
My Place is a collection of new writing by 
new writers. Almost without exception, the 
writing that follows is the first time in the 

decades since they left school that 
participants have dared to write - and 
share - the stories close to their heart. 

 

My Place was piloted in the red dust 160kms west 
of Bourke in March 2015, when 9 women gathered 

at Kia Ora Station for a weekend of creative 
exploration, kinship and empowerment  

- storytelling in words and images. 
 

Since then, My Place events have been held at 
Goodwood Station, 50kms north-east of White Cliffs, and 

Uno, a property on the fringe of Cunnamulla. 
 

The Write Road 
thanks the NSW Department of Primary Industries, the Royal Flying Doctor 
Service, CentaCare Wilcannia-Forbes, Anglicare Southern Queensland, the 
John Wallis Foundation and Paroo Council for their support for this project. 

 
Let the stories begin! 
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MY PLACE 
Penny Rawcliffe 

Cunnamulla 
 
Gentle pricks of soft needles rain down upon her skin. The sunlight filters 

through the swaying eucalypt leaves. Warmth touches the top layer of skin, 

but as time passes it permeates deeper into her flesh, until the coolness of the 

morning, and of sleep, fades. 

 

The stark blue of a perfect mid-winter’s day seems an unrealistic background 

to the muted tones of the bush diorama. Pale greens, khakis and a myriad of 

faded browns move around her. Even the shadows lack strength in the muted 

landscape, seeming to be just another shade of beige amongst the trees and 

fallen leaves. 

 

The sounds of the city have been replaced by the symphony of swaying 

leaves and bending branches. The melodic call of birds overshadow the 

gentler sounds, barely audible to her, of the earth passing through this post-

solstice day. 

 

After a decade of her feet connecting her to concrete and the landscapes of 

the urban jungle, it’s almost too much for her soul to bear as she connects 

into the deep tissues of the outback earth. To feel the heat rise up through the 

red dirt, through the grass and into the soles of her feet, connecting the 

warmth of her skin to the warmth of the western earth. 

 

She walks deeper off the road, into the mulga trees. The smells of the 

blossoms assault her nostrils as she struggles to connect their pungent scent 

to a memory. Smiling, she realises that is not important. Her country has 

changed now. A new connection has formed. A connection to the timeless 

landscape of endless skies, ageless plains and invaluable water. Of red dirt 

and bull dust. Of frigid winter nights and scorching summer days. She realises 

that your country is not where you are born but where your soul chooses to 

live. Where her timeless self has chosen to live keeps its beauty for a 



deserving beholder, divulging its secrets only for one patient enough to listen 

and wait. 

 

Willing herself to be deserving of that knowledge, and to understand this new 

belonging, she begins the ascent of the ridge. Standing sentinel above, a line 

of ancient, weathered granite boulders lines the ridge. Still and knowing, 

existing before the concept of time was born into consciousness, they cry out 

their knowledge of night and day, sea and dry earth, of beings coming and 

going. 

 

She ascends closer to them, feeling the stories behind their pockmarked 

faces and rain-worn edges. A cool breeze stirs through her hair and over her 

skin, which rests on the precipice of perspiration. She pushes further and 

approaches the crest of the ridge, wiling herself not to turn around and spoil 

the reward the first glimpse of the vista below will gift her when she finally 

turns to enjoy its beauty. 

 

Finally, resting beside one of the granite boulders, she turns. That her feet are 

connected to the earth on the ridge does not prevent her soul from ascending 

as her eyes sweep across the view below. The murky river snakes across the 

earth, ancient molecules of hydrogen and oxygen, neither created nor 

destroyed, bond with each other to move as one through the opened ground. 

The ancient path determines the water’s destiny; a destiny decided for the 

river over thousands of years. The murky water carries sediments 

downstream, particles of dirt seeking their own adventures as they move with 

the water to new reaches. 

 

She glances below and sees the town she now has been forced to call home.  

A town she does not know will accept her or reject her outright. Whether she 

will belong to this community like she feels she belongs to the land upon 

which it stands. She sighs and lets the sun and breeze wash over her skin 

one more time before she descends into town, to see if she can find her fit. 

