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 | had

far more pressing concerns to
worry about. As | moved closer
to the house | 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 3 man emerged. He was
dressed in similar clothes, though
they clearly fAit 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 3 madman, it's
prabably 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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| 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?”

| 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 Aind a town if | continued
following it. | didn't bother asking
if he had a phone on him, as |
figured the chances of that were
non-existent. Who knows if he'd
even heard of a phone?

| continued on my way down

the stream, eventually finding
the town he had referred to.
Unfortunately, what | 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, @ mad cult, or perhaps
both? | thought to myself. |
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.

30 Ambedo Magazine

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

| 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, | hadn't seen a single
gum tree, every word | spoke

to these people came outin a
language | 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 | could see

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

| 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 |
entirely suspended my disbelief
and way of rational thinking -
was that | had somehow been
transported back in time to
another location entirely. Unless
alcohol had the mysterious
power to teleport people to
faraway locations (though | 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 | going to do about
this? | pondered the question
as | 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 | let all

of my future knowledge go to
waste, my privilege of hindsight?
| came to the conclusion that if
| 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 | was some
god-sent hero or messenger to
bring them enlightenment.

The following morning | made
my way to the village centre.

| had some declarations to
make, and some revelations to
unveil Standing, surrounded by
primitive peoples in a far-off
place, millennia before | was
born (would | still be born?), |
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,” | replied.



The Bight

part 2

Before my
Father Died-

Written by

Imogen
Shand

| ran as fast as a lightning bolk,
tripping over my own feet.
Tears dripping down my face
faster than the rain behind me.
| 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. "l tried dad, | tried,

| really did”" | pulled open the
coffin and grabbed my journal

I had left from the other night.
| opened the journal and read
through the note my dad had
left me. | read through it once,
twice and now three times.
The words were in printed in
my brain, so much | 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, |
want you to read this note very
carefully and with an opened
mind. | need your help; all you
need to do is get into the coffin
and close the lid.

Goodbye my Elly, see you soon

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

“Hello.... hello” | 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 | took.

I walk up to my house casually
to notice nothing was wrong,
Mum, Jonathan and Stefan were
gone. | ran up to the door to find
it was locked. | started banging
and screaming on the door. |
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 | did it anyway. She
told me that one day | will fall
on my back and be paralysed.

| climbed through my window
and noticed, ME. | 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.
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| 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 | putit?”

"Died!" A voice answers from the
background quickly.

"' was trying to put it a little less
brutal way, but you know what,
you have to ruin everything don't
you?”
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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, wellif he or really

‘it" has a chest.
"And this is my brother;"

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

Oscar is nice, king, 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 allin the looks. My mind
quickly dashes to the thought of
me being dead as | 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-



"Just help me find my father!
He gave me, this note.” | rustled
around looking for the note

patting down my jeans and shirt.

| 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 |
was a ghost and | could still
run. | thought that ghosts just
teleported | guess | was wrong,
| quess I'm always wrong. | 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. | ducked behind
a tree with Daniel and Oscar by
my side.

“Why are we running!” |
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 | was
desperate, | 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 Aind your Family kiddo.

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

"Because | wasn't shot?” This
made no sense. | can go back
because | wasn't shot or was

it because, | don't know! Oscar
came in and pulled me aside.
“You can go back because your
killer isn’t dead”
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Thelma
Plum

Gig review
by Annika
Ritchie

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
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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
Sao Sad You Can't Breathe” which
left the audience absolutely moved
from the emation 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
ambedomagazinel7@gmail.com



