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         Oracle 1…speak. 

         
             

         

         Beginning with story…

         
             

         

         Once upon a fine time for some people in the world, but not so plenteous, nor perfect for others, there lived a culture dreamer obsessing about the era. He was no great dreamer, no greater than the rest of the juggernauts in his heartbroken, storm-country people’s humanity. They knew just as much as he did about surviving on a daily basis, and about how to make sacrifices of themselves in all the cataclysmic times generated by the mangy dogs who had stolen their traditional land. These people, after the generations of dealing with the land-thief criminals like many others around the world, had turned themselves, not into a tangled web of despair, but into some of the best fighters of all times. They used pure guts for improving life, and said they were in it for the long run. Theirs was a sovereign world view – the main view acceptable to their governing ancestors, a law grown through belief in its own endlessness, and through re-setting the survival barometer from millennia a couple of hundred years ago, by evolving a new gauge – something like a moth’s sonar, for only hearing what it wanted to hear. But, to be frank, the facet worked like a shield, for seeing what they wanted to see of the world, or to shut the whole thing out forever. And for deciding whether they wanted to speak at all, for sometimes, this world never spoke for years, then when it did, spoke wreckage words – like a piece of heaven heavy with intent, firing on all cylinders from the sky.

         So this dreamer fellow really had some nerve speaking doubt stuff in the God gravitas of these clergy-oriented people, and like, acting as though he was a better type of Jesus, more Messiah than they were themselves, while preaching from the unpopular pulpit of himself out on the street corner every other Sunday in front of all their self-defined denominational churches, and always, like too many times before, asking the same old question: Hey! Mob! What’s the future going to be, whatnot! 

         There was not a single soul in Praiseworthy who believed this fellow was real, for asking such a ridiculous question in this day and age, and right in front of the world’s greatest human survivors. Weren’t they the real business people of all times? Extinction-less tempest people from enduring one million storms, come from the ark of infinity right down to the last baby. They were now forced to speak, and yelled that they knew a thing or two about being trodden upon, and of being more on trend than the rest of humanity about how to look after the future. They would tell you themselves how they had to assert too much nervous-wreck type of anger in their voices: We studied everything you needed to know about surviving from the biggest library in the world – country. You only had to take a quick look around Praiseworthy to see all the stories were about surviving. You do not need some redundant bullshit-artist person continually harping on with his eternal question, You mob ever tried thinking about what the future of the place got to look like?

         The world spins, he was told this fact thing pretty much frankly by the multitudes of insulted people. It always spins. The world is like a big spin dryer.

         Then this atmospheric pressure blackfella – still acting like God, thinking he was on top of the story universe, in with some fancy contemporary scene – started asking what was the comfort zone, what level, what was living to tell the tale like, of being a survivalist of the situation? He was seeing it all as a hundred per cent thing in the funniness. His stories were too much for a brain, rolling in stitches up there, like he was spinning some ancestor power, and you wanted him to stop telling stories like that, he got no business, but him telling them repeatedly all the same and never stopping, yep, right, like he was the national newspaper, or something called social media cancelling everybody else, and all the while only ever predicting nothing good would come out of a worldwide doom. You got tired of hearing gloominess all the time – with all his remembering of this and that of the twenty-first century hot load in planetary catastrophes of global warming or global viruses, and never tiring of talking about all this stuff, this great mess, while people were saying that they preferred listening to magpies that sung to the moon, and the nighttime hopping mouse was having an anxiety attack from hearing this catastrophic stuff, like another dry thunderstorm, when it had to sneak out from beneath some bit of scrubby dry grass where it has a nice hidey-hole thing in the soil, from where it cuts through that spinifex highway along the aeon-old ancestral tracks, hopping along a bit happy, a bit relieved it was still alive and not struck by lightning into a splat while heading way down south, cuts across west this way, east that way, leaving golden moon-shone paw prints behind in the sandy soil, and then what? Well! Hold everything! It too remembers catastrophic times, then quick speed, heads straight back up north, races back over its original tracks to where it had just a moment ago left, and jumps like lightning under the same stump of grass now turned the colour of grey gloom.

         Well! One thing! We know all about global warming and deadly viruses. This was what the countrymen repeatedly and exhaustively explained to the zeitgeist Cause Man Steel over and over, that he did not need to lay his life on the line for them, they would take care of business…but, you know what? Cause never liked listening to others. He was saved by his own brain. The old country men and women, totally exasperated, even murderous, wanted him dead. They wanted global warming, wanted the lot, wanted to hasten the thing up, because on Praiseworthy country, people of traditional thought preferred silence and never wanted to speak another word, nor wanted to watch any more stupidity, nor see anything ridiculous, nor think about any of the crazy things other people did with their lives to cause ancestral storms and mayhem. So, they said: Listen, shit for brains! It never gets lonely and wrathful here, because country here always look after its people, because people here look after their country. 

         No matter what you care about in this world, or whether you give two frigs, there will always be times, when nobody will like hearing a scary future thinker’s doom stories about the destruction of the globe. They do not want to hear anyone who thinks that humanity is out of sync with the wrathful planet, or someone who called himself a planet fixer of cataclysmic change; or, some kind of influencer, likened to one of those modern gods of social media. Nobody wanted to have an anomaly man like this in Praiseworthy. He was told to shut up. Why had they survived since time immemorial? Their ancient law. That’s what. This was what took care of business. Not idiots. There were far better oracles than him to listen to who knew white murderers were everywhere, and who could fathom the depth of consequences to the living world from ancestral laws being broken by the destruction of countless sacred ancient law places and culture people across their holy continent since white colonisation. Sure! He was told these things many times, but sadly, their kind of ancient oracle-ising was not in sync with Cause Man Steel’s vision of the modern world. They joked about death wishers, laughed themselves silly about having this doom dreamer living illegally among them, but in a nice way, just to show that they thought about the world too, and named him Widespread – for the breadth of his ideas spreading all over the place. Or, they called him Planet – because he was always talking planetary stuff. Or else, they called the weirdo by his real name – Cause Man Steel – cause, cause and effect. He was hard all right, like the power ancestor’s essence in Australia’s iron ore.

         Anyhow! This planet fixer ended up wasting away among the others who did not give a rat’s arse about saving a dying world, and in the end, he became as skinny as a rake. He stooped so low from carrying the weight of the entire world on his bony shoulders, that his face was almost touching the ground in front of him, like he was studying the dirt of the planet itself, same as a greedy camp dog sniffing along the ground. Yep! This was the local influencer: a modern god preaching about the planet collapsing. They call this type of person a collapsologist, someone specialising in collapsology – this was what he claimed to be doing, putting himself in front of the collapse – to hold the thing up, as though he was the most knowledgeable wise man around, when everyone else in Praiseworthy already knew the mise en abyme ways of the Earth to the nth degree of each cataclysmic change in either the minuses or pluses of overheating in the twenty-first-century buggered-up world. Yep! Again! Let it be said: this man was a live pulpit, a kind of Marvin Gaye singing about What’s going on in never-ending parables, as though he was personally responsible for the composition of some big new revolutionary recreation story cycle for the world mind you, even though in normal reality, it was more like driving a petrol-guzzling sedan anyhow over goat’s tracks, than walking across the planet as some kind of medieval crusading warrior man from Praiseworthy, like God with the weight of the world strapped over his back.

         What’s going on? 

         Wanyinbu-nanja. 

         What for? 

         Then, it’s like this: in a magical gleaming day of supreme sunshine, something fantastical occurred, which was like a catharsis bingo moment coming on for this one small colonialism-style hot prick of a place on Earth, when Widespread discovered the odyssey plan.

         Planet wanted to give his humble culture people the gift of infinity, although they already had the all times surviving stories planted squarely in the culture’s soul. Doesn’t matter about that. The plan was a real goer, a rhapsody superglued on the door of the main cupboard for ideas in his head, and in a pivotal moment of broadcasting – widespreading the thing – he said, Listen, my humanity. This is what we gotta do.

         Basically, the plan was for his people to ride straight through the century on the back of the burning planet, and live to tell the tale on the other side. This was what the ancestors had done for countless millennia. Check the facts in the climate change stories they had left behind, which were about how it felt to be a survivor of all times, of being changed, evolved, looking challenge after challenge in the eye, but always surviving in the end.

         Then, you know what happened, somebody went and killed Aboriginal Sovereignty, infinity itself.

         
             

         

         The story goes…

         Hate place was a monument of the moment for some of the poorest people on Earth. A hard bit of magic grown from a corpus of ancient stories that had been scattered into mystery by broken spirits creating hell fires. All those endlessly wandering fragments of ancient words were coming together, and forming the lines of stories entombed in smoke clouds circumnavigating the planet.

         Now…A ghostly windstorm from out of nowhere came more frequently, came to this place blowing dry leaves, burnt leaves, ash leaves, and spoke of the tragedies in the epical pyres of life. The wind looked at the remains of life in this place, then blew and blew these fragments away in mountainous serpentine waves that hit the soul world of an even greater local spirit and there, dust, ash, memories written on broken butterfly wings with black soot, all backed up into an ochre-coloured haze that ended up sitting permanently over the flatlands of the blessed be thou, and more blessed be I.

         This old grief haze cuts a powerful image from forty thousand feet up in the sky where ancestral serpents roamed through the remnants of migrating angels, and you, looking down from the window seat up front of a QF Qantas flight cruising over the northern flat country would see the grand improbabilities. Yes, the supercell anomaly was a miracle on Earth, but not a good one. Sometimes the haze floated, rested on dust-coated leaves, on the rooftops, on every space, house, person, on the dog fur, bird feathers, or else, the thing charged up its weather system into an atmospheric mess of dry electrical storms full of dust. Jundurr! Jundurr! Jundurr! From the sky, you could look down, to see the supercell rotating from where it sat permanently over Praiseworthy, lingering with its belly hovering just centimetres above the ground as though it was resting on a head full of swiftly dit! dit! dit! imaginings. The gravitational force of the slow-moving cloud of haze pushed by the great ancestral government, and held together as though magnetised, hanging like a shadow that made the place perpetually looking sepia, like suppertime.

         This was how the dust storm lingered for far too many years, and became a stationary presence, pivoting over the spinifex land of the zeitgeist, where those strugglers of apocalyptic times – the traditional landowners in this isolated place of flatlands – were continuing their long line of imaginings into infinity. Yes, these people might have looked like they were razed-to-the-ground people, yet why would they give up easily, millennia of their ancestors never did, simply because they not only had the will to live, but desired survival over extinction. And now, they were ready and able to gamble any wishful thinking for ridding themselves of the haze scourging the skin, and from touching the skin of their land.

         2

         Oh! My! Oh! My! Any people could say this was exactly what happens when the world of unreality strikes like a piece of lightning – colliding with misconstrued fact after fact, and forcing country lines apart – bolting this way and that, becoming an entangled knot blurring the light. Ah! Watch out! Get the hell out of the way! There were plenty of these uppity upper-class people of Praiseworthy – super people living in the ark with the loudest mouths for saying that the sun only shone here alone – while crying out for someone to go out there in the bad lands of the continent, and get some help from the white government. They wanted fast help to get rid of the sulky haze which was full of broken ancestors breathing on them with virus air from who knows where else. Stop all this happening – things like that – from that hazard haze parking itself on top of them. Think about it. You expect people to be pretty jacked off in the head with having a haze sit on top of them and weighing down their lives, and this was the reason why lots of the local people were community minded enough to march straight out of their storied-riddled houses to get involved in the campaign to fight the atmosphere. They were not going to be governed by some jacked off spirit acting completely crazy. It reminded them too much of life itself.

         One old elder found some inappropriate whitefella music on the Decca label which he used to assimilate into the mind of local thinking about the Anthropocene, the man-made disaster of the world. The locals who knew nothing about European classical music or how it created human heat like global warming, became hooked on what the elder said was Dvorak. Then some other old fella in a suit said that the music was from the New World in his symphony No. 9 in E Minor, Op. 95 and could pacify the gods of the Anthropocene. The music was piped into the haze to speak to its soul in this otherwise weirdo free-for-all feast of peddling stress and anxiety, while trying to coax a deal for blacks from white government sitting pretty thousands of kilometres away, to get it to get up off its arse and do something about cleaning up the air. The sum total of their hymn travelled through the ether, and went onwards into infinity as could only be expected, such was the government’s complete incomprehension about Aboriginal humanity.

         You could only watch the spectacle of the righteous, sit back and watch the pinging of epical emails that only blazed new and more complicated trails through the existing mazes carved by the loneliest words that ever existed in this world. Many went around screaming at the haze in their distress: What else could we do? They sent a common brown butterfly on a journey down south, to flutter four thousand kilometres to the lonely Australian capital Canberra, as their final embassy on the matter. Then they waited, and waited some more, only to see the broken tattered butterfly return the next autumn on a slow breeze with its singed wings. The story went around that the government shot the butterfly with a blowtorch.

         After the fateful journey of the butterfly, the luckless people hopped further into the fray, and sent delegations of ghostly haunted-looking people painted in white ash to go tripping down to the country’s capital to negotiate on good terms mind you, but that all ended in the toxic wasteland of death threats to the culture if you do not assimilate white, or else. Or else, you would lose count of the many delegations flying off to Canberra to implore politicians across the political spectrum from the extreme Pentecostalist right to every crazed independent governing sector in the country to amend the Australian Constitution to get rid of the haze, and also now, to stop shooting butterflies. Yet still, no assistance came, no aid, no support package like the government gave other people for suffering a heavenly calamity. They all got some handout – everyone, except for the pollution-breathing mob living in the haze that sat over Praiseworthy. The Canberra politicians accused the traditional owners of being deranged, of seeing things that only they could see, a haze. Nobody else saw changes in the climate, nor any unprecedented haze events anywhere else in the land mass of the continent.

         The local people followed up with physicality, by having a boxing match with the haze’s curse on their kind. The people stood out in the atmosphere punching the curse. Kicked it in the guts. Cursed and swore. But nothing. The story goes that this was when the apparition managed to mutate into its multiaxial position by multiplying itself by two. It ended up infusing some creepy haze spirit into the lungs of the Major Mayor white-influencer thing, who up until then, had always been seen as a normal human being. Suddenly, he was obsessed by whiteness, and lost the natural traditional-owner loving for the red haze colour of the earth of his country. His skin became as white as vanilla ice cream. Then ice cream eroded into sheer translucence, like one of those white plastic shopping bags from the supermarket lost in space. Even his eyeballs had changed colour from naturally brown, to becoming in the end, sheer white. Yep! White eyeballs. He had been turned into a living ghost. It was not the kind of transformation that white people could see. Now, a man like this became known as Ice Pick, a kind of more than albino, who had covered himself from head to toe in a labyrinth of Casper the Ghost tattoos, mermaids and octopuses, but you could still see his power blood coursing under the translucence of a spirit man’s skin. And he hid the spook eyes with contact lenses: a couple of bits of pink plastic.

         That local magic worked best when Ice Pick practically became supernatural, even if it was just a copycat illusion of a greater-than-usual whiteness, which was to say, more white than white people with added bonus, by actually resembling a lady’s doppelganger in the form of a heart-palpitating TV white man from an American western. He had become the go-to strong man of the moment because of his supernaturalness. Now, since being turned prematurely white-haired, he believed he had acquired the status of a wisdom man, and was playing with that kind of power in his forty-ish year-old pinhead brain. It was like expecting a Kmart-bought frisbee to fly all the passengers in Praiseworthy as though it were some majestic spirit bird, as though it were the largest and strongest plane on earth carrying hypersonic vehicles to space while everyone cried with happiness at such a feat, when it was not like that at all. Yet, the translucence of more than whiteness had its charm, enough to claim some power status knowledge which was more than Ice Pick could actually handle in his newly acquired improved standing as Major Mayor. He found that he was now everybody’s trusted cowboy in the field: the go-to spin doctor who was making sure that other people’s dreams became aligned with his own more than whiteness style of avariciousness, while he plotted a crazy ton of half-baked dreams to be realised ASAP in Praiseworthy.

         Unzipped-lip Ice was making sure that it was everybody’s business to have a good straight look at life to come, although not looking too far ahead, not peering through the lens of long-term planetary meltdown, but just enough say, to the next whitefella government election – state or federal, it did not matter which – through the prism of what he thought would happen if Praiseworthy people chose not to act like a pack of compromising lambs to please assimilatory policies of a three-year-term Canberra government.

         This was the score, what life had become. A let-down. Weak-spiritedness. Loss of pride. The kind of low self-esteem infinity people felt after choking on too much cursing of the ancestral dust, how decimated it felt to be more acutely attuned – like radar to racism, in a world that fed itself on racism – which panic style led to a traffic jam, realising racism was rampant and entrenched in every thought, and government aid was never going to arrive to northern Aboriginal people, suspected of being terrorists, to purchase enough explosives to blow up the haze. Not if you do not assimilate and be white, warned the colossal, over-ventilating, almost breathless Ice Pick, while hyping his assimilating virtuosity like a spirit-dead God man.

         Major Mayor was sadly another kind of be-bop-a-lula fast-pace mover and shaker in the power and glory. And nope! You could not take any of his preaching seriously – not about one hundred per cent assimilating with white people for the sake of reconciliation. Not even on a bad day, listening to the influencer of the collective consciousness harping his non-denominational new-style scripture from the western world, while pointing an old woman’s hunting stick towards a trail of wickedness in the black world. You just do not take someone like that seriously in a palace place like Praiseworthy, which sets a very high standard in its own values, not while he was wearing the wrong thing on his Casper Ghost head, like that Australia Day hat covered in prints of the Australian flag instead of a sacred land rights cap emboldened first class, with the Aboriginal flag. Wrong thing! You were not going to instil Xi Jinping style of consciousness in the soul of your people wearing the wrong cap.

         Then, hearing that there were more attacks on its sovereignty – land bulldozed here, mines shafted and blown to smithereens, ancestors falling into the mine pit over there – the old country was awoken, reawakened, eternal sleep impossible in the anger world. These days, the great thunder fellow was awake all night, all fright, venting his unquenchable anger from point A to point B and so on with a million lashes of lightning flashing from one side of the continent to the other. A mostly dry storm puked a glob of rain that flew straight across the north sky while quickly parting like a curtain around the Praiseworthy haze as if it was evaporating quicker than a spit, split to escape the worst plague on Earth, and then, closing again, flew on with the storm birds, and the seagulls, journeying to the point of exhaustion into the Pacific, or the Indian ocean, without dropping a single drop of rain on the thought land of eternal drought.

         They say that year was all the same, a mirage shimmer, just as any other. An endless cycle of replenishing nothing, that went on repeating itself through harsher drought. All the rain, the minuscular drops, was never enough for the leaf litter to become the sodden fancy scene of the golden beetle when it woke from the thunder spirits leaving behind a vapour of moisture while travelling across the ground at night. It was barely enough to fool the golden Christmas beetle crawling out of the underground dry yellow grass country, where along with millions of its civilisation, it came up through the slightly dampened earth to a desolate surface. Underground mud dries and slides off its elytra, the hard protection wings of gold covering its body, as it moves among other golden beetles crawling over every dead leaf on the ground, and up every slender grass stalk. Old beetle spirit now waits on top of a high grass stalk, looks with contemptuous eyes into the red haze of Praiseworthy, crawls back down to the dirt, and begins its work, an awesome task guided by an eternity of law packed in its tiny head.

         This was when the golden beetle (Anoplognathus aureus) comes around to inspect the country its spirit had continued to build for aeons. The old aurum spirit lifts the hard casing to release the soft back wings, then flies from one dry grass stem to another, then up among the trees. It climbs many gum trees until in the light of a full moon, it finds a tree transformed into glistening gold from thousands of other au beetles eating among the freshest leaves. A windstorm brings lightning and thunder, and the inspector of country crawls away into the shadows and into the depths of broken bark, where it rumbles around all night as though searching for something among the old cobwebs and discarded wings of insects and dead spiders. It methodically checks each strand of cobweb with its mandible, and prowls the surroundings with its antennae, while feeling everything with its claws. It seems to be imagining the world through the fine old music of the trees sing-talking back and forth while relaying all the storylines, the sounds of infinity reaching through a multitude of tracks over vast distances. It crawls through the leaf litter on the ground, along twigs, turns over soil, moves pebbles around while searching for the tiny devil mob. It finds all of those spirits with antennae that do not stop moving.

         All of this checking of country and searching must have taken days for the beetle to crawl along the main road to Praiseworthy at the rate of 2.54 cm a minute, and you know what? It was searching for the brightest light among the illuminated blow-up giant snowmen and fabulous lit reindeers in the town, the security light beaming like the Christmas Star of Bethlehem on the verandah of the Major Mayor’s house. This was where the inspector knocked at the door. This was becoming an annual event, claimed Ice Pick, the golden Christmas beetle visiting him at his home to advise him about how to make money. He pointed to the beetle moving down the bitumen street, and told the Praiseworthy world with an air of confidence that far outstretched his ability to make any money at all, that they were looking at his lucky beetle. Whenever he spoke about this fortune-making insect, he chuckled nervously, as though he wanted to believe what he was saying in the old law people meetings so they would stop calling him a fakery, but they continued saying he was full of bullshit.

         A belittling in the governing world of country was not pretty for any rhapsodically self-proclaimed king of orators, so the Twitter addict of false news threw more wondrous stories around to all and sundry about the special relationship with his precious golden beetle. No one could own the law beetle. Who could believe him? The elders chuckled to each other through calls with their free mobiles – gifted from international mining companies wanting to dig up their sacred sites – then they chucked the cheap shit into the sea. They were that sick to death of being buzzed by Ice wanting them to tell him the sacred law story about the golden beetle. Instead they kicked dirt into their camp fires, quietened the story fellow, keeping him safe. Said that they were men. Human beings. They abandoned telecommunications altogether, and marched off far away into the bush for a bit of peace and quiet to think straight without any means of communication. Even the tiniest of children knew that this particular gold beetle was no different to thousands of other bush beetles. Why would a beetle be bothered being a destiny adviser to a human being like Ice Pick? You kids should listen. It came from my traditional country. Get the picture? The beetle was his totem. The ‘real’ elders said, more bullshit. Golden beetles were crawling everywhere on the bitumen this time of the year. They lived in a beetle-ridden universe during the wet time.

         No one appreciated having liars in the pristine, and Praiseworthy people were no exception. They left him to think what he liked about his exceptionalism, and how the pathological dog liar would repent to them. It was not up to them to stop the fantastical junk talk flowing from his mouth like a flooding river, his ignorant interference with a law beetle. You could only speak about the fact in indefinite pronouns, of how somebody’s stupid talk was messing with everybody’s weather, no rain again, like you had already seen before from a whole string of fortune hunters making a crack, trying to will-up their silly ideas into reality, by saying a spirit ancestor was telling them how to run the universe, when the thing itself was telling them to get back to the traditional country which they knew nothing about, to learn something, and get the ceremonies going for things like the golden beetle law. Ice Pick was no different to any of these idiots, in totally believing that this single little beetle was not only his audacious career advisor that had installed its far superior infinite brain into his brain, but also that the law creature was actually achieving its own gigantic, excessive, and insatiable ambition through him.

         Each year, around Christmas time, Ice Pick would capture the beetle after it had followed the distress beacon and crawled onto his verandah, put it in a bottle, and then, bore the life out of it with his lesser vision, the endless talk about how he was building the new Praiseworthy into an all-bustling, all-glitter epoch-making Aboriginal world metropolis – a colossal go-to type of economic powerhouse for trading Aboriginal knowledge in future anthropocentric times that would be on the scale of what? Well! New York. Shanghai. But maybe not Moscow. He stared down the beetle, challenging it to come up with a better plan, to think of a light on the hill, a better brightness in the lighthouse of the developing world. This argy-bargy of you tell me between a prized fool and a big law ancestor went on and on, until the beetle gave up, knowing its irenic mission with a fool man had failed again, saw there would be no peace in the near future, flipped over onto its back, and pretended to be dead.

         Not long after that, the beetle spirit, fuelled by its own large-scale capacity for hope which turned its golden elytra into glowing russet, thundered off, and returned within country. Another year in an endless cycle of the storyline was lost through miscommunication with a fool who did not know what the story was.

         Ice Pick, none the wiser, only grew more confident with the annual visitation of the golden beetle. His gloating became of biblical proportions on and on around the municipality. He claimed to be the head golden beetle man whose totem had walked into town year after year at a specific time – in the middle of the dry storm of another forgotten wet season, to personally advise him about how to build Shanghai out of a dusty haze with his bare hands. It was bringing me gold, man. Anyone could do the same, he claimed, if they took notice of the ancestors. The elders watched Ice Pick through all these years, just to see what the fool would do next to make Shanghai out of a haze. We would like to see that they said, and perhaps, were also, prepared to wait. They did this, not because the Major Mayor was potentially a very dangerous man, but because they saw that he had a stupid brain, and people like this would always pick the wrong thing to work on and achieve nothing that would be harmful to the cultural future, and it was harmless to watch a bit of entertainment for free. Yet, he was always on their radar of wondering, a yardstick for estimating what a true hero of the times would not be, even if they could not picture true heroism.

