shell Service Station at Virginia and wished one day she would be the manager of that particular service station.


‘How things turn out is a mystery, dad.’ She told me. ‘Working for Coles/Express is totally different to working for Mobil; you wouldn’t think when both companies sell fuel.’ 


‘How do you mean different?’ I asked.


‘Coles/Express is a huge company, or the actual company is West farmers, they purchased Coles a couple of years ago. My position as manager is to motivate staff to get the customer to purchase more than fuel – a bit like McDonald’s adding “do you want fries with that” to encourage the customer to purchase more than they initially want.’


‘How does this affect you?’


‘I had to sack an employee today because he did a stupid thing. Some people are stupid. Each employee is encouraged to ask the customer if they want anything else, like a mars bar or other items from the counter. Each time they sell an extra item apart from the fuel they are rewarded with an incentive point and each month I tally up the points of each employee and send it off to head office.’


‘Is it legal to do that?’ I asked.


‘I don’t like the idea – but if I don’t do it I’m out of a job myself.’


‘What happened to the fellow you sacked?’


‘Instead of asking the customer if they wanted anything else, he registered an amount of money to show the customer purchased an item without making the sale. I picked it up and reported him and he was sacked.’


‘How did that make you feel?’


‘Awful, I never thought the position was so hard emotionally but unfortunately that’s the way it is.’


‘Sometimes you got to be careful what you wish for.’ I said.


‘You can be certain of that.’ She replied.

Word count: 407   
Never give up

I have a dream. My dream is to win lotto or pools. Only once will be sufficient for my dream to materialise.


You may ask how on earth can this person create this dream and hope it will eventuate. I can share with you my secret:


I was given a cassette tape on the best selling book ‘The Secret’. At first I must admit to being a little dubious about the concept; like the questions: what do you want? When do I want it? How am I going to get it? Where will it come from?


The secret is: know what you want and never give up; believe with unwavering faith that it will happen to you and be thankful when you receive it. The universe will provide.


In order to work on a plan to win lotto or pools I needed to play each game per week and each time invest in twelve games and select my own numbers. To put my dream into action I registered on-line with Golden Casket.

Before I did this one of the blocks to cause my immediate defeat were the odds of one winning. Either Saturday or Wednesday the odds are 8.5 million to 1 to win, whilst Tuesday Oz lotto escalates to a larger number and Thursday’s powerball is 54 million to 1. It is a surmountable mountain to climb.


One of the secrets given on the cassette was outcome is what you choose with law of attraction. The outcome I chose was to win lotto or pools whatever may come first.

How was I going to do this, was this the secret to winning?


One of the many functions on the Golden Casket website is frequent numbers. To give me the greatest opportunity to win, I print off the frequent numbers for each of the games I play. These numbers have been collated since the beginning of lotto and therefore show an accurate record of each number selected and how many times the number has been drawn.


To increase my chances I select twelve games to play and place in each game the top three numbers and select three other numbers from the list taking them from lest frequently drawn to make up six numbers, apart from Tuesday Oz lotto when I select the first four numbers. If by chance the first frequent numbers did appear I’d have a much greater opportunity to have one or three of the other numbers and therefore provide me with a prize.


Since January I have played these games each week and so far my losses are far greater than the small wins I have had. But that doesn’t deter me from my dream of winning lotto or pools. I will NEVER GIVE UP!

Word count: 465

It’s a small world

Almost forty years ago I worked with a person who is a relative of a member of this group. We didn’t particularly become personal friends however we were close work colleagues. Throughout the years we followed one another’s career paths and kept in touch at functions and other times we’d meet.


Our paths parted some twenty years ago and we lost contact until a recent event. A member of this writing group is the cousin of this particular person whom I have described. Never in my wildest dreams could I have established this fact until this member bought it to my attention. I failed to join the dots.