 

********* 



Brave New Day at the Waterhole 
Cindy Massey 

Broken Hill 
 

Alone in my skin in the company of others 

Reflection on the water like memories 

Feeling broken like the cracks in the earth 

Feeling cleansed by the cool of the water 

Feeling warmed by the heat of the sun 

Feeling joy at the sight of the flowers, almost hidden in the grey 

Alone and broken like the branch at my feet 

Seeking to be healed by words on a page, memories I hold, and your love of 

the land 

My patchwork bag sits by your chair  the quilt of earth and leaves 

Solid ground strength to all 

Water is life, life is love 

I think of you as the breeze touches my skin 

And the sunshine warms my heart 

New life begins transformed from the old 

A brave new day at the waterhole 

 

********* 

  



Circle of Souls 
Sue Akers 
Yantabulla 

 

Trees are such a big part of my story, the things that stand out in my 

childhood memories. 

 

In my mind's eye I am walking under the canopy of a beech wood, fresh with 

the new greenness of spring leaves. A carpet of bluebells beneath my feet. 

Rolling hill country. A soft, gentle place. My place - a long time ago. 

 

My place now - flat, harsh, dry. On first encountering, a cruel and threatening 

country. So different from the memories lingering in my head. I don't want to 

go back there, but the memories are so bitter-sweet, the contrast between 

now and then so stark. More than anything they emphasise the passing of 

time and how fleeting my life really is. 

 

I didn't know I'd managed to capture a tree in my photo during the Her Place 

event, until I looked more closely. A common thread between the memory of a 

past place and the reality of the new. Not a towering beech tree, but a small 

brave patient tree, waiting for the rain to come. A beautiful tree, standing there 

under a surprisingly soft sky, not as harsh as it had seemed at first glance. 

The colours subtle, the clouds whispering faint promises that the sky hasn't 

completely forgotten how to rain. 

 

Not far from where this photo was taken, I sit with a circle of souls, quietly 

writing, on a green lawn gently trellised by shadows. A special place, 

companionship. There's much like this in my new place if I choose to find it. 

 

********* 

  



My Place 
Marie Kelly 

Ivanhoe 
 

January, very hot, and I drove into the remote city in my Feroza, mate J9 

navigating. A quick trip to bring a load of gear and pick up uniforms before I 

start a new job at the hospital in a week. Nothing looks familiar, it is 13 years 

since my last visit, as a 15-year-old on the way home from a school trip to the 

Gold Coast. I had remembered fondly the tiny towns either side of it, but this 

place had not left an impact. Well that didn’t matter as I was only staying one 

year and was heading back to NT! 

 

I’m 28, the other new grads and most people in the staff quarters are 21-23 

years old. I had always looked a few years younger, and I was happy to party 

with them so no problem! Work was different to other places I had worked, but 

it is a great place. Social life excellent. Not homesick for friends and family in 

SA, just for NT… but knew I’d be back there soon. 

 

My comfort and competence in this workplace place developed well, 

especially when they moved me to ED - an achievement on its own. Old mate 

J9 is on to me about a 3-month trip to the northern hemisphere next year. 

Well I could stay until then, and go to NT after the jaunt. 

 

Someone dared to suggest I should work in one of the remote communities 

nearby after the jaunt to prepare myself for the return to NT. I had lived with a 

burning desire to ‘be out bush’ since I was 15. This seemed a fast track 

option. So that’s what happened, working in the remote city I got many 

opportunities to further my qualifications. I was in one of the remote clinics 

within 18 months. 

 

Wow I was in my element, love the work despite long hours, challenging 

nursing and distressing and traumatic situations, it was rewarding. The secret 

to lasting was time out with loads of travel and adventure on weekends, 

thousands of bush kms to all sorts of events and many interstate and 



overseas adventures. After a bit of moving around, more qualifications, I 

became manager of the clinic I had first gone to 5 years earlier. This life 

almost equalled the NT life. Now I say it is better. 

 

14 years after my arrival I met the love of my life. “oh my god she is going to 

settle down at last at 42” I heard them say. Well my commitment to the little 

community continued and my love and I commuted the 410km round trip for 

over 8 years. Now I have made the move to be with him, and took up a job 

working across the whole area health service. Brilliant, as I love every inch of 

the place, I love the work, and most of all, enjoy the people I come into 

contact with. 

