
Issue #13 1

TAKE ME  
I’M FREE

Issue 
#13



2     Ambedo Magazine

Ambedo aims to inspire readers 
in making a positive impact in 
their lives and those around 
them, and create a better 
awareness of the local arts, 
music, events, business and most 
importantly, youth culture. You 
are our contentand inspiration.

Our core team has helped put 
together everything that you 
see here.

Our goal is to create something 
that the local youth can rely on 
as a portal into the community 
of Bendigo and everything it 
really has to offer. As people, we 
want to be as open and honest 
as we can with our content, so 
that you, the reader, can feel like 
you are part of our community.

Welcome, enjoy, and get involved!

Ambedo is supported by the City of 
Greater Bendigo’s Inclusive Communities 
Team with funds provided by the State 
Government’s Engage! Program. Ambedo 
does not in any way reflect the views or 
beliefs of the City of Greater Bendigo.

For 
Bendigo 
youth  
by  
Bendigo 
youth

Welcome

AMBEDO; noun.  
A kind of melancholic 
trance in which you 
become completely 

absorbed in vivid 
sensory details - soaking 

in the experience of 
being alive.
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C The warm air briskly blows on 
us at the Bendigo Library, on 
the 20th of September 2019, 
where I stand at the beginning 
of a climate change protest. 
School children show up with a 
colourful array of posters and 
signs, many adults can also be 
seen helping out and talking 
amongst themselves. It’s here, 
where the second Climate 
Strike in Bendigo happens of 
2019 begins. I walk around 
slowly, noticing the adults and 
children alike, some of which 
were in school uniform, as it 
was the last day of Term 3. I 
wallowed through the mass 
crowd of people, so happy to 
see the amount of people who 
came along. 

The first person I spoke to 
happened to be none other 
than Sam Kane, Bendigo Young 
Citizen of 2019. He said that 
these protests were about 
sending a message of action 
and that it’s important that 
young people take a stand, 
because it leads to positive 
action and that they have the 
role to change. I then talked 
to a woman called Marie, 
who was from the Australian 
Conservation Foundation. 

She said that the protests 
are about people realizing 
difference and change, and 
also stated that Bendigo has 
done a lot, including our own 
Sustainability Group, Renewable 
Energy, and that it’s important 
for politicians to listen to 
children, and how strikes should 
be seen as an act of change or 
defiance against the current 
policies.

Another person I spoke with 
was AJ Pata, a representative 
from the Australian Education 
Union said that these climate 
strikes are about supporting 
kids and climate problems. The 
community has been supportive, 
with the introduction of 
reusable bags and renewable 
energy, but more needs to 
be done, we want to see 
action, and that the Australian 
Education Union is %100 behind 
the student strikes. 

School 
Strikes for  
Climate 
Protests

Written by 
Connor 
Findlay
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From the Bendigo Library, as a 
group we walked up to Jacinta 
Allen’s office on the corner of 
Mitchell and Mollison Street and 
we listened to a statement that 
she prepared. She talked for 
about two minutes, interrupted 
by frequent comments from 
some of the protesters in the 
audience. She said that she 
knows what she thinks, and 
that she wants the hole city to 
remove emissions. This had me 
and other Ambedo writers who 
had turned out thinking about 
everything that we had seen. 

Other team members had 
mentioned that earlier that 
month, out Prime Minister didn’t 
attend the UN Climate Action 
Conference in New York, despite 
being in Washington D.C at the 
time, a mere 1-hour flight.

An estimated 65 million people 
will be displaced because of 
rising sea lea levels and other 
climate factors, which also 
raises the question, ‘Will other 
countries even accept these 
climate refugees, knowing that 
they caused them?’
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It’s been my privilege to serve as 
City of Greater Bendigo’s 2019 
Young Citizen of the Year – an 
incredibly inspiring, empowering 
and diverse 365 days that has 
taught me so much about our 
Bendigo community and the 
young people that live here, 
that I’ll be forever thankful for.

When I received the call from 
Mayor Margaret O’Rourke in 
January 2019 telling me the 
news, I distinctly remember 
asking her multiple times 
whether she had the right 
person. 

I was shocked and surprised 
that anyone thought I had 
done enough to be nominated 
– never did I expect to receive 
recognition for simply giving 
back to the community I love, 
and that’s done so much for me.

2019 City 
of Greater 
Bendigo  
Young Citizen 
of the Year

Written by 
Sam Kane

That community is in Golden 
Square – predominately Golden 
Square Pool. I joined the strong 
community campaign to save 
our beloved swimming pool from 
closure in 2012 when I was in 
Year 8. 