         Was Ice the local chief oracle as he claimed to be, already sacred, already holy, the chief Pope-like whip of the multi-denominational churches of all possible persuasions? The elders said no, and called him a robber. They had developed the church proliferation business themselves as their own pet assimilatory project, an extracurricular venture in religious piousness, and were proud to own this façade of modern whiteness, along with all of its superficiality. Or was he just another village idiot who stacked annual general elections in order to be continuously re-elected as the Major Mayor, the biggest loudmouth in town? Or was he just a fool for deliberately not wanting to follow the tiny golden beetle’s slow steps back into country, which was, after all, his inheritance, as well as being ancestral law?

         
             

         

         It was all cruelty chic, the official stories of the world’s struggling people walking the tumbledown life of poverty as they searched for a way to move towards the rich world to ask for a bit of help. But it was the truth that mattered, the hard road towards solving the great mysteries of life’s poverty, such as getting the all-powerful, no-action Australian government to come the half mile to help a place like Praiseworthy, to dynamite the haze to kingdom come. One wondered what moved Ice’s followers in this type of world. They were full of praise-haste, laughing at the fun of trying to convince the modern-termed clientele, meaning the actual residents, to become assimilated as quickly as possible in the cultureless world of the so-called majority. There was no slowing this movement down, or of a chilling out for these praise-haste people. C’est la guerre. The upper-class women admirers of Major Mayor Ice Pick – his regalia of Ice Queens – weaponised their emotional lashings to all and sundry about what could be gained from crawling like mangy dogs in full cooperation rather than perpetually feeling ignored in this crawling dog pantomime stage show, which had only made the assimilatory rejects feel more totally cheated and pissed off. They were not buying government magic, and you would never believe how potent a pay-off could be, where the more cash you brought to the scheme, the more you felt tainted, the more, Ding dong merrily on high In heav’n the bells are ringing…and why it was so hard to believe in the swinging bells heralding joy to all from far horizons and bringing the magic gift of tapioca symphony officialism over your body and soul. It was not until you saw voiceless people transformed into the most artful orators singing Gloria Hosanna in excelsis! that you could believe the story of assimilation rushing straight out of the mouth of the never-ending tidal wave.

         While general attitudes were turning sourer and meaner by the minute in the haze’s habitable geography of Ice Pick’s big camp blame game, and the whole web of the place was becoming thudding heart thicker and bronchial-lunged, the haze monument made a real meal out of this insanity. What was Ice going to do about our life being mental? The haze grew denser. Then, everyone started catching the thought of themselves having the albino’s disease, and said their hair was turning grey-white. Now with so many grey-haired people feeling that they had grown prematurely old, there was so much more negativity floating in the air about the sight of so much ugly greyness, of becoming Ice Pick lookalikes. He blamed the government for causing his people to go prematurely grey from worry about nothing, except by being down on the government that refused to shift the perpetual haze from their lives.

         It got to the point where there was nothing else worth thinking about than counting grey hairs in the hairbrush. This was not the ideal situation. Everything felt like a festering sore under Ice Pick’s watch, and the far-removed Australian government for Aboriginal people in Canberra felt sick of being inflicted with that much degree of hate coming their way from these grey-headed people slinging abuse back and forth about an overfed haze they wanted the Australian army to destroy with a bomb. So, the government totally lost it with these first people, and openly persecuted them for being untrainable, and failing every known government program of the last hundred years to teach them how to be assimilated into the Australian way of life. Hallelujah! Ice commended the Australian Government for Aboriginal people in the sundry domain, didn’t you know that the government of the country was the boss of Aboriginal people?

         One woeful era followed another, where not much was noticed about the haze growing disproportionately denser in the big standoff about whether the government was racist, and whether Aboriginal people had failed to assimilate. The government and the Praiseworthy ancients started sending abusive texts to each other and zapping back and forth through the haze by the truck load. The war went on like this for years while the haze settled in, in the endless spite Twittering as the main form of attack, and the Instagramming to each other in capital letter hate words that was way out of control, while both sides were trying to accuse the other for not listening to what they were saying about imploring the government to send the army up north where the most neglected people in the country lived, to choke the guts out of the choking atmosphere, to nuke the haze, or to fucking blow it apart.

         All this social media thing of protests, abuse, cancelling threats fell on deaf ears, you know, since the conniving politicians continued through the terms of several prime ministers who did bugger-all about the haze living over the flats in the north. All the complaints of why I hate the haze shit-firing into the ether of the government’s telephones about what was prejudicial and racial fell quick smart on deaf ears. It was as though there was some kind of conspiracy to keep denying that any extreme weather event was happening in the flatlands, or perhaps, it was not conspiracy, but complacency, easier to ignore agitated bronchial lungs far away, and Aboriginal people making up stories while coughing with bronchiectasis in the airways about an ancestral spirit composed of dust that was gigantic and needed to be blitzed by the armed forces from choking the life out of them. Because why? Weakness! Just like a coup, a take-over of rebels, like blackfellas reaching their zenith, for any Australian government for Aboriginal people conceding to their sovereign rights by even listening to them. Well! Why bother? Who knew where truth lies? But, somehow, it was as though the haze monument, a phenomenal beast in itself, was invisible to outsiders, because even the weather people in this wing-damaged butterfly continent in the southern hemisphere claimed that they never saw a monument of haze on their radar screens, not on their watch.
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         This ‘I’ thing, or what local people were calling old sulky haze, had become the new normal for the traditional people, who later claimed they had no power to get rid of the haze that they wanted to be lifted off their Australian government for Aboriginal people-created designer town, and who could blame them for acting nervous like Twitter-scape, since they had really tried to turn themselves into white-type superior people. They were letting off steam in trend letters like FOUC to represent the epic edge of oppressiveness, of what it felt like to be a hero ancestral being inside the stifling heat of an enforced assimilatory era that was bent on making them suffer like soft-bellied white people. They had begun dressing up in suits while they walked around in the tropics. Heat was nothing. They were not thinking like their ancestral selves, but more like the swingers of power, the hitters of the Anthropocene, like pseudo-dictators of the speed texting wars, primed up, boiler fires roaring for battle. This daydreaming about defeating the dragon haze, even if it meant complete destruction, could be the armageddon of their traditional flatlands – or in other words, they were having a friggen whale of a time.

         The old haze kept on presenting itself atmospherically, claiming ultimate sovereignty of the flatlands, and had grown so exponentially huge that it was sitting on the ground like a fallen angel cut loose from sixty thousand years or something of immemorial time. It felt suffocating to be sat on by a haze, and many people were wearing gas masks and speaking to one another in muffled voices, and the end result was, it was really killing the weeds, the wildlife, and just about everything else of what had once been an aesthetically pleasing environment.

         With virtually nothing left in the cupboard to kill except people who somehow still managed to survive and celebrate their infinity, the spirit haze kept on consuming the remaining scraps of life as though it were in a cake shop. The spirit grew fat. And fatter. The bulkiness, like the sky itself, never moved. You could not push the thing away, and like toxicity, it would probably end up staying in the atmosphere for a million years. So much for all the unmeant prayers for peace and goodwill rattling on day and night in the local community’s ramshackle faith churches of assorted Christian beliefs, when this country was itself already holy, and not a fool.

         All the old people wearing St Vincent de Paul’s second-hand suits to make them look assimilatory, friendly and accessible, disguising them from looking like powerful red-ochre law men, now went harking and coughing about how little they could do with an atmospheric ancestor gone roguery because she had become too lonely for her neglectful people. They said what could they do now? It was too late. They had no feather duster big enough to swing about the place, to shoo the sky away, to push her on.

         The weather grew enormous, and continued to rage from the mouths of hate-tellers, but none of the people wearing those suits of grey, black, or navy, could keep up with her insatiable appetite for hate, and her complaining with a full mouth in northern dry thunder lingo that she was not going anywhere, while eating more of the type of hate cake that she liked, and acting all sulky, as though she were being deprived of the last cake of its type on Earth. She became more bloated. She was on a sugar high. This ancestral spirit woman was fully fuelled in an all-consuming nasty way of being wired up, while refusing to budge, and she was crying her heart out now, about how, I-zzed aren’t going back to sleep in any old spirit world. 
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         What a boogie-woogie hyped world it had become, to see the red earth-stained clothes swinging about, swish-swashing non-stop, twisting, backfiring the polluted exhaustion into the funnelling gyre sitting stationary over ever greater kilometres of the flat. The spectacle could be seen as plain as day from outer space, and it looked like airborne anti-miraculousness – a terrible fetish fallen from heaven. Years went on. The mad dance spun up the highs and lows of the atmospheric pressure, rolling, churning and frothing as it snapped up whatever was left of the country’s dried up yellow grasslands, bits of fish-and-chips newspapers, tens of thousands of white plastic shopping bags, the drunks’ holy crucifixes spinning through the sucked up rotten stories of the jacked-off and pissed-off in dust, weed, grass, seeds, twigs, and oxygen dragged straight off the baked-hard ravaged moonscape left behind.

         Old sulky, oh, loved the theatre of atmospheric soup that was gathered by the bucketload at top speed, where all the cyclically generating hardcore never-ending epics of hatefulness were mashed up in a monstrous fast-paced dance, and just as fantastically, instantaneously almost, spat triumphantly into community operatic wonderment, a march that was reminiscent of the choir of Verdi’s Gloria all’Egitto, as projectiles of polluted dirt-engrained plastic shards shooting like glistened stars into the hot and sticky humidity of the hazy atmosphere were marching steadfastly into the festering human lungs of the whole song cycle thing, now jammed on repeat cycle, and the traditional owners in their continuous rows, arguing about who the true traditional owner was anymore, could not do a thing about it.

         The scenario, now a very stable situation, was potentially ironclad safe. A permanent liquid gold tourist venture. But somehow, the monument did not attract millions of tourists visiting the site, not like the local shire council had anticipated from all the money it had sunk into promoting the uniqueness of the haze ancestor. The council had hoped, and sold their hope in the way that they believed monumental man-made natural wonders of the world could totally possess people, as they were possessed themselves. This was how they framed an open invitation to the world, about how to become possessed, by experiencing the perpetual dust storm they had created without lifting a bloody finger, by being the best haters in the world.

         But sadly, the monument failed to move, or move others. It was like a death adder that kept wide-armed anti-guides who could not be bothered about cultural tourism, yelling stand back you cunts to shield the few cultural tourists who turned up out of the blue with their fantastic hopes of experiencing pristine culture and a free bottle of spring water in the so-called wilderness of traditional law lands, but were only confronted with pollution in the atmosphere.

         The atmospheric so-called glamour haze was so much like the polluted smoke wafting from a rubbish dump that you would never expect it to be a world-famous monument. Well! not yet anyhow, not like rants about other spectacular man-made monuments that had in time become universally liked, even loved by tourists who were not the people who had to make these things with their bare hands. Still, it takes time to be liked. The Pyramids. London Bridge. The Eiffel Tower. Venice in a high tide. The Kremlin. China’s modern Belt and Road project. The Silk Road. Taj Mahal. Rome. Bethlehem. A Mercedes-Benz. Their uniqueness was in their possessiveness, to imprison history, which they distil into the stories of those that have been captured.

         The haze, seething with humidity, remained disastrous like any festering rubbish at the rubbish dump with black smoke rising in a field of methane, or greenhouse gas, where PM2.5 particulate matter of less than 2.5 microns kept showering a dazzle a minute with minuscule plastic shards and bubbles of toxicity spinning down from the sky, and into the immune system. Those runaround people grew sicker and heavier by the hour but where could they go? They could not be moved from the guts of the atmospheric haze ancestor, and the air, it just became more polluted in this symbiosis of conjoined captivity inside the ancestry world. So much so! It was as though the only power people felt while rushing from one house to another in search of the truth, was to assert themselves in somersaulting and pole-vaulting vernacularism, spreading arguments and fist debates about the actual facts of the never-ending ode they were telling the atmospheric stew to strew.

         The ode itself, ended up being an echo-inducing epic poem of stories in the all-twisting, all-turning immersion of limerence, skyrocketing in an out-of-proportion infatuation that would never be consummated. Look though, long enough through the haze, and you will see what became of these lazy people’s love of hate. It was the fatal attraction that crashed time and again. The end result of all those epics converging into a single gossipy tale eaten and spat out into the atmosphere as poison.

         Oh! But! The gaol cell grew narrower, more cramped and claustrophobic because all the stories were about one man, which felt easier than having to expand one’s thinking into creating a whole lot of stories about everybody to feed the insatiable diet of the overgrown formlessness of the bored atmospheric spirit of pollution generating the haze. But how could one person become so worthy of being – the epic? Of being that special? Were the storytellers too lazy these days to look further into the human abyss, or too unimaginative to be bothered to create a more diverse catalogue of stories? Many people were that obsessed with him being the epic, that they said, he was a piece of shit wasting their time and energy.

         The vision man was too lackadaisical with his slow symphonic breathing of red dust in and out of his lungs from out there on the flat, the void which he referred to as being the eyesore of the world. This big prick of a fellow, evil through to the core, who was called Planet, or Widespread, or by his real name sometimes, which was Cause Man Steel. Who remembered his real name anyhow? It was not worth remembering. No one wanted to remember his name. They could not be bothered remembering the fellow’s name for the way he was buggering up their part of the planet with mad ideas for his global warming business that had nothing to do with them.

         Everyone was an angel in Praiseworthy so they say, because if you weren’t, it meant your life belonged elsewhere. So! It was really vogue to be one of those angels in rotten times, although this fellow Widespread made the whole angle of being an angel ready to assimilate white look ridiculous, by acting like he was the biggest and only real guardian angel in the ancestral law-bound black man’s world. He was just a fake racing with lies. Saying, Look! I am more angel. I have even more monstrous wings attached to my more Rainbow Serpent country body, and you know what, I smell like my country, not all perfumed up with the foreign stuff of another God’s heaven. Smell me. The smell was breathtaking. He smelt like that old cemetery dirt of the haze hanging over this place, stuck in time, and finding infinite ways of colluding with the stale winds that rose and fell here, but were never taken away.

         The more colonialising modern-inclined people liked to call him Omnicide, or Global Warming, but no one cared about the significance of calling other people names. A Praiseworthy man could have a lot of names. So! What? Give it a bit of a hippie name like jet fuel, or stratosphere, but that did not mean someone was really souped up with jet fuel in the stratosphere. Whatever! You could watch this man – Cause, Widespread, Planet – selectively scrutinising his postmodern and recycled world, and saying he had emerged more ancestral from the Dreamtime than even the ancestors, which he always gloated had made him a pre-ancestor. He was always saying things like that, as to why he was way ahead of any of the local flower people hobbled to some new age church mania going on in Praiseworthy. Yes, he exclaimed often, You can’t walk around here without stumbling into a church. He defined his own eternal spirit as capable of shooting through catastrophes, beginning from when the land was a ball of fire, and his ghost would continue blasting through all future eras into infinity. Why? Because he was a culture man of all times. He heard the crying and screaming of every single animal caught in firestorms across the country, and there were several billion of them, like all those thousands of dead koalas scattered through the charred cathedrals of forests, their bodies curled on the ground where they fell, where they had burnt to death, and their spirits breathed new life inside him, giving him the ancestral will, more than willingness, the desire to continue living.

         Nah. Don’t look away, Widespread tells himself, even as he was right there with the swarming insects being pushed higher into the smoke-filled oxygen-deprived atmosphere and vapouring into nothingness. He was always running with the animals, like the tens of thousands of kangaroos fleeing, and they keep going hour after hour, running and running through fire-loaded winds, until finally in the moment, falling as ashes into the spirit ground. It was the same with those massive floods that created enormous inland seas where old clanspeople hurried him along the changing country because the work of quietening souls was always endless. Planet would always be running, and flying far through the country where spirits lay in the corpses of the dead, and his mind would keep on running until he heard no more screaming, and where finally, he would scream that there could be no more. This Widespread, Planet, or really named Cause Man Steel only knows one thing now. He knows that he cannot stop the chaos of the world always changing. If the only consolation that he offered was that this would be the age of reckoning with the ancestors, then why should he be alive amongst the mourning?

         
             

         

         Omnicide! Planet had become locked in some fluey zone of his head which was carrying on about the world committing suicide, and he had decided to act like some freaky doomsayer about the end of the world from man-made global warming, which he called the bloody omnicide – another fancy made-up name for what he claimed was the world killing itself, heading for total extinction, becoming phantasmal. Planet could rip back the bed covers on peace to find some flea omen of his naked truths, and was telling Praiseworthy people – who were convinced of their own exceptionalism and invincibility – that they too were like everyone in the world, were complicit in the upcoming extinction of the human and non-human species. They said, What are you? God or something? The man was a solid ratbag of pain in the neck. A bloody saviour! He could generate more hate stories in half an hour from a bunch of locals, than any combined humanity of the world could create with all their gossip in a lifetime. He was exactly this: anti-man of the moment. Something white people called a greenie. The real environmentalist. But how would Planet know anything about the real planet? He was not educated. He talked more about how the ancestors felt about being stuffed up by global warming than did any other Aboriginal people. They said he wouldn’t know. He blamed the white government for causing the never-ending haze. Can’t you mob feel it is getting hotter? 

         Sometimes! He made people who wanted to feel normal, feel threatened instead, of feeling at real risk, of losing a bit of hard-won government largesse. Whatever that was? The pittance! The fight! Was it worth it type of thing? Planet, the outer galaxy, sitting back and smirking at his mob knocking each other out to plant a Mickey Mouse treaty on the table, saying they want a treaty so that they could share in the aftermath, the mess of colonialism and racism, the wholesale disaster of the Anthropocene. He yelled from his bit of a pulpit in the main street, the street with all the multi-denominational churches, Why you mob negotiating treaties with people who fucked up your land in two centuries flat after our ancestors were able to survive here for millennia? He ripped the local treaty-mongers, the reconciliation faithful, the recognition front line. Don’t forget Aboriginal sovereignty knowledge when you go running on your bellies – lower than a snake for treaties worth nothing considering the mess here environmentally and so on, you won’t have land worth living on unless your treaty agreement ties governments to international enforceable laws against ecocide. And omnicide? Yep! Include that word too while you are at it. Widespread loved saying the words – omnicide, omnicidalistic fools. Nobody knew what this omni thing meant to them. Nobody wanted to know about rattling-brain words like cardinal decade, carbon emissions, global warming, rain bombs, biblical floods, El Niño weather phenomena, the Indian Ocean Dipole, doping the atmosphere, cumulonimbus flammagenitus – was that a disease, a virus or weather on steroids? There was plenty of denialism in the talk. And guess what? There was no end of the stories from the small haze-ridden world of Praiseworthy to tell about Widespread Planet’s idiotic schemes for surviving the Anthropocene, and other spellbinding facts about how he annoyed the hell out of people from motor mouthing about Aboriginal ingenuity to survive into infinity. Jaws dropped, the ash of good tobacco fell on the pussycats asleep on laps, stone-cold deaf from listening to all that hate.
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         This was not saying that there was anything wrong about being a power schemer, it was just how Planet thought differently, canvassing more widespread than other lesser schemers in Praiseworthy. He hustled too many schemes about what other people should be doing, and said the word because too many times. Big deal. You would have thought that there were no other people in Praiseworthy worth bothering about, who knew anything about how to fight their way out of a paper bag. They said, You think we were born yesterday type of thing. Come down with the last shower? Nobody else thought about anything, and only he knew how to save them from more than two centuries of attempted genocide to wipe their entire culture from the face of the Earth. And of all things, his big current plan was to build an empire that was bigger than the haze: that would blow it clean away.

         Though truth being told, it was easy to see why Praiseworthy people thought about being saved by anyone other than themselves, and why they were sniggering that Widespread’s ideas were unpalatable, unthinkable, or in other words a piece of shit, since he was always thinking how he knew best in any given situation about survival – like nobody else was interested in thinking about the Indigenous man’s preoccupation about surviving on his own country every single day of the last sixty plus millenniums, nor that they did not know that they were already enduring the thing with the big flash name called the Anthropocene – even though they did not know what it was, or could even pronounce the word, or if he had told them that it had something to do with the world ending from man-made overheating of the climate.

         We knew what hot was, we told him that. We know all the scientif-y from the ancestors. Everyone in Praiseworthy knew that the haze was making the place feel hotter, but why give a toss about choosing which straw contained universal truth? Widespread was not thinking holocaustic thoughts of a sinking world, or of an actually sunk Venice with tourists wearing goggles while floating on the top of the ocean to peer down into the depths to see those old Venetian buildings, or if they were worrying like everyone else watching the news on TV about sinking islands in the Pacific, or seeing what bleached coral in the Great Barrier Reef looked like from the moon, or imagining the real possibility of destroyed countries and half the world either flooded or being burnt to ashes, nor was he wondering where all those hundreds of millions of new world refugees were going to live, or about places where all the wild animals were moving into the lost cities, and invading apartment blocks, nor thinking anything else catastrophic like wars, and viruses of the future.

         There was not a single corpuscle of fatalism running in the blood through his veins. Planet was not worried about whether he was inhaling microscopic slithers of gleaming plastic poison in the atmosphere, or of the world dying soon, because he was thinking the same thing his ancestors were thinking about how to survive the next millennium basically, of how they would continue being the oldest living culture on Earth regardless of everything else being dead. This was the kind of positivism that was hard to beat, unconquerable you could say if you thought about being invincible, and desired to remain so.

         Widespread Planet, same person as that piece of work Cause Man Steel, while thinking clear-headed higher rather than thinking low, was confident about how he would survive the climate emergency. He avoided the crowd – which meant humanity – and chose to live as some kind of crepuscular man, moving around the isolated bush by himself in the twilight hours in pursuit of his business venture, to put into action far more grandiose plans about how to make real money. He was not wasting his time as a perpetual trainee on an Australian government handout scheme, for enticing tourists to visit the man-made haze monument hanging over Praiseworthy, which only attracted one or two tourists a month, and usually the kind of eco-tourist from Europe who was scraping the bottom of the barrel for something cheap to do to support tourism in a good eco-friendly way, like for instance, travelling for days on end to the back of beyond in an ageing two-tone beige kombi van chuntering along at sixty k’s an hour to see an ancestral haze from the dreaming, that was self-determined to be only worth a gold coin donation to chuck in a tin can at the gate, because everyone else thought differently to the traditional owner of country, thought like a real rationalist believing the phenomenon was not that unusual, that anyone could see a dust storm in this country. And that for what, Cause Man Steel asked himself, to make a couple of coins to see a phenomenon? Aren’t worth it. Cheap shit stuff like that was not going to make the kind of money Praiseworthy needed to be able to survive the future. Widespread was more or less shooting for the stars in a real traditional world stuffed with the legends of millennia where his infinity was filled with ever-lasting swarms of brown black-eyed winged emperor moths, although in actual fact, up in the tops of the iconic gum tree of the local legendary stories, these moths had left larvae in plague proportion that were eating all the gum leaves, and stripping the eucalyptus trees bare.
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         Actually, authority to feed the haze was given freely to anyone seriously guzzling themselves up in a self-righteous moral quest of mouthing off about what integrity was, when it came to questions of pristineness in Praiseworthy, where anything was considered honourable enough behaviour, or the scourge for conniving a bit of government money to keep the essential services moving. Begging was not a hard act to perform. The crawlers, if they did not know how to crawl low enough – lower than a snake would – were ordered to be more emotional humdingers about Widespread Planet, legally Cause Man Steel, commonly called nothing but a piece of shit by the Aboriginal sort of albino Major Mayor of the place Ice Pick, who drove around on the top of his game through the baking streets on hot summer days looking triple A in that hot pink Toyota SUV of his covered in bulldust. All that. He was a mayoral megaphone apparatus attached to the roof rack. Screaming like that. Fine enough. The man was only behaving egotistically like any other Aboriginal man would, if he saw himself as a potential prime minister, and was just strutting his stuff of political megaphoning full bore to the all and sundry. Why wouldn’t he do that? He was saying something important, about how it was up to everyone around the place to decide how to eclipse, rather than acquit, their debt to God by speaking out about how crisis-prone idiots were burdening the sane world with tears. The Major Mayor liked shouting, and he often shouted at kids walking on the footpath after school finished, how the government would be taking away the community’s welfare money because you kids can’t be bothered keeping the place clean. The cheeky buggers. You talking to us Ice? Creating uncertainty and whatnot? 

         From up high in the Praiseworthy hierarchy at the top end of the town, in an imaginary elevation at least a few bulldozed centimetres above the flatness of the terrain which people like Ice Pick thought of as being higher than anywhere else, there also reigned Ice Pick’s queens who each thought that she had the principal prima facie mandate to direct the stories of hate to the haze. Any cute smile from one of these posh-i-fied ladies could cause an instant heart-stop. Each diva thought she was the model of assimilation. Each had personally managed her own makeover into a logical localised high class. The stray pussycats uncurled from hours of sleep, and ran faster than their hungry legs could carry them, heading one, two, three, straight down into the flat plains with their shrilled meows fading into the distance, as soon as any of those hot bitches of Ice Pick’s posse women were seen dissing the sundry from a distance, and whacking all life with a big fighting stick each carried for personal safety against all the possible enemies shimmering up their way.

