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aote from

Against all odds, it seems that April is finally over. 1 doubt that Kronos
himsel f could bave stretched time to the extent that the past 30 d@zs have
lasted. Per/mps it’s sett[ing into new routines, er]mps ir’s being away /rom
London, Perbaps it’s coming to terms with the fact that your fczmi Ly are
Peop[e too— either way, | am bappy to be trudging s[owl) %mard.

Things - touch wood - appear to be [igbtening up, in every sense of the
word, Here in Switzerlan many shops _and services are returning to their
usual routines, inﬁuding bars and beaut sa[ons, homes to my two
favourite vices. In France, primary cmc?y secondary schools will be
reopening on the 11th and 1 understand that some fast food chains in the
UK are plcmnin on aloing the same. Days are longer and sunnier, nights
are shorter and warmer — it’s a good time to reizx and enfoy onesé%f a
little before the chaos of exams. Spring is, after a[l, the season of rebirtk,
of new beginnings and fresh starts.

1t’s also a season that seems to bold religious significance across all times,
all cultures, all p[aces, /Irom the ascent of Christ to the descent of
Persep]vone. Omne of my a [-time fdfvourite takes on the vernal religion is
Ari Astler’s zoxilfilm Midsommar, in which a group of friends travel to
Sweden for a midsummer festi'va[ éut end u m/}ing part in a ritualistic
pagan cult instead (we've all bad those nights). It’s stunnin [ beautifu[
and aleep[)' disturbing; I bi bb recommend it to anyone wiﬁ)) an eye for
detail and a strong stomach. In the medn‘n:kile, I bope the s/@ldic lorals
of this issue’s theme do it komage.

Once again | t/mn/(. everyone for their contributions and messages of
support. apol?gi{e to Samuel Doering for missing his beautifu[ essay on
Howme in our last issue and bope you all enfoy reading it in this one as

wmuch as 1 did.
. AY SAEE, S AY CONNECTED
Wletin Kersr
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'm a may-baby, born in Spring,
When e've)ytlving else is bez‘ng born
All busy, bibernating, tuc/(gd away in Fa[?.
Pouring over projects in October,
To have them pop-out and march,
All youth, 'vibmting and warm.

Umoa mc_zy-czdu[t, rown in Spring,
W/aen ever tbinci e?gse is being born.

Already busy, fretting away,
Mobz‘[isz’ng Jc)z')s into ecade)s).
Pressing hard and lbusking on, [ije mars

[ was fieiy, now weary and worn.

In Spring, when e've;ytbing else is being born.
Awmid the flowers, to stumble on a stone.
Engmved upon it the month of May,

All pretty and f[onving and dcmcing away.
Followed the name, ever so grave,

Beneath bard b[oc[\[etters, I [a{e.
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When did they differs

To eat to live or to live to eat,

Shouldn’t they be the same thing?
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Hamotzi is said

Life and love left scattered on the table
Of life given and life shared

We eat the same bread

This is my body.

These are my rules.

Don’t mix meat and mzl/&, be said.

You’ll come to resent that golden calf
Those bollow, lowing tablets.

A /mpp life cies not come ckeap

And where’s the foy in /(_nowing your prizes

For this? Lamb? No, _you want mutton.
For how [o;zf.? He said

Until it is dowe.
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e Bard of Bxley

Q\
Shall 1 compare this L%a/wrmal day?

It is not [ove[) and my tem er's shot:
I pass the d@)s, loours, minutes locked awa ,
The cruellest montk, it seems, bas lost the plot.

Sometimes too (]uickt]oe eye of lvope does shine,

One wonders i f it /(_nows bow much we've sinned;
As e'v';y year we chance ourselves 'cgainst time,

Burn 01{0726 d%d eat fOOdS tkﬂt skou[d loe tinned,’

I Pramised lvope to those whose lives | made,

But now the secret's out, the truth they know'st:
Death shouts aloud Y ou're standing in my shade!”

The debt's unpaid, and you're the ones that owe'st.

I f berd immunity dare come so near,
I'll drown my /oope and beart in wine and beer.
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Editor‘s note: i was koping someone would submit tkis. Tbankyou. o
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Samuel Doering

Each time 1 listen to Peter Allen’s 1 Still Call Australia Home, my beart
warms and | tear up. The fz'rst verse s particularb resonant for me:
1 been to cities that never close down
From New Yorkto Rio and Old London Town
But no matter bow far or how wide 1 roam
1 still call Australia bowe

Hearing this m/@s me back to bein%a young boy growing up on a farm in
the stic/g. When 1 cast my mind back to bowe, it’s a true out—of—bodj
experience. When 1 close my eyes, 1 am tmnsporteaf.‘

I can recall the mid—centur) wooden windows in my bedroom that rattle in
the bree{e and let in both the fine dust and the aroma of fdrm animals. 1
can bear the seeder bumming t/orougl: the )ara’, or a ute speeding off to
douse a spot—fire. I can bear gcz[czks ﬂ)ing overbead as Dad mows the
lavon. And the f[ies -ob god, the f[ies - swarm and crawl,

As I imagine m)self wa[k_ing barefoot across the gravel outside, tlpegmin
silos glz’nt in the sun, a choir o res/vly—weaned ca%ves call from the yards
and an entbusiastic brood of ¢ oolg come running over [rom under the
mulberry tree curious to see if I have a lmndful of grain or some veggie
pee[s. T%en I step on a Pric/‘[e, and 1 bave to /90[) on one foot to extmctgﬁe

little bastard.