My partner and I live at Imbil, a small town nestled in the Mary Valley west of Gympie. Many years ago this member worked for my partner picking ginger and afterwards worked for relatives of my partner on a farm.


Before I retired, my family was heavily involved in harness racing in Queensland. Our horses competed at the major tracks and in conversation with this member uncovered she was also involved in harness racing in Queensland, yet unfortunately we didn’t know one another in the sport.


Each Thursday I play keno at the RSL at Cooyar and have done for some time. This member also plays keno at the same club. My partner recognised her and reacquainted their friendship and I was introduced. She’s known as the big winner at the club because she always wins huge prizes.


At the time this writer’s group met at the Pomona Bowls Club to introduce new members, this member and I joined.


Ever since then we have conversed about many topics and discovered the connection between my previous work colleague and her relationship to him. 


It certainly is a small world.

Word count: 303

I thought I saw a ghost

Was it a ghost I saw? The vision rattled my brain; I blinked and looked out through the window. I’m certain I saw a vision of my wife, the same coloured hair; the clothes she wore; and the way she walked. No noise only the sight of my wife.


It couldn’t be, I protested. She’s dead. Her ashes are buried at the front of the house. It couldn’t be possible. My mind must have been playing tricks.


Only a couple of months before, I said the final farewells to her as she lay in a nursing bed at the Palliative Care Unit at Redcliffe Hospital. It was the saddest day of my life. Half of my heart and soul was torn away from me. We’d been married over thirty-one years. She was fifty years of age and cancer destroyed her life.


I remember the morning of Saturday 13th September 2003 at 7.45am when she took her final breath. It was as if a flame on a candle had blown out. She looked so beautiful before that final moment – she was glowing; it was as if beauty overtook her body. Then she was gone.


We used to sit on the front veranda at our Redcliffe home and I returned there and sat for the remainder of the day. Numbness overtook my mind and body. 


At one point in the day I looked out of the front window and thought I saw my wife cross the road to the other side. I jumped up from the chair and ran to the door to discover it was not her but another lady who resembled her. I would have sworn I saw my wife walk across the road; however, it wasn’t her. Probably I wished it was her instead of another person. The loss was cruel.


Before she passed away we enjoyed staying at the farm we purchased for our retirement at Brooloo. Most weekends we camped in the shed on the property waiting for the house to be built, discussing our future and where everything was going to go. She passed away one month before the house was completed.


Before her death we spoke of a number of things which one was, where she wanted to be laid to rest. Her request was to be cremated and her ashes placed in a rose garden in front of the bedroom – that way she could keep an eye on me.


Her wishes were fulfilled and a rose garden was built for her to rest in peace. Her ashes placed in the garden directly in front of the main bedroom.


It was about a month after I completed the garden that I thought I saw a ghost.

Word count: 460
An alien


Japanese scientists have invented a robot, similar in appearance to humans. These robots speak various languages, walk, show expressions on their face and are life like.


According to the news broadcast they will act as companions to the elderly in Japan; sit by their bedside and talk transmitting computerised messages.


The mind boggles when we see how much science has improved over the years. I remember many years ago a story in the motor vehicle industry. 

Toyota bosses asked employees how to reduce costs. A worker asked why lights needed to be on when robots made the vehicles. Robots didn’t need to see what they were doing. 


This assembly worker became a senior manager of Toyota and saved the company millions of dollars.


The television programme ‘Alf’ is another example. The title character nicknamed ALF (Alien Life Form), crash landed in a garage of a suburban middle class family in America.


Why did this character ‘Alf’ make me laugh? Was it because he was funny; hilarious at times, almost splitting my inside with laughter at the strange and wonderful moments of disbelief of looking at alien form.


Another science fiction character was ‘My Favourite Martian’ I watched religiously as a child. 

A human-looking person in a one-man spaceship crash-landed near Los Angeles. The ship's pilot is, in fact, from the planet Mars. Tim O'Hara, a young newspaper reporter for The Los Angeles Sun, is on his way home when he spots the spaceship coming down.