         The hot days of destroying the last remaining threads of Widespread Planet’s personality were like a minefield of frenzied kitsch. The queens hung off every word spoken by Ice Pick as though it was the gospel truth, and then when the community started shouting in a chorus of low whispers here and there about not wanting to hear any more fake news on Praiseworthy’s localised social media, the toxicity of hostilities extended far and beyond any person’s back, and dug deep into their heart, mind, and spirit. Oh! The way you could see these ladies conjuring Widespread as the anti-deity of Praiseworthy was breathtakingly not great. It was hard news to be caught in the slippage of junk excavated from the dry chalice of the modern Aboriginal epoch.

         The Praiseworthy haze could still not be reckoned with, not even from having inflicted upon it the fruits of world humanity for blitzing the shit out of bits of rubbish, or else breaking its heart by serenading it to go away with the music of a gifted mandolin player performing the Bach Sonata No. 1 in B Minor. All this meant nothing to the ancestral haze. The haze was not in the mood for creating miracles like moving its huge weight back into the dream world. It had a real stay-at-home attitude, and this type of music did not convince it, that it should soar off to sit in a plush seat at an opera house in Vienna, or Budapest, or China, France, Indonesia or Spain, or Japan. The haze was not interested in the town’s dozens of combined choirs giving it their all night after night with their religious hymns piping through megaphones all along Church Street, the holy place of religious thought, icons and some dubious relics, which was where the holy believers believed that every bit of their prayers went straight into the ears of their guardian angels to come straight down from heaven to fight the haze, to defeat it, push it far out into sea, and send it on a journey into somebody else’s hell.

         Inside each of the ramshackle churches spreading across the frontline for quelling the bewildering global emergency era, and representing who knows what denomination or religious persuasion, this was where the people of the haze saw power to be gained, and prayed harder. Even though their prayers inspired the need for praying more than the actual doing, they sang faster and prayed harder, and continued praying until their churches collapsed under the weight of the tremendous devotion piling up like rocks on the roof.

         The idea of a church being built on a solid foundation was not going to be the reality in a place that was as dirt poor as Praiseworthy. Any slight breeze bowled over the hundred or so flimsy buildings of devotion like a line of dominoes stacked on each side of the street, since these humpy churches were only constructed from leftover things, like bits of old shipping crates, with either a big yellow solar-lit guiding star on top of a long pole protruding from the roof identifying which church it was, or illuminated flags, banners of lantern-lit cod, salmon, saints, angels, despots, or not easily identifiable effigies, or the holy grail, or among other rough drawings of holy symbols, various world deities drawn on pieces of cardboard marked with the name of the big vegetable companies supplying the country’s lettuces, cucumbers and tomatoes.

         This whole shamble of plagiarised churches was a reality miracle that tumbled and rose, while being held together above the head of the prayers as they rebuilt their falling churches with the fallen bits of rusty sheet iron and cardboard, roughly thrown back together in haste with a hammer and nail under the crucifix nailed on top. The greatest survivor of makeshift ingenuity was the whopping huge cardboard box with Fisher & Paykel refrigerator signs all over the packaging preserved in its original condition long after the thing inside, the big family fridge, had been thrown away in the dump. This cardboard box, now a magnificent cathedral in all its monumental greatness, even if not on the scale of the Sagrada Família, was where some outcast idiot religious leader met with his fellow exiles. Squeezing together, they sat around inside the box with their equally blessed ghetto-blaster streaming from Rome, and after long hours of prayers, there came a time for whistling sighs of exhausted relief at having reached the end of this bit of reality as they knew it, and from this point onwards for at least five minutes, salvation appeared in the form of a miracle where you would see the golden stardust haloing around their heads in the refrigerator box, and this small moment of free imagining was simply what you might call real faith, and nobody else’s concern.

         
             

         

         Far off in the old gamba grasses rooted decades deep across the plains, insects by the millions droned and deafened all other sounds ahead of Ice Pick’s queens feeding their own radio reactive versions of Christian stories to the haze, with enough drama to create hell on Earth. Fire and brimstone tornadoes roared from their mouths and raced through the plains grass searching for heaven, while from the ground, the white-eyed ghost moths’ endless drone lifted the ancient spirit women, for it was like hearing the sweetness of a Korean haegeum silk fiddle, or the throat music of the grasslands harmonising along with the Mongolian morin khuur horsehair fiddle, or a great ancient lullaby of an elder calling to country, and losing consciousness to the six o’clock moths swarming, and the ghost butterflies high in the gum trees, and the yellow butterflies fluttering above the grass, and now all moving, journeying forever in the eternal moving upwards above the firestorm and dampening it in the mirage of dense red dust smoke feeding the haze.

         Only luckily, the charred and blackened red soil plains lived like ancestors and the humidity rose and became a thick russet fog floating over the ground just before dawn, where everyone had been up early, and were walking around in shorts and thongs. They swung the light from their torches in search of donkeys, and the torch light swirled around the darkened water flats while they followed the Ice Queens through the mud and festering rubbish that had long spoiled the look of the tidy town, and they were all yelling across the streets in a chorus of git the fuck out, and get to hell youse. These donkeys knew what was coming with people running left, right and centre, and ducking and weaving and slipping in the mud in this mad chase to get them out of this well-meaning Christian town.
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         Widespread never liked butterflies. Or moths. He takes no notice of any fluttery thing flying around his house, like his gravity-defying butterfly wife. Dance loved creatures of the air. She encouraged moths. Thought moths. Spoke the moths’ frequency, a language of millennia which she had learnt in dreams which were only ever about butterflies and moths. The world of the haze became a locked world of lepidoptera that continually fluttered around Dance. She was like a haven for butterflies or moths rising and falling over a world of plastic white lilies, red and pink roses, lilacs, sweet peas, soft pink petals of the peonies, and shimmering blue silk delphiniums covering the dirt mound graves of the beloved, the boundlessly remembered memories of cultural infinity. A plague of white caper butterflies fly like angels high in the air above, as though speaking to one another in ever increasing zigzagging circles, and below, close to the ground, masses of smaller yellow grass butterflies flitter and shimmy in a slight breeze over and through the flowers to ride the currents speaking in the powerful languages emanating from the ground of the cemetery. She was never alone. The haze was full of butterfly spores and frayed transparent wings. A moth took her on journeys whenever she moved away from Praiseworthy, sometimes travelling far inland where you did not hear the incoming tides of the sea, or sometimes seaside, riverside, grassland, plain, and through its law, she became a moth in the sky – grown to a different sightedness in a world askew, and as if in perpetual flight, only desiring movement.

         Planet on the other hand preferred a solid and balanced world, one that always remained perfectly still, and stayed in the same place when you put it somewhere. He wished all things to sit permanently in the place where he believed they should sit, just as he admired the stillness of concreteness rather than any movement that created difference, fluidity, flow or attentiveness to changes from either the body, or the mind. You could say that Planet felt the full weight of life like concrete, heaviness that never lightened, as though life really was a piece of concrete. He carried his country-hardened, long thin frame stiffly, and he often walked as though his body was more than it appeared. He was the solid rock-hard weight of country that was also equally lightness, but he had lost this feature of homeland. Talk did not flow easy from Planet. He was not into flippancy, or what was being said without deep thought. It was as though his brain was composed of the heavy inward and durable skid-resistant substance of aggregated concrete. When you get a planet-saver like this – an expert on atmospheric pressure – it was easier for the man to narrow things like the world down to one big vision, to focus on the greatest need, and for this he sang, in slow-like motion, Good Morning Captain, Jimmie Rodgers’ Mule Skinner Blues, ha-ha ha-ha ha-ha. I can make any mule listen… 

         There were never more than a few moments in Planet’s entire life when he felt that he had to think twice about what it meant to be solid because he was too solid to think that way. Solid men have no time to think about whether they are solid or not. He always had the pedal to the metal. Hey! Hey! 

         The very idea of solidity was simply and purely embedded in Widespread’s total existence, it had become totally fixed as one of the most solid places on the planet – his own hard heart. Even his dreams were made of solid thoughts. The airy fairy life force would never be able to float in his mind, which was the reason why he was the dead opposite to the floater, the supposed-albino Ice Pick who barely registered on the planet’s radar, even though the Major Mayor was always out there on the haze plain for all to see, swinging his weightless hologram effortlessly about like the dial in a compass above Praiseworthy.

         The truth of the thing being that the Australian government for Aboriginal peoples had finally caved in about Praiseworthy people up there in the hot sticks worrying about the permanent haze, and had given a grant of a sizeable amount of money to the Major Mayor of Praiseworthy to build a monstrous scarecrow to frighten the haze away. A thirty-plus-metre tall Ice Pick boogie-woogie hologram now swam twenty-four seven across the blue sky like a huge albino killer whale with mouth agape, flung wide open in an all sharp pointy gold-capped teeth-bared full-on attack, as though it was always swallowing the haze. Living with this abomination in the sky made perfect sense to the people of Praiseworthy. Why not? The huge presence of Ice Pick slung up above all else generated a feeling of the purely sensational, and seen as attacking the haze for God sake that felt downright comforting, and befitting, to protect some of the most precious wisdom on the now besieged Earth governed by powerful fascist boys, the uncivilised, who did not know how to grow into men who protected humanity or anything else in the world, and only knew how to play with the aim of destruction on the world stage.

         The whole town of Praiseworthy agreed about how they now felt more at ease, were feeling safer, and would say they were less bronchial, and less complaining about suffocating from overexposure to the heating haze that was killing them. All was well. You could read about the benefits of holograms to fight bad climate in any government report about closing the gap with Aboriginal people. You could not please everyone though. The nation’s media described the hologram as being a total waste of taxpayer money for whingey Aboriginal people who were allowed to get away with their so-called cultural beliefs about seeing an invisible ancestral haze spirit. Where was the proof that anyone had spirit-induced bronchial lungs? They were still a pack of bronchial sufferers angst-ing about healthy country rights, and crying about not being assimilated into the mainstream of the rich Australian fabric. No one liked being a rag, and many also cried that there should be a royal commission to prove that ancestral climate change dust would, or would not, cause bronchiolitis.

         On the other hand, and as seen through the eyes of the locals who could not open the door to the future, no miracles were occurring in their lives, not when they had last looked. There was none of the glory-type Aboriginal person that big white government for Aboriginal people had hoped would germinate in the Praiseworthy flatlands from having a hologram of Ice Pick dangling in the skies as a motivation to assimilate and become white. Praiseworthy skin colour stayed, not white. The pigment of colour had not changed to crystal clear white overnight, neither from fright, nor through these small place people of the north believing that they were now breathing calmly like white people did on TV, and feeling that they were becoming assimilated – slowly mind you, though they were not going as far as saying that they were feeling auspiciously prosperous in the same way they would have if they had been the land thieves in the first place, who had stolen somebody else’s country, and had left the Indigenous owner for dead.

         Inbuilt solidity was only gained through the way it infiltrated Planet’s dreams as nightmares – where he felt as though he was unmoveable, as though he had become a lump of wood, a rivergum tree trunk, basalt rock, or concrete – and it was only through his well-honed razor-sharp lens for battling with his fossilised body, that he began to realise how unhinged the climate was becoming by constructing some kind of undiscriminating deathtrap haze. The one thing he hated more than anything else, was entrapment. This was how he came up with a smart idea about how he could construct a door that would take him and his whole imaginary lump of weight into another future. He straightened the spiralling trapdoor, exchanged it for an easy opening door – like a fly door, where you just walked straight through no matter how solid you felt. Planet felt as though he was now more powerful than someone cooped-up, weight-bound, forever trapped in a colossal locked-up haze.

         In his heart of hardness, Cause knew what was best, of having to get out of the haze and leave, but also, by having a flyscreen door mentality to placate the mind, he would also, at will, be able to get back inside the guts of the haze. The more he thought about the calamity of the haze entrapment, the more he felt like the world poet Seamus being followed by a dangerous tidal wave wherever he went. Who knew why this Planet was a loner and why he wanted to test the haze, but wasn’t it only for the common good of the planet? A man such as Cause Man Steel had no choice but to figure out how to construct, not just a plastic fly door for himself, which he could easily have bought in the virus time of global warming and wars for almost nothing online from Kmart, but a bigger walk-through fly door that would be a plastic monstrosity big enough to free all his country people from wherever they wanted to be freed from a haze. Then, one day he cracked the puzzle when he stared at the haze and the thought occurred to him that the door was a similar type of door to the one his ancestors had built over aeons through their economies. He thought he had just heard poetry, and it felt as though the haze had indeed spoken, if not to him specifically then he was the one who overheard it anyway. The idea was too much. He almost fell flat on his hard face and cracked his skull, such was the revelation about the door of traditional economies that had remained open since the beginning of time, and Planet knew instantly that it was only natural when you thought about it, that all you would need to know to go through the same all times door in the future was what you already knew, and that each time you went through – either to leave, or to return – you took everything, all that knowledge with you.

         The dry storm cyclone season arrived in a middle of the night bombardment of tens of thousands of ancestral lightning strikes that went flash-bang, flash-bang, here a boom, there a boom, everywhere a boom-boom, flattening the hologram big time, and destroying it for all times too.
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         Planet hardly believed that he was any sort of genius for working out world matters, but he could not help thinking that if Aboriginal survival since time immemorial had always been about economics, of figuring out how to survive in the circumstances of real time, then why should he not help wonder about how to make money out of the new doom times of global warming. Survival of humanity had always been an economic question, and this was how he came to the realisation that a black man did not have to remain poor. He should take advantage of the new economic circumstances one hundred per cent, in order to continue the long line of cultural existence of changing and being changed by country, even while he perfectly understood that in the full circle of existence, his humanity could end up looking like a single-cell amoeba again, totally unidentifiable to a human despot dictator of the twenty-first century, while bubbling in a stagnant pond of the all times creation ancestor. It would still be all about the economics, of trying to remake the thing again – a creation with higher-standard earthquakes, thunder and lightning, firestorms, volcanoes in rising seas, and tidal waves.

         This was how Planet arrived at his economic reckoning that Aboriginal people had always desired surviving – going forth now rather than facing extinction – at every time of their existence as the longest living culture on Earth, and had known out of necessity, like Zen, how to become rationalists, the world’s best economists, to survive on the same traditional country for millennia. Imagine that! Think about it, that every one of your relatives since time began had permanently sat down in exactly the same spot on the song line, and had never once said that they had to travel off grid, and never thought of extending the grid to places like New York, or Hong Kong.

         Widespread told Dance about his saving-the-world theories, and she sighed loudly, said he was an idiot, and then went around telling everyone in Praiseworthy that her husband was mad. He thinks he is the demon-queller, like this Japanese Shoki. She opened her hand for all to see a little spirit man sitting there, a small brass statue of the Japanese protector with a huge sword slung over his back for killing a demon he was searching for under a waterlily leaf. You know, she explained, we once had plenty of those old white government protectors for Aborigines people, and missionaries trying to eradicate black demons from our bodies, and even now, we have many protectors of all kinds saving us from ourselves. And, flatly, she added, while she felt like speaking to people she normally ignored other than to accuse them of robbing her Native Title land, she was simply inviting the town to visit the cemetery again, to see their lonely families in the graves. And while they were there, she added, they were welcome to see her ugly ghost effigies of the old protectors of Aboriginals in the history of colonialism. Planet thought nothing about a gossipy wife mouthing off. The solid ground that he sought was not made of gossip. She told him to stop thinking altogether, You only think stupid. He decided on the spot to stop speaking to her. Go on then, she snarled. How you going to do that? You could have wars of all shapes and sizes throughout mankind, but a woman like Dance knew how to deal with war as good as she gave. She had spent her married life with Cause Man Steel, by living on the other side of a solid wall constructed from his silence.

         His mouth was firmly set like a piece of cement. Concrete words spun and rose from a reactionary heart, hit a teeth wall behind jammed-closed lips, and tumbled down his cement-hard windpipe like pebbles falling back into the gizzard. Still, why speak? Why waste your breath when you know that you were the only person convinced, and damn sure that global warming would become the golden age for the downtrodden black man if he kept his head screwed on right. This was huge stuff. You had to think about it. Think straight about what comes next. Silence had its place, and Widespread knew he was the equaliser. It was his job to suppress all the useless external interference in the Praiseworthy world, and hit the radar quick for dialling up the future. One would guess that Widespread would have likened his style of thinking to speed intellectualism, of roaming high on the human plateau of figuring out what was happening to the world, devoid-ing himself of unwanted speech-making pushing intellectual reconciliation, which he saw as another useless assimilatory push for the traditional owner of country to give up his right to his ancestral lands. It was no wonder that he had become fixated about the Anthropocene when the concrete solid conglomeration of his inner world asked what that global heating thing was all about. Would it act sane? In the end though, Planet figured out what all the fancy climate change names meant, like unprecedented and exceptionalism, which all in all, meant you are stuffed. All this, in the long run, did not matter to the likes of him, but rather, or obviously, he thought the time of equalising humanity was simply a matter of fate that was literally knocking on his front door. The time bomb ticking at his front door. You could go either way, into the future, or stay behind. In fact, you could safely say that Planet was dead certain of being on the money about the approaching end of a world full of rubbish, by being a seasoned expert on enduring apocalyptic times for his all times culture. It was easy for him to come to the realisation that by utilising other people’s rubbish, he could make some money out of it.

         This was a man who only had to take a cursory glance into the haze to see what black men endured. There were no rewards here for seeing the obvious. He knew which people on Earth would be facing heatwave after heatwave from sitting up to the eyeballs in the ancestral belly of the haze. And who would have to figure out how they were going to survive? Nobody except themselves. Yep! Planet was in the mood for an epoch-making global warming event. He was fired up to the gills for it. Hey? Think about it? Who else was more equipped in the art of surviving hell than his own mob? This business of endurance? No sweat. Now that he had acquired the right attitude, Widespread put his attention into how he could take the next step into the culture business of surviving by making quite a bit of money, you understand, but only to resurrect and restore the family fortune that was right there in front of him – their vast traditional lands, so to speak.

         Sure! It was a feed for the haze. Why not? Make Planet the epical supermarket of hate story. The fat haze loomed heavy with story after story being pumped into the air, taking more oxygen than was necessary from the atmosphere. In these stories, Widespread’s feral donkeys became complicated plot lines of everything that had ever gone wrong in Praiseworthy from the beginning of colonial oppression, and the symbol of great fallenness, like an ugly fallen angel looming in minds as big as a cyclone – a hostile hurdy-gurdy bringing everything from thousands of kilometres away roaring in winds that had no place in the world of the haze.
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         Planet had only one thing on his mind, which he called solidarity, of being aligned with millions of other poor people on the planet who depended on forty-two million working donkeys, instead of using a single cent worth of fossil fuel, and had been doing that for thousands of years. He thought if it was good enough for them, then it was good enough for him. Yet he wanted more: prized donkeys. Grey donkeys. Greyer donkeys. Jesus type of grey donkey. A unique silvery grey that he had once seen in a dream.

         He sometimes craved for an illusive aluminium kitchen sink-coloured grey donkey that was quite literally one of a kind. A higher-ethereal silver-grey. A tone of grey that was not easy to put a finger on, that was not pigeon grey. Storm-cloud grey. Shale grey. Marsupial grey. Prehistoric dinosaur grey. Or the multiple greyness of say fifteen hundred diamond doves hanging off the weeping stems of a desert oak. Not bushfire smoke grey, where you once saw starlings chasing a swan through the skies. What you needed to do, was think smart in fashionable twenty-first century hues of greyness, and this was the greyness that was mucking up his mind in a search over thousands of square kilometres of plains country, and a long way away, over the mountain tops, and other conciliatory lands. But, like he said, this was the way that I roll. He was not interested in any other donkey at all. Not the ones that you could easily get your hands on, like the many millions in the country that were all the wrong colour grey fuzzing into nothingness trhough his mind, nor the strongest donkeys that were the wrong colour yet festered in his brain with complicated dreams of becoming that rich it was not funny, just from creating a sustainable transport industry with feral donkeys for the world to be in the hard century ahead, that would sing the new high praises for donkeys, like Dolly Parton singing, hey hey, do you want another mule skinner down on your new mud track hey hey. This was how he intended to make money from global warming, and improve the economy of self-reliance for every man, woman and child in Praiseworthy, who would become millionaires out of donkeys to ride out the overheating in the planet when their country became an inland desert of endless drought in a pandemic festering world. You choose which way to go, where to put your fate in unprecedented global warming. Go for it. You can either decide to assimilate and follow the aimless who are in charge of the world, or try following an unprecedented miracle man’s blue-sky vision of saving his people’s cultural future with a pack of donkeys.

         The plan, as far as Planet was concerned, was to survey the lot – five million feral donkeys on the continent’s land mass of 7.7 million square kilometres – muster all the hardiest donkeys in northern Australia that he could find in the bush by using nothing else but his bare hands and a bit of donkey whispering, and gradually, bring the lot to Praiseworthy. But like he said, Planet was not interested in any donkey. He intended to search high and low over the endless thousands of kilometres of open Australian bushland to find a particular type of grey donkey that he had once seen in a dream, the kind of glowing donkey that people would write stories about, like a Jesus donkey, or a donkey the colour of an Apollo spaceship. What he was dreaming about was a really specialised donkey. This donkey was imprinted on his brain. It was the colour of platinum with a patina. It was bedazzled, more flamboyant than say, the acute dullness of cold dishwater greyness, or gun-metal grey, but more an illuminated grey that stood out in the grey hues of the bush, like a grey-white moon-coloured beacon calling him to its spirit. This was about a super donkey beating global warming hands flat. He could see it now, the sun radiating off the platinum donkey’s fur. A pure lodestar! What you would need in summers of fifty to sixty plus degrees. A donkey for the hard times that lives off bugger-all. No need for bucketloads of water for these feral donkeys. These buggers could go for days pulling houses across the desert if you wanted, and without them freaking while the old thunder men were throwing spears around in their global warming electrical storms with a million violent lightning strikes jumping straight out from the skies all night long – hit that, fuck that, ripping the freaking lot, trees, the whole darn forest being ripped to threads, piled, and stacked in a single heartbeat. Widespread, while still being an idiot, started speaking like a wise man, announcing, It was all prophesy man. Someone’s got to save humanity. Keep the world going so to speak. Save everything. This was the message he had seen once while looking up into the sky and had read the billboard which could have been written by a great sky ancestor, or sky writers, a Major Mayor hologram, or he was just seeing things. Initially, he took no notice of skywriters protesting about blackfellas living in a pristine environment which they thought should be devoid of human beings, but then, Cause thought, what if it was a message coming from the highest authority in a real holy place, just for a poor traditional man like himself, and for some unexplainable reason, could only be channelled through the tree huggers? What if the great ancestral serpent was now writing English in the sky, using clouds like white ink? What if the big fella was beating the coloniser at his own game, and was really talking to him in particular, to save his mob?

         
             

         

         Widespread was not interested in just looking at a sea of greyness if you could imagine what five million feral donkeys fixated in the head looked like. It meant nothing to him. He could choose any grey donkey of course and he had to, but he kept searching for that long-almost-faded memory of a certain unique strain of greyness – an almost impossible jaguar-grey donkey seen in his dream a long time ago. A dream that had become so diminished amidst the totality of a traditional man’s reality, when he was spending crushing years single-handedly chasing thousands of what otherwise turned out to be just normal grey donkeys, roaming anywhere in the vast bush of the country, and becoming grey-blinded by the sight of the wrong grey donkeys separating every which way while bolting through the baking range lands and gullies in every inch of the north that was defended by skin-tearing acacia spirits, spinifex spike warriors, thorn ladies, and swaying spirit grasses lulling with ancient song, willing him further towards the edge of hidden deep crevices in which to fall, and where he might break his neck.

         But there was no point in trying to kill the dream. Planet wanted gutsy donkeys with herculean strength, like the war donkeys he had repeatedly watched on TV documentaries and the donkeys of the poor people of the world, carrying a ton of bricks on their backs while stumbling on unsteady legs as they made their way down through crowded streets of ancient cities and villages. Now, while he blindly chased donkeys through thickets and plains country while ignoring the thousands of feral horses or camels trying to follow him home, he only thought of capturing donkeys, and only the ones that he thought were exactly like that true grey colour of platinum that he once believed he saw in a dream. Yep! Mostly, Widespread was wild guessing, since how would he know which donkeys would be capable of carrying the combined household furniture of an entire extended family, or tanks of water, groceries, building material, plus people bloated with junk food. You have to weigh it up. What’s plan B? This was why Widespread chased thousands of donkeys, until finally by intuition, he could weigh a donkey’s intellectual and physical strength at a glance, even in the scrawniest one living in waterless, overgrazed, clapped-out country. He could tell you its worth simply by sighting a donkey from a mile off and while it was camouflaged in the endless wide-open vista of more than two-metre high spinifex plains across the horizon, and he would know instantly, whether or not it could slog it out day in and day out in temperatures of forty to fifty plus degrees without building up a sweat, transporting a loaded dray over thousands of kilometres, and only living off a bit of drought-dry roadside stubble, and bugger-all water. This was what he called a proper donkey. And he would tell you it was performing at the normal rhythm of the world. Not express mail. That was finished. A relic of the Anthropocene. And not like long haulage Mack Trucks. What he saw standing in the vista was the future – an engine for surviving the hard times always endured by the invisible peoples of the world, which he explained was the place where you found the true self-reliant man.