Skeep blurt in the stubble beyond the /ence and 1 can see cattle
mi”z’ngczround the /%_ty ring, wbic-z is, actua l), square. I can bear the bi
gum tree next to the skec§ swaying and then 1 peer across the Paddocé
towards the bills. 1 can see neiglabours loousei/ar in the distcmce, and the
church a few bundred metres down the road which was one Oél the first
structures in the area. | remember wa[/g’ng bowe from services there, and 1
remember the d@l it closed.

1 can smell wum coo/g'ng tomato sauce from the fruit arden as | pic§
c]uinces. I p[on/(_ them in the rumpus room, next to the pump/@ns an
walnuts and rush into the /@tcben to smell the [oubb[ing pot of sauce. |
realise the fire needs sto/(_ing and | snea/‘binto the pantry to get a Tim Tam
before gui ti!y wal/@ng outside to fz[[ a wheelbarrow of woo for the m‘gbt.
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One t/oing I dearly miss from bome is the stars in the sky. The Milky
Way would soar across the night sk)f as stars spar led in every
direction. The Southern Cross, tfat curious constellation adopted as a
patriotic symbo[ of Australia, would beam bri ]Jt!y Sadly, the stars
are non-existent in London, snuffec[ out b) the [z;g%ts of the city.

If I'm not home on the Jarm at Neales Flat, 1 would often 2o out

riving in my little, fade —Pinkcar - with Pink Pantber seat covers - to
see friends or run errands. Sometimes the fanbelt screams, or the clutch
is a little touchy, but m fadedipiné ‘bu{{box’ gets we [rom one P[czce
to anotber. Some Peop[g c/ouccl}.e when | emerge from the car, but it
never bothers me. When 1 drive, 1 give the riendly ‘two—fingered
salute’ to all who pass by and as 1 s/[;eed along, 1 could Pick out the
crops in the bills and on the Plaz’ns: wheat, bar?g@/, oats, [upins, ccmo[cz,
peas.

I can recall the c/:wmging seasons. The brown and dust) vistas of
summer to the :%reening days of antumn, the dormant and grey al@)s of
winter and the lush, ro[[-o]zt/ae-dice d@is of spring.

I yearn to see the s mw[z’ng vineyards of the Barossa once again, | [ove
how they c/vcmge t roug/v the seasons; from the lush greenery of sprin
and summer to the [eaf-sbealding, coppery days of:g autumn and the
comatose and c[ippecl weeks of winter.

I /@ep my eyes closed and 1 remember bow the Adelaide Crows - the best
AFL team in my opinion - would be on the te[[) every week durini footy
season. Durir?g tbefgczme, Dad would sometimes rise from bis chair to

get anotber glass o port. Mum mi bt ﬂz‘c tbrougb a newspaper durin
the ad bresks and my sister would probably crawl up o e book.
i/@l) to lose, my

but /(gepin an gye on the score, 1f the Crows are
brother will pro ab!y have snuck of to f[o_zy video games. If t/vgy are

winning, however, be would often maKe a lot of noise.

There was foot)} during the winter and cric/(gt during the summer. Bi
Bas/o, T20 or Test Series. 1 recall some peop[e comp[ainin that the
game is too drawn out, or boring even, but 1 can’t tbinl&oﬁr anythin
more s/(_ilfu[ than bitting a baﬁg burt[z"ng more than a bundre mi[;%
with notbing more than a gloriﬂed stic/&. I tbinkit’s exbilamting.
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I miss the [Jleasamt famil gat})erings that Christmas and Easter would
affora’. A cold, nortlyern—zemispbere Christmas is nice, but nothing beats
barbequed meats and cold salads, with a ]rruitj desert to {inisk ofi while

re[axing ina t—skirt, shorts and tbongs - the footwear, not the underwear.

I often ask myself, what makes home special to me. Is it my mum’s home
cooking? Unc]uestionab[). Is it the freedom a farm off the beaten tmck
affor s¢ Without a doubt. Is it the allure of eccentric characters, a tz;g})t—
knit community or a sun-burnt land ooging with loope and ambition?
Absolutely.

But, more than foo , freedom and folks, it is fczmi!y. Fami!y means the
world to me, and, right now, it is jamily that 1 jearnd/or. Tkgy /fcep me
stable, give me guidance and teach me love. Yet now, 1 don’t /(_now when l[
see them again. | bad [oo/@d fomwzrd to three precious months at bowme
again, but, a[as, all 1 bave now is memories of howe to tbinkof until 1 can
return once more.

All'T can do now it close my eyes to Peter Allen’s melodious tune and be
instantly tmnsported bome: Someday we'll all be togetber once more

When all of the skips come backto the shore
I realise sometbing I've a[wa)s known
I still call Australia bowe.