Tim takes the Martian in as his roommate and passes him off as his Uncle Martin. Uncle Martin refuses to reveal any of his Martian traits to people other than Tim, to avoid publicity (or panic), and Tim agrees to keep Martin's identity a secret while the Martian attempts to repair his ship. Uncle Martin has various unusual powers: he can raise from his head two retractable antennae and another to become invisible; he is telepathic and can read and influence minds; he can levitate objects with the motion of his finger; he can communicate with animals; and he can also speed himself (and other people) up to do work.


Are these television programmes suddenly coming to life? I wonder. Let’s return to the broadcast about Japanese scientists creating a robot to help the elderly; could it be in the future we become an alien.

Word count: 395

An Australian story


This is a story about ‘Hollywood’ John McMullen a legend in Queensland Harness Racing and the first recipient to be inducted into the ‘Queensland Harness Racing – Hall of Fame’.

‘What’s going on,’ John cried out when he felt a boot strike his foot. He woke to see his father standing over him.


‘I didn’t bring you up to sleep in a horse stall.’ His father yelled. John was asleep in his swag in stall number 13 at Ipswich Show Grounds when his father visited him.


He just turned 17 years old; he’d left home three years before and decided to travel the Queensland Show Circuit. At Ipswich he met a harness racing trainer Aub Kennaway who raced trotting horses, names such as Queen Caroline; Flying Pete; and Togo Prince. 


Aub asked John if he wanted to drive his horses in races and when he tested his driving; the harness racing bug bit him. The thrill and feeling of winning at his first drive in a race never left him and at that moment all he ever wanted to do was to be involved in harness racing for the rest of his life.


The thrill of sitting in a race gig behind a horse, controlled only by a pair of long reins the only means to guide the horse; travelling across the ground at speeds of sixty kilometres an hour sent an adrenalin rush through his body. He’d made up his mind at that moment to race against the best harness racing drivers in the world. 

Convincing his father at the time was a problem because John lived out of his swag and travelled the circuit. It was a free lifestyle with little money but plenty of life experience. 

In those years he learnt many lessons about horse racing, like shoeing, gait of the horse, training and driving techniques.

From those humble beginnings he never lost that initial feeling of excitement of harness racing. You can’t believe the feeling until you’re out there competing, he’d often say.

A decade later Albion Park Paceway in Brisbane became a reality. John became the leading owner; driver and trainer at Albion Park for the next five years. Trotting was alive in Queensland.

Albion Park was the only metropolitan track in Queensland and raced each Saturday night. He only wanted horses that could race at Albion Park.

Kevin Thomas, who would become the leading driver in Australasia, was a youth at the time when John asked his friend Ron Wanless and Kevin if they wanted to race in America; the year 1977. 

All three travelled to America and there competed at the best courses in the world and John drove against some of the best drivers and competed well.

After a season in America they returned to Australia when John purchased a property near Albion Park Paceway and built a harness racing complex similar to what they had in America.

Albion Park became the Harness Racing Capital Of The World with it’s modern facilities and 1000 metre track. Life was looking up for John until interest rates rose. John borrowed $300,000.00 and overnight the government devalued the Australian Dollar and suddenly he owned $600,000.00. 

Instead of feeling sorry; he rolled his sleeves up and put a plan into action to purchase Australian horses; transport them to the United States and sell them at a profit.

In a little of six years he’d repaid his loan.

While he was in America he purchased stallions for clients in Australia to breed and in all, imported twenty-eight stallions to enhance the breeding industry.

For fifty years John competed in harness racing and says he has never lost that feeling of wanting to win. Looking back on his life, he wouldn’t change a thing and remembers one time driving in a race at The Meadowlands in America. He looked across to see he was driving against the top best ten drivers in the world. At that moment a feeling of absolute joy came over him to know he finally climbed his mountain of success.