         Yes, as long as he thought the donkey was capable of being a part of the long haul – like those that had once carried an entire library of books through a Middle Eastern desert, or could carry months of hay to feed a large flock of sheep after scrambling up the sides of steep mountains, or continue ploughing through belly-deep snow, although this was an ideal that would not concern his donkeys in this driest of country, but still, with unprecedented wild weather growing more crazed by the minute, and storming hailstones the size of pigs, or schools of poisonous box jellyfish, Widespread knew you could never tell what was going to happen to the climate anymore, and he could only guess how far his donkeys would take to being besieged by freak geographical and climatic conditions. Nevertheless, if Planet knew one thing alone, it was that he could not really predict the outcome of global warming across the north country routes for his transport conglomerate, except that this whole operation would be challenging, and his life? Well! His life would always be unhinged.

         All this homelands man knew was that if he was to build his long-haul transport industry, it had to be led by a super strength donkey. A Godzilla donkey, the type of herculean donkey that the vast majority of the world’s population had been using for a thousand years. His major road train transport empire would be driven by these super-charged donkeys that were fit for a super-charged climate. His transport fleet would be thousands of feral working donkeys employed in a self-feeding sustainable network fit to go for the Age of the Precipice. Well! Who else was really planning to replace the collapse of the global transport system? Widespread could feel such a catastrophe happening already even though he was far away from being a major player in the fossil fuel industry. Still, it paid to be ready when you are hanging by your fingernails over the side of the precipice, to be ahead of the plummet, anticipating how to crawl into heaven, and to be ahead of the game by working like a corporate man reaping as much skyrocketing price-hike gold as you could for the survival of your own humanity.

         This was the secret. The treasure chest that he kept hidden in his mind. Why would he tell anyone else the secrets to success, if they could not smell the money for themselves? Let this be a reminder to the world, that from now on the smarts will only be on a need-to-know basis about why he was racing around the bush on the smell of an oily rag, being totally selfless, searching for global-warming-resistant donkeys. Why else would a normal ancestral thinking man ever want to get away from Praiseworthy, if it was not for Praiseworthy? How else was the culture going to survive the precipice? Anyway, why would a sane man give away his methodology to even the good wife Dance, the mad wife to go around blasting his business to all and sundry who thought she was only talking to ghosts anyhow? Well! This was not going to happen. His mind was a bank safe. This was where the business world stored trade secrets. In the head. Everything confidential in his brain, not for sharing with a pack of thieves. This was not the Communist Party. A free for all. Giving everything to any lazy bugger vying to become rich without getting their hands dirty in donkey shit, who had not realised the potential of fabulous money just sitting out there, like whorl winds of gold dust in the bloody arid zone; a total dream of a business with free feral donkeys by the millions out there for the taking. Imagine! A donkey could replace Qantas itself and be far more sustainable, then what? Why pay billions of dollars to foreign people for burning every last gasp of fossil fuel from the planet, or letting white mining companies rip up your traditional country and blow your sacred sites apart? Let others dream about donkeys themselves if they wanted, after the deal was done, after Planet had the industry all sewn up. In any case, no other bugger could be bothered finding money to put fuel in a car to chase donkeys around the bush, or worry about the repairs and maintenance of a wreck out in the middle of nowhere. Why did we ever stop using donkeys in the first place? Planet asked the wondering people who strayed from the main camp to sneer at the sight of donkeys penned in the cemetery, or whoever he could pinch from the mainstream for a day, until they were stolen back into the fold of the Major Mayor’s dictum of whatever he thought about future truth.

         When you looked at what was happening in Planet’s mind, of what set him apart from others, and you wondered why he dreamt of becoming so rich it would not be funny, perhaps it was that he owned the strongest beating heart of all, from being fuelled by the haze living inside his blood stream. Who could stop him now? It was just going to be wham, bang, wham all the way, as he assured himself constantly, about collecting his future. Perhaps there was some truth in his side of the story, since he claimed that he could pump more oxygen into that fat brain sitting on top of his starving skin and bone body, that he literally beamed from an aura of self-worthiness. He just saw the path, got on it, and kept walking further into the future than most people, even if he was keeping his greatness at the level of ordinary people.

         It was this total self-belief that kept him afloat, that made it possible for him to believe that he could do anything he put his mind to achieving. In another life, if he had been rich white, he could have been a meteorologist, for he could actually sense the nervousness of global warming. It was like being Genghis Khan, or like any man called to greatness. Sometimes though, when a man thinks this big about his humanity as Planet had, it could also pull him down to the ordinary, sink him into nothingness through the envy of others. What helped Planet though, was that he seemed to be completely oblivious to the masses shovelling his name in hate. Hate was not able to spill into his aura. Hate fell like water off a duck’s back, for like the man said, he was not born yesterday, but had lived in Praiseworthy his entire life of fifty-two years like a spirit man breathing that old ancestral dust from the earth into his lungs, and what he had was its power travelling in the bloodstream and that gave him the plain old-fashion self-knowledge, that anyone who had his name dragged through the dirt of country as he had knew how to escape the world of the living dead.

         While the dust swirled in the haze, Widespread would not mind being ripped off, or knifed in the back, or have his own family slink back in shame from the sight of him smirking around Praiseworthy while publicly mouthing off his capitalist theories about how they should be making some money out of global warming. No one got the itch to join his money theories even though he kept on trying to convince them to act now, that there would be plenty of opportunities waiting for them from the total collapse of the first-world economy with the awakening ancestral spirits creating a global crisis more devastating than the last Ice Age.

         It’s coming sooner than you think, Cause soberly warned his world swarming in the dust haze. Perhaps he spoke too casually, too much like he was hiding something, and seemed as though he was not really wanting to be taken seriously. This happened all the time when he used his imaginary soapbox to preach his own churchy like thing, to have a yak at the masses whenever he felt in the mood to liven things up, to acquire a few donations, to get the so-called perishers on the Pentecostal Church Street to sign up to his donkey pyramid scheme. We are already like white government, they chanted while telling him this was what a deal breaker in Australia should be like. They said they had his measure: You like the only loan shark on Church Street. He insulted the intelligence of the complete multiple of religious senses. Go to hell, yelled many Christians from the distance while others walked right up to cover the ground at his feet with a pond of spit. Piss off! Moron! They paid him with their best wishes, like holy curses falling from the summit: We hope you die from a very bad disease. Then, most bade him a farewell: We all hate you here. No one could help being the talk of the town: He’s just trying to rip us poor people off by trying to get a few dollars out of our pension money, just to get his stupid business started. Well! That was true. You are stealing money from us poor people, the old ladies complained, and they grabbed hold of their guardian angels, and walked away.

         We are going to hex you, Planet.

         Saying a lot of prayers for you to stop you doing things like that.

         Maybe this is how you make gods.

         Even…

         A future God.
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         The Major Mayor’s town council reached far into its collective non-salubrious mind to find a solution to the hazards of keeping pet feral donkeys in an urbanised zone, to show that they knew how to take charge of the filth and excrement souring the pristineness of the beautiful haze. They needed to set an example, since the federal and state governments for Aboriginal people were shafting feral animals, or feral people of any kind, it was the desirable thing to do, since after all, they did desire to be assimilated. It felt the righteous thing to do, to get rid of Planet and his donkeys. They discussed how to approximate the white masked stuff, the huff and puff of local government, while sitting on white plastic chairs, where they spent most of their lives talking about white matters governing their lives. They took to wearing the white masks of the old colonial protectors of Aborigines to the meetings, in order to create a sense of anonymity. It felt liberating and powerful to be copying the extreme right-wing nationalistic values of the western world, yet at the same time, to remain totally divorced from knowing how it felt to be assimilated. They acted as an angry white masked mob by brandishing fiery flares to wave around in the council building, and yelling slogans for hours on end, such as Glory for Praiseworthy and other such wishful thinking, and that there would be no capitulation to impurity, of not being native, to put it on notice about keeping feral donkeys in their town.

         There were no apologies from Planet about the town spending hours of their lives having to urgently reassess their complacency towards the keeping of feral pets – puppy dogs everywhere, pussycats galore, pigs under the house, chickens, dingoes, horses, cattle, camels, European and Asian ducks all over the place, migratory birds, foreign butterflies like a plague, cane toads either half-domestic or running wild. The whole lot were feral. All this just to get rid of Widespread’s donkeys. Which of their own foreign animals should be able to stay in the pristine ancestral country anywhere on the continent, and which should be crated up in a box and sent back overseas to wherever it had come from, or, should only feral donkeys be targeted and annexed, and eliminated? It was a very hard question. The local magistrate, an old law man, and redundant postman, tried beyond the call of duty to reach an impasse with Planet about which feral animals were acceptable in Praiseworthy, which were non-traditional, which were included because the old pig fellow was his uncle, pussycats were like babies, and camels were more holy, because someone on the council wanted to keep a camel as a pet for the nativity on Church Street at Christmas time. What about dreaming you had a foreign animal for a pet then? Yes, old man, the council said, advise Planet that it was okay to keep invisible feral animals, say if he was dreaming of owning monkeys, deer, rabbits, illegal iguanas, and some migratory birds, just as long as they did not interfere with the Dreaming. Dance stomped down to the gate where the old magistrate was shouting that all feral donkeys had to be culled, and she demanded to know whether her cabbage butterflies swarming in waves of whiteness around the house were free to live in Praiseworthy, and the migratory moths, and some other foreign butterflies, or were they going to be killed too? The old magistrate said he did not know. He did not know the Latin names that Dance continued rattling off from the top of her head. He looked totally confused and said he did not know, but suspected that all feral butterflies and moths would be exterminated by the council with the poisonous spray used to kill cockroaches, and in any case, the edict he was talking about was about killing mangy donkeys, editing them out of the page to keep them out of the story of the pristine. She agreed wholeheartedly, while glaring straight into Planet’s face and pointing to all the makeshift donkey pens, snapped matter of fact, All these dirty donkeys should be cleared out of town.

         The town’s officials reached out to Widespread with bucketloads of text messages mentioning their contrivances with fake niceness, then getting down to the tintacks-honest, homegrown-sour and nasty barrel loads of insults cancelling him through their social media accounts. They wanted him dead to the world, and felt nicely vindicated for having ramped up the importance of their new official by-laws about prohibiting all feral donkeys. He ignored them, and in turn, they said fuck that – all feral donkeys must die. When good people have bothered to reach out in good spirit, they do not expect insults. Not at all. These were official local government people after all, who had gained their positions with bribe votes. They were almost assimilated, not a bunch of idiots. Who did he think he was?

         The long stand-off about feral donkeys polluting the pristine, led to a string of marathon meetings, to nut it out like a bunch of assimilated people about how to implement stiffer by-law penalties about keeping any extra feral animals at all, and with more convoluted forms to fill in to be sweated out and fought over, until greater, more debilitating amendments were devised about prohibiting really feral animals, but not someone’s Uncle’s old feral pig – Gusto, the pink mud monster under the house – from being included in the cull-by-death law. It was decided that the pig was not really an animal, because it was everybody’s cousin, even though it was an atheist.

         But! Then when the matter was finally settled about whether any relative could be non-denominational, so-and-so’s pet dingo called Aunty was officially excluded from the cull for being too holy, like a dingo saint. Anybody could see for themselves the old dingo aunty going in and out of the churches every day of the week without a shred of bias. That was fine enough, but what should anyone do about pet feral birds roaming free range – walking the street, freely flying in the haze thing – all the free-range poultry running around Praiseworthy, or just some of them, or whether for instance, multi-generational descendants of at least two thirds of Praiseworthy’s half-bred feral pussycats could be called domesticated when you would only be able to tell after they had perished from heat stroke when banned to the bush without water on the highway out of town, dumped on the open road in an extreme drought from where the scrawny things had originated. Could any of the supposedly domesticated skin-and-bone horses roaming around wild, the ones that had been fully ordained as spiritual advisers to a newly rushed church dedicated to horses, or any of the loose Brahman x Droughtmaster x feral cattle that would be killers one day. In the righteous piling up of what had to be culled and done away with – stuffed in a sugar bag, or confronted with a sharp knife – the accused feral animals began running around gardens, and were even tidying up the gardens. A great number of pitying exceptions to the rule had to be made in the end by the magistrate senior law man who was too soft about these creatures that did not belong. No one wanted to give up the feral animal load. It was all live and let live. A line in the dirt had to be drawn. There were just too many exceptions to the rule. But this did not extend to Planet’s in toto maggoty donkeys which were considered the evil insurrection that they were talking and singing about in church, although again, the edict did not include that old feral donkey named Aunty Polyester that had once wandered into one of Praiseworthy’s big churches of its own volition, and was now considered as the true descendent of the donkey that carried Mary in Bethlehem, because it had never been caught with rope, and dragged into Praiseworthy to spread diseases and whatnot, like Planet’s donkeys.

         
             

         

         Planet was of course a complete moron who failed to complete forms, not even filling in his name on the piece of paper. He chose instead to ignore the mounting efforts by the local council about keeping the type of feral animals clearly outlined on texted official forms created with clear and honest democratic principles. His non-compliance to filling in a simple convoluted form for goodness sake, became a clear indication to the powers that be, that he was never going to abide by any of the rules of domicile – of belonging to the place if you please, so you can see the problem. Widespread had a real problem about reneging responsibility, when he saw that getting rid of the true feral, the cloud haze, had been delegated to a hologram scarecrow while everyone’s job became the undoable, to make the undomesticated world go away.

         The matter of what was a feral in Praiseworthy became sensational talk for a very long time, and even if nothing else devastating and terrible happened again, the world of a feral would be right up there in the brimming epics of humanity. For the feral story would be hunted and gathered through the all times, and it would be nurtured into the most wondrous epics of what it meant to stay alive as a species of the region. It would be difficult not to see the moral relevance in the feral story. It would live on in every overcrowded poverty house up and down the streets of Praiseworthy, where every person of old culture and story – man, woman and child – lived as a philosopher of all times idealism, purposefulness, dreams and realism, and where, valuing the aesthetics of the fog became less interesting, and the fog more acceptable, as they stopped complaining about whether it would ever go away, while concentrating on the meaning of having anything feral occurring in their lives.

         When all the text messages failed to generate any response from Planet, a vast number of summon forms were bundled up, tied with a piece of official shire council string, and delivered to his house. The long-suffering casual postmaster, now continually drawn out of forced redundancy, was given the job of taking a walk down to the cemetery, a twenty-kilometre wide spread of bush land, to hand deliver the tied-up bundle of summonses, which was like handing sticks to that idiot Planet. And tell him, tell him, Major Mayor Ice Pick ordered the postman, that if he refuses to get his ass up to the court house – Where? – That place over there, and on such and such a date for breaching all of these long strings of convoluting by-laws that had confused each of the previous visiting magistrates about all these prohibitions on keeping a feral animal in Praiseworthy by having to re-, and re-reference all these amendments to existing by-laws about the real condition for keeping a feral animal if you had to, and in which case, tell him, that, that was only how you are going to be capable of abiding all the stringent conditions set for keeping anything feral on reasonable and compassionate grounds, and in grounds that were purposefully built to a proper standard to suit all the members of the community, not just a few, not just one person like himself only, and tell him that was the law he could not break, nor any others who were deemed to be idiots, and whose animals the council had deemed by association, were simpletons too.

         The postman, a formidable memory man of country, parroted Ice Pick’s message exactly to Widespread in shorthand: You hear that? Then, while wearing his other metaphorical hat of being the town’s voluntary magistrate, he listened intently while Planet counter-complained and went off his rocker in an unreal, unjust etc. outburst of total rage. This is not a Shakespeare play you know Widespread. The strewn summonses flew off in a wind gust, floated with the white butterflies a thousand feet up in the sky, then fell into the dirt. Planet looked at that – thought it a miracle, and touched the Buffalo Soldier t-shirted magistrate, tapping it with his finger while storming words laced with spit that sprayed across the old man’s face about how some people on the council were keeping feral pigs, and wild pussycats, and dingoes, a camel, and all that, so what about those people? And he also announced matter-of-factly just to bring the point home that, if you want to see a blackfella in action, then you are looking at him.
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         Now with many donkeys kept illegally by Widespread down in the cemetery of Praiseworthy, there was not a real platinum-coloured one among them. Not a smidgen of a dream donkey with high-achiever greyness, so that all in all, the quest for making money out of the precipice seemed to be just an illusion, like the greyness of world peace, too hard to achieve outside of a dream. But who was thinking about how to fail in the free-for-all? The dream grey kept being replaced by hundreds of mistakes of a literal all-sorts grey paintbox. All wrong. This was what happens when you go chasing a dream, where in the excitement of the hunt you feel invincible, you become colourblind, you lose your mind, it is like you would not realise if you were at sea without a raft, and you start seeing things differently, as though this wrong thing you were chasing was exactly what you needed. Of all colours, the shades of greyness were perhaps the most mysterious and indeterminate. Widespread was already lost in an accumulation of these costly mistakes, always returning to Praiseworthy with the wrong donkey that joined a uniform tidal wave of similar greyness, and it was despairing, to be without a mask-head to pave through the era of the precipice. Plan B was driving him mad.

         Yet this total mind-blown idée fixe about the colour of donkeys continued, because Planet believed that he could not begin his business with any flukes of luck, or, economic smarts, until he found some figurehead donkey of the ultimate illusionary grey that so far he had only seen from a distance once in his dreams. Still, he believed such unique grey brightness would be instantly recognisable anywhere once you owned it. He held his belief that he would know it when he saw it, he knew it was out in the bush somewhere, and once it was leading teams of say one hundred, two hundred, or five hundred donkeys all lit with solar energy lights, and brightly painted harnesses of his ancestral creation heroes, like the Hindu trucks of India, this donkey would be like the biggest silvery super lodestar at the lead, and the whole shebang would be all fired up, lit up, and more radiant than anyone had ever seen in the history of all humanity. This was the kind of mythical donkey that was born sacred enough not only to lead across the precipice, but to cast aside all foreign disasters like financial ruin.

         Any blue-sky visionary would say the same, that such a sacred animal blessed through time would spearhead the greatest donkey business the world had ever seen in the precipice era of sustainable renewables. A true climate-change donkey, and nothing was going to stop Planet from continuing his search through the vastness of hundreds of thousands of square miles of northern Australia until he found it. If he was delusional or not, that remained to be seen, because this was just the start as far as he was concerned, of achieving, bringing into reality, the biggest transport dream for the world to come, and he would continue on the quest of personally tracking down and sorting through millions of feral donkeys to find the illusionary shiny silver greyness of a long-ago dream when he had glimpsed it standing half hidden in the far distance of a place, that might or might not exist, while it had radiated from the moonlight like literal silver on the top of an imaginary ridge on the horizon.

         Planet just knew intuitively, that he would remember the steel-grey colour of millionaires if he saw it hitting him in the eye, yet, so far as anyone knew, he had never seen a millionaire, but so what? It only meant he could never stop searching for the grey associated with the greatest wealth, and that he could never be at home looking at all of the mistaken, not real platinum-coloured donkeys that did not look like Rolls-Royce grey, Jaguar XF Eiger-type grey, or pure chalice-tarnished silver greyness, but were just the plain old HB-lead grey donkeys he already owned. But he was very relaxed about the idea of still not getting the colouring right no matter the cost – not that he had money to spend for hunting donkeys far and wide, knowing all along that he would always be searching for something that might not exist, because what if his vaguely remembered more steel grey donkey did actually appear again in his dreams one night? Why! Well! Why not? Cause Man Steel was a countryman with vast knowledge of country for roaming inside his head, knowing how it looked, its temperament, its desires, its feel, of knowing what was ancestral, spiritual, and real in country. Look outside! His 1970s rust bucket. The thing caked with dry mud. Alaskan frost Falcon sedan looking worse for wear, packed to the gills, ready for speeding off to some exact geographical and spiritually loaded patch of country he had lassoed and wrestled to the ground in his head. Taking charge of the situation. Off again. Travelling across the country to an imaginary scrap of ground he had pinned with a red flag in his head, hunting again for a colour of grey that only a true countryman could see.

         This idea of having total commitment to fulfilling his own dream infuriated Dance. Didn’t she have a few unfulfilled dreams of her own to chase? Why were her dreams being put on hold? Constantly! She was a born realist too, who knew what it was like to be burdened by an idealistic dreamer of a husband who was always off hunting donkeys, because the responsibility had fallen squarely on her shoulders as the one left to deal with the fallout, the reality of Praiseworthy people hating the dream. This everything or nothing mentality was what she thought was too extreme. Dance lacked desire for being a stand-in for Cause as the social pariah of the community, while being left with an endless stream of abuse about owning illegal donkey pets. The hustling! She could tell you what it was like, as if it was up to her to get rid of Planet’s hundreds of donkey pollutants from town. Chase donkeys. Pick up the shit. She ignored both donkeys and the council of the Major Mayor, preferring instead to only listen to butterfly wings flapping against the ground. In her reality of hearing the language of fluttering wings, donkeys and people swirled together in a hate vortex that flew straight into her head and vied to reclaim control over her thoughts. Heaven only knows who knew about her plight. Knew that she did not own any of these donkeys. Ask Planet? His donkey business had nothing to do with her. She turned away, turned to the wisdom of moths, of butterflies, while hatching her own plan to escape from the known world. She would risk sanity, future times of calamity, by being taken far away, to live fabulously, flamboyantly lepidoptera-ism, in a poem for a chrysalis hatching into the glory of a simple butterfly.

         All this longing that came her way by that redundant postman fellow acting like he was getting on with the job of being a magistrate for removing donkeys from Praiseworthy. His work got nowhere in her brain. Such longings written on scraps of paper by the Major Mayor’s shire council dumped at her door was lost in the haze, where, in fact, she had not noticed that hating donkeys had become such a fierce concern, or that this desire to hate donkeys had far exceeded any worry by the general population about the permanent haze, and what it felt like living in a dust fog that had always remained a bone of contention high on the barometer of raising the sweat of intolerance in Praiseworthy. The only thing that inspired her about moving anything was her own desire to move. Well! This was until the desire of donkey hate, replaced hatred of the haze. In some wafted sense of amusement, the donkey hate thing grew legs in her mind, perhaps because it was aligned with the idea of disposal, of getting rid of things, decluttering her personal life, inspiring her to get in the act, of getting rid of donkeys forever. At this point, it had even occurred to Planet, that he was copping a triple whammy of unjustifiable humiliation about his passion to create a dream of bringing his people back to their sovereign position in this country. This new hate was deeply personal, and affected his state of mind. Donkey hate interfered with his will to live. It was polluting the blue-sky vision. He became convinced that he was not only being victimised by a bitter state of affairs because he had always taken sides in who knows how many enemy camps in his Native Title disputed challenges between people, but that now, their hate, total as it was, was pumping his hate. He saw himself not as a person, but transformed into a door of hatred that went wham, flew open, and wham, slammed shut. Widespread challenged the whole town to bring it on, hate for hate. He pivoted hate. Wrapped it. Flung the thing. Sent a hate bundle in all directions. It was a battlefield. Hate flying here, and there. Yep! Let everything be destroyed. The winner to take the flattened moonscape. Who wanted to win anything in this mess? Added to that wellspring of hatefulness, well, there was Dance’s overall bitterness to contend with, which left him catastrophically heartbroken, of feeling volcanically betrayed by her joining the world of hating donkeys. Inconsolable became the business of how he felt anyway. In this darkest-of-night emotion of his otherwise positively future-driven estimation of himself, he still found a skerrick of a saintly man inside his heart that was trying to reconcile what had befallen him from having the simple idea of creating an economic dream.

         Planet had no idea how it was possible that a man could be deliberately sabotaged by the very people he was trying to save from extinction. How could they not feel what he felt? That they will be tiling over the edge of complete annihilation? Didn’t they want to be saved? Viva! Viva, sovereignty! Outlive invaders! Perhaps! It was a saviour thing. Nobody loves a saviour in today’s reality. They war against it. They would rather become extinct. Yes, Planet knew it was reasonable to expect that nobody wanted to make even greater sacrifices in their lives by having to put up with the putridness of possibly a thousand interned feral donkeys in Praiseworthy, even if it meant having to put up with a bit of donkey shit to make a bit of money. So, there it was, the heaviest of mind, deeply plagued by a personal trifecta of woe, Planet the ostracised, a broken man walking all the hate vibes in Praiseworthy, punched in the guts by hate each time he stepped out onto a Praiseworthy street.
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         They did not like the idea…We already business people. We look after the business…every time, all times, big time. This was the terrible thing about Planet’s pyramid scheme, and how he actually saw everyone in the streets dodging him – gliding off like ghosts rhumbaing into the ether from a mile off, or as soon as their eyes caught sight of him. Even his own sons deliberately did the same thing. Each had learnt how to hide in plain sight by sinking inside themselves. Skinny Aboriginal Sovereignty. There he was, seventeen years of age, amateur boxer all rake and bone, whose strength in the ring relied more on nerves of steel and grit, than the power of muscles. He could dance. The old mungkuji countrymen said that this Aboriginal Sovereignty had the ancestors dancing in him. Country mangayi right inside him, dancing through him. Him true jamba. It was true that Aboriginal Sovereignty had never stopped dancing, and spent all his time practising his country spirit dance like he was the law personified, the real business. But now, he does not dance so much anymore.