We saw success and have since 
welcomed 100,000 patrons 
through the gates for a swim, 
and have transformed the pool 
into a vibrant community space 
for our suburb. I now have the 
honour of serving as President 
of the organisation. From the 
moment I was announced with 
Citizen of the Year Kevin Cail, 

I decided to grasp the role with 
both and hands, to learn more 
about our city, and do all that I 
could to promote the promote 
the power of communities, and 
of young people within them, 

to create positive change for 
people – just as I’ve experienced 
throughout my life.

It’s been an incredible ride, 
with incredible experiences 
and opportunities that I’ll 
take forward with me into the 
future.

Across the year, my main 
role was having the honour 
of attending Citizenship 
Ceremonies at Bendigo Town 
Hall. This year we welcomed 
over 200 new Australian 
citizens, and I’ll never forget the 
smiles on their faces at these 
events, and witnessing how 
much this final step means to 
them.



Issue #13 9

I also had the pleasure of 
being there as Dai Gum Loong 
– our new imperial dragon, was 
unveiled at Bendigo Airport, and 
take a trip through the streets 
in the Bendigo Advertiser Gala 
Parade at Easter.

In particular however, I’ve loved 
getting out and being part of 
celebrations centred on and 
lead by young people.

It was wonderful to connect 
with Bendigo Youth Council 
members on numerous 
occasions this year, such as 
at YMCA Youth Parliament in 
Melbourne where I covered 
their parliamentary journey as a 
journalist, and while speaking at 
the Schools Strike for Climate in 
September – such an important 
event.

I also worked with Bendigo 
headspace and their Youth 
Reference Group, spoke at 
the launch of Bendigo Writers 
Festival’s anthology written 
by young people, hosted the 
community debutante ball in 
the Dai Gum San precinct, spoke 
with students and community 
members at many schools 
and groups such as Bendigo 
Volunteer Resource centre 
and Rotary Club of Bendigo, 
and continued my involvement 
with Bendigo Youth Choir and 
Golden Square Kindergarten – 
organisations close to my heart.

What all of these showed me is 
we have incredibly hardworking, 
dedicated and passionate young 
people, and organisations who 
support them, right here in 
Bendigo – who are making a 

difference and want to see our 
society become a better place. 
Their – our, voices are vital to 
our world, and without them, 
our present and future will be 
vastly different.
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Coinciding with my role, it was 
great to this year become 
Youth Ambassador for Bendigo 
Foodshare, who assist 12,400 
locals each week access food 
collected from supermarkets, 
to distribute to ensure every 
person can live their best life. 
Being new to the organisation, 
it was a pleasure and real 
eye-opener learning about the 
work Foodshare volunteers 
undertake every day, changing 
lives.

One of the greatest moments 
of this year has been working 
alongside the incredible Citizen 
of the Year Kev Cail, who 
received his award for his over 
50-year volunteer commitment 
to the town of Kamarooka, 
primarily to preserve their 
recreation reserve and hall.

This year I had the pleasure 
of visiting Kamarooka on 
numerous occasions and have 
Kev show me around, and I 
particularly enjoyed attending 
the Kamarooka Family Picnic in 
October.

We have a great advocate 
for rural areas in Kev, and 
I’m thrilled to have formed a 
wonderful friendship with him 
over this year.

This year has been more than I 
could ever have imagined – all 
the knowledge I’ve gained and 
experiences I’ve had, and it’s 
been an honour to represent 

Bendigo’s young people and 
broader community.

Bendigo truly is the greatest 
place to live in the world 
– and each of our suburbs, 
communities, groups and 
neighbourhoods do so much 
every day to ensure life can 
be lived to its fullest. I’ve just 
loved seeing that in action this 
year, and too the young people 
who are in lots of cases leading 
these efforts.

I thank the person who 
nominated me, the people who 
have embraced me in the role 
and invited me to learn about 
and become part of their 
communities, and all those who 
have supported me not only this 
year, but also every single day.

It’s been a wonderful ride, and 
one I’ll never, ever forget.
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Taylor Prigg has taken the time 
to perfect her writing craft 
from primary school, and even 
now is studying a Bachelor 
of Creative Arts focusing on 
writing with a double degree 
in English. Taylor was awarded 
the Goodman’s Poetry Award 
in 2013 from Bendigo Senior 
Secondary College. She has 15 
pieces published in Bendigo 
Tafe’s ‘Painted Words 2017” 
anthology. Taylor is currently 
working on bringing together a 
book of her poems, and still has 
the novel she’s been working on 
for ten years sitting on the back 
burner. One day, ‘The Last Flame’ 
will rear its’ head and be known. 
Just not today.

As the author, I would like 
to issue trigger warnings 
regarding two of my poems: 
‘You Are Loved’ has graphic 
depictions of self-harm, anxiety 
and depressive thoughts. 
‘Welcome The Darkness In’ has 
graphic depictions of suicide, 
self-harm and depressive 
thoughts.