Word count: 681

A turning point in my life:


Looking back on a turning point in my life, now I come to think about it seems so long ago, almost 20 years.


It happened in my early forties when I reached a point in my career of climbing the ladder of success. Within a short time I would have reached a personal goal of which I never thought possible.


For the past twenty years I’d laboured to reach that goal; however, something happened which changed my life forever. My heart almost stopped. A visit to the local doctor uncovered a fault in the electronic node in my heart, the particular part that makes your heart beat and pumps blood throughout your body had slowly degenerated over a period of 12 months. If I hadn’t gone to the doctor I would have died in my sleep that night. 


My heart rate was beating at 17 beats per minute when it was supposed to be beating at 70 beats per minute.


Immediate hospitalisation was required. My career was finished and my future unknown. It was a dismal time to reflect on. 

I am a firm believer in ‘things are meant to happen for a reason’, and at this point in my life I couldn’t understand why this particular event needed to happen to me at this time in my life.


After being prodded and constantly examined by doctors finally I was admitted to another hospital to have a pacemaker implanted. This electronic machine was inserted under the skin on my right shoulder and a lead feed through an artery to the bottom chamber of my heart.


Indeed I wanted to get over this event and get on with my life from where I had left it but there were other troubles on the horizon which I had no or little control.


Shortly after the operation I returned home and early one morning I walked into the kitchen to prepare breakfast. Suddenly without warning a black cloud of darkness filled my mind with a message screaming, you have a heart condition.

From that moment onward for the next three days I sat in a lounge chair only moving to visit the toilet. My mind was completely blank and my body didn’t want to do anything.


At last something clicked in my mind to get up; I rose and went to the bathroom to wash my face. There I saw a picture of a person I didn’t know. This person was unshaven; smelt horrible; unwashed and I failed to recognize him.


A message in my mind kept screaming to wake up to myself however the body didn’t react. I’d fallen into a deep black hole of depression and didn’t know what to do to get climb out.


Over the next two years I lived in this big black hole and only survived day to day. It didn’t matter what I did; I failed. Even doing the weekly shopping, I failed.


With my career of twenty years finished I took on another one helping others. In the beginning it was I who needed help but over time rebuilt my self-confidence to finally escape from the big black hole to see blue coloured sky once again. It was the turning point in my life.

Word count: 548   
It started with a letter:


Twelve months prior, exactly to the day, I had an operation for the implantation of a pacemaker; a milestone in my life, however, not so for my career as a police officer of twenty years in the Queensland Police Service.


11am on the morning of 11th January 1991 a letter was handed to me from the Commissioner of Police. This letter read in part:

Having regard to the medical opinions of the cardiologists, I am satisfied that you should not continue to be required to perform the duties of office or be appointed to a position as a staff member and I call upon you to retire from the Queensland Police Service.


Was I angry? No. Was I disappointed? By all means I was disappointed by the manner I was treated. I was only a number – 8091. 


Did it matter to the newly appointed Commissioner of Police I’d served 20 strong years of dedicated service; committed to serving the citizens of the State. No – I don’t think he cared. Anyhow, I think he had more troubles on his mind than worry about my future.


For the previous twelve months Queensland Police Service had undergone the Fitzgerald Inquiry into corruption. It was a dark period for the service to go through and I’m pleased I wasn’t a part of the demise.


This letter came at a point in my life, when looking back on it now through older eyes, was a definite turning point. I could no longer rely on a career and in fact found my life difficult to know what to do next.


I remember not long after receiving this letter, I sat at my desk at home and drew a line down the centre of an A4 sheet of paper. On the left I wrote What Am I Good At and on the other column What I’m Not Good At.

This act of confronting my conscious drew only a couple of answers. On the good side I wrote Writing/Communication and on the opposite side I listed almost thirty topics. Therefore I needed to look at the present skills of Writing/Communication to be the greatest asset.