         There was something bothering this pride and joy of Praiseworthy wisdom people. Nobody saw what that old red baseball cap hid, that mostly covered his face, the trouble in his eyes. He seemed to have taken his mind a long way from the world of the ancestors he knew through dancing beside them in country. He looked lost, as though he had forgotten where he had left his spirit. These days he walked stooped over so low, his face almost hit the dirt in front of him, and perhaps, he thought that whatever he was looking for could be found in the dirt. Perhaps it was his soul that had been reduced to nothingness, and he expected to find a fragment of whatever it had been that was once easily seen in the world. Perhaps his stolen property was somewhere scattered in bits and pieces that were being carried away on the back of ants escaping down into their world underneath the ground. Widespread watched Aboriginal Sovereignty coming towards him from up the street, walking like a praying mantis, in a slow gait, while staring at the ground. He looked like he was going to trip over himself. He saw clearly, that his son’s mind was somewhere else, in some low place that he would never know. The boy may as well be living on another planet. This was the eldest son whom he had personally named, so that the boy would always remember who he was, and that this land under their feet was nobody else’s Native Title country, no matter where they had originally come from on the planet. He had to insist on the name, to save his firstborn from being called something stupid that Dance was scratching from the bottom of the barrel of common English names that Australian white people generally called their children. The way she argued about it was as though it was a matter of life and death, and that it was far better to have a common One Australia type of name for her son like Paul, or Pauline if it was a girl, just to prepare tomorrow’s Aboriginal children to deal with a life of being ground into the dirt by white people’s colonialist privileges, or migrant settlers, or whatever else they wanted to call themselves in contemporary times. You could hear her complaining to this day, who ever thought of calling their child Aboriginal Sovereignty, and not Paul or Pauline.

         Planet continued watching his number one son, the boy dragging his face on the ground in defeat, and yet, he did not call him. When Ab.Sov saw his father glaring at him in this early morning deserted street, he quickly readjusted his red mesh back-to-front cap perched like a parrot on the top of his long sea-salt matted brown hair. He pulled the cap lower over his eyes, swung his bony gazelle body dressed in dirty ripped jeans inherited from Vinnies, and his bare chest, into the opposite direction, by sliding his seventeen years of old bones back up the street with his gang of skinny camp dogs following in tow. Planet scowled. He hated that skulk walk. He had a gutful of seeing kids walking their own country like black fugitives, but knew these were the ones who had travelled far in the country of nightmares, and as he intuitively picked all truths from his walk, he knew that this son had slipped beyond his reach. Every intense feature in his face fell into natural scowl lines as his gut churned itself into greater levels of dread that paralysed his soul on the spot. Who knows what grit Planet was made of, historical circumstances, ancestral permeations, he could not move, could not speak to the boy slipping further away from himself. Whatever it was that made him tick with a boundless strength to conquer the worsening circumstances of the black man in the global climate-changed world of his vision, the deep chasm that lay between himself and Aboriginal Sovereignty remained a bridgeless place, never to be crossed.

         The desires of the father, apparent in this chance encounter with his eldest son out on the street in the waxing gibbous dawn, not only exposed the unbridgeable space between them, but deformed the mighty challenges of new times where Planet’s mind worked to make the world right for his sons. Times that could never straddle the fact that a boy like Aboriginal Sovereignty had walked the distances of old men many times. A vision of surviving was the only reality that ached in Planet’s mind, and was what drove his soul. He would never see the police cars roaring through the streets of his son’s brain, nor where the deafening sirens roared even louder through thin walls, and open windows in the middle of the night, nor feel how his brain was blasted apart by pistols aimed at his head, nor know the intimate fear of running like dogs accused by the state of being paedophiles.

         Tommyhawk! Get here. Planet yelled several times to the tubby little brown-skinned boy with golden curls, the eight-year-old youngest son who ignored anyone who did not address him as a Jedi, or ninja, but he did not look Jedi-like, nor like a ninja, but just a fat boy, a law unto himself, who was following his more superior brother – the song of the country, lightness itself – gliding up the street. Planet watched this other heavy on conscience, no-show, go-slow son, a child so unlike himself, and thought back to how he called it when Tommyhawk was born, as seeing nothing in the baby but a bloody little fascist. That’s right! You I am calling…nobody was going to fool him by any supposed baby innocence rot either at the birth, or now. His memory of the birth seen again without regret, where he said, I am not calling him Duruki now. Call him what you like. Just call him some stupid name in English, Tommyhawk. Anything will do. A man knows how to recognise a shirker: could see what this kid was thinking then, and now, watching Tommyhawk figuring out which way to run, just to weasel out of doing anything like lifting a finger to help his father. Jigging along over there are you? The boy’s head of sun-tinted brown golden-edged curls bounced around as he crossed the road, and plodded along on the other side of the street deep in thought, his head in the ether universe of global citizens, where else would a sovereign citizen of the world be, or whatever else planet he belonged to, and he passed his father as though the man did not exist. Even if the boy had simply not noticed his father calling him – which was not true, the fact of the matter was that Tommyhawk took no notice of any adults in his world. Like: You are too real man. Deal with your own world. Yes, seeing his father anytime was too much reality to deal with at dawn. Hex! Hex! Be gone folk people. A citizen of the world only communicated through the world wide web. Catch the dude on social media if you like. See how that grabs you. 

         Fucking Tommyhawk, Planet thought. Bugger you. Should have let your silly mother name you moron or whatever dumb-arse name she would have dredged up from the ditch of the ugliest baby names in the world. He wondered why he wanted to call this kid a good solid name from country, like Duruki, which was his real name. Nope, forget it. The kid was not worth it.

         
             

         

         These days, and ever since Tommyhawk had hit a jackpot realisation that he was actually escaping the world he lived in by living virtually elsewhere, he only saw what he wanted to see on the streets of Praiseworthy. All he had to do was put his imagination to good use by altering his perception of reality, and hexing that reality right out of any type of existence, and in particular, bending his piss-off feeling about his parents into a knot like a steel pipe for never giving him a thing he ever really wanted in life. Like for instance, he had to get his own brand-new Apple mobile phone and the latest Apple iPad so he could communicate with the real world of social media on the world wide web like any global kid of the new world trying to sort out his own Anthropocene-free future. Shouldn’t he belong to a dust-free virtual landscape of a zillion voices streaming zillions of superman thoughts into his head, far more then he could ever possibly manage to decipher in his informationless freefall life? Wasn’t it the right of any child on Earth to know everything that was going on through the internet at this moment of time? What was the isolated world of Praiseworthy going to teach him about the future? Mmm! Tommyhawk thought it the greatest crime against humanity, having parents like his, people who were not up to the task of saving the world, who had locked him up in a total brain-dead environment called home. What home? He could feel his life being sucked dry, yet his parents were happy to watch him die of boredom in a stark information-free bubble. In a cemetery. He hated the place. This was his reason for believing that he was adopted, and he had been stolen from his real parents who were smart people of the real world where he truly belonged. A kind of stolen generation in reverse. You know, the little insomniac was deprived from the actual real-time world reaching him, and stimulating his every sense with endless chatter of the vast social media communities. He was convinced that he could no longer feel his heartbeat, that it was slowing down to something like two beats every half hour. In other words, he was dead meat. The only way he could pump the thing up again was to accelerate his mind faster than his desire to know about every thought that existed in the world right up to this minute. Oh! He would make someone pay for the injustice of being deprived of knowledge. Tommyhawk sought no less than revenge by a thousand blows against these kid-napping people who called themselves his parents.

         Tommyhawk had no trouble worrying about his conscious thought while traversing this truly dangerous real world he imagined as being fact, not fiction. He now walked with an accelerando consciousness looming with all the Aboriginal paedophile men that could ever possibly exist, and in his understanding of how the world worked, they were everywhere according to the endless social media chat-room theorising about the problem with black people. His anxiety-riddled mind spun like a dog bitten by a flea because he was living in that world the dominant white people were talking about. They had a superior intelligence to the black mind, so how was he going to make himself turn white as…It was a load off, knowing that he was leaving Praiseworthy at least metaphorically if not yet in reality, because Tommyhawk knew it was just a matter of time and he would be gone forever, gone quicker than a scammer, faster than lightning, quicker than the NBN, for he was turning white.

         Yet, the eternal question, even for this little boy, was how do you make your dreams come true? So, while his mind was long gone from Praiseworthy and was living not in space, but on the internet, Tommyhawk had begun devising a plan, a checklist of to-dos. Tick box number one. He already felt transformed. What a load off? He was now someone who did not belong in Praiseworthy. But! But, so what? There were questions of authenticity and doubt plaguing his head and bursting out of his ears. Should I be living here? A thousand times: No! Yes! The useless friend in his private discussion with himself that could only ever be his own mind was more than useless, a doubter, although a good listener, but ultimately, that engager was giving just one piece of advice – go for it, stop being as weak as piss, you deserve better, man, no question about it, and all the while, the mind was having no holidays, it was not a picnic while working at the transformation of the boy into becoming a full-time schemer. Go on. Tick box number two.

         A boy’s dream was never easy to achieve. It takes time to become an expert plotter of schemes and dreams. It really is a multifaceted task, and now, with so many schemes crashing into each other while spinning around in the Formula 1 Grand Prix mess of his brain mass, his plots merged, began to have no limit, no boundaries, where everything was up for grabs, everything could crash up the boundary walls with multiple injuries, or anything could be achievable. There were no limits to what he could do with a brain anyhow after ticking box number two, and no laws had been ingrained in a mind of someone so young to stop him.

         Well! So far so good, the problem was whether he would have the guts to go through with the quickest way he would think of, to make things happen. Because? Because he had to do something to escape the paedophiles that the government said were an infestation in his community, and Tommyhawk thought he was not going to wait about until it was too late. Oh! Do not worry about the mass paedophile situation, even though it was quite true that this little boy Tommyhawk had indoctrinated himself into believing everything he had heard on the powerful news media of Australia, especially black condemnation. He sat around plenty of times while hooked on what was being said in the news, and truly, it was just like watching sport where people keep looking even though the players are getting beaten, and with multiple injured left, right and centre. This was where he became the main spectator of the obsessed, willing the country’s politicians to keep saying their racist stuff. He was cheering them on, and praying to God they would keep saying it. Let it get as bad as it can get. Go on! Keep saying Aboriginal communities are an infestation of predatory paedophiles. I will you to say it. There were so many triumphs in hearing what he wanted to hear. Goals struck. So much to look forward to if they kept saying he lived in a rotten place. To cut a long story short, racist ridicule was how this little kid was going to make his great escape from the haze of Praiseworthy. He had reached the goalpost where anything was possible, anything was up for grabs, and it was only his impatience with the slow wheels of the country turning his way, that was starting to get the better of him. You could not blame Tommyhawk for his impatience, for children anywhere in the world have been taught that instant gratification is not how it works in the end.

         The boy became pathologically addicted to listening to the radio for news about predators but nobody knew what he was doing, and nobody could stop him. Day or night, or whenever he could sneak away to listen to the ABC news without creating any suspicion about what he was doing, he became more fixated to his totally unhinged one-trick-pony mania of teaching himself the ways of an Australian politician. Yes! The white man’s government had won his soul. At least this was what he was informing himself, that he had discovered possibility. He had found adventure. Fun. Ambition. No harm in that. He would become the adopted child of a white politician, and learn all their teachings so he could become one of them. It was the way you see. He needed to feel safe. And wouldn’t he feel safe living in the big white Parliament House building in the capital of the country, in Canberra? Now, like a frightened little animal, Tommyhawk perfected his escape persona. He listened like a mouse for the slightest sound, for a paedophile coming up behind him. He listened. He waited for more news, and there was plenty of it in the trendy national narratives about paedophiles running amuck on Aboriginal communities in a hundred thousand nights of bedtime stories told by people who were themselves not Aboriginal, and he listened to so many of those voices talking smart, until he was blue in the face from hearing whatever fake news he could hear, or read.

         Yes! Tommyhawk grabbed bad news as a gift, and as his own personal mono-minded bonanza that he tightly stitched in his particular goal-driven mind. So, what became of his world? This theatre? Over a complete year he listened to all of the news about how the government and all the white commentators in the country – except those Aboriginal people – were saying how bad Aboriginal communities were to live in because of the paedophiles. It was like hearing the biggest sob story in the country and Tommyhawk loved hearing the stories. There was a total miserere outpouring from all sorts, in the new world psalm of those who were desperately turning themselves blue in the face with worrying about Aboriginal children being attacked by paedophiles and neglected by their parents, and jumping up and down in their tracks, and lurching at one another to be the top dog of all the argy-bargy facts, to dominate the frenzied media about loving Aboriginal children more than their parents loved them.

         There was bugger-all need for stitching real facts together in the complete osmosis of Aboriginal men being rampant prowlers of Aboriginal communities to get their molesting hands on the little children. Tommyhawk learnt more from the sport of this media theatre than from anything the school had ever taught him – and that was for sure. Sensationalism was a powerful teacher. The boy felt as though he was hearing gods telling him the truth when he was hearing them on the media, because he believed that only real smart people get to be on the news, and they would know if Aboriginal parents did not love their children, and if Aboriginal men were violent paedophiles. He thought he had cinched his life like a doomed kitten drowning in a bag. Look at that? You could see it anytime of the week on the TV. It was actually true, that he was not loved like the rich white American or Australian kids he watched on TV. The ones who got everything they wanted. They were well and truly loved. Yes, tick another box. Close the gap. Tommyhawk knew he must tell white people that he was not loved by his parents, and he must be taken far away into the white world before he too was molested. He was becoming his own sensational story, and knew that he had found the quickest way to reach the white treasure chest and be set for life, if he could only tell white people what they wanted to hear.
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         You should not blame a little kid like fat boy Tommyhawk Steel for thinking that he had latched onto something great, as though he had been gifted a complete godsend of a revelation about finding the quickest road in the world into becoming assimilated to the level of being rich white, and even aiming higher, as though he was already the prime minister, because he knew that if he played his cards right, he would achieve his goal of being gone from Praiseworthy within a year. Now, he was not leaving to become like some poor white kid living on the edges of civilisation, or like some foolish refugee who risked his life with a people smuggler and thought he was going into the waiting wide open arms of welcoming Australia or anything like that. None of that! The only practical vision he had of himself was not to become like any white person or any colour person whether Asian, African, European, Middle Eastern living in the country, but to become like the richest and most powerful, those who could afford to live in a paradise place that took billions of dollars to build, which looked exactly like Parliament House in Canberra, and in fact, to save the confusion of running to an imperfect perfection, this big white colossal was to be his destination. Achieving the dream was just a matter of time.

         You could say that eight-year-old Tommyhawk Steel was already a veteran of planning mega ideas that would not end up becoming mega flops, which could only be expected from being born into the shrill of a nation constantly yelling at the top of its voice about how to fix up the black problem. By the time he reached his eighth year, he had graduated as a student of racism. It was easy for him to believe he was living in a typical Aboriginal community plagued by paedophiles, and being cared for by misopedists, by children-hating parents.

         Well! Of course, even if you believed this kid was naïve, and he probably was, but no more so than those being acculturated into thinking that it was only white media-hooked gods who spoke the real truth about saving Aboriginal children. Tommyhawk became convinced that these good white righteous people were speaking to him in particular, and not to other Aboriginal children, because he was special, and this made him most at risk. He believed they were speaking directly to him, and what they were saying ran through his mind in sleepless nights this way and that while he tossed and turned in the heat until he became wholeheartedly convinced that he had not been placed on this Earth to be stuck with dangerous people. Even! Even like his parents. They were a danger to him. That Cause Man Steel person could kill him. And Dance, the moth-er, she only noticed him, took pity when she had mistaken him for a butterfly, or as a cocooned baby being cared for by butterflies flying among the reeds, pandanus fronds, mangrove leaves, drifting in from the sea, like the story of Moses. Hatred was not a word strong enough for how he felt about his parents.

         So! Very well then! Tommyhawk’s endless deciphering of the barrage of voices on the radio went on through the night and continued as relentlessly as the haze-loving mosquitoes buzzing around him, but neither the activity of squashing blood-bloated mosquitoes to smithereens, or growing his monstrous brain from listening to what was being said on the radio passionately, or indifferently, about the Aboriginal world, was without success. All was gained, and while Tommyhawk had initially wondered why these people were talking the way they did about Aboriginal people like himself, he finally broke the code. He knew the plan as plain as day, that his national Australian government for Aboriginal people was actually speaking directly to him through the voices of random bigots on talkback radio, or in the news, or whatever running commentary he was listening to where anyone was having a good go, giving it all about what they thought of Aboriginal people. This was how he always found the message that the government was trying to get to him. Mostly, it was about how the government was trying to tell him, You must escape your black parents, and that was not all. A pretty awful set of scenarios in a very ambitious and elaborate escape plan began building in his head once that first tiny seed of realisation had hit him between his spaced out middle of the night eyeballs. It was up to him now. The government was leaving it up to him to arrange his own escape. But escaping was not a clear-cut path when you were eight, and you hated your parents. Escape was like building a six-lane highway through the middle of the night in a scurry that ran through rapids, hellfire, multiple labyrinths ridden with trip-wired traps, like dealing with one to ten levels of guilt about hate stuff infesting his wafting brain.

         Hey! Ho! Instead of seeing plague rats, or mosquito-swarming reality, think of the boy, the truth junkie, who only saw swarming Aboriginal men preying on children at every turn of the mind. Still from thence, to be fair, he had waited a long time for a Qantas jet touchdown on the forlorn red dirt airstrip to pick him up. Half believing it could happen any time, that the Australian government for Aboriginal children was coming to save him, but when the government’s army – all loaded with guns, ammunition, missiles and fighter jets dropping bombs – did not turn up in Praiseworthy to save him, instead of accepting his fantasy had defeated him, he decided that the only way he was going to become like a rich white child living in the city of Canberra in Parliament House, was to make the government take him away. All he had to do until that happened was to make sure he did not get molested by paedophiles. All this desire business about escaping was going to take a lot of thought, where every thought had to be funnelled into the right perspective, one of believing that he should not be living where he was not safe, and in his mind, everywhere outside of his mind was not safe if you saw it that way, and this helped him to focus on turning himself into a total wreck.

         He needed to become a nut case so he decided never to sleep. He would always be ready just in case a paedophile was coming to get him. He lay stiff as a board, awake half the night, nightmarishly sweating, and tossing and turning through a thousand and one convincing dreams that he was being attacked by bogeymen who all looked like his father, and believing more and more in all likelihood this was going to happen to him, and this went on and on until he was so hyped up, he was not sure if something like this had already happened to him, and he had been killed, or somehow he was already dead but could still feel his thumping heart anyway, because he had reached the stage where he could not stop thinking, and he was doing the same thing over and over, that convinced him he was dead.

         At the same time, the boy became totally possessed and secretive about having to guard himself from all adults in Praiseworthy by not trusting anyone, never speaking to anyone, on the lookout every single moment of the day about what was lurking behind him. In other words, the lower he sank, the more Tommyhawk felt as though he was achieving the willpower to carry out his escape plan. He was at the point of no return. Another goal in life. He was ill, really unwell. He had to be totally vigilant just in case his rampant out-of-control imagination grew more uncontrollable chapters of rampant paedophile father rings right in his own home. Tommyhawk felt relieved and less vulnerable awake, more able to guard himself from the eyes of predatory men. What to do now was his concern in a deranged and exhausted over-lived life, life becoming scarier, the home the worst place to be at night.

         Tommyhawk became increasingly more watchful, suspicious, and now totally believed his father was like all fathers in his world, who without proof, preyed on little boys. His brother Aboriginal Sovereignty was already being accused by police of being a paedophile. He decided to kill his father after he raped him, because he knew, his father knew, that he had been telling the government lies about what they were doing to him and that he hated his parents for not loving him. Tommyhawk the loner! Eight years what? Gone so quickly in a world where you could spend your entire life speaking to nobody, and avoiding anyone speaking to you. He was set to be his own saviour so to speak. He would protect himself from Aboriginal men hated by the Australian government for Aboriginal people. It was not possible for him to prove his father was part of a big paedophilic ring in a syndicate of silence, like gangs he read about on the internet, but he was sure his father’s clandestine gang that he might imagine moving around in the night, involved all the adult men in his community. None! Hear! Could be trusted.

         Let’s take it for a fact, that Tommyhawk did not love his parents, who through his assessment of them, did not love him either. Well! Not in the way that he saw white television people loving their children in big white family houses in white people’s towns. He looked at the white scenario, and asked himself, what was fake? Which was the fake place. Yep! The government true things, not fake news. He reasoned that if he was to be raped by paedophile parents who did not love him, if that was the future, why was he still here if even he could figure out what was going to happen to him. It was difficult for him to understand why the Australian government for Aboriginal people had not taken him to live in one of those white houses if they believed all Aboriginal children were at risk of being attacked by paedophiles. Then, sometimes when he was feeling low because the government had not sent the Qantas jet, he even doubted that those white people’s houses ever existed. They were just make-believe, fiction, like a storybook, and nothing more than a pack of lies. How would he know? You could chuck any plot line at the firecracker explosions in his mind, but the bottom-line fall-in-one-place at the end of every story, was his certainty of the government taking the little children away. Then, he realised too, everyone in his world talked about those stories. It happened all the time they said. Nobody could stop the government. They would take them kids either physically, take them mentally, and take them both ways. Like rape too. Oh! This was when Tommyhawk Steel thought wow, move yourself to the next level! He hit the jackpot of dreams where he would soon be adopted by a white woman. He saw it happening in a delirious dream state. She was his new fixation. This was the golden-hair Minister for Aboriginal Affairs whom he had been watching faithfully on the ABC News, and who with her special powers, reigned from her golden office chair swivelling in the sky above her white palace of federal parliament in Canberra where she lived. Wouldn’t any child feel safe living there?
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         Whoa! You? Worth nothing! Come here. Who me? People jumping everywhere from deep sleep out there on the street, where Planet looked like one of those holy pictures with an aura of sunlight captured in the fog-hazed dawn, or like what? That ancestral warrior hero who had risen from the earth, or who equally at the same time, had descended from the heavens like some rattled sky spirit. Maybe he was the haze fighter! Maybe the mighty war angel ancestral one! Quick smart peace shattered when Planet spotted Tommyhawk up in the darkened street, skulking away from him. He screamed at the top of his lungs at the boy slipping out of sight in the low visibility of the haze, yelling for him to come back this minute, and help him round up a few donkeys – hidden in the fog, wandering about somewhere up the road.

         That kid was a waste. A complete mess. A bloody mongrel. Planet stepped out of his God radiance, and swore laments about how he had to get things done himself, and accused Tommyhawk for being a bloody little fascist until his face turned even darker with an uncontrolled anger. Well! Tommyhawk knew it would not be worth turning back now. Was he going to end up being dead meat on the road just for some putrid donkeys? Hardly. He hoped he would not see his father again for months. This would give him enough time to forget this incident with the paedophiliac so-called father, and the boy yelled back, Fuck you, man. Go and get your stupid donkeys yourself, you idiot. Planet began screaming even louder at the top of his lungs, so that the sleeping town could hear his lament, Is this what a man gets? The question was repeated before each barrage, lasting ten minutes exactly, about what was wrong with this fascist child born without ears that had nothing to do with him, etc.…and etc.… how etc.…he could not understand why these things happen to him etc., and ending with a higher, and feverish poor-man pitch, a plea to the wayward child fascist, couldn’t you bloody well act a bit normal for once? Then! Touché! Just make sure the skulking boy could well and truly hear him as he tore up the street to get away, Is this what a man gets? But he leaves the question standing with no answer. He was not going to admit to everyone listening to him out in the street, that he brought this little fascist into the world. Let the world decide. You be the judge. How do you father a fascist? Then, the whisked and the shocked sized up in the dawn, and felt a warm current flowing over their skin which they knew was just man wind racing through every hot-aired house in the permanently haze-coated town, where red eyes watch the reddening slack hazy sun rising, bringing soft pink light all around while ears shot alert with empathy to the continuing echo, Is this what a man gets? The rest, well that was only diatribe rumbling and waking the town, and it cost too much thought to be bothered with.