Please understand these 
poems were written as a 
form of therapy, to help work 
through my own mental health 

issues. I am safe, and have 
learned to manage my mental 
health with the appropriate 
solutions prescribed by medical 
professionals.

If you are or someone you know 
is suffering from thoughts of 
self-harm, depression, anxiety 
or suicide, and needs help, 
contact Lifeline on 13 11 14. 
There are organisations such 
as Headspace (1800 650 890) 
or call Kids Helpline (1800 55 
1800), both offer free online and 
telephone service support for 
young people aged between 12 
and 25.

If you are in an emergency, 
or at immediate risk of harm 
to yourself or others, please 
contact emergency services 
on 000.

Taylor Prigg:  
Bio and 
Warnings
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The Price of  
Self-Worth
Self-worth; 
I’d like ten liters please. 
How much does it cost? 
I need it. 
My body cries out for another 
hit since 
it’s nothing more than a treat, 
something indulgent. 
Not a necessity, 
a liability. 
Luxury commodity. 
Can I After-pay it? 
My soul  
is dying. 
It needs these waters 
to lift its flowers 
and drink  
my sun showers. 
Release the toxins from my body 
of shame, hate, rot.

My feelings 
devour me, 
a sickness 
spreading. 
Poisoning  
my brain. 
Does self-worth have to cost 
my fear of loving me? 
The one thing 
tattooed in my bones. 
Carve it away work on fragility, 
or let me steal  
tiny drops 
of the most expensive  
necessity.
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Fearful Pride
Pull the needle and thread 
Through my teenage lips 
It hurts but 
It’ll stop me swallowing their words 
Consuming my pride

I am in love with a man 
I wear these rings on my finger as an oath 
But don’t you dare tell me 
Husbands and wives only look 
At one person forever 
Other men glance at women 
Other women glance at men 
I glance at both

‘But you must be straight!’ they cry 
‘You’ve only ever dated men!’ 
Doesn’t mean I don’t think some women 
As fierce warriors who dominate my mind 
Sexual heroes who appeal to my soul 
Like some men

When I was sixteen, I realised 
My heart beats 
Pink, purple, blue

Please don’t make me swallow my truth
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Since July 2019, I have been 
living in India under the New 
Colombo Plan. I have been 
studying at Lady Shri Ram 
College for Women (LSR) in New 
Delhi. It is a highly respected 
college in India and most of 
the young women that were 
selected to attend, received 
marks that were in the top  
98% of the country. 

India itself is a country that 
often seems to contradict 
itself due to a diversity that is 
utterly astounding. India has a 
population of 1.3 billion people, 
with the main religion being 
Hinduism which is practiced 
by 80% of the population. 
That being said, Buddhism, 
Christianity, Sikhism, Islam are 
also still practiced by millions 
of people. India is a land filled 
with deserts, mountains, cities, 
villages, hill stations, oceans and 
more! In one part of the country 
there can be snow, another part 
a sweltering desert and then 
in another state, dense humid 
jungles. Within India there are 
22 major languages spoken and 
over 720 dialects. 

The official Indian languages are 
Hindi and English. Hopefully this 
overview paints a small picture 
of the diversity that India 
contains. 

Another aspect of India that I 
did not expect was the ‘Indian 
hospitality.’ Upon arriving to 
India, I was told by a friend that 
there is a saying in Hindi, which 
when translated means that  
“A guest is like god.” At the time 
I did not understand the depth 
that this saying had or the 
practical form it would take in 
my life. 

Within weeks of arriving, I 
had been invited to countless 
dinners, home stays, religious 
Hindu celebrations, a wedding 
and even a two year old’s 
birthday party! This was only 
the beginning. As of today 
(January 17th 2020), I have been 
invited to 6 Indian weddings 
(performed a dance on stage 
at one of them) and have been 
welcomed and invited into the 
homes of people I have only 
just met so many times, it has 
become a norm. 

Guest is  
like God

Written by 
Ashley 
Eadon 

Bachelor of Laws and 
Psychological Science  
La Trobe University |  

New Colombo Plan Scholar
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I stayed with newly made 
friends over celebrations 
that hold the significance of 
Christmas. 

One of the best examples of 
beautiful Indian hospitality, was 
demonstrated at a wedding I 
attended in Rajasthan. 

Indian weddings are large 
affairs. 

Weddings usually have 
hundreds of people attending, 
multiple events and functions 
occurring over multiple days 
and even over multiple cities! 
Wedding attendees traditionally 
never pay a cent, with food, 
accommodation and transport 
being covered.

