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AGAINST FAMILY VIOLENCE



To mark 16 Days of Activism-
Greater Bendigo Against
Family Violence, we have
decided to release a special
issue to show the community
that we stand in support of this
cause.

To mark the 16 Days of
Activism, we (The Ambedo
team) have decided to put
together a special issue  that
will reflect the themes that rise
around violence, emotional and
physical, and how this can
affect young people.

This issue covers the themes of
trust, safety, pain, loneliness
and hope.

We hope this issue speaks to
you.

The Ambedo crew.

16 DAYS OF
ACTIVISM
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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.

A poem by Maegan Pannell





Grass 
 
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.

A poem by Zoe Trimell



By Maxwell Stewart



Shark bait

You are a shark moving through the water at a rapid pace.

I am a bottom feeder, you’ve taught me my place.

The change has come over you, I can feel it in the air.

You yell and scream and give me that cold, dead stare.

I panic, freeze, stay very still.

You taste blood and go in for the kill.

And suddenly things are very calm.

Before I know it, I’m back in your arms.

This dance could go on for the rest of our lives.

One day, I’ll get out because I’m determined to thrive.

But until I gain the strength, until I get brave.

Until I decide I’m worthwhile to save.

Be my safety, not my violence.

Be my safety, not my violence.

Anonymous poetry submission