         There could be no peace found in a dawn dream now. That was all snatched up by the ancestors who could run faster back to the grave with a bundle of stolen dreams than either Planet or anyone else in Praiseworthy could remember what in the hell they had dreamt while asleep, and since the whole town would only be dreaming the same thing as they usually did from Monday to Sunday because they were a community, their dreams were about how to be some angel-like warrior, war-torn, betwixt and between kind of government-preferred pacifist well-meaning Aboriginal, or else, another kind of highly imagined, really deep-rooted ruthless killer warrior destroying themselves, which Planet called Australian-alities. Ask yourself, he said, So! Which am I? 

         So, you ask me is this what a man gets? This was the question. A holding pattern of things planted square in the head, instead of thinking general, such as whether there was remotely a hopeful possibility of a great morning-haze lifting, and thinking luxury, hoping something was in the fridge for breakfast. It was not too much to expect, but no, the first thing Praiseworthy people were forced to think about was how Widespread’s sick mind always ticked. Why eat? You felt too sick to eat. Hear that? Donkeys! Donkeys! Donkeys! A 360-degree radius of chaotic madness was happening out in the street, heard from every direction. It was those friggen unherdable donkeys with goona–diarrhoea tails running off everywhere, and shit falling off in every direction from that sordid donkey herder. He can’t keep up with them. Those donkeys are too feral. He’s bloody well too ancient. Why can’t he stop this shit. He’s nothing but an idiot. 

         Where could a person find any peace in a place like this? How could you eat breakfast when you were caught in a spell being cast over your mind where you were not able to stop funnelling more complaints into the haze than anyone else about how jack sick you were of listening to all the screaming about donkeys going on outside, and forever hearing about the amount of dollars and cents it was costing Planet to be wasting his time rounding up his donkeys because of all these people’s useless complaints about a bit of donkey shit on the footpath so they could not join his pyramid scheme to employ a bit of help. It was not as if the footpaths of Praiseworthy were anything to write home about, rainy-season potholes everywhere, like deep wells that would kill you if you fell into one. Were donkeys worth more to the future of the place than fixing up the footpath? Shouldn’t Cause be trying to spend a fortune on his expensive son’s education, that fat boy, the fascist one slinking off, who wasn’t even listening to him?

         The haze swirled into s-bends, and made the whole sunrise madder. It whorled, reigned in, and tightened into a frenzied dance over Praiseworthy, then it exhaled a tinkling shower of vapour, dawn dew droplets dampened the town, settling everywhere, and creating a humidity mingled with slithers of negativity in pre-dawn story mutterings about what had been fed into the metaphorical stomach. Nothing. The humidity grew debilitatingly depressing because Praiseworthy people just felt plain overwhelmed by being surrounded in a continual march of inadequacies. They had no energy to do anything but fret about how they were going to show Planet that they needed to govern what happens to feral donkeys in Praiseworthy, not him, which basically meant that they wanted to make all the donkeys disappear from the Earth! Would you not feel guilty about all the millions of poor people in the world who had no choice other than to depend on donkeys to help them? Who loved donkeys? No. No. Praiseworthy people said that was not true. Praiseworthy people said they knew everything, and that those people should use vehicles to get around like they were using when they could afford petrol. It was easier! Anyone could buy second-hand cars from a shonky car dealer. Pick them up anywhere. We are all modern people now. Even a globalised poor person was living in the twenty-first century world. Praiseworthy was the model for all oppressed people. There was no other place in the world like it.

         The haze sighed over this thought. All the old spirits that had gone far away, came back and stayed. The tinkling dew droplets evaporated, the computer technology that was costing the earth, and turning Tommyhawk into a father-hater, rebooted itself, and he wired into the action like some kind of IT whiz-kid for the future world. Heaven help him, but Widespread could not even get the boy who was supposed to be a genius with computers to do what he was told. Generational transfer of knowledge had stopped there. Tommyhawk chose to remain belligerent about how to set up Planet’s premier future world business plan with its own hashtag – #AssToo – for the Platinum Donkey Pyramid Scheme. This was the only thing he had ever asked a child who ate him out of house and home to do. Create a hashtag – whatever that was – to get people to contribute to his pyramid scheme. Had he ever interfered with anything else in the boy’s life?
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         Tommyhawk shot straight from the mighty haze self-generating dry storm thunderclap heard above Praiseworthy, to another kind of thunder in his head. He flipped out big time while running away from his father. He put himself right in the moment – jumping from lightning that scared him out of his wits about a phantom paedophile father. Who knew what to think? Nobody believes me. Whack! Lash, lashing out, striking the shape-changing phantom father who could be anywhere, even a lump of grass on the footpath, or a pothole as deep as a well. Get away from me freak man. Kid molester. Whack! Whack! Don’t you come anywhere near me. Tommyhawk spun the tape measure kept in his head, ran it across the ground, checked the distance, ran it again, twenty metres was good, anything less, not so excellent, like floor space was no good neither, never enough floor space for safe sleep, while knowing he had to be on guard at all times just in case rapists turn up, because on and on it went in his mind that Aboriginal communities were full of paedophiles. He worried more about child abuse than the maniac’s future ecocidal or omnicidal hashtag #AssToo. Frig that. Tommyhawk was past normal. Tommyhawk knew vigilance, to protect himself from what the spirits of the night, the ones that had come back to haunt might bring, by continuously willing his imagination to fuel into crescendo thinking, to take him to the very edge of nightmare where he must find ever newer, more novel ideas of how freaky it was to be living in a community of child abusers when everyone looked normal. He always had to get behind the façade, to see beyond the masks, to see the truth of what the white government for Aboriginal people was saying about his life. You could say some particular evil thinking had overtaken his mind, and that there was no end to this child’s thinking and learning from the source, the well of life broadcasting all the rumouring odes of the national narrative, for these were the bedtime stories he listened to in the dead wakeful night, just like every Aboriginal child heard from the uncensored media that never assumed Aboriginal children were listening to all those assumptions about Aboriginal communities.

         Tommyhawk’s eight-year-old heart had grown like an old man’s heart while it swung the tick-tock quicker over the fear spectrum, from not being able to see what was real or false but left by the heartless, to sense the presence of the widespread phantom paedophilic environment of the whole community in which they lived, to the extremely narrow focus of his own father inside the home. One day, people might look over its own man-made wreckage, and say it was a child’s imagination that had created one of the biggest epics of this time of climate emergency, but in this stage of his life, he had managed to pack so many lies in his head it could burst open any barrier of truth, fact, or reality. He jumped across an actual fact in the blink of an eye just to make himself sick from uncontrollable thoughts, to vomit on a whim. The trail of the phantasmagorical life on the street continued running off in the dawn. Click of the fingers, and Tommyhawk was right there where he had the ability to control his mind from slipping further into the unreachable, and just catching a glimpse of his father through the haze lit up the neon lights in his brain, unfurling a gigantic banner in red and gold flashing #ArseToo.

         What if!

         The kid took a quick glance over his shoulder, saw his father in the safe distance space, but he was too far off in his crazy world, so he continued flying up the road like a roadrunner with panic attacks. The red alert of virtual reality had kicked his eyes into fright flight, so now he was not sure if he was seeing actual reality or not, but he just knew there were dirty old men swarming all over the street who had made themselves invisible, and he was not sure if these were flies chasing him, or child molesters, but he was running for his life with leaden feet, and his footsteps crushed deeply into the ground that was trying to trip him over, to pull him down into a pothole that was a well. He tried to look down to see where his feet were falling to see what was trying to trip him as he ran, and all he saw were flashing images amassing like pages flicked in a picture book. At first, he could not tell what the pictures were about, but then he realised they were all of the future ass/ arse hashtag embarrassing moments yet to come on his social media account. He felt dizzy, and almost lost consciousness with feeling as though he was destined to become world scum banished from having any interaction with normal people on the internet, and his arms frayed as he tried to erase the pictures piling up in front of him like math formulas that showed him only one thing: he was losing the game. He would never escape, and he would die a thousand deaths every minute from knowing how doomed he was, in having to spend the rest of his life in close proximity to a dubious shape-altering father who was a known criminal and paedophile, because he would not be able to keep on creating enough distance, and there would never be enough distance that would take him to a world away from Praiseworthy.
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         In this time of feral donkeys kicking dust into the air to feed to the haze, a league of storytellers gave up their responsibilities for feeding their ancient spell-breaking stories into the atmosphere. Only the ghosts of country sat on the community’s white plastic chairs spread about under the Delonix regia, where these drought-sickened, thinly laced and sparsely leafed royal poinciana trees clung to life, and shed their leaves on the hazy plains of Praiseworthy.

         Widespread’s untameable donkeys, unlike the feral poinciana and mango trees, roamed around and were full of scavenging energy. The prize-winning tidy town was looking like a stock camp. Grey all sorts here, there and everywhere, tipping every single overloaded rubbish bin over the prettiness of nanny goat flowering gardens, breaking the limbs of the straggly poinsettia and so on if it was all the same with you – polluting the highly admirable pristineness of Praiseworthy. Indignant men and women with walls stacked with decades of tidy garden prizes ran rampant in self-censored, mopped-out abuse, saying in the remaining scrap of strangled polite language, Why should donkeys be allowed to take over where decent people live and whatnot? And, then, cut loose their tongues to uproarious self-righteousness yelled straight across town, followed by a fast train of echoing about what it meant to be residing with these disgusting unkept donkeys. So many families were wronged, and forced to gather as a horde of stomping humans that wore down the buffel grass in a thousand and one story tracks to the Major Mayoral office to make their concerns clearly known – halla-lu-yah – and to demand the town be fenced off from the pariah, to ban Planet, the piece of rubbish which they said he was.

         In holy gatherings of less outrageous God-fearing folk, they prayed instead for some guardian archangels to be sent by God in war planes to give added value to the ancestors guarding Praiseworthy from donkey filth, if these archangels were not interested in preventing all racism on Earth or something like that, or else, helping the world to prevent a global warming emergency crisis that was likely to create the total destruction of the planet and make their traditional dust-hazed country more stifling unliveable. Twenty degrees hotter than normal. Doesn’t matter. They prayed for none of that. They only prayed for more by-laws to be implemented as quickly as possible by the town council to stop all the shouting and arguing about the most extraordinary thing happening in their lives right now with all these hundreds of feral donkeys roaming around town making the place look a bloody mess, making it look how white people stuffed up country. These were the people who sat on the community’s white plastic chairs dotted here and there around the flat while yelling across to each other about donkey mess, and the truth was, they had simply forgotten about the omnipresent haze, and with all the prayers of this sort continually remaining unanswered, they demanded to know from the heavens far above the haze, where on earth were angels when you needed them the most.

         Some people walked away in a huff after giving up on unserviceable angels whose only presence were images seen on holy cards of old Italian paintings, and they joined the total throng walking away from Planet.

         They were led away by upfront women who hated any kind of messiness, and tell you what – there were plenty of ladies like that in Praiseworthy. They would make veiled threats to Planet’s face feel like being struck by red hot lava. These queens of the bush told him that they were not going to put up with scum spoiling the natural beauty of these poinciana trees anymore, with donkeys tipping over all the rubbish bins, and while the queens were not interested in slipping over banana peels, they claimed that the poinciana trees were women too that carried sprits of lemurs to Praiseworthy from the other side of the world. You got to care for those spirits in them trees. Them lemurs were inside the seed that gone into these trees. Kept passing from seed to seed – long time from the original mythical creation creatures that travelled thousands of miles from that other country long ago. You could never tell the spirit of lemurs were growing in Praiseworthy, but it looked like a joyous thing to see these foreign trees, the old ladies flatly argued, while looking at the tiny dead leaves covering the dirt like little dream hauntings from the old lost bug-eyed ghost lemur – might be crying to go home.

         Now nobody cared too much about the lemurs which were invisible to everyone else, but they did like the sparse shade as being a valuable commodity in a non-native species like prickly pear bush, or those lovely chinky apple trees, and soon enough, everyone resumed telling the stories about scum donkeys polluting the haze. That was Act I. Planet on the other hand, thought all these spirit people were a pack of gossipers spreading hate, and once it was safe to assume that no archangels were coming in fighter jets to kill his donkeys and he did not have to keep looking at the sky, he decided to confront the town. He walked into the story ring of the white plastic chairs where there were only a few old people sitting and thinking about nothing, and he unloaded a mouthful of abuse on all these people by saying – you know who you are. They accused him of smelling of donkey goona – you smell like diarrhoea – and the storytellers shuffled in their chairs to move away from this hurling of insults back and forth. The audience of one or two elderly ones who had been standing around, or were sitting on the ground trying to listen to the stories about lemurs, scrambled from the so-called stench man too. This was when Planet began smelling himself, under his arms, his clothes, his hands, sniffing himself like a dog. You think I stink or something? He attacked in random, shoved his underarm in the face of a bystander. Sniff this. Storytellers threw chairs, and Planet threw them back. Soft drink cans became missiles. All the yelling and screaming attracted a dog brawl that had to be broken up by irate people dragging one dog off another by the scruff of the neck in the pile-up. Planet boasted to the world of Praiseworthy about his great sadness of being a dreamer-visionary thing, who was only trying to save people through his entrepreneurship ideas, and while the lament continued – the Sorry I ever had a thought in my head, and so forth – he hurried through his extensive oral library while escaping into the supermarket. There, he presented another performance in donkey stench that was an educational lesson about water restrictions and the high cost of soap for the wide-eyed supermarket world watching Widespread running his donkey diarrhoea-smelling hands along the open frozen food fridge, and finally, tossing his old cap into the fridge, his foul-smelling shirt, then trousers and underpants on top of the fresh meat.

         There was no happiness in the circus of watching this man run naked beside the women fleeing along the aisles from his sight, while he managed to bundle lettuces, meat, tomatoes under one arm, before he took off each of his thongs caked in donkey shit, and sniffed the smell that he recognised had come from individual donkeys in the dozens of pens and paddocks he had built illegally down at the cemetery spread until that was long destroyed. The lawn cemetery was now a hoof-trodden sacrilegious mess of green manure resembling the surface of Mars. Even the Praiseworthy forced labour, working hard on government schemes designed to train them forever as a way of ripping them off their unemployment entitlements, and with first-class sweat pouring from their bodies as was the usual scheme of things, had flatly refused to work in the cemetery anymore. It was a holy place that had been carefully tended for years with plastic one-litre milk bottles full of water that had been carted in a never-ending cycle of men and women twenty-first-century slaves, to be filled from a tap a mile away through forty, fifty plus Celsius degrees for the Major Mayor’s cold climate annuals, to satisfy the white government funding acquittal form.

         The stench of Widespread’s donkey shit could be smelt anywhere in Praiseworthy, and this was the reason why it had become an urgent problem to erect a total barrier around the town to keep him out. The stench fence, a kind of new-world medieval battlement, could not come soon enough, and most thought that the entire shire council’s essential services budget for the next three hundred years should be redirected to pay for the task of completing the wall inside of twelve months. The whole thing would need to be solidly constructed so that any kind of weasel like Planet would not be able to break through the iron grip protecting everyone from stench, and since these were twenty-first-century thinking people who saw themselves as survivalist humanity on the road to being nearly assimilated into white Australia, they wanted their pen, cage, asylum to resemble the walls of modern times, something clean and crisp and Trump-like, a thirty-foot high steel fence strong enough to keep Mexicans out of the US, and stench out of Praiseworthy, with solar panels lining the top and along the sides of the steel battlement, to collect the full intensity of northern sunshine, to provide free electricity for all, enough to sell across the entire country. Why! It was genius. They would kill two birds with the same stone so to speak, by building their total economy on renewable power far exceeding the ancient western way of dependency on dwindling fossil fuel. But it would cost a lot of money, and even the Major Mayor thing Ice Pick realised that to build any wall, even a metaphorical fence to keep one stinking human banned from entering the real world, was thinking too big, which was never an easy proposition for the black world. So! Smell it, and get used to it, Planet yelled while still naked as he stalked up and down the aisles of the supermarket emptying of customers who did not want to be part of the flustering scene of future thinking, nor caught in this fortuitous moment told in the funny stories forever of what it felt like to be trapped by stench.

         Planet’s thongs flew like skates across the supermarket – sorry, sorry, sorry – and those customers in the line of flight ducked as each thong landed in the banana display. That is what money smells like, he stormed. His spit flew next, straight into the lettuces, cabbages, carrots and potatoes. This is what is going to make us rich, not this shit you cannot afford to buy, he yelled while retrieving his gear from the freezer, and waving it around, before dressing himself in a slow casual way like a man of the century rather than the moment, and then he stalked off, yelling at the top of his voice that Bad Elvis was leaving the building, and on another matter, he would see to it that his fleeing people would one day be recognised as the master race of the future. All they had to do was to pretend they were black. Truth man! Which reality do you want to see the world? Your assimilation was making you a white primitive. Case was pulsating, and closed.

         Much of the reason why no one in Praiseworthy had contributed a single cent to building the donkey pyramid, to get Widespread’s long and debilitating business established once and for all as a serious financial proposition, was not the smell and risk of catching donkey diseases in the cemetery, a place that was now not fit to bury kinfolk anymore, it was simply the poor quality of hatefulness that was being put forward by all the coconuts who could not see the wood for the trees about working their way to freedom through building a close business relationship with God’s donkey. This was the guardian angel problem working against poor people like themselves across the world, and the magic moment explanation Widespread felt he had nailed brilliantly in its simplicity.

         Perhaps though, he contemplated for a split second or two how badly his body stunk of donkeys. But even if other people were smelling what he smelt, what mattered more to him were far more exorbitant thoughts of how they were not facing up to the fact of how you could spin gold with this smell. It was in the bag in other words, if you realised this was the smell to create the future ex nihilo, or the odour of saints, because no colonial government in the world was going to be the saviour of the poor and disaffected Native Title owner, and even if the place was permeated to the high heavens with the stench of donkey piss, truly, that was how true heaven, the obscure roof of security eluding all and sundry, was going to be built.
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         Around and around, and around about, the ghosts of kingdom come were sometimes told to get up from the white plastic chairs framing the distant horizon of forever stories. The disrespect happened when some of those wise ones would sit there for months on end telling epics of infinite dreams – desire, passion, ambition to survive in the stories of all times, and all the other whatnot – before all those stories took a turn for the worse from little whispered somethings coming along and creeping into the ear every now and then, raising doubt about what happened in the first place, which had people of Praiseworthy believing they were becoming contaminated beneficiaries of the planet’s psychosis strife – all its hate infiltrating the beloved dust haze. See that haze over there in the horizon? All that atmospheric stuff that would not disappear? It was very sad to see the collective wisdom being infiltrated with all those petty jealousies, but who could tell what a haze full of hate really looked like, or wanted from poor people who had inherited their traditional country?

         These were the reasons for such fragility thinking when no one person could say what hate looked like anymore, how it blocked the view of the stories of the horizon, nor how it smelt, even though many splendid images were mired from assimilating white thinking about what created wellbeing, and the earthy smell of mist rising from wet season long grass in the early morning smelt nice. How could you tell what the real deal felt like? Was it inhaling briny air rising out of a hazed sea? Who could tell what was lost from the ancient register over there in the flat line? But, but what if, if everyone in Praiseworthy genetically linked to the ancestral country since time immemorial, could smell something foreign like this conglomerate donkey stench ruining Native Title-ness, would this foul air make the country and ancestors sick with madness too?

         
             

         

         You want to stop acting stupid. Planet’s wife Dance had told him in more than a thousand and one stories about her miserable life in the cemetery. She was not into sharing her life with donkeys. What were these donkeys to her? She had never envisaged them in her life, so why should she share his dreams of building a conglomeration of feral donkeys living in plain view of everywhere she looked. Planet ignored this, since he only saw the perpetual movement of sounds performing the big drama of life with a wife taking him on never-ending journeys through all the unreasonableness of her experiences of living with him. He remained finch-like, fiddling endlessly, side-eyed, staring off into the dance ring of her existence, seeing her prancing around like a boxer. He watched her constantly moving away from the space of those she was speaking to, always creating a safe distance for herself, always obsessing to reach the cleared space and retreat, after delivering her blows left, right, left. He knew the pattern of a woman who had told him that she could feel the vibrations of a distant butterfly fluttering along its looped path from many kilometres away to join its mate, and that these butterfly lovers flew so high that they ended up floating in the infinity of space. She had heard a far-off moth or butterfly splashing into the ocean. Prove it? She said she did not have to prove a darn thing to anybody because she knew what she heard when the migrating white butterflies, and moths too, flew gently into the sea and covered the surface with their transparent wings, but she would prove it anyway, and right at that moment Planet saw some old fisherman – might have been Chinese, Portuguese, or French – whom he had never seen before, standing around in the cemetery calling, Missus Dance lady, Dance lady, I find this in the sea for you, and the fisherman smiled calmly as though he had lived to be as old as the universe, while placing a live moth in her hand like it was the most precious jewel – a glistening sun-moth angel with white and brown scale laced wings and said he thought it belonged to her. The old man was still wet from the ocean spray that had rolled into the cemetery, following him from the sea. He looked around, and said he was going back to the sea to catch fish, where he must keep following the rivers of old winds, the birth of new winds, and he would follow the aerial rivers of butterflies to see where they go, and he must chase the great rivers of ocean currents eternally breathing new life into the planet, and the atmospheric rivers bringing the rain, and sail through the dusty rivers of stars in the Milky Way galaxy continuing its infinite journey out into the universe, and he would follow the magnetic rivers forming the stars just to keep fishing, ahoy one, two, three, the fish to feed his country. Dance claimed that foreign fishing men visit her all the time with gifts of butterflies and moths. These were real men. What she was really saying was that Widespread was a limited husband, who not only did not bring a moth as a gift, but whose only odyssey was journeying through the bush to catch donkeys.

         The elders of the communal plastic chairs often liked to tell the story of how this Dance had heard two ants arguing for hours over a crumb of bread. They would tell this story of how that wife of Cause Man Steel had listened to the ants fighting on the ground, and how each ant was trying to yell back down into the ant palace, I am getting it now, won’t be long. It was this continual reading of stories, of fathoming real quests of importance through the interconnectedness of survival simultaneously occurring throughout the cherished lands of traditional country, which mostly intrigued the movers and shakers, the oracles of cultural knowledge and laws exercising the greatest sway over the world of Praiseworthy. On the other hand, this Planet could never reach into the mind of any of the greatest minds of country with his quest for building a pyramid scheme with their loose change, and the more he realised that his vision of a major sustainable transport conglomeration operating at one hundred per cent capacity in the new era and making millions was close to collapsing in a heap before it could begin, the more his mind traipsed through multiple migraines. So acute, and totally exceptional was Dance’s ability to govern the world of sounds, she could demand the silence of thousands of caper whites, those Belenois java butterflies that were flying up from the mangroves, with some similarly coloured winter butterflies, like those Delias argenthona, scarlet jezebels fluttering through their journeying migration around her tin-shed house down in the cemetery. The people of wisdom, all the old mungkuji, claimed that Dance instinctively knew how to measure any sound whatsoever, except apparently, the sound of Planet’s enormous herd of noisy donkeys which she had blocked out of hearing. This was the weight of things that fell through the dust-hazed silence like a worthless thud that weighed nothing to Dance’s ears in the end.

         Dance wondered otherwise, where was the sound of her sons, where had her life gone? She felt her life had ended up in a constant earthquake from Planet’s thousand and one intolerances vibrating at an unbearable pitch of dins, of boom, bang, boom like the enormous ancestral world continuously rattling the corrugated walls of her head like a drum. It was a constant headache. She wondered whether there would be enough packets of Panadol in the world to ease the painful crescendos vibrating in her head, with the echoing that charged back and forth down the flat, after barging into one boundary and then back against another. The slightest criticism from her about Planet keeping hundreds of donkeys around the place was all it took to create the ancestor storm, when actually this cemetery was her Native Title not his, and even though he only metaphysically responded to her complaints, if not in reality, but one look from him, even if he was somewhere else a thousand miles away chasing feral donkeys to find his ultimate donkey, would bring on another raging-bull type of headache. This was enough to squash her where she stood on her Native Title land, or anyone else who got in his way on their own country, while he trespassed on what he flatly called his turnout, not hers.

         This was the marriage. A conversation ruled by distances, the necessary avoidances which were constantly being reworked without a single word ever spoken to articulate what was wrong in their life together. If in a glance, their eyes locked on the doomed coronae-glowing gloominess of enriched togetherness, each knew the other was speaking of closure, establishing greater permanent distances from the line already drawn in the soil of a marriage worn thin.

         Dance was truly as unfazed as Planet was about this end-of-time experience of their life together, while dramatising instead the chest-felt crisis that had fallen at her feet from the debacle-ising of her life choices from having to breathe the plague donkey exhalations fouling the pristineness of her right to clean air. This was the dance. A bony bird-like wife racing the sagas around its cage without ever finding a door to freedom. What was the cage? The world. No space on Earth would have been big enough to divide between them, and being conquerless, it felt as though the ancient power of the planet itself suffered egotistical blindness, for having produced the unlucky circumstances of a marriage spiralling downwards into the realm of non-existence, where it was no longer possible to live in a clean world, one without seeing or smelling donkeys, and with the exhaustion of having to push back against the magnitude of empire – the pyramid scheme conglomeration of the feral donkey cabal that Cause was bent on creating around them. The whole business stunk. It reduced her. But who knows, would it do any good arguing with an ancient power while it was vomiting in your face every time it felt in your presence the colonising stench-business of feral donkeys? Who cared if Planet was a donkey whisperer? Dance didn’t. Why you? she asked him. She wanted to know: Why pick you instead of someone else to save the world? She said it straight, If you actually believe five million feral donkeys across northern Australia are communicating with you, like you were actually the God of the planet, then you are truly mad.