The Rajasthani wedding had 
approximately 400 people 
attending, was held over 3 
days and the wedding parties 
travelled between two cities 
(Jodhpur and Jaipur, 369km 
away). I was the only foreigner 
there and was very sick. When 
I got back to Delhi I found out 
that I had contracted dengue, 
which is a mosquito born 
tropical disease. In one of the 
main events of the wedding, I 
was asked to escort the bride 
(my friend’s sister who I had 
never met until the day of the 
wedding) down the aisle. I then 
stood alongside the mother of 
the bride and held her hand as 
she cried watching her eldest 
daughter get married to the 
love of her life.
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It is moments like these and 
countless more that have 
completely changed the way 
I view hospitality and what 
it means to truly welcome 
someone into your home and 
life. 

India is teaching me and I 
cannot wait to see what I learn 
as I continue living here in 2020. 

Follow Ashley’s travels on 
her blog here:

https://ashleyeadon2.wixsite.
com/ashsadventures

Or follow her Instagram here

@ashleyeadon
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Jahmiele 
Hicks
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Jahmiele 
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Georges Bakehouse is a bakery 
that is very well received and 
reviewed, online and in-store 
there is not one bad comment 
people have about it. The staff 
are very well mannered and are 
great to chat with and the food 
is to die for. 

The prices are a typical range 
regarding bakery’s and show 
a wide variety of foods. This 
is primarily a bakery but 
does offer other foods and 
beverages such as freshly made 
rolls and sandwich’s made to 
order. The coffees and teas are 
always on the money in terms 
of how nicely they are made 
and how often they seem to 
clean out the machine. What 
some people don’t know is what 
happens to the leftovers, in 
most cases with other bakery’s/
café’s you see them point 
blank chuck them out, but as I 
know for a fact all the breads 
go to local farmers to feed 
their livestock and themselves. 
On top of that all the bread 
products, pies and doughnuts 
are given to employees. 

They also make cakes and pies 
to order for a later date, and if 
you want they also have cold 
pies to cook at home for your 
family (or yourself). The place 
itself is very modern and is a 
very open atmosphere for both 
family and your friends. They do 
both eat-in and take-away and 
it is a very popular choice for 
both local residents (me) and 
tourists. As a final rating I give 
it a 9/10.

Hidden Gems: 
George’s 
Bakehouse

Reviewed by 
Cameron 

Fields 

Located: 613 Midland 
Highway 3551 Huntly, 

Victoria, Australia

Phone number:  
(03) 5448 8556
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Jesse 
Munzel
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Blade of grass, tell me your story. 
Tell me who stepped on you. 
Who crushed you flat, 
Bending you so out of shape. 

You stand so tall, individual grass blade 
For what you have seen and heard 
And to where you have grown 
It’s a feat for only the most resilient.

You will see the sun again little one 
Tomorrow, and the next.

You will see more from this spot then I. 
If only you could get up and walk, 
And if only I could forever be planted still.

Grass

Written by 
Zoe  

Trimmell
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JACK FRAN
located: Bath Lane
insta: @_jackfran

MINNA LEUNIG
located: Corner of Myers & Mitchell st
insta: @minnaleunig

BABY GUERILLA
located: Laity Lane
web: babyguerilla.com

MR. DIMPLES
located: Chancery Lane on
Bull st.
insta: @mrdimples74

CHRIS DUFFY
located: Chancery Lane on
Bull st.
insta: ha_ho_art 

BENDIGO’S AEROSOL
CONTROL PROGRAM &
NACHO STATION
located: Chancery Lane on Bull st.
 

DAISY LEGS
located: Laity Lane
insta: @daisylegs

 BENDIGO MURALS MAP
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JESSE MUNZEL
located: Kennington Village
insta: jesse_munzel

DAVID LOPES
located: Kennington Village
insta: @bulatemporaria

OUT OF TOWN MURALS 
 

SARAH WALLACE-SMITH
located: Arnold Street Gallery
insta: sarahws220

North Bendigo Flora Hill
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Q&A
With

What influenced you to start Nacho station

What advise would you give you creative youth in the area
of starting a community arts project

I started a business with my mate Pat Thompson straight out of University, we
started doing some chalkboard murals at Get Naked Espresso and got paid in
free coffee, we would change the chalkboard every month as a way to promote
the business (graphic design and marketing) we ended up getting more and
more inquiries from other businesses and people wanting us to do chalkboards
and murals around town. I decided we needed a way for people to find us more
easily when searching for mural artists and Nacho Station was borne.
 
It’s always been about collaboration, I might answer the emails and manage
the Nacho Station brand, I lean on high quality artists to produce the best work
possible, suited to the needs of the client.

Have an idea and go for it. Partner with non for profits who you have a
connection with, or maybe you can identify a way you can get involved to both
benefit your own art practice but also the aims of the community group. Non
for profits are always looking for extra help and new ways to reach more
people, start a discussion and remember that they might not have a huge
budget, if you’re wanting to work with the community, often community
groups are run by people who are donating their time. You might have to do
the same to get a foot in the door and some experience. 



Issue #13 25

What advise would you give you creative youth when
pursuing their creative pursuits when they're

demotivated?