Over the next 20 years I weaved new threads through the tapestry of my life with newly found excitement and joy; by learning different skills and helping others.

If it hadn’t of been for that letter, I doubt I would be the person I am today.

Word count: 411
The lighthouse:


School children – I thought they were school children because each wore a similar coloured uniform and held a clipboard. They were gathered at the base of the Byron Bay Lighthouse.


Another person, who gave the group instructions, a little older and dressed in casual clothing, I suppose she was their teacher, ‘take your biros and write the circumference and height of the tower of the lighthouse.’ 


Immediately a buzz of excitement flowed across the group, many whispering, ‘how are we supposed to do that?’

‘I don’t know – but if we measure the size of one brick, count the number around the circumference and count the number to the top, we should have the answer.’ A lone voice echoed.


‘And how are we supposed to do that – each brick is a different size.’ One of the students claimed. A girl wearing a pink ribbon in her hair, ‘Miss… can you help us?’


‘Unfortunately you’ve got this one on your own’, the older person admitted.


Fingers outstretched all pointed toward the outside wall of the lighthouse. Imaginary wheels of thought turned in the minds of these young people to determine the size of each block and the number to measure the circumference. There was much nodding, arguing, discussion and agreement.


One brave student climbed the short distance upon a landing to get a closer measure of each brick. ‘Good on ya Mike,’ a unison call came from the group.

  
When he was level with the base of the lighthouse he used a ruler to measure the length of one brick, ‘Sixty centremetres in length,’ he called to his fellow students. He measured the height of one brick, ‘thirty centremetres in height’ he called. Biros worked together.


Returning to his friends and after many pats on the back, the elder of the group not dressed in a uniform said, ‘thank you Mike for risking your neck. What was I to tell your parents if you’d fallen? Now students what do you do with Mike’s measurements?’


Another buzz ‘what do we do’ echoed through the group with many pointing and counting. ‘Why don’t we count the first layer of bricks and count the number from the base to the top and multiply them,’ a squeaky voice called.


‘They’re all different sizes, the higher the tower the narrower it is at the top.’ Another called.


‘Has anyone got any suggestions?’ Another wanted to know.


‘What exactly has the teacher asked us to do?’ A small low voice echoed.


‘I can’t remember – do you know.’


‘She wants to know the circumference and height of the tower of the lighthouse.’


‘Ah, it’s easy – all we need to do is to count the number of bricks around the base of the tower, count the number from the base to the top and using Mike’s measurements – we’ll have the answer.’


‘It’s no wonder you’re always top of the class.’ Another called.

Word count: 487  
A horse’s view of the Melbourne cup:


If only horses could talk to one another, I don’t mean the Mister Ed talks. What do you think they would say apart of ‘neigh’? For this story I’ve allowed each horse to convert to human language, so we can understand. Also they don’t talk using a voice but send telepathic messages to each other.


It’s only minutes before the running of the 2010 Melbourne Cup. The horses have paraded before the grandstand; patrons have had a good look at the favourite So You Think trained to the minute by the Cup King, Bart Cummings.


Bad news has rocked the race with an earlier fall and injury to jockey Blake Shinn who was to ride another of Bart Cumming’s horses Precedence and is now to be ridden by James Wink. The Irish horse Bauer is the only scratching leaving a field of 23 runners.


On the way to the barrier the favourite So You Think is pacing alongside another runner Americain, ‘I’ll beat you today,’ he glared into the eyes of his opponent.


‘You haven’t got the legs to go two mile – I’ll crack you at the last furlong.’ He remarked confidently.


‘We’ll see to that.’ So You Think answered.


Another runner came up on their outside, ‘I’ll flog you both.’ Maluckday challenged.


‘I don’t think so; I know I can beat both of you because by the end of the two mile all you’ll see is my tail.’ Americian boasted.


‘We’ll see about that, what’d think Muluckday – can be beat this boaster from America?’ So You Think implied.