         In Dance’s need to live like a beautiful butterfly she was in the wrong little corner of the caged world. This was the trouble. The corner was her Native Title land. There was never silence in the graveyard that the Major Mayor’s town council had built without the Native Title holder’s permission. She was wrought with the thought of this whole unpleasant incursion. Nothing calmed her down, not in the new age cemetery wired for sound with cables running this way and that for a loudspeaker erected at every gravesite like the whole thing was a drive-in. It brought the Praiseworthy world into the IT age, where they did not even have to visit the foul-smelling cemetery if they did not want to. A loudspeaker for each family of the deceased enabled them to sing remotely anything they liked. The whole thing was a song fest that was not a gracious sound, but not totally ugly in graciousness either. Dance was compelled to listen to the competing songs blaring for prominence from the other loudspeakers all day long, and even into half the night, or another part of the world’s daytime if you were beaming in from Europe, or elsewhere faraway on the Earth’s longitude of time. Where was the release from all this singing? It was not even enjoyable for dead people to hear badly sung songs of country lasting weeks, sung in Italian or Czech, or someone singing rock’n’roll – every song in the catalogue of Elvis Presley, or the country-and-western hits of Chad Morgan stuck on repeat. There was too much praise for the old people of Praiseworthy, and for distant relatives calling out instructions to Dance like she was the gravekeeper instead of the families, saying why did she not keep people’s graves nice and clean, and clean up all the donkey shit that they saw on the webcam.

         Dance knew it, and everybody knew that there needed to be a line drawn. There was not a centimetre of her Native Title block shared with other people’s dead relatives that was without either spiritual, supernatural, human or non-human sounds. Nobody entered the graveyard anymore, and many said it was a haunted place because it was so noisy. What happened was this: all the dead people’s relatives sat on their fold-up chairs on the outside of the fence around the cemetery, where they called out to Dance like she was the staff of their deceased family. She was sick and tired of hearing their lists of orders for her to rearrange the flowers on a grave so that they would not need to enter such a filthy place. It was her job to deliver fruit and vegetables so the deceased people could cook something for themselves, a pot of stew, some rib bones and things like that. Many others just wanted to argue with her about keeping the donkeys off the grave over there. Woman, you got no shame, you know whose grave that is? 

         Oh! So often, relatives were calling from outside of the cemetery for nothing. Dance was not available. She had stalked off over the back fence to follow mangrove butterflies to the swamp country, and while she was there, revenge developed in all their minds over her absence, and in her absence, she developed greater potency in how she too, would have her revenge. In other times, she would remain brooding about the view of her life, but not so in this pining for something missing from her lonely mind, from being hemmed in a cemetery with a litany of invasion from the ghosts of dead people, songs sung blue on the loudspeakers, and being yelled at from fold-up chair relatives, the haze locked in a dome until finally, this woman who adored only silence, exploded with words fired straight, coming at you like long-range missiles of empire building war mongers – R-36M2, LGM-30G Minuteman-III, RS-24 Yars, Dongfeng-41, Trident II – those who wish death on all, exploding all over the place. The thunderclap filled the battered void exponentially with rebound echoing back and forth in the flash, flapping, flicking lights, firing across her surveyor mind’s theodolite measuring space, measuring the precise boundary to boundary of her tiny whitefella government for Aboriginal people adhocracy settlement of all that had remained from the colonialising theft of her Native Title ancient story interlinked world. Well! This was what happened. The oxygen immediately drained out of the atmosphere. You could not breathe. Nobody could. The whole place became suffocating in an instant. The donkeys stampeded. Snorted. Tried to breathe. Their hearing was sensitive. Spit flew. They ran uncontrollably, gasping at the air. All the ghosts got out of their graves, and began screeching for their relatives to come and collect them in their motor cars. They ran away with the fold-up chairs and picnic tables, and the further faraway relatives turned off their computers, and closed down the webcam. Then, the donkeys went completely crazy and tried to attack the spirits, and this turned everything into another level of lethalness, and with the airlessness that was either real or unreal everything copped the flack, and the whole fright flight went through the roof of the known universe and right out of control, while somewhere in those off-putting moments of a life lived, Dance happened to see the absent husband Planet by chance, while he was walking aimlessly around the cemetery, and she rushed out of her house and challenged him to his face to leave her property for good. She said she would not be sleeping in the same house with anybody dreaming about donkeys anymore, So you better git. You hear me, Cause? And, ah! There were many words flowing and being repeated though this far-reaching argument about whose country was whose, that was either familiar, or not, in the dreams of others from faraway lands.

         Planet heard these words. But! Who was to care? Unlike Dance’s rendering of a sizzling race prompted by Boccherini’s Fandango, dancing with all the castanets a-click-clicking, he moved purposefully through a thoughtfulness resembling a baroque melody – say Ciaccona. His task was to carefully build the crescendos by taking a slow drive through chaos, and so, he went about his business of trying to pacify donkeys, and chase her melodies from one corner to the next. He worked the fence wires methodically, held the line taut in strong hands, and fixed each broken boundary after it fell, and the gate where the mosquitoes fall. There could only be one gate, he muttered as he worked, while brushing off the biting insects – mosquitoes, sandflies, march flies, the constant circling dragonflies that interfered with his work. There would be no other boundary gates, either physical or those metaphorically erupting in his mind. Only these real gates. These were the type of gates that the walking injured needed to go through on the path to the future he was dreaming about. Any silly bugger could understand why you needed a firm gate, a gate that slammed shut behind you, that did not swing in the wind as though it did not know which way to fly. His gate dream resonated with what the Christians believed, that here on Earth, there was only one solid cast-iron gate to reach heaven. Well! Planet had plenty of work to do regardless of how he managed to live in a world of volcanic eruptions. He needed to make a dream out of nothing that showed the enormity of human skills to survive in an avalanche of catastrophes. This was the era man, following in the footsteps of the mighty ancestors who had managed to bring them through the ages to this point of extinction. He was to change all that. He had found his inbuilt desire for surviving the long run, by knowing how to dream for it rather than deliberate about what it was, or might be. What Planet felt about achieving a future home for his kind, and in believing, and desiring to see his humanity in the future even though he would not be there to actually see if they had survived or not, was to rebuild the ancient economy, pump it with much greater scope than ever imagined before in mankind, rather than being in the scrum with all the other haze crazies who thought through heads full of desires, instead of concentrating on the sum of the whole – a chosen dream – if they dreamt of surviving at all.
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         Yet what was the bother about hate, or spite, if you rocked on it? And Widespread! Any kind of snake’s venom of hatefulness was only going to fall like water off a duck’s back. He was already waiting to fight any god, any logic, strangers, even his own weaknesses, or the spirits imbued in the souls of other countrymen: all those who thought they were God. He was a combatant who was as ready as any other Aboriginal man, woman or child in Praiseworthy to deal with the pervasiveness of deep-rooted hate.

         It was a world of full-time irate people who were a bit frightened of Planet, because he was the number one boss man of one of the most powerful spiritual presences in the region. And you know what? The people sitting in the white plastic chairs in the haze knew this was his fault for making the spirit show itself at their meeting, and this bringing up the mighty ancestral being was much, much bigger you know, than any other people’s God spirits, such as angels flying in the pale sunlight beaming through clouds above the town, or demons hovering in the darkness and trespassing on Praiseworthy country. The trouble with Widespread was that he had a higher-plane view of the world, where he saw himself looking down from far above where Praiseworthy people stood. They proclaimed the law edict, and said you could call the haze as embracing obliviousness, or call it what you like, but Planet was a bad embracer. He embraced strife like he was lassoing a donkey, and he eclipsed any other embracer of feral donkeys who could do this without creating strife.

         Dance was unconvinced, she knew a thing or two about displacement thinking when it came to her spiritual ideologies, and she accused Planet of squatting foreign feral donkeys on her Native Title land like some sort of hippie shit. She campaigned strong and hard for the municipality to legally get rid of all donkeys for good. And why not? She wanted extreme measures to be taken. Borders closed. Gates closed, not swinging. No more whatnot happening about the place. No more trying to export five million feral donkeys roaming Australia to Praiseworthy. Take them back to wherever they came from in the first place, she argued to the Major Mayor’s town council, and get them the hell off my pristine Native Title land. The municipality bristled, Her Native Title land? It was like a snake had appeared out from nowhere, a king brown, a friggen taipan, and snakelike teeth fanged the question, flashed the poison, rattled the big blinking red neon light billboard eyes gleaming with rotating snakes. Dance wanting to get rid of all feral or could-be feral donkeys became the talk of Praiseworthy, because it was a very sensitive issue to talk about who was the sole Native Title holder of the cemetery.

         Top-down municipality said they were going to ignore her stupid request because how could you expect them to personally go and round up and export five million donkeys to a foreign country. Nobody wanted a pack of feral donkeys turning up from Australia. Where are we going to get the resources to do that? They did not want to. They were too blinded with rage from her claiming everyone else’s Native Title rights. Everyone owned the cemetery. Not the squatters with a donkey problem. They could not understand what she wanted them to do about the donkeys. What? She wants them sent dead or alive? Who knew: How were we going to export millions of dead donkeys? How would you even calculate the cost of exporting foreign donkeys? The question became the main topic of conversation for a very long time, and the worsening of the red dust in the haze dome was temporarily ignored while Praiseworthy tried to work through a rough calculation of ridding Australia of yet another colonialism debacle that ended in the traditional owner having to eliminate millions of feral Jesus donkeys along with myxomatosis rabbits, rats, fire-inferno buffel grass etc. etc. The problem rocketed, became an epicentre of mathematics that was being worked out by the caucusing elders sitting around on the white plastic chairs which they had dragged to the shade as it shifted along the buildings, and from one semi-shady tree to another. It was too dear. It would take the Australian army to do something like that. Five hundred thousand trucks. Maybe, or maybe more. No buts please, but it would be a very sad day to see all those trucks passing with that many dead donkeys. They talked about building a massive abattoir as a tourist venture, but decided in the end to put more money into producing another gigantic hologram of Ice Pick to patrol the spreading haze dome. And anyhow, they decided it was just not right to kill a single Jesus donkey, because the bottom line was that nothing was Dance’s Native Title land anyhow. The conversation about what to do turned to mass elimination, and they wondered if they wanted to be known as a centre for mass murder, an exterminator of life in the modern world. Would they be able to live with being tagged mass murderers, or being named the Putin people of Praiseworthy? It was decided very quickly down at the town council that defeated the single vote in favour by the Major Mayor, whose vote usually amounted to everything dictatorial, that this was not the look of kindness they were seeking for themselves in their cosmopolitan flight towards a far more lofty form of righteous mindedness, of being actual black humanitarians who thought themselves equal with white people while being assimilated inside the cruel white world. Just think of five million ghost donkeys coming back to haunt Praiseworthy. Hey! Hey! Hey! There were no hee-hawings to be heard about this. What was enough? It was not to be reminded of death in the haze that they were sitting in, so the elders went back inside to avoid any more talk about the lovely feral donkeys. They reckoned that all the dead people who were coming to them in their dreams told them that they owned the Native Title law that Dance was claiming anyhow, that land where they were buried, in the cemetery. It was their neutral land. It would be easier if she moved. Case closed.

         But was the case really closed? The ethics of the thing were malleable in hard times, shifting and shaping what was right, or wrong. You see! This was where the problem lay. No one could freely drive down to the cemetery anymore to visit dead people because feral donkeys had assumed the role of the Native Title owner. They were attacking people that’s what, and that Widespread should be locked up himself, for locking up the graveyard and trespassing on sixty-thousand-odd years of law like he was an amoeba, or like a prehistoric low-life that had no idea yet what people’s rights were about.
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         Lording over it all, there was Widespread with his simple mantra, or guiding light. The mantra about anomalies. He often pointed out that anything was possible to the spirit people following him around the cemetery, who were wanting to know when they were going to see their spooked donkey-hating relatives again. That was the mantra. He chose to ignore continuing spirit complaints about not being able to see the fold-up chair people he had forced to sit on the other side of the fence. Instead, he preferred to try to pacify the ghosts by explaining that there was something fundamentally wrong about being oppressed when you were deceased, when you should be having fun, and explained this same anomaly in himself, of how he was overcoming oppression. They said, We know how we are. Then, Planet reckoned: It does not matter if you are saints, or black angels, or whatever spirit realm you are living in now. If you were compliant and pliable enough to meet some high jump to gain a white sense of self-security, or if you were complete mongrel dogs for not cooperating with government programs, you are anomalies from the spirit line.

         Their lives – Widespread pointed out ever so casually to some of the ghosts in his midst who were still following him and arguing the toss about oppression – were just figures on a sheet of paper. The only value you ever had to white government was in all those statistics about your disadvantage. This made the graveyard ghosts jump in time with his stick pounding the ground when he told that story of statistics: that his family were statistics, their house was a statistic, this community was a statistic, being dead was a statistic. And the ghosts disappearing back into the ground were pretty pissed off with being slapped around by a stick, and were grumbling about how they were very old people and should not be treated like they were just dirt, and said they hated those donkeys for trying to kill us. Donkeys should be taken off this country for not knowing the one thousand and one ancient songs for the country like we do, so how are you going to keep the place alive with donkeys with no song? 

         All the theorising about statistics had to end, it was the anomaly in the world of the ancestral man, but as Widespread understood his own theories, of foreclosing anomalies, one thing he did not know, was when to end. It was as though thoughts were attached to his feet, and he would continue to walk the talk by listing the names of all those he could remember being buried there as an old so-and-so – who was a paper statistic. Foreclosure perhaps, somehow not complete. Old wham! Bang! Yep! You are a statistic, and names continued to be conjured up and jet streamed into the world of the disenfranchised, further entrenching the reality if only in his own mind, of a new, deeper understanding of the way things were.

         You and you, while referring to his elusive sons Aboriginal Sovereignty and Tommyhawk, who were forever slipping further away from his sight, he explained to the phantoms, Don’t be fooled by the false niceties and the pleasantries of people thinking they are doing the right thing for you. You are the expediency for the folly of others, like this graveyard full of our dead people, you exist just for some endless fucking non-compliance to government policies – black statistics, and that is why we are living here in this cemetery so you will always remember that. 

         Planet said such ideas did not matter to him though, because he was walking on the metaphorical thin ice of ambition with economic passion growing up from the roots sunk deep into the dirt under his feet, and flowing like a river of life straight through every blood vessel in his body as a matter of fact, and this passion was linked hard straight through to the far away, and to the near, and tied tight into the bolt hole of the ancient lineage of the uber-genius which was the country’s brain in his own brain. It’s all of those kind of things, he explained. So, don’t depend on anyone else while we still have our own guts to get us through. Keep a lid on. But Widespread kept trying to supersede himself in the ancestral game of survival he was mucking about with, and somehow by instinct, he knew that he was getting there inch by bloody inch, by doing things like an ancestral hero which was in his own spirit, like any of the big bosses of the law story that was contained in, and linked to, all of his imaginings.

         Planet did not actually run around the block broadcasting visionary thoughts to the undead masses. He was not their publicity man even if he was trying to save them. You needed to be more circumspect when you have a vision. You need to keep the thing safe, hidden in the back of the cupboard until you can attack by surprise. There was no need for flippancy about being a genius with a plan when you were among people who were not geniuses. You do not want to be forever in the business of regilding the patina of negativity off the golden goose. Any new reality for how the ancestral story would flow into the future was principally about keeping the main plan hidden amongst a plethora of nothing plans, keeping your lips zipped, and acting as though you had no idea what you were talking about. This was the main show, the diversion from seeing where Planet was hidden in the gap – the gap of inequality, that inhospitable void world lying between all others in the dominant society, the world of the poor dispossessed traditional owner of the continent, where you would not see him at all, for he would be just another harmless failure floating around in the ether. If this meant you needed to remain anonymous, unobtainable, mired in the statistical gap, so to speak, then you know what, whatever! Whenever it takes Widespread to clarify his position, it was like gliding unnoticed in the moonlight, which was not so much to do with his family, who refused to listen to any of his monologues about what donkeys would do for them, but to make his point about the beauty of stealth in being an invisible constant presence in the unnamed numbers of the Bureau of Statistics. It was an ingenious plan. Who would think of looking for a dangerous ghost hiding in the statistics? This was the question he frequently asked the non-present Aboriginal Sovereignty especially, the older son, who was too busy to know whatever his father was on about by walking away from him, although Planet did not mind who walked away from him. That’s the way to do it. He just liked expressing the pure theory of being an anomaly, the invisibility in being anonymous, because this was where to find the focus, from the usually unattainable murky high-plateau moments of life as they currently knew it. You got to keep under the radar like a graveyard ghost smack in the middle of the low-performance statistic, as you are expected to be in the goals for closing the gap between Aboriginal and non-Aboriginals by the Australian government. That’s the way to do it.

         Just walk away, Planet did not mind how he challenged ghosts, or his disappearing-act sons, I will prove it to you. He said that he would fight anyone in Praiseworthy with either a couple of words or his bare fists anytime, or with whatever they wanted to name as their fighting stick, number ten boomerang or spears, by announcing that everyone he ever knew was a sycophant, when Tommyhawk had suggested likely contenders that could whip his father’s arse clean off the face of the planet.

         It was at the family dinner with Johnny Cash rolling, when Planet said he believed that he had flown the starship of ancestral ambition into the ear of his genius youngest son who continued eating as though his father was not there, because he believed he did not have a father. The feeling in the house was strangled by a great sense of breathlessness, of ghosts mingling around the kitchen table and nodding agreement, true, true, as Planet spoke on: I know what I am talking about because you can read any Australian government report you like about the Aboriginal world, and it will tell you that I am a failure, and that is where I want to be, safe from people messing around with my life and making me an even bigger failure than I am already.

         Praiseworthy sighed like an old dog from overhearing what came from Widespread’s dinner lips wafting around in the haze. They did not think twice about condemning his manifesto. Who cared about anomalies, or anonymously pushing your hot-air epics preaching failure, hymn-aholic-ing, mongering, hissing, splattering over the ground and freaking out the sly dog grovelling on its cringing belly, as it slid through a landscape of prickles to find somewhere else to hide in the tall grass while yelping a fog of hot wind into the dust haze. In the end though, hierarchy people, and even the people who called themselves nothing, were finished with arguing with an idiot. They were more concerned with keeping a trophy town looking like a trophy town. This was monumental to them, not a pyramid-saving scheme with communist chrematistics, and if that left Cause feeling like he was living the dream by achieving even less human rights for himself by being left out to dry, and being excluded from the official Australian government statistics defining the status quo in the Aboriginal world, then so be it. This was not something they would aspire to for themselves.

         Planet’s self-inflicted solace as an anomaly in the statistics was a tiresome hindrance in a one-person political stealth campaign of saving morons, and continually reassuring a restless brain on an ongoing basis that he was just doing his job, as he reasoned that in the end the poor would take revenge – probably. Yippy! Hi! Ay! 

         Invasion dreams were big stuff, and plagued heavily on Planet’s mind, but most of all, he had one prevailing dream of madness which he never talked about, not even to the ghosts. It was an eternal brooding nightmare that rose from a place where oceans roared. This was when Planet became a long-distance runner of the middle of the night, running from nightly versions of horror to reach safer places he could never find. He was perpetually lost in multiple versions of the same dream, where he became debilitated by a sense of being unable to find where he should be going, and which pushed him further into the anonymous anomaly theories of his perpetual self-arguments about how he was going to break out of a packet of chips so to speak, and fly back to the place of the address he had lost, or the train ticket he could not find, the flight he had missed, in a place with a language he could not speak. He crashed, far from the sight of becoming an overnight success. This looked like the nemesis of not being a multi-millionaire, and honouring his pledge to make all the other poor Praiseworthy nobodies into millionaires as well. These were the difficulties. The dream that contained blockages, of concertinaing in the graveyard night like a dial tittering to the bottom of a spinning wheel and never hitting the jackpot, with the chance of flipping instead right off the spectrum of a lot of quick cash, shredded his mind in its own shredder, swung him awake with fists pumping the air to punch his way out of his brain, and disturbed Dance’s tranquil butterfly dreams to scream at him for dreaming like a panic-stricken donkey.

         But why should a big strong man like Planet tip himself over the edge at night? Somehow, he could not help but fear failure from the moment he drifted off into sleep, while waking again and again throughout the night in the hope of keeping himself awake, knowing that he was too frightened to dream. Then, there he was, like a waiting snake, where he lay stiff as a board for the nightmare to arrive, and he would wake himself in panic, and strike at the unfathomable demons lying ahead setting booby traps to steal his multi-dimensional donkey transport empire that was increasing exponentially, and barrelling out of control from any sense of reality – the few dozen feral donkeys down in the backyard cemetery sleeping on top of people’s graves.

         Yes, at night, Planet thought he was going mad for nothing in his debilitating journey to success. It was not a smooth ride. Everything fell against him, and as he orbited around the nightmares, he certainly knew it was going to take an angel-type miracle to create one of the biggest Aboriginal-owned donkey transport industries of the kind that this land had never seen before. Nothing was going to save Planet from the enormity of this desire to save his own people. Don’t they all say that? You needed to build one big fortress around vision. Treat information as wealth. Something that must be earned and reluctantly given on a need-to-know basis. You have to understand that Planet instinctively understood he was dealing with the ancestor industry. He was connected to the reality of figuring out how to utilise the vast powers the ancestors had given to him through nightmares that were too enormous to grasp, where only through his vigilance to wakefulness, he could release himself from their frightening grip. Planet knew the ancestors were speaking to him from the line into eternity, but this vast ancient library was a nightmare for his brokenness, who was not strong enough to grasp the true meaning of traditional knowledge. Why pick me? How would he learn to rebuild and reform the traditional economies of his people, just as they had learnt to survive since the beginning of time? Yes, he knew this nightmare well. A high level of desire that he could barely comprehend, and he knew there was no point in seeking counsel from loose-lip ghosts covering themselves with sleeping donkeys on their graves. They spoke of the general. Like Dance. Why should he let them manipulate the ancestors by putting silly ideas into people’s useless little dreams of surviving the haze?
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         While the haze dome shadowed possibility, life continued to feel as though it was unchanging and glued to the eternal. Then behold! Daylight! The shafts of sunshine slithered down through the haze to wake the butterflies that swarmed into pools of sunlight on the flatlands. Butterflies – all the glasswings, Carpentaria pearl-whites, yellow grass skippers, the cabbage whites and the strikingly marked black-and-white wings of the citrus swallowtail butterflies – were dancing their ceremonies and forming aerial rivers above the leaf-broken, insect-chewed, cobweb-covered dry grass. But the movement of butterflies did not excite Praiseworthy people. They stayed rooted, tethered to the time of the ancestors, their lives in spiritual prayer and devotion. Only their thoughts travelled up into the skies, all the pipe dreams flying far into the cosmos, following the tracks of the old song cycles that they could not follow. Rootedness, that was key, so you can imagine what a sensation was being created in Praiseworthy whenever Widespread disappeared into thin air, and from the combined imaginings he journeyed into the furthest of all faraway places, the Ultima Thule of the world, driven like a wayfarer by devils shoving him and punching him in the back – and making him leave behind his kindred people.

         On this, they also thought of another modern idiom, and said old Planet was controlled by a globalised network of mine diggers bent on controlling the independence of Praiseworthy by wanting to come here with cartons of grog, only to rob their traditional secret-legends that told the story of the vast wealth hidden somewhere. But no one could remember the punchline of the stories of where all the gold was anyhow, or was it diamonds, crude oil, rock-solid iron ore, copper or some other mineral? These donkeys, the ones in the cemetery, they said, were really disguised international capitalists, and were just pretending to be eating all the grasses, but were really kicking off the topsoil to expose the veins of gold hidden in the ground and whatnot. And this Planet rot, he was driving those mine diggers mad from having to put up with him bringing more and more donkeys to add to this donkey plague already living in Praiseworthy.

         Yet the real reason Planet kept bringing so many donkeys into town was lost on the crowd. The grand plan was steeped in so many layers of secrecy wrapped tight somewhere deep in his head, that whatever the absolute truth was, it was long gone, lost so to speak, moved off into the hardship of droughts and hotter extended summers of global warming. Only this plague of half-pet donkeys was left to roam the streets, fending for themselves on spoilt rubbish from the wheelie bins, and knowing what it was like to be associated with Planet’s complete failure. The vision splendid was not half-tamed feral donkeys dependent on taking direction from the recorded voice of Hank Williams heard in the distance singing about getting down to the river and feeling so lonesome he could die, as they ran to the river and cried buckets of tears while wallowing in the bloody putrid muddy mess of the town’s water supply. That did not bring them closer to fulfilling Planet’s dream.