 

Whoops, I didn’t get to move back to NT. There have been dozens of visits 

though, often the stepping stone to Indonesian holidays. Often to check the 

two properties I have purchased in Darwin, or to attend events or spend time 

with mates from the early days. Always a great time, but nice to return to my 

western NSW. Maybe I will return to NT to live there one day, but no use 

making plans, they sometimes just don’t happen . . . 

 
 

********* 
 

  



Cuttaburra 
Susan Hanson 

Yantabulla 
 

The peaceful ambience of the parched dark soil plains of the Cuttuburra 

descended heavily and urgently on an eclectic and talented gathering of bush 

women. These formidable women had been gathered into a group session not 

knowing what to expect, and they will be enticed down tracks possibly never 

even thought of about before this memorable day.  

 

A soft caressing wind blows their thoughts about, a luxury that cannot even be 

contemplated in the day to day humdrum of bush living. Some of these 

women will struggle to allow themselves the luxury of the unfettered release of 

poignant thoughts that have been buried so deeply for years. 

 

My daily life is a battle from the moment I move out of my shady paperbarks 

on the edge of the ephemeral Gidgea waterhole. I have a calf to feed and my 

food source is drying up day by day as the relentless heat beats down and the 

prospect of rain becomes more and more distant.  

 

I will wait, desperately using all my senses to smell the faintest whiff of rain 

coming in on the winds, and then I will follow the scent, along with everybody 

else, to the possibility of growth and life in the newly sprouting grasses. 

 
 

********** 
 
 

  



A Condensed Space 
Caitlin Myors 

Wanaaring 
 
A condensed space of majestic imagination radiating natural beauty from the 

very bottom of the roots to the enchanting tips of the leaves, creating a state 

of meditation which evokes the kind of relaxing feeling one could only get from 

the rustic Australian landscape in its most pure form. 

 

The rough grainy texture of the bark protecting the trees from mother nature's 

wrath is like the many aspects of their personality is conveyed for our sensory 

pleasure. 

 

The enchantment of the dappled shade on the sparse brown earth transforms 

the barren landscape to a haven for those within it. 

 

The calm of this environment can make every being's soul tingle with the 

longing to experience this rich connection more frequently within the mundane 

taste of our everyday life. 

 

The soft whisper of the fragile leaves cavorting in the treetops as birds frolic 

among them are rich and natural. 

 

The earthy tones in the grove complement the understated greenery that 

surrounds us, grounding our soul yet inviting our spirit to fly. 

 

********* 

  



My Lived-Land 
Chris Ferguson 

Wanaaring 
 

I come from the mountains. Born of them, into a succession of generations of 

the unthinkable: farming carrying through the female gene. The women before 

me were the farmers behind the farmers. They were the real stockmen. 

 

I am the first woman of my line to claim the title for herself. I have wrestled it 

from my father and grandfather, from my brothers. From my husband. 

 

My homeland was my father’s and grandfather’s birthplace. My great, great 

grandfather was the first of my line to settle there. He made a claim among 

the goldfields. His son followed him, but I know nothing of his daughters. 

 

The steep hills were covered with Yellow and Red Box trees, Stringy Bark and 

Wattle. They fell under my great grandfather’s axe, fashioned into yards to 

hold livestock and a home for a family.  

 

That my home was my birthright never occurred to the child me as a 

conscious thought, it was simply, ‘home.’ As I grew to maturity I struggled to 

conform to the place that my gender dictated I fill, to accept that I was born 

lacking. I was told to marry well; and didn’t. I was dismissed. 

 

I have wandered across my earth like a river when I longed to be a tree. 

Originating in the high country, winding my way through my lived-lands I have 

shifted the resources of knowledge and heart to the dry plains. The reflections 

of others have shimmered upon me. Both willingly and unwittingly at times, I 

have been a life force. I am often muddy and at times forceful. I can shrink 

upon myself and wait for relief; I travel with purpose. 

 

My country has always been my refuge. I am a refugee. When I was hunted 

by a madman I sought shelter in my adopted country, hid in my lived-land and 

called on it for sanctuary. 



 

My mother calls me determined, but in truth my actions have all been to fulfil 

my longing for place, my need to give my children somewhere to belong, to 

grow roots strengthened by my endeavours. Despite my efforts, I have only 

been able to provide them with somewhere to float, someone to float upon. 

 

My comfort has always been my horse, a succession of horses. These days I 

do not ride, there is too much space here to ride in. I associate riding with 

leaning back as my horse slides down steep hills in the shale, the back of the 

saddle pressing into my lower back. My grandfather would say that our place 

was so steep he had to empty the horse shit out of the crown of his hat when 

he got to the bottom of the hill. 

 

I don’t know how to ride through these endless Mulga plains, through the 

scrub and heat, through the space. These days I am content to call my horse 

my friend, to feel his warmth on my skin, to breathe his gentle strength into 

me. He is a constant. I come and go and he hangs on my heart. 

 

If I were to return to my homeland, I would recognise every stone; I would 

breathe gulps of mountain air into my lungs and know its every scent. I would 

swim in a river that recognises me, that would move aside and let me back in, 

that would welcome me home. 

 

I have lived my life like a river flowing through this country. Collecting 

fragments of my lived-land and redistributing them downstream. Longing to be 

a tree, fertilised by the richness of my forebears, my roots deep in the 

compost of their bones, their labour, their intent.  

 

Willingly, I continue to wind my way through my lived-land until I empty into 

the sea of universal home. 

 

******** 



Sister River, Brother Stone 
Trisha Gregory-Hunt 

Broken Hill 
  

My Sister, 

Where have you come from? 

What have you done? 

  

I am old yet young 

Finite and infinite 

Life and death … and I come for you 

  

Sister, 

Can you wait awhile? 

  

Look to the spring 

Where fresh rains fall and 

Freshen through your folded deepening 

Over sparkled, glittered pebble and sand 

  

Sister, please…. 

Hear my whispered entreat 

  

Wait for the summer 

When the winged things come 

To spend ecstatic first (and last) days 

In that final (and first) exultant frenzied tango 

Of neonate copulation, death 

…… and promised rebirth 

 
 

******** 
 

  



Dusk Offers the Day Dim Refuge 
Matilda Ferguson 

Yantabulla 
 

Dusk offers a dim refuge from the scalding heat of the day, the water cooling 

on my skin. Water – that lifeblood of this landscape, providing life, and 

therefore beauty in places least expected. Where the red desert sand meets 

the damp shoreline, my bare feet squelch in the mud as I pull the earth 

between my toes, eyes turned upward toward the delicate celestial expanse.  

Twenty metres behind where I stand hidden deep in the sand, I found three 

Aboriginal stone tools discarded in a heap, their days of use long gone. Here 

all of us come and go, passing through this landscape as visitors, guests, 

whether we are welcome or not. But soon enough we will all be left there 

resting on the earth, days of use gone, relics, collective only in our solitude.  

 
 

********* 
 

  



MY PLACE 
Susan McDonald 

Cunnamulla 
 
As I pull on my boots, pick up my hat and heat outside to my 4x4 motorbike, I 

feel excited; my kelpie dogs are always pleased to see me, they know it's time 

for a run and play. It's my time too, to forget about the stress of the day and 

life stuff. 

 

It's time to enjoy our great outback. The freedom of the 4-wheeler motorbike 

is so empowering.  

 

I take the dogs to the billabong for a swim, then across the clay pan to the 

edge of the sand hill to the trees, over a small creek crossing and out onto the 

Mitchell grass plains, where I sit on my bike and watch as the sun sets. My 

kelpies stop and realise I'm just going to sit still. They start to play amongst 

themselves, as I feel my love of the land come over me. I'm grateful to be 

given the choices by my family - Peter and the children - as to where we live. I 

give thanks! 

 

As I breath deep this soft, sweet, dry air, I smell the life that surrounds me like 

a cloak, a circle of life. The soil, the grass, the birds, the wind, the clouds with 

their art gallery of colours setting in the western sky - colours of violent, pink, 

gold or, some days, the reds, oranges and gold of the sunset. Birds call each 

other as they fly to the river to sleep for the night. Cows call their calves as 

they walk in for a drink at the troughs. A mob of sheep walk into the trees to 

camp the night. And then all is quiet.  

 

The kelpies move about me, waiting to go home to be fed and put into their 

cages for the night. Before I move I look again over the plains and watch the 

setting sun. I remember when I first came to this place, my place, forty years 

before. It was love at first sight. I felt at one with its energy - its vibration. I find 

my thoughts haven't waivered. I'm in love with this country, this space. 