How can Youth become involved or does the plan to be
future opportunities where youth can become involved

with Nacho station?

What is the process behind starting an art project within
the community?

Pick something that you are passionate about, talk to as many people you can
who are already in the space, competition friends, family, create a network of
people you know who have a similar interest. The information and
opportunities that are created from having meetings and conversations are
invaluable. 

You can feel unmotivated for any number of reasons, here’s a couple I can
relate to. 
1. Don’t compare yourself to others ie. Instagram. These professionals you
compare yourself against might have been in the industry for 20+ years you’ve
got to take all the opportunities you can and build your network of people
before you’ll have any success, it’s going to take at least 10 years before you
feel like you’ve gotten anywhere, so start now and build those skills. 
2. Sometimes you’re just not feeling it, and that’s ok, take a break. I have been
going through some drastic life changes in the last few years and when I’m not
feeling it it’s nearly impossible to push through and get work done in a
productive way. I’ve been getting better at taking a rest when I’m feeling un
motivated. Then the hard part is not feeling guilty about taking a break,
sometimes I feel like to should still be working hard even though I’m resting. 

Follow our socials and get in touch with a DM if you’re interested In public art
in Bendigo. If you’re a beginner then we sometimes have ‘paint jam’ or
workshops where you can develop skills. If you’ve got some experience and
want to take it further we might be able to connect you with some local
projects where they aren’t looking for a high quality professional artists but
would prefer to give an opportunity to an up and comer. You shouldn’t work
for free but you do need to have some experience and show your worth before
you start quoting on the big jobs. 

http://www.nacho-station.com/    Instagram: nachostation         
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On the 25th of October Alex 
Lahey performed at Tonic Bar 
Bendigo as part of her Best of 
Luck Club regional tour. Opening 
the show for her was Nancie 
Schipper and Hayley Mary of 
the Jezabels. 

Alex is someone who comes 
across as very real and down 
to earth. She was sporting 
her iconic red denim jacket 
accompanied with a pair of 
black skinny jeans. Her band 
consisted of two electric 
guitarists, one of whom also 
played the keyboard and other 

accompanying instruments and 
a drummer, while Alex herself 
also played electric guitar 
during the show. At one point 
during the song “Don’t Be So 
Hard On Yourself” she pulled 
out a trombone which was very 
unexpected and impressive all 
at the same time. The setlist for 
the show consisted of songs 
from her most recent album, the 
Best of Luck Club and the I Love 
You Like A Brother album. 

Something I admire a lot about 
Alex is how raw her music is, 
when you really stop and listen 
to her lyrics you realise how 
relatable and true her songs 
are. She’s very in touch with her 
music and this is communicated 
with her impressive stage 
presence. Despite having a 
power outage mid show, Alex 
still performed with such 
energy that I got literal goose 
bumps at one point during her 
set. You can tell that she puts 
an incredible amount of energy 
into her set, which in turn 
makes it so enjoyable to watch 
and engage in. 

Alex Lahey – 
Best of Luck 
Club Tour 
review 

Written by 
Keely 

Millikin 
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By Maegan 
Pannell
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DEEP RED
Lines of Poppy and rivers of Rose
Storm clouds pouring rain down
Onto the flowers below.
The wind howls and cries 
For a buffer, a tree or a hill
To halt its spiral
Into the petals of Rose and Poppy. 
Earth is torn and flowers grow, 
Rain water flowing through the cracks
An odd shade of red like the flowers
That own the meadow like tyrants. 

BLACK CLAWS
Eyes a piercing blue and claws like daggers
The Black Cat sinks its fangs into the flesh
Of those with shallow, sunken eyes.
It grows as its prey shrinks
Both physically and in pride
As the Black Cat slowly sucks the life,
Sucks the colour from the world.
What once was a kitten ignored and small
Has become a panther, loud and muscled. 
A panther that is hard to dismiss
As simply a phase or quiet annoyance. 

SNAP
I felt the snap.
The trust shattering like a rock to a window. 
It was so quick, the bond that connected us so strongly 
Giving me whiplash as it cracked.
The words that followed felt empty,
The lack of connection adding a hollowness
That made me grieve the loss of what we had. 
I wish we could simply go back,
To before the words were uttered from your mouth,
But trust is a fragile thing,
And now it’s something that we lack. 
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The first thing I noticed upon 
waking up was that I was naked. 
This was easy to determine, 
from the sharp rocks that poked 
uncomfortably into my skin. 
Oddly enough, my immediate 
reaction to waking up naked 
outside after a night out wasn’t 
extreme panic and anxiety, as 
it likely should have been. After 
all, this was hardly my first foray 
into accidental nudity, and I 
normally found my belongings 
close-by, including my phone.