         Yep! Each and every one of this grey mass were the plain wrong donkeys, all mistaken identities – not the true grey of his dream donkey. These were just the shabby grey ones that Planet had mistakenly caught over years and years of his journeys, or else, had been rounded up in the middle of the night by a pack of archangels he had bargained with, or in truth, that he had stolen from some southern farmer when he saw a nice-looking grey donkey from the road as he was passing, roaming around a paddock and minding its own business. All these, he took for his unpaid rent from past and continuing atrocities connected with his stolen ancestral land, and if this method failed, he did not mind stealing somebody’s pet donkey that he assumed was his because it was supposed to be the colour of his dream.

         With only being able to take one donkey passenger in the back seat of his Falcon sedan at a time, Planet would set out on the long arduous journeys back to Praiseworthy. Each an epic pilgrimage that felt like months of slow travel, with either somebody else’s pining donkey, or a wild feral donkey turned vicious monster kicking the Falcon to pieces, and screaming all the way. Then finally, in the end, he would be completely jacked off when he saw clearly in the hues of the haze, that each of these journeys had been a failure, and it was finally revealed to him as plain as day, that he had come back with the wrong donkey.

         This was the moment of true reality, when all hell broke loose down at the graveyard soon after he arrived back to Praiseworthy with each newly acquired uniquely prized grey donkey, when after idly thinking it could not be true, and then obsessively comparing the donkey with the various shades of mistaken greyness of the rest of his herd, he realised the absolute truth, that the whole exhausting effort lasting several months of hardship to say the least, had been a complete waste of time. This was when he found it hard to relinquish the exhausting effort it had taken a bloody poor man like himself who got no thanks from anyone for having carted another screaming hee-hawing creature in the back of his car day and night for weeks on end. Why hadn’t he realised the mistake in the first place? Why was he so colourblind? Couldn’t he see the difference in the shade of grey? Was he so gullible and had not learnt a thing in almost twenty years of building the dream? Wasn’t he a grown man for goodness sake? Well! He asked all of those questions, and he could not understand what went wrong, and he had to admit that anyone else in their right mind would have been suspicious of how to view greyness, and savvy enough to have realised sooner, quicker, or on the spot, or at a glance even from several kilometres away, that this stupid donkey standing in front of him was not the superior king donkey of all donkeys. It was not as if it was carrying on stupid for weeks trapped in the sedan like it did not have a brain in its head and could not shut the fuck up – for nothing. Perhaps it was trying to tell him something – I am not the one you want. This was the gravity of making mistakes with this particular type of vision. The weight was accumulating in his head, and especially when the realisation punched him square in the heart, and he saw again the wrong grey fur, for this was the moment when he saw that the bloody thing was exactly the same grey colour as his other donkeys.

         All grey donkeys were good to middling in their greyness, and looked the same, but not if you were building a business model based on the colour of platinum grey, which as it turned out, was perhaps closer to the dense silvery colouring of plutonium, and this was a complete bummer of a realisation if you could not tell the difference between a sea of commonplace grey and the unique, fancy donkey of dreams. It was any wonder Planet felt frustrated. Pissed off. There was no way in the world that he would speak of this incompetence of his brain to decipher shades of grey to Dance’s lazy attitude of why bother, each donkey was identical, wasn’t it? Why do you want hundreds of grey donkeys, she had already asked him a thousand times, for this lasting mistaken identity. Well! What was the story of redemption?

         Planet just remained a stoic and brittle man to the core, and pursued the business of caring for his waste-of-time fake donkey herd. He gave each donkey due diligence while keeping a deep place in his heart to store his pile of hurt, even as he reasoned it was more for the pretence, so as not to look like the complete idiot he thought himself to be. This was the theatre: he had turned himself into an actor of his own drama. And like a proper frustrated mule, he fetched buckets of water from kilometres away for the donkeys, sickle-cut dead buffalo grass by the tonne, carrying sugar bags full of the stuff swung over his sweaty back while he tried to realign his screwed-up mind from going on a killing rampage of every mistaken grey donkey, all the mistaken jacks, the mistaken young jennies, and any burro bebé, and not even that was anywhere near the truth. The man hated being reminded of his failures which were everywhere to be seen, and this was the hard truth about having poor assets when you were trying to create a sustainable economy to take your people into the future. And then there was Dance standing around and watching his every step while grinning from ear to ear as though she was looking at a fool, and dreaming of migration to get the hell out of the place. Why don’t you train those donkeys? Get them to go and fetch the bloody water then? Cut the grass then? What you got them for then? Planet knew. He knew what she was thinking. He knew her every thought. It made him more determined to be the donkeys’ mule. What are you then, King Mule? These were the days that were never ending for Planet. You don’t tell me what to do woman, he hissed under his breath while slapping the mosquitoes attacking his face.

         Yet, let it be said once, that Planet remained a very compassionate man. He would never kill a donkey, no not ever, even when he completely lost his block, he got back up again and was still compassionate, just as he could never give up with what the ghosts of the ancestors wanted him to do about saving his people with donkeys. You gotta save the mob, they had said, he remembered it clearly, how they were telling him straight through his thoughts. Don’t become some weak thing like that dead white cabbage butterfly lying there on the ground. One time, they had even told him the dream, how You gotta become the largest import/export trans-continental transport baron in post-apocalyptic times just like some American blockbuster movie, because in the end, this was hard fact, and it was not going to be a simple dream of you just sitting around on a chair and watching American movies all day, you got to direct it, this was what the dream is about, doing it all yourself. 

         Unbelievably, it was a dream come true – the making of the dream part that is – and he believed that the country ancestors kept instructing him about what to do, because they were not telling the Australian government for Aboriginal people how to get some donkeys to save the world and throwing a bit of cash at the dream along the way. The local council certainly were not listening to the ancestral ghosts fanning the haze with their culture stories. They only wanted donkeys to disappear from the face of the Earth. There was not one blood relative who would give him a bit of a hand because they had already decided that they hated having disease donkeys living near them. The entire continent did not care to be surrounded by five million feral donkeys ranging in all sizes, ages and tones of grey, and where some were living in broken-down pens that Cause had built with whatever: bits of rope, bits of second-hand fencing wire and posts collected from the rubbish dump. He had fences everywhere, and fences adorned with kangaroo skins in the process of tanning, to eventually construct an industry of donkey harnesses and whatever whatnot you needed in the business world of a transport industry that ran on donkey fuel, and not gas. The constant stink irked the haze town that had grown to hate donkeys with a vengeance, and that was constantly asking, Why is he doing this to us? Nobody was sure that they knew why he was creating such a massive hindrance to poor people like themselves and their need to protect themselves with all of their strength with the officially projected Australian government for Aboriginals’ approved plan to be achieved over several generations henceforth probably, possibly, the almost impossibility when you considered the legacy of all government past policy failures in respect of achieving incremental Aboriginal social advancement over endless time into, but not against, white society, which was interpreted to be read, Why don’t you get over your hatred? Start working with white people. Get along with people, for the plan was a good thing, it was not about over-reaching your own ideas of how Aboriginal people wanted to be human, or wafting yourself into something else, like anarchy, and reclaiming your entire unceded sovereignty over the continent.

         But, what can you do? The old ghost ancestor mob had chosen run-down Planet of all people to save the culture, and this was even when they could have chosen Ice Pick who was fat with largesse as the highly influential Major Mayor of Praiseworthy with the ear of the Australian government – big business on his side, and his band of sycophancy woman followers who were going nuts about creating hate laws against donkeys by the bucketload.

         The spirits had gone mad instead, and moved into Planet’s mind to give him their most glorious dreams about survival like there was no one else good enough to give any hope to the world right now. And Planet! Well! Lump in throat: he fitted the hope thing like a glove. He understood the times. You would not have to tell him twice that he was a black saviour of the era, that you only get one chance in a lifetime to accomplish some dream of ultimate joy and fulfilment, particularly when he knew it would make him the richest black man in living memory. Yep! He went for it, hook, line and sinker.

         He agreed with the ancestral mob. Said, for sure there was absolutely nobody else in Praiseworthy worth giving this mighty dream to. There was no one else on earth he could think of, who would really be able to anticipate what it meant to experience what real splendidness felt like as he did, and was already experiencing even though none of his desires had been realised, and this was the kind of delirium that could push someone to think they needed to own a Zeus-type platinum donkey. Well! Yes, who in Praiseworthy would want to find the right donkey in the holy bush country of the ancestors? There were plenty of little realist voices marching up to his eardrum, and asking normal questions like – but weren’t all grey donkeys grey, Cause? No, nobody could go worrying about things like that if he were being given a decree by a mighty ancestral being.

         21

         A magic donkey could rip your heart out and make you go wild, if it knew you had an overwhelming desire to own it, and knew that you would do anything to capture its power. The ghost mob had told him this. He had to be careful. This was the king donkey they had told him about and that you had to be really careful when it turned up in some fable story of long-ago other places in the world. They were telling him how the king of donkeys existed only in their country. We only heard it was true, but with all those recurring dreams hitting him in the middle of the night, there was nobody as sleepless as Planet, and having lain there beside Dance and thinking all night, what could he do if he was being chosen by an ancestral creator to be instilled with an atmospheric pressure gauge to read climate change, how would he figure out where this donkey was, on what plains country, or on what string of hillocks, or stringy bark country? Or, where down in the valley, or, where in the middle of a rainbow, or in the middle of the night? Which part of the endless sea of spinifex, or which drought-stricken bone-dry creek bed, or where under a moonlit night, or under the southern cross of which year? Where was the quest to begin, to finally reach the end like some obsessed conqueror? Geography, and the diverse landscape of thousands of kilometres rushed through his head, suddenly zapping a likely spot into focus, then exiting too quickly off the radar before he had a chance to throw a pup dart at the map pinned to his brain, and passing through his head. This was such a vast country. Who had walked over every inch of it? He had great difficulty in deciding where in this enormous continent he would most likely find this magical donkey that was going to make him rich. This was an animal so lustrously silver, it glowed at night in a splendorous platinum grey in Planet’s dream like a gelatin silver photograph, the colour of ethereal skies. This was a creature that some might call a wizard, but in the world today you would say it was a chemist, and was capable of mixing in its breath, the trace chemicals captured from the grasslands covering this silver rich country, and exhale a heavenly brilliance upon the night-time land that was like a grey sheen of silvery dullness. It was no wonder that the dream donkey composed in Planet’s thoughts as he lay sleepless at night, was beyond comparison with anything else on Earth in terms of greyness.

         Planet did not shave in this time of years, and his beard grew longer and greyer, vaster, and bushier, because the one thing that drove him was not vanity, but the higher quest of sheer madness. He had to find this uniquely grey donkey as though this was all he had been born to do. It was so hard to be chosen, to have to undertake a quest like no other, one that had been sent to him as a signal from the vast depths of the country’s knowledge, and relayed through its messenger ghosts that had gotten out of their graves in the cemetery where his wrong type of pet donkeys roamed, and where the family lived. It was a kind of angel thing to do, to live in the quest of seeking a shiny grey donkey that kept visiting him for a nanosecond in the pitch darkness at the same time each night, approximately five minutes past three in the morning.

         Planet sometimes thought that the donkey was not really the issue, it was the colour that mattered because it meant he would eventually own one of those platinum mines that made more money than one mortal could dream of, but then, while drifting back into sleep, overwhelmed by so much accumulated greyness, he would remember that he was an ordinary Aboriginal man, who was at best just an embassy for his people. He knew that the only way to stop the dream was to find this donkey and save his people from the eternal worries of poverty, even if it was also going to make him the richest Aboriginal man in the world.

         Then, he totally collapsed. He was like a dead man in the trance of a sleep so deep nothing else was left in his mind other than a glowing donkey running around in his bedroom, and all around it, a wind roared with what looked like the leaves of the savannah paperbark forests, but were in this dream hundred-dollar bills instead of leaves, or grass, or anything like a windstorm would normally carry across the land, such as thousands of plastic shopping bags that look like a fever of stingrays swirling in the ocean, and this wealthy creature with all of its money flying everywhere kept walking around grabbing money with its mouth which it ate, and would not leave until Planet got out of bed to try to chase it away, to get some peace from dreaming about money. And then again, as he had for many years, he started to get ready, packed up, and there might have been a few IOUs left or not, from what he chucked into his Falcon, and a couple of suspicious spare tyres he remembered were lying around at the back of some other person’s place that he would probably have to nick, with other bits and bobs for trapping a donkey, and he was set to go. It was almost dawn when he stood beside the vehicle and looked around. There was nothing more to do as far as he was concerned, and he drove off in the Falcon sedan to chase the dream donkey over thousands of kilometres through arid country, only to find in the end, he was bringing another wrong donkey back to Praiseworthy.

         You could say that this was the devil of country. Some powerful trickster like that was not only overtaking Planet’s mind, but was controlling his body too by its powerful magic, controlling his heart, beating it quicker, while the sound of its thudding flat feet grew stronger as it ran through the blood stream flooding into his brain, like the thing was running over every kilometre of country, the tens of thousands of kilometres he had ever travelled on his lonely quests.

         This was the continuing epic. The unquenchable, incurable disease of desire, of passion to take charge of unconquerable quests that are sometimes laid at the feet of one chosen by the old ancestors. Yet, to be sure, Widespread was up to questing. His mind was capable of racing again and again with each new route he devised in his mind, targeted with a dart, as being the place where the platinum donkey lived. He would actually see it and wonder why he had not thought of going to this way off patch of land before. He could have punched himself for being so stupid, for missing this one place anyone could have realised was where you would find a platinum donkey, for he had passed this exact place of chest-high spinifex so many times in the past and had never bothered to check what was there. Well! Again! Widespread was wide awake now with much to do, too much that had to be achieved with the mental tallying up of his transport industry flicking through his head and resulting in pretty much bugger-all, which was of course the burden of what? Bad vision? There was no time to waste.
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         Who would not want to believe that what the atmospheric pressure man revelled in was his exceptionalism in hazardous times? If you had multipartite alliances like this with yourself, it would be easy to expel the lesser spell of all other praises, and it seemed as though Planet had earplugs jammed in his ears, and he held his nerve while others liked to scream in full off-key crying in his presence, for whom the bell tolls, it tolls for thee, which was the only line of Donne known by the people of the haze.

         You would need to have a special new God kind of thinking for believing that you were the chosen one. That it was you alone, who was meant to save the world, and who had to find the ultimate grey-coloured donkey roaming about somewhere on this continent of seven thousand, six hundred and ninety-two million square kilometres. You would have to have the capacity to wholly believe you were the luckiest person alive, as Widespread thought himself, to think that only you would find a needle in a haystack, but that was not the end of the story. One thing Planet believed was that it was his skin colouring that was going to better suit the bush in the long run, more than being white rich beyond your wildest dreams. His was the kind of skin for conquering nothing except the desire of survival of his humanity, just like his ancestors had desired survival by cycling infinity in plain sight of death and destruction. Belief in culture survival meant far more to him than being caught up in fiscal policies aimed at leaving the black man dirt poor. The hey-heyhey-heeeeeeeeee-he-hee-hee type of glory day would come for sure. He was the jackpot to get that result, and predestined, he already knew what it was like to own the dream donkey of unproven existence. The man was already powering himself to be magical rich, and even without realising how it was going to happen, and although he was a very practical man in every other sense, he had fathomed from somewhere deep inside that his belief in his own destiny was otherwise to almost every other person, and so he knew he would amaze himself one day by finding that he had suddenly developed that big transport industry for the new age of the fragile planet. It would be a day, he thought, when he saw donkeys rising up in the world and being worth their weight in gold. Already, he was a long way from Praiseworthy on a lonely dirt road, and he saw only the pure vision of being rich from believing in your own doing, and knowing through his very being that his people would never need to worry about being poor again.

         The swiftest magical thinking possible kept belting around like balls of dead spinifex in haze dust storms after Planet had left to find the ultimate dream donkey. Fast magic was never going to cut it for the abandoned wife preaching white ideas about going to the bank to get a loan, so they could set up a donkey circus, or something useful with all these donkeys – like normal people would do. The wind blew and he caught the breeze, and old Planet knew her thoughts even though he was miles away on the endless maze of dirt road in the bush where lesser people, people who were not godlike, became trapped and died. He mumbled under his breath about how she should get her head down from the clouds, and stop thinking about bank money. There would be no animal circus in Praiseworthy. The human circus was enough. He wondered if she had ever seen how much money a bank had hidden in its so-called vault. What! Two bob? That was all he had ever seen. Vaults at the back of a bank was movies stuff, what you saw happening in bank robberies on TV. He was convinced that real money was a hoax. There was no money. It was the government’s way of controlling poverty Aboriginal people, ruthlessly convincing them to have useless beliefs about banks having money to save them. You had to generate your own money. Otherwise, money never saw the light of day. Money did not hold up the sky on what was left of his traditional land. None, you hear that woman? Aumpt! Planet was lost in the maze of being in charge of his own life, and way out there in the bush doing the hard yards to capture the dream donkey, meant that he was not going to run some donkey kind of sideshow just for a bank to make some money out of him. He sneered at the very idea of banks practising black risk, so regardless of where Dance’s wishful thinking was leading her, she was alone in that plan about creating a circus in the circus.

         What was freedom, but to have the mind adrift? Yeep! Yeep! Planet’s mind flew around like a dry cyclonic dust storm. It was widespread, and as far and wide in thinking to leave no time for Dance’s white-reality thinking. He did not have enough time on this Earth to waste in becoming a perpetual trainee accountant. A black God man was never going to crawl through life for a white hope that one day he might be trusted with a bank loan. His donkey business would work without money – no loan from the bank, no omnicidal-bent government handout with clueless white or black bureaucrats telling him how to do this, or that, with a public noticeboard packed with bylaws that would prevent him from setting up the first real sustainable continent-wide industry for the omnicide times. He kept driving, and mumbling, Don’t need cash to get rich fast in this country. Would a vast herd of hardworking resilient industrial donkeys need money to eat? Planet did not think so.

         Planet had seen the evidence. He had seen it on TV, the tough ancestry donkeys of the subcontinent, Middle Kingdom, Middle East, and Central Europe living rough as guts somewhere in the arid hot lands of these countries. You just had to follow a dream to find them. And that was what he was doing. It did not matter what language these donkeys understood, he knew all he had to do was speak to the pack in plain old English, and it did not matter if they were of other ancestry, perhaps coming from the ancient Arabic Messiah’s donkey, or the sacred Greek donkey of the working god Hephaestos, or from the great travelling white magic donkey of the Chinese Immortal Zhang Guolao, or the descendants from the donkey vehicle of the Hindu goddess Kalaratri, or Epona protector of donkeys, or might be like King Midas who was taught to listen by Apollo. Widespread thought that the ancestors of these feral donkeys might have found, like Agrippa, the ancient Roman, that only donkeys were in the position to receive the divine. These feral donkeys were lucky to be in this country with the best listeners of all things foreign, and perhaps they had already learnt to hear the language of country in which they were roaming about. Planet wondered whether this was the reason why donkeys had thrived here. But whatever it was, he knew they spoke something, and in his dreams, he had already seen that even donkeys got lonely for their true homelands, and all these five million feral donkeys were reaching out, and communicating to each around the world in the middle of the night.

         You just had to be able to hear them, and Widespread knew what he was hearing when the platinum donkey had turned up in his dreams on pitch-black nights when the sky was wrapped in a blanket of clouds. You might not be able to see anything on a night like this, but Planet knew the donkey was there. He called it a Zeus-like donkey that came with the thunderclouds of the lightning ancestors, like it was their pet following them around. It was just the normal-size donkey lit up in a sepia-coloured sea of spinifex, or from a thicket of spearwood dancing in a wild wind, and the donkey only stopped when it came alongside his bed, and its head was inches from his own face. Its colouring, a certain silvery hue greyness, almost drove him mad with the need to capture what he had failed to capture, and make him see more clearly, that his total stock of a thousand wrong donkeys, was worth nothing.

         While such wild imaginings in his mind about capturing a mythological kind of godlike donkey drove the show, Widespread was certain of some spiritual force continuing to come through the ages to support him to get rich. Who else dreamt about a mountain of money? Endless, fathomless money? Where else would money like this come from, that was not welfare money, or money that came from a bank? He fully realised that there was no one else with the real glint of silvery gold streaks in the eye, that made it possible for him to see the miracles of richness in the form of a midnight gleaming silver-grey donkey in a dream. Only people like himself, with the secret pathways of optical vision, knew how to identify true grey, would see the midnight greyness of multi-millionaires, serious money greyness, such as steel manufacturers, and this had made sense, to change his name to Cause Man Steel, to be in the grey world of shipping magnates, major transport operators, air-force grey, naval-ship grey and so on, and this was the fact about the colouring of haulage that excited aficionados of greyness, as it had appealed to Widespread, where equally he recognised the greyness in the power of oppression, or seen it in the faces of world-worn failed political leaders, or in the wintertime suits of conservative politicians, in the greyness of the ocean churned by supercell cyclones running across northern Australia, and in the rain dripping off the backs of five millions feral donkeys roaming across the land of the ancestral creation beings, of the spirit country.

         This was Cause Man Steel as Planet, and as Widespread, the man who cut through the greyness from his hatred of any type of failure, even though he felt it was growing harder to continue wiping himself psychologically after each failed attempt to capture the God donkey. He hated this donkey, and how it had tricked him into wasting his life on that herd of wrong donkeys back in Praiseworthy. He hated his own fallibility, of being left so frustrated from the extreme conditions he had travelled to capture it, and most of all, that he had ended up settling for anything that was second best, or from another trick of the eye, or from another lame excuse of needing to build his herd with anything he could capture with a rope, by falsely hoping he would outwit the power of the God donkey by breeding his own platinum donkey. Hope on hope. Good go. There was such a lot of thought about failure sitting on his brain, his wasting time by continually deceiving himself, by being a captive of his own stupidity.

         Sometimes the ocean was nice and calm, and this old man of numerous epic journeys to save the future of his people, would work his brain to avoid another failure to own the God donkey. What was the plan if all plans ended up being the same, even though each had been designed not to waste his time, and had involved the usual format of waiting for the opportunity to check the colour again from a dream, before going out to capture the thing in exactly the same way as before. The waiting for the donkey to reappear in the dream drove him mad, but he had to wait because he could not just go whenever he liked. He needed to be given a map. This was what the donkey in the dream would give him with an indication of where it could be found, to lead Planet straight to it – if he knew the country well enough to know its stories of places – the real map of where to find every ancestral tree and hill in the vastness of old country, for any less knowledge would be useless for finding such an incredible animal with the capacity of making you rich beyond your wildest dreams. If you had nothing, knew nothing, what would this be? Just an ignorant stroll in the so-called wilderness with a stranger that was your own shadow. Planet had long known that he would not be happy just to appreciate the ultimate donkey without owning it, if he could only see it in a dream, as though his dream world was a museum. No! This was not the way it was going to be. This donkey would be a spearhead for the country in uncertain times, a national hero projecting a new future, not owned by government or white money, but as it should be, as Aboriginal private property.

         Cause had waited many months of nights before the Zeus-type donkey appeared in an odd dream like a brilliantly bedazzled two-point-five-million-dollar gleaming steel-grey Mercedes, and looked at him from the dove-greyness of the dream country’s night-shaded spinifex. Planet had been heartbroken that it would never come back, and believed that he was going to have a heart attack, but in whatever moments it took for him to be compos mentis, Planet pumped enough gas in his body, bolted around the room to try and catch it, switched the light on, and lost the dream. All was not lost though, because Planet, being an expert about all of this country’s geographical story lines of creation, pointed to a neon-flashing tiny spot in his brain where he identified the faraway patch of spinifex where Zeus donkey was gazing off in the distance. Do not ask how he knew, but he knew the exact location, and precisely how long the journey would last with his bugger-all resources to get there.

         This was the reason why, when Planet left again on this last journey, moving among his donkeys in the night and getting his gear ready, the heaven where the holy lived helped him. Nobody from this point A to wherever he was going, got in his way. The location of an imagined donkey palace was complete in his head, his lucky charm in all of its aesthetics of true grey was already figureheading his long-haul business of several thousand feral donkeys repurposed for the carrying industry in full swing journeys of transporting goods and services across the country. You got it! We carry it. He was already dreaming in mottos, in catchy little titles to advertise his vast business with the workings of it, that could make a man’s head spin with the motherlode of donkey carriers heading off in every direction, to be caught up with from Aileron to Albury, from Wauchope to Warburton, and all carrying the gold of making his people rich in the new era of heat. So, of course Widespread had to have this only real donkey. Who wouldn’t chase the colour of industry, the colour of conglomerates? The colour of fortune-makers that sometimes appear in dreams of a common black man like Widespread, telling him how to get rich. Who wouldn’t go chasing a dream that was told in grey?
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         Who knows what Widespread thought while he swung his torchlight around in jerky old-man movements as he moved quickly towards another, and another of his imaginