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Ann Braun (from Gool by Maurice Gee)
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And all this is heritage

Seas and streams  long ago
sculptured
Heavings of the earth
: flooded by the seas.
" fiery hearths molten basaltic rock
. showers of scoria ashes, :
recall the past;
vast changes,
so slow life,
can, . achieve transformations. -
it has
altered the aeons of time

-~

geologic history.

Arwen Flowers (from City of Volcanoes by E.J. Searle)
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Connie Takurangi (from The Flea Thing by Brian Falkner)



Craig McGready (from Mansfield with Monsters by Katherine Mansfield et al)
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Jane Arthur (from ‘You Are Now Entering the Human Heart’ by Janet Frame)
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Mariana Isara (from Bear From the North by Yvonne du Fresne)
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Molly McGrath (from ‘Pigeon Shooting’ by G. Allhusen in Bird Words edited by Elisabeth E




They have said that we owe allegiance to Safety, that he is our Red Cross who will provide
us with ointment and bandages for our wounds and remove the foreign ideas the glass
beads of fantasy the bent hairpins of unreason embedded in our minds. On all the doors
which lead to and from the world they have posted warning notices and lists of safety
measures to be taken in extreme emergency. Lightning, isolation in the snows of the
Antarctic, snake bite, riots, earthquakes. Never sleep in the snow. Hide the scissors.
Beware of strangers. Lost in a foreign land take your time from the sun and your position
from the creeks flowing towards the sea. Don’t struggle if you would be rescued from
drowning. Suck the snake bite from the wound. When the earth opens and the chimneys
topple, run out underneath the sky. But for the final day of destruction when ‘those that
look from the windows shall be darkened’ they have provided no slogan. The streets
throng with people who panic, looking to the left and the right, covering the scissors,
sucking poison from a wound they cannot find, judging their time from the sun’s position
in the sky when the sun itself has melted and trickles down the ridges of darkness into
the hollows of evaporated seas.

Until that day how can we find our path in sleep and dreams and preserve ourselves
from their dangerous reality of lightning snakes traffic germs riot earthquakes blizzard
and dirt when lice creep like riddles through our minds? Quick, where is the Red Cross
God with the ointment and plaster the needle and thread and the clean linen bandages to
mummify our festering dreams? Safety First.

I will write about the season of peril. I was put in hospital because a great gap opened
in the ice floe between myself and the other people whom I watched, with their world,
drifting away through a violet-coloured sea where hammerhead sharks in tropical ease
swam side by side with the seals and the polar bears. I was alone on the ice. A blizzard
came and I grew numb and wanted to lie down and sleep and I would have done so had
not the strangers arrived with scissors and cloth bags filled with lice and red-labelled
bottles of poison, and other dangers which I had not realised before — mirrors, cloaks,
corridors, furniture, square inches, bolted lengths of silence — plain and patterned, free
samples of voices. And the strangers, without speaking, put up circular calico tents and
camped with me, surrounding me with their merchandise of peril.

But I liked to eat Caramello chocolate because I was lonely. I bought twelve cushions
for sixpence. I sat in the cemetery among the chrysanthemums bunched in their
brownish water inside slime-coated jam jars. I walked up and down in the dark city,

Philip Healy
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a very extraordinary

Rosey Duncan (from ‘The Daughters of the Late Colonel’ by Katherine Mansfield)