I opened my eyes to see just 
where I had managed to 
stumble in my drunken state, 
expecting to see the wide eyes 
of early morning joggers, or the 
traumatised stare of a group 
of playing children. What I saw 
instead was a copse of fir trees 
surrounding me. I turned my 
head to see that there was a 

small stream running nearby. 
Viridescent green is how I would 
have described what my eyes 
beheld, which contrasted greatly 
with the summer yellow I had 
grown used to over the past 
month. I sat up, letting a hail of 
stones fall from my back, leaving 
behind indents in my flesh. I 
looked towards the horizon next, 
and what I saw shook me to my 
core. Snow-peaked mountains 
stood in the distance, something 
effectively absent from the 
outer-city suburbs I had grown 
accustomed to. 

“Well that’s new,” I said out loud, 
and with a start I realised that I 
did not have the usual agony of 
a hangover hanging over me. My 
head felt relatively normal, and 
my movements not at all sluggish. 

I stood, realising that I needed 
to find something or someone. I’d 
participated in some weird dares 
in the past, but wandering out a 
hundred miles from Melbourne, 
into the wilderness, and then 
stripping naked seemed beyond 
anything I’d even consider doing, 

smashed or not. It occurred to 
me that I couldn’t think of a way I 
could have ended up here unless 
I’d been kidnapped.  A sick feeling 
settled in the pit of my stomach 
as I realised that may be why 
I couldn’t remember anything 
about the previous night. Did 
someone drug me? I thought 
with rising dread. Completely 
ignoring my lack of clothes, I took 
off into a stumbling sprint along 
the side of the stream. Water 
normally lead somewhere with 
people, and from there I could 
probably find my bearings, and 
get a few things straight.

After what felt like an hour I 
finally spied some sign of human 
habitation. Unfortunately, it 
appeared I had found some 
Luddite-Amish house, apparently 
situated in Australia of all places. 
Double checking to see if the 
house was made of gingerbread, 
I slowly made my approach. 
Realising that entering what was 
likely private property with all my 
own private property on show 
was likely a bad idea; I swiped 
an old fashioned shirt hanging 

Displacement

Written by 
Harry Ryan
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from a wooden peg on my way 
to the door. It didn’t exactly do 
much in the way of modesty, but 
it was the thought that counted. 
It vaguely occurred to me that 
the shirt was bizarrely made 
of some crudely-woven cloth, 
and was functionally closer to 
a tunic than a shirt, but I had 
far more pressing concerns to 
worry about. As I moved closer 
to the house I realised that it too 
seemed crudely made, a mixture 
of wood and mud. Well, it was 
better than nothing. 

From around the back of the 
building a man emerged. He was 
dressed in similar clothes, though 
they clearly fit him far better 

than they did me. He was quite 
short for a man, and looked very 
dirty. Shaggy hair, dirt streaked 
face, and a beard that would 
make Ned Kelly ashamed, all of 
these contributed to a sudden 
swoop of fear. 

Oh god it’s a madman, it’s 
probably the same weirdo that 
stranded me out here.

He seemed not to have noticed 
me yet, more engrossed in his 
work of transporting a bucket  
of something.  

“Hello!” I hollered in a neighbourly 
tone that did not fit the situation 
at all, “I’ve run into a spot of 
trouble-“ 
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I cut myself off then, realising 
that something was very wrong. 
The words that had come out 
of my mouth had not been 
discernible English, but some 
guttural gibberish, like German. 
The panic rose further, mental 
aphasia was no laughing matter, 
despite the inevitable laughter 
that would come from Beardo at 
my difficulty with speech. 

Much to my surprise, however, 
he responded in the same way, 
“What you want strange man?”

I responded with my desire to 
find civilisation, to which he 
smiled and nodded. A friendly 
madman, at least - the axe-
murdering might come later. He 
waved his hand further down 
the stream, indicating that 
I’d find a town if I continued 
following it. I didn’t bother asking 
if he had a phone on him, as I 
figured the chances of that were 
non-existent. Who knows if he’d 
even heard of a phone?

I continued on my way down 
the stream, eventually finding 
the town he had referred to. 
Unfortunately, what I found was 
more of the same; wood and mud 
huts scattered within a clearing, 
with the stream running through 
it. So, an Anarcho-Primitivist 
commune, a mad cult, or perhaps 
both? I thought to myself. I 
busied myself with asking the 
smatterings of people whether 
they had access to phones, or 
whether they knew of another 
town nearby. Their responses 
were incredibly unhelpful, and 
usually consisted of headshakes, 
and strange looks. 

I also noticed their bizarre 
heights, all of them far shorter 
than the average Australian, and 
with nothing in common. 

I was the sort of person who 
kept up to date with the 
happenings of the world, and 
I had never once heard of a 
primitive religious sect out in the 
wilderness of Australia. What 
was more, I hadn’t seen a single 
gum tree, every word I spoke 
to these people came out in a 
language I didn’t recognise (and 
yet made perfect sense to them), 
and they seemed to have no 
concept of the police, phones, 
vehicles and where we were in 
the country. 