‘He’s not from here and we want to keep this race to ourselves. Who wants outsiders to take away our cup?’ Muluckday exclaimed.


All three horses eyed each other until positioned in their barrier. A red light flashed and the gates flung open. The race was on for young and old.


At the furlong pole with two hundred metres to go So You Think hit the front suddenly Americian flashed up on his outside and Muluckday drove up the inside, ‘go Muluckday, beat American, my legs are buggered, go you good thing.’ So You Think shouted at Muluckday.


Unfortunately the winning post came too early with Americian winning; Muluckday running second and So You Think third.


‘What’s my backside look like?’ Americian boasted to his fallen foe.


‘Yeah, alright so you did – congratulations, you beat us fair and square.’ The other two said in unison.

Word count: 414
Dance with me
She fell into my arms; I didn’t need to say, ‘will you dance with me.’ The music of Daniel O’Donnell softly played in the background. His voice sweetly penetrated our souls, the words glistened magic and the moment felt right. If ever I knew I was in heaven this was the moment.


Arm in arm we softly danced to the music and particularly the song, I just want to dance with you. Mother Earth was in line with the planets, Jupiter separated earth and the sun. In that moment if the world was to stop life would have been well spent.


We moved about the lounge room carpeted floor – it wasn’t the wooden smooth floor of a dance hall but that didn’t matter moving to the sound of I want to dance with you, twirl you around the floor, that’s why they invented dancing for, I just want to dance with you.

When Daniel sang, I want everyone to sing, we broke into a chorus and looked into each other’s eyes, I want to dance with you, twirl you around the floor, that’s what they invented dancing for. I just want to dance with you. 


Invisible hearts formed around us when his voice sang hold you in my arms once more, that’s what they invented dancing for, I just want to dance with you, I honestly though my heart was going to burst and I never wanted the moment to stop.


We looked into each other’s eyes and I could see the love she gave to me. The dance and the song may have had something to do with our feelings but in the end I think it was the impromptu way I asked her to dance with me.

Word count: 295 
A day in a wheelchair:


My role as an alcohol and drug counsellor was to counsel any person who presented without favour or malice. Simon presented to receive counselling because his mother was an alcoholic. He didn’t drink, only suffered abuse by his mother blaming him for her drinking. This was my first experience of counselling a person in a wheelchair.


When I first sighted Simon instantly my heart went out to him. He was not only a quadriplegic but was born spastic suffering from cerebral palsy. He was 25 years old and lived with his mother who had a drinking problem.


Although he couldn’t speak, only sound a grunting noise, with a nod or shake of his head, we formed an instant rapport. I needed all of my experience as a counsellor to help him. This was going to be a tough one.


Since birth he’d used a wheelchair and this one he now occupied was motorised which he controlled with a small lever using his crippled right hand. His mother blamed him for his condition and drank alcohol to ease the burden of guilt. This in-turn placed Simon in a position of wanting to leave his mother and move into a community house. He didn’t know how to tell her he wanted to move out away from her and her drinking.


Communication between people, at the best of times can be difficult and more importantly it was paramount to walk a mile in Simon’s shoes or live a day in his wheelchair to clearly understand where he was coming from. 


Simon’s intellect was the best I’d ever come across in my life as a counsellor. During each stage of counselling he totally understood what I was saying, particularly, the point he was not responsible for how his mother behaved. This point reflected in his face through his eyes. He didn’t say words but I knew he understood the message I past onto him when he blinked his eyes after I told him.


Like I said, my heart went out to him. I couldn’t imagine how he dealt with his mother’s drinking, her abuse and still remained calm. He was a very intelligent human being and didn’t deserve the fate that was handed to him.


In the end Simon understood what he needed to do and those counselling sessions continue to remind me knowing and understanding how it was for him to have a lifetime in a wheelchair.