 



I have wandered with my husband Peter and six children, been forced to live 

in other places. We have had to leave for work and the children have left for 

boarding school and uni. We haven't always enjoyed having to leave. But 

we've coped. Worked hard. And we've been happy to return home whenever 

possible. Our children - Bianca, Zanna, William, JacQylan, Izabella and 

Xavier, and two grandscons, all call Nombardi home.  

 

It's their place, where their souls are free - to sing on the wind, breathe the 

sweet soft air, watch the sun set over the plains or by the Warrego River with 

campfire.  

 

Nombardi has been my home the longest of any person since it was settled in 

1906. 

 

It's my place. 

 
 

********* 
 
  



The Eagle 
Molly Harris 

Bourke 
 

Dirty brown water. It snakes through the land, a laneway of life surrounded by 

bushland. A sweet getaway. Relaxing at times and fun at others. Skimming 

across the water or relaxing on the bank. Dogs have a drink after a hard walk, 

or swim in it, cooling off. 

 

Its muddy brown surface conceals the life beneath. It holds many secrets that 

no one creature could ever know. It blooms with life, exhaling joy. It's a place 

to lay down and feel the breeze, but also have fun in its many hidden places. 

 

The wind rustles the leaves of the trees bordering the river. The only sounds 

are nature at its best. Birds call to one another, horses grumble. 

 

The ripples on the water are the only indication that the river is moving, 

running its track. The shadows are a black movement against the light. 

 

Solid underneath me. The soil crushed by my feet. Every now and again the 

soft grass breaks through. 

 

I cry out, loud and clear. I tell you my story. You don't understand but I say it 

anyway. Talking about the views from way up in the sky. My food comes from 

all around. The water, the bank, the trees. I see all, and I know all, and I tell 

all. 

 

But you don't hear.  

 

I spread my wings and leap into the air. I cry out one more time, telling you 

who I am: the eagle. 

 
 

********* 

  



My Place 
Kylie Fisher 

Yantabulla 
 
Hastily the car is loaded and I wave farewell to my husband and kids. I take a 

big deep breath and I'm on my way. The peace and quiet of the dusty drive 

engulfs me and I am immersed in my thoughts. At first I feel guilty about 

abandoning my family for some rare 'me' time, but like a slow creeping flood 

my thoughts ripple: a photography and writing workshop, 'Her Place'. What 

does that mean? Is it her place? Is it his place? Is it anybody's place? 

 

Deep rooted thoughts overcome me and I almost drive past the entrance to 

the isolated rural property I am to attend. I start to doubt myself. Why did I say 

I wanted to come to this? I don't feel I can write exceptionally well and I am 

very much a beginner at photography. Her place, no this is not my place. 

 

I'm warmly greeted by our host and instantly feel more at ease. I naively have 

no idea what lies ahead. Ladies begin to arrive; I know most, although 

isolation and life separates us. Some were born here, some came here, some 

have been here a lifetime, some only a few years. We are all very different 

women but have some things in common: a love a words or a love of 

photography or both, but certainly a love for the Australian bush. 

 

We sit in a circle and we're asked to close our eyes. What do we feel? Well, 

tired.  What do we hear? The lady's voice hosting the event. What do I see? 

Well, nothing because I didn't realise my eyes were supposed to be open 

again. I am swimming against a current and want to sink. 

 

We're asked to write sentences and words. I can't do that at a click of a finger.  

Write some words that symbolise me. Truthfully I should have written words 

like worn out, need a holiday, need a cuppa or a cigarette.  I have to write 

something. Okay water, I love the peace of water. Breeze, I'm menopausal 

hot and could do with some cool air. Isolation, NO explanation needed. The 

last word I write is the word hard, this is harder than I thought. I listen to some 



of the beautiful words coming from the ladies' lips. I feel inadequate. Instantly 

I feel, this is not my place. 

 

We meet the photography lady. She starts to talk to our small group. Eagerly 

questions are thrown at her with words like exposure, ambient and lens 

speed. I see a small bird happily fly past the window and wish I could flap my 

wings and join it in its independence. 