The mountains that I could see 
in the distance did not resemble 
anything in Australia, with craggy, 
snowy peaks, and I did not recall 
the Grampians ever resembling 
that from my previous visit. 

I was becoming certain that 
something very, very strange was 
happening here. My head buzzed 
with theories as to how I’d 
ended up here, but none seemed 
to tie everything together 
satisfactorily. The only theory 
that would make sense - if I 
entirely suspended my disbelief 
and way of rational thinking - 
was that I had somehow been 
transported back in time to 
another location entirely. Unless 
alcohol had the mysterious 
power to teleport people to 
faraway locations (though I still 
wasn’t sure it didn’t), then this 
was the only option that made 
even a small lick of sense.

The question was, then, what 
the hell was I going to do about 
this? I pondered the question 
as I lay in the small hut provided 
by the apparently Neolithic 
villagers, the rough material of 
my blanket that kept me from 
freezing itching uncomfortably 
against my skin. The answer 
came in an epiphany that 
some would call a delusion of 
grandeur. Why would I let all 
of my future knowledge go to 
waste, my privilege of hindsight? 
I came to the conclusion that if 
I really was thousands of years 
in the past, then the best thing 
to do would be to educate these 
people. It’d be very easy to 
convince them that I was some 
god-sent hero or messenger to 
bring them enlightenment. 

The following morning I made 
my way to the village centre. 
I had some declarations to 
make, and some revelations to 
unveil. Standing, surrounded by 
primitive peoples in a far-off 
place, millennia before I was 
born (would I still be born?), I 
marvelled at the opportunity 
that had been set before me.

“Who is you, strange man who 
asks of ‘puh-lees’ and ‘fone’?” 
asked a woman at the front of 
the crowd.

“Call me... Prometheus,” I replied.
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I ran as fast as a lightning bolt, 
tripping over my own feet.  
Tears dripping down my face 
faster than the rain behind me. 
I dropped down to my dad’s 
grave and started pounding 
the ground with my hands. My 
muddy hands started digging to 
my dad’s grave, scoping the dirt 
behind me. “I tried dad, I tried, 
I really did.” I pulled open the 
coffin and grabbed my journal 
I had left from the other night. 
I opened the journal and read 
through the note my dad had 
left me. I read through it once, 
twice and now three times. 
The words were in printed in 
my brain, so much I could have 
gone through the whole thing 
without even looking. 

Dear Elly, So you found my 
note, and you’re probably very 
confused but you need to trust 
me, I’ll explain it all soon but 
anyway I’m getting off track, I 
want you to read this note very 
carefully and with an opened 
mind. I need your help; all you 
need to do is get into the coffin 
and close the lid. 

Goodbye my Elly, see you soon 

I thought about it for a second. 
“What do I have to lose?”

“Hello...... hello.” I leapt out of  
the coffin to hear no screaming, 
No shouting and no crying.   
I wiped a tear from my cheek 
and started to walk home. 
Stumbling on every step I took. 
I walk up to my house casually 
to notice nothing was wrong, 
Mum, Jonathan and Stefan were 
gone. I ran up to the door to find 
it was locked. I started banging 
and screaming on the door. I 
looked around for another way 
to get in but the only way to get 
in was through my window. Mum 
hated me climbing through my 
window, but I did it anyway. She 
told me that one day I will fall 
on my back and be paralysed.   
I climbed through my window 
and noticed, ME. I was writing 
in my diary. This was the night 
where someone was banging 
and screaming on the door for 
help, yelling and crying all over 
the town guns being fired in the 
distance. 

The Bight 
Before my 
Father Died- 
part 2

Written by 
Imogen 
Shand
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I watched with curiosity. This 
figure sneaked up on me and 
slowly said, “you’re one of us 
now.”  

“What do you mean one of us?” 
Suddenly my heart began to 
race, faster and faster. If my 
heart was a person, it would 
beat Howard Drew in a running 
race, and he is the fastest 
runner of 1914.  “You have, how 
do I put it?”

“Died!”  A voice answers from the 
background quickly. 

“I was trying to put it a little less 
brutal way, but you know what, 
you have to ruin everything don’t 
you?”  

Their voices faded as my head 
got louder. The thoughts rushing 
around my head of the words 
that were being said. Dead, but 
how can this be! Ghosts or spirits 
weren’t real. The documentaries 
were told to be fake and a 
massive hoax. 

“Um are you talking t-”

 “Anyway, my name is Oscar.” He 
says slamming his palms on his 
chest, well if he or really 

‘it’ has a chest. 

“And this is my brother,”

“Daniel, nice to meet you but 
call me Danny.”  I could tell they 
had very different personalities. 