Word count: 412

A Christmas story


It was the morning of Christmas; I am a child of eight years old. The Christmas tree is decorated and placed in the corner of the lounge room with presents gathered beneath. I wanted to be awake to see Santa Claus place the presents under the tree but I must have slept through the ordeal.


In those days my bed was in the lounge room of our home. Visiting relatives used my bedroom over the festive period. Was there a present for me, I wondered. Of course there’d be – I always got a present at Christmas and Santa wouldn’t have forgotten me. I’d been good all year.


Waiting for my sisters; parents and others in the house to rise I wanted to steal a look at the presents. I felt overjoyed with anticipation in what I was getting. There were many things I wanted but my parents were poor and they couldn’t afford much. Whatever Santa Claus bought me I would be satisfied.


There were noises coming from the kitchen. Grandma always rose early Christmas morning to prepare lunch. The sounds were pots rattling; drawers opening and closing told me she was preparing the chook and vegies. 


Yesterday she and grandpa arrived with their bundles of cakes and food enough to feed an army of people. Come to think of it – it seemed like an army of relatives had descended upon our small family for the festive season.


‘Good morning, Grandma – Merry Christmas.’ I said as I placed my arms around her neck and gave her a kiss on the cheek.


‘And a good morning to you, what did Santa bring you?’ She replied.


‘I don’t know – I haven’t looked. I’ll wait until Mum and Dad get out of bed.’ I wanted her to tell me I could go and open my present.


‘That’s a good idea.’ She said and returned to what she was doing.


Finally Mum and Dad got out of bed and we sat around the Christmas Tree to open our presents. In delight I looked around the tree to sight my name and there it was gleaming on a large box. I could never have imagined what I got but it was a box brownie camera. 


This was a Christmas to remember.

Word count: 382.
What WE DID ON OUR BREAK

To my delight, Jackson, my grandson visited me for his school holidays. He’s 11 years of age and it was wonderful to have him with me.


Our time together rekindled my childhood memories of the times I visited my grandparents over the school vacation many years ago. These memories continue to linger in my mind of the warmth and love my grandmother gave to me.


Jackson was privileged to attend this group on our final day of 2010. He thoroughly enjoyed his time and I was proud when he read ‘A Christmas Story’ which he had written himself. Normally when an 11 year old child is seated amongst adults they tend to have a concentration span of about 10 minutes. Jackson applied himself over the total 2 hour period.


After leaving the writers group I asked Jackson what he wanted to do on his holidays. 


‘I want to write a book, Pop,’ was his reply.


‘What type of book?’ I asked.


‘Like yours Pop but this one will be ‘Life Of An Eleven Year Old.’ He shared with me.


‘When we arrive home we’ll do it.’ I reassured him.


Over the next week Jackson busied himself and typed his story. ‘How many words do I type Pop?’ He asked.


‘I normally have two and a half thousand words to a chapter.’ I shared with him.


After doing a word count on the computer he said, ‘I’ve only done seven hundred and fifty.’


‘Then you’ve got a long way to go.’ I said.


Jackson typed away and I was proud of the way he stuck to his mission. 

When he was 4 years old I looked after him three days a week. To fill in the time I wrote and compiled two small books for him. I remember it well when he asked me to print off a dozen copies so he could hand them to his friends at day care.


‘What would you like on the cover?’ I asked not knowing his tastes.


‘My photograph, I’ve got one on my camera.’


He chose a photograph from his camera and downloaded it and pasted it onto the front cover of the book. ‘Is that what you want?’ I showed him what I’d done.


‘Can you place the photograph in the centre of the page with the title on top and my name at the bottom, just like your book?’ He instructed me. 


I followed his instructions and completed the cover and showed it to him.


‘That’s great Pop – thanks.’ He proudly admitted.


Over the next couple of days we completed his book – Life Of An Eleven Year Old.


Jackson’s book is available for free on my website www.patritter.com.au.

Word count: 456.