 

We leave to take some photos and I feel a sense of freedom walking around 

the open plain paddock. I have lived here so long, these days I feel more 

comfortable with a bunch of bushes than with a group of people. I realize that 

like this magnificent landscape I have changed and will continue to do so. 

 

I watch the eagerness as we all try to capture that one shot, that split second 

moment. The large round yellow moon slowly creeps up to take its place in 

the dark night sky. How can I capture its beauty, along with the openness of 

this unspoiled plain? I feel so small and insignificant standing in this vast and 

free land. I am satisfied with my virgin photography skills. 

 

I leave the ladies and head home to my place for the night. I fall into bed 

exhausted, but cannot sleep. The writing exercises are twirling in my head like 

a whirly wind speeding across the earth. I start to write short stories in my 

mind. I'm desperately fighting these words off, convinced I haven't absorbed a 

thing.  Slowly I become aware that the writing exercises have had an impact 

on me.   

 

I'm up with the roosters for the 6am photo shoot. We are going to capture 

some wildlife. As I drive, I start to think of words and of the use of them, of 

wildlife, of the natural beauty of our landscape. What am I seeing, what am I 

feeling?  Can I capture this in words and photographs? I look at my surrounds 

differently than perhaps I have done so before. 

 

The group heads off on foot and the brisk breeze engulfs me. As the sun rises 

I feel renewed and refreshed like the dry earth in a flood. I begin to click. I 



hear a word, aperture. I have no idea what that means but I know that button 

is on my camera. Click, click and the shots start looking better. I focus on the 

softness and love of a sheep dogs eye; I see horses grazing free in the 

paddock. I see a lonely abandoned vehicle with history oozing from its rust. It 

reminds me of a lonely bush grave. I see a crane standing in the water with its 

identical twin, like shadow glistening in return. 

 

Back to writing and those dreaded words. What's the tree telling me? As I 

study the tree I wonder does the tree really want us invading its cool shade or 

does it want to be left in its own meditating peace? Is it my place to be sitting 

here or is this the tree's place? 

 

That afternoon we head to a local waterhole. Feet in the dirt, feel, think and 

write.  I sense a lot, but I just can't put these words into sentences. I look at 

the hard cracks in the soil and wish I could be swallowed up in them. I try to 

relax and listen to the music around me: the birds singing, a cow bellowing in 

the distance, the gentle breeze blowing. Should I be here? Are the animals 

telling me this is their place? 

 

The last day comes quickly and the workshop is coming to an end. We 

capture more photos, get advice, write more words, listen and think. We 

gather in a group and I feel like this is some sort of ancient women's business. 

We are asked to present our work. Like a new-born calf separated from its 

mother I take a wobbly step and read my words and show my pictures. 

 

I sit and think about the weekend. I have soaked up more information than I 

believed and have just started to open like a wild bush flower. I think about the 

words 'my place'. Is this my place? I don't think it is my place, her place, his 

place or anybody's place. I think it is its own place.  

 

********* 

  



The River 
Kylie Baty 

Bourke 
 
A place of relaxation; family and friends gathering. A break away from the 

everyday world. Cool, inviting water running over the dry parched ground. 

Green leafy trees overhanging dry, decaying grass. A cool, reassuring breeze 

carrying pesky, buzzing flies. The distant call of a cow into the serene quiet. A 

place of balance. 

 
 

********* 
 
  



The Wind that Turns the Fans 
Stacy Keane 

Yantabulla 
 

The wind that turns the fans 

The stories they would hold close 

Pumping an endless flow from deep 

Keeping them happy 

Sadness and frustration of the day 

When the water music hushes 

Roots reliable and securing 

Surging endlessly through the layers 

Sustaining nourishing a threshold of life 

But needing a something else 

Shadows fade and suspense thickens the air 

Uncertainty hanging heavy 

Hope and longing surging adrenalin 

Nature’s lifeblood never goes out of style 

It has my soul webbed within it 

 
 

********* 
  



MY PLACE 
Di Frost 
Bourke 

 
Landscape is healing, so here I am in this landscape full of hope and energy 

and intentions. And the land is welcoming, the river rushes in to fill the soul, 

the birds screech and sing and coo and fill the air with sound - they call 'all is 

good, all are acceptable, this is life', the loved and the silent, the difficult and 

the wondrous, majestic gums surrounded by a sea of thistles. 