That one Aussie at NCH,
S.D.
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Victoria Comstock-Kershaw

“What’s with bim”
“It’s Spring tomorrow.”
“Ab.”
The two Gods watched the Zfz ure at the bar. 1t sat slumped against the
stained marble, bead up/oe c]g by white bone fingers, its blood-red eyes
[aring down into an intermindé)[/e glass of ichor.
‘Don’t worry mate,” said the first God, leaning over to pat the figure
ginsgerb on the bac&. “It’s only six months. She’ll be backbefore  you Know
it.’

“S’not lz’/);e you need ber anyway,” chimed in the second. “You're top dog!
Mr Death Himself! He-Of-Many-Names!”

He-Of-Many-Names loiccuped miserably and watched a droplet of snot
fcz[[ into bis glass.

“No use, feﬁgas,” came a booming voice from bebind the bar. “He’s been
[i/@ this all evening. Not a t/aing on Obmpus that could cheer bim up
now.

Dionysus bas once been the God o winema/(jng, ritual madness, theatre
andjdrun/@n ecstasy. He was possi ly the most sensible present, “Can 1 get
you mgyt})z'n , ua]g’ > continued the bartender, turning bis back to the
figure. B[aci tendrils of smoke were beginning to rise %rom the icy f[oor
surrounding it, turning the air deat/yl)f cold.

“M’be some peanuts.” it muttered. The tendrils faded and Dionysus
wodded and dhched bebind the bar

“Darling, you'll” be fine. Here, belp me out. Swié:e left or right?”
Ap})roaligte’s words too were s[ig;}t!y slurred, altboug it was unclﬁzr if
this was from alcobol or the excessive silicone injections overﬁ'[lz’ng ber
scarlet [ips. She waved a Pbone in front of the disheveled Lord of
Darkness and pointed at the screen. “Recklojn be’s worth a shot?”

“Leave bim, girl.” muttered Dionysus as be dropped a plate of stale nuts
in front o]/ ;'%76 pair. “Your uncle’s in no mood for your new-fangled
nonsense.

Aplarodite shrugoed a set of tanned shoulders and leaned back on ber
barstool. “No f%, the pair of you. At least you two still get worskip. Men
will down their drin/i as [ong as tkgy’ve got sorrows to drown it in. I've
had to aa’apt, see2” The phone vibrated in ber perfect[) manicured bands
and she begcm to furiously tap away once more.
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Dionysus shrugged. “Liver failure doesn’t count as worship,” be said
moodily as be watched the King of the Underworld reach over the bar
and pull out a bottle of te(]uz'la. “He’s [i/@ this every year, you Know.
Spring comes aroun and—
“Why won’t she staaaaaaay?” bowled the figure. “She won’t— be
hiccuped once more, “stay. Not for me. Not for the dog. The bastard
thing’s got six beads and she’s still leaving me to [oofafter it.”
“T/vreeieaa’s, ddrlz’ng,” Ap/vrodz’te corrected bim, eyes still g[ued to
ber mobile. “You’re seeing double.”
“It’s ber motber!” bellowed the Oblivion Master, /(.ic/&ing the
underside of the bar. “Her bitch of a mother! What is it with women
and their motbers?” He turned to Dionysus. “Y our motber-in-law is a
bloody spider, you lucky bastard. Mine’s the Goddess of Fertility.
Three b ooa_ly daugbters and she’s still not /mpp . The ' youngest is going
to a liberal arts co[[ege, or Zeus’ sa/@! What else am 1 meant to fo?”
The Prince of the Void egan to sob into bis drink_once more and
Apbrodite pdtted bim on the back: “U’m going to miss ber so wmuch,” be
moaned, wiping bis nose on the bem of a [acirobe. “There aren’t
many of us [eﬁg, you know. Hera put a bullet in ber bead after
Gri{wo[d v. Connecticut. Ares is lying in some ditch in A g/vanistcm
with a drone missile in bis back. Apoﬁo drowned bimself in so much
cocaine once the Solar Panel suckers came along that be basn’t seen the
lioght of day since. Noboq]y believes in us anymore. chy [eft us to die.
The same gasmrds that created us—— they [e{t us to die.”
“Now, now,” cooed Aprodite, gently taking the bottle of te(]uz'[a from
Hades’ s/@leta[ bands. “1 promise we’ll come wvisit.”
“No_you won’t,” be pouted. “Nobod [i/@s to visit me. They say it’s too
miserable. Apparently the souls of tge dead don’t mcz/@ /or good howme
decor.” He paused and snatched another bottle. “She always /@eps it so
pretty when she’s around, you évnow. Lots of Zres/o flowers and good
fruit in the /Q'tclaen. She even lets me tend the garden once in a while.”
“It’s ber job, darling. You /énew what you were getting into,”
Hades tookdnot/yer swig and grumbled something about global
warming.
ZOn[[y six more months...” muttered Dionysus as be tookawqy the
ottle.
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space (n.)

a continuous area or expanse which
is free, available, or unoccupied.
the dimensions of height, depth,
and width within which all things
exist and move.

the physical universe beyond the
earth's atmosphere.
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