Oscar is nice, kind, little nerdy 
and isn’t afraid to meet new ‘its’. 
Daniel on the other hand is rude, 
arrogate but gets most, if not all 
the lady’s and this is definitely 
not because of his personality. 
Its all in the looks. My mind 
quickly dashes to the thought of 
me being dead as I had snapped 
out of my little trance and heard 
Oscar and Danny arguing about 
something that probably is very 
stupid. 

“So, what do you mean, dead?”

“Dead, well its when you are no 
longer living, deceased, expired, 
departed, gone, no more, passed 
on, pas-



Issue #13 33

“Just help me find my father! 
He gave me, this note.” I rustled 
around looking for the note 
patting down my jeans and shirt. 
I pulled it out from my left side 
pocket and handed it to them. 
They read over it. Once, twice 
and with each time their jaws 
dropping down a little lower.

“Father?”

“Yeah.”

“No, name dumbass!” 

“oh sorry, um Leo Frank Elmer.” 

 “That’s your dad,” A loud shot 
was fired from down below the 
house. 

“Quick, run.” he sprinted out of 
the room faster than the speed 
of light.

“Why? We are ghosts aren’t we!”

“No time to explain, RUN.

It felt weird knowing that I 
was a ghost and I could still 
run. I thought that ghosts just 
teleported I guess I was wrong, 
I guess I’m always wrong. I hear 
gunshots from the distance as 
I was running, Oscar and Daniel 
were way ahead of me when 
really, I’m the one that needs to 
be saved more. I ducked behind 
a tree with Daniel and Oscar by 
my side. 

“Why are we running!” I 
stammered, desperately  
looking for an answer.  

“Well we’re looking for your 
Father, aren’t we?” He kept on 
trying to change the topic of 
the conversation, but I was 
desperate, I needed to find my 
Mother and Father but, they 
were so concerned when they 
heard a gunshot even though, 
ghosts, can’t die!   

“let’s just find your family kiddo.” 

“Nope I want answers!” I never 
really demanded anything as I 
had everything I wanted and 
you could tell that as soon as I 
said that they were stunned or 
they just, didn’t want to tell me.  
“Okay kid, look at me, I got shot 
and my killer got shot straight 
after, so I can’t go back but you 
can.” 

“Because I wasn’t shot?” This 
made no sense. I can go back 
because I wasn’t shot or was 
it because, I don’t know! Oscar 
came in and pulled me aside. 
“You can go back because your 
killer isn’t dead.”
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Off the back of her debut album, 
Thelma Plum played a sold-out 
show at the Theatre Royal, 
Castlemaine, giving an intimate 
show to her regional fans. She 
belted out songs from her critically 
acclaimed album “Better in Blak”, 
that had been realised only one 
month prior. 

Being on stage you could see Plum 
was appreciative of the large 

support from her audience, but 
showed us she’s still nervous to 
perform live to this day. She told 
anecdotes of accidently sending 
embarrassing texts to Paul Kelly, 
and the story behind her hit “Nick 
Cave”; Plum pretended to be vegan 
because of a guy she liked, then 
was caught out in her own lie 
when seen eating prosciutto. Plum 
connected to the crowd with self-
deprecating humour and exhibited 
that even through her fame, Plum 
is just as dumb as we are. This is 
where the appeal for her fans 
lies, gaining such a close following 
through the honesty in her music 
and herself.

Thelma Plum played all twelve 
tracks from “Better in Blak” along 
with three songs from her older 
EP’s, and as a special for the 
intimate Castlemaine crowd, Plum 
played an extra song a cover of 
Casey Chamber. A heart-warming 
rendition of her song “Thulumaay 
Gii” was dedicated to her mother, 
who stood at the back of theatre 
supporting her daughter, manning 
the merchandise stand.

Plum looked most comfortable 
when it was only herself and 
her guitar. The backing band 
proceeded to leave stage, creating 
space for Plum to play an acoustic 
“Nick Cave” and “Do You Ever Get 
So Sad You Can’t Breathe” which 
left the audience absolutely moved 
from the emotion that waved 
through from the musician. 

Plum’s performance was faultless, 
her sweet and delicate vocals 
hypnotised the audience as she 
performed stories of heartbreak, 
hate, love, and personal growth. 
Thelma Plum had the audience 
screaming and singing, finishing the 
show with her crowd pleasing sing-
along “Clumsy Love” it left everyone 
in an electric state, and sad to see 
the show end. 

Thelma Plum kept it personable 
and intimate, to display how deep 
this music means to her, and 
to share that feeling with the 
listeners. 

If you want to see any other gigs 
reviewed or mentioned that are on 
around the area, email in to us at 
ambedomagazine17@gmail.com

Thelma  
Plum

Gig review  
by Annika 

Ritchie