 

Life and landscape in all its guises. 

 

Here is this place of hope and hopelessness, connection and disconnection. 

 

Two sides of the same whole. 

 

So be it. 

 

 
********* 

 

  



MY PLACE 
Lyn Cooper 
Cunnamulla 

 
We were everything to everyone: this is where it ended. Let's go back to 

where it all began! 

 

Feel like going away for the weekend? he asks.   

 

Yes, why not, I say, desperately needing a break from life and all its demands.   

 

We have friends who would dearly love to look after our daughter: Let's go I 

say! 

 

We set off - where are we going?  

 

Apparently I will know when we get there; very helpful I say! Well I am up for 

an adventure, why not!!! 

 

Heading out of Armidale, over the ranges to Tamworth, north to Narrabri, west 

to Wee Waa and through Brewarrina to Bourke.  

 

You are kidding, where on earth are we going? It has been a long somewhat 

boring drive, the bland scenery uninviting to the eye, a good chance to while 

away the hours catching up on missed sleep. Conversation was at a 

minimum, the mystery of the journey's end apparently all-consuming and not 

a topic to be discussed.  

 

An uneventful night spent in Bourke, intimidating though with all the security 

grills slammed firmly shut on the business houses at the workday end. A 

fellow begging for money did not add anything to the quality of our stay and 

left me with a feeling of unease. Where on earth are we going? We only have 

a weekend and that is all but over!  

 



Bright as a button next morning Mr Enthusiasm bounces up all full of beans. 

We are apparently nearing journey's end; his excitement palpable, mine not 

quite so up to scratch apparently!  

 

Come on, liven up, you'll love it, I am enthusiastically informed. Right, here we 

go, steel yourself girl, another harebrained scheme is of the making!  

 

Well, we headed north from Bourke then took a sharp turn left.  

 

For the next 180 kilometres I slowly but surely fell in love. 

 

 
********* 

  



My Place 
Bec Lawson 

White Cliffs 
 
I know if you were here Cooper we would have laughed at least 50 times 

today. My darling boy. Your blue eyes would twinkle with mischief while you 

were lost in the moment of joy and everything would be all right for a minute. 

 

I wish those boys at boarding school could see how loved and cherished you 

were at the School of the Air mini schools, both as student and mate!  

 

Hold onto those memories My Clever Kid, hold onto them and don't let go. 

Those memories will get you through your times of despair, when you just 

want to be treated as an equal, be included and accepted. 

 

Those memories helped turn you into the kind-hearted, assertive, mature 

young man you are today mate. Please don't ever forget that.  

 

You may think these words don't mean much at the moment, or I could be 

wrong. I hope I am. I hope these words mean a lot to you because as I sit on 

the bank of the Darling River (appropriately named, My Darling) . . .  pardon 

the pun . . . the river that I grew up on in 'the olden days', with the first real 

sunny day after this miserable winter. The wind gently reminds me of its 

presence. I am wishing you were here to share it with me. 

 

I know you would have noticed the new flow of water coming down. You 

would have been curious about the types of algae and more than likely would 

have tried to push your mother into the river. You would have worked out in a 

flash that the rope lying on the river bank was attached to the water pump for 

the town water and when I cried a minute ago you would have squeezed me 

so tight and begged me with your eyes to stop. 

 

My darling boy. 

 
*********  



My Place 
Paul Dorahy 

Bourke 
 
Sitting by the slow, muddy river the warm wind rustled softly against his are 

skin. Corellas and galahs called in the late afternoon light, the only sounds to 

break the silence. Here in the stillness an order seemed to prevail that made 

his life of the past few weeks seem almost like some kind of delusion or 

unsettling dream. 

 
********* 

 

  



The River 
Audra 
Cobar 

 
It's like watching life float on by, gently, calmly. The consistency of its 

neverending flow apparent. Life litters its shores, life that has been and life 

that continues to be. Its sandy banks, unstable, crumbly in parts, yet solid 

further along. 

 

A timeless being that still is somewhat uncertain of its longevity.  

 

Shadows case from trees with gross deformities - infection - onto its banks. It 

flows unrelenting for now; dirty, but unrelenting. 

 

Nature adapts to these motions.  

 

Birds still sing, wind still blows, plants and spindly grasses continue to sway 

back and forth with the lapping of the breeze. Insects hover above its 

reflective, milky surface, darting from spot to spot. 

 

Always seeking something better. 

 
 

********* 
  



The End of the World 
Hannah 

School of the Air 
 
Once upon a time . . . well, it's a true story.  

 

My owner called Hannah woke up early and woke me up too and before she 

left she . . . whoa, whoa, whoa, hang on - my name is Buster and I'm a dog 

(duh). 

 

Let's see . . .  

 

She told me that she was going to something called 'mini school' and anyway 

she left me alone and I was shivery and she left me!!! 

 

SHE LEFT ME!!!! 

 

Well I fell asleep again and when I woke up I was allowed to go outside and 

she gave me a shower last night so I rolled and got dirty again :) 

 

:( now I think about it, that was a bad idea. 

 

She could shower me again. 

 
IT'S THE END OF THE WORLD!!! 
 
 

********* 
  



Woolshed Waterhole 
Louise Turner 

White Cliffs 
 
 
I didn't think I would find myself living in and raising a family on a semi-arid 

rangeland block in the middle of nowhere. I do it because I love it and the 

middle of nowhere becomes the centre of everywhere. 

 

For me, the place that is the centre of my everywhere is Woolshed Waterhole. 

I think of it as mine, but I share it with so many - husband, children, visitors, 

animals. 

 

It is a peaceful spot, enticing me with whispers of stories - old, very old. For 

me, this old waterhole is wizened from the many years of travelers, both 

animal and human. It will not be manipulated. 

 

Its graceful gums grow not how they ought to, but how they want to, arching 

over both sides this quiet spot, protecting maybe from the outside world. 

 

It is my favourite place and when I think people, I conjure up stories and 

laughter, billy tea and biscuits, new people and new friends. When I sit under 

the arms and legs of the massive gums I hear the chatty birds and the crunch 

of the leaves. The twigs have been washed here from far away and dried out 

in the hot, harsh sun. 

 

The wavy light from Woolshed Waterhole plays across the smooth bark of my 

old campfire and protecting gum. I see debris, blossoms and new grassy 

shoots. I love that the sun is shining and warm and bright. The wind is still and 

silent; it knows everything. It knows our stories before we do. It carries the 

stories of other that we cannot understand because we do not speak wind. It 

is timeless.  

 

I feel blessed. 

********* 



Fun Old Times in this Place 
Jillian Prince 

Cobar 
 
Here I am today, back in a place . . . it's been a long time. So much has 

changed by the banks of the Darling River near Tilpa, or has it? 

 

At first, so many years ago, it was friends, fun, thrills. We saw flow and might, 

buzz-danger and speed; we found harshness, sadness, peace and escape. 

We laughed till we cried; challenged, dared and hooted, all connected by this 

place . . . its immune beauty, staggering age, powerful pull and draw, creating 

stories and memories to have and share for life. 

 

So here I am again, this time I bring two new people with me, my children, to 

see a place I once new. Discussing as we came, telling stories of old, reliving 

times, breathing in - drawing from the past. 

 

I bring them to their friends, to laugh, to be challenged, to share, to feel the 

buzz of this place, to feel its immense beauty, staggering age, powerful pull 

and draw, creating stories and memories to have and share for life. 

 
********** 

 
  



Thoughts on a Writer’s Retreat 
Randel Greene 

White Cliffs 
 
 

The emus formed a welcoming guard as I turned across the creek, 

I’d come to Goodwood station for Her Place, a writer’s bush retreat. 

Could we write? Should we write? How do we start the process? 

What is your dream? What do you want? Come share now, do confess. 

 

The waterhole became the inspiration that we needed, 

Trees and birds, breeze and water, all aspects to be heeded. 

The shooters and the dogs we passed, all dozing in the sun, 

Bemused by this women’s gathering, the talk, the quiet, the fun. 

 

Biographies and children’s tales, one of the swinging sixties, 

A traveller’s story, reflected glory, even one of pixies. 

Different stories, different tales – all needing to be told. 

All are valuable, all can dream.  Just let the words unfold. 

 

So thank you, Stephanie, for the chance to give our thoughts an airing, 

We’ve made a start, we’ll follow through and tell you how we’re faring. 

 

********* 
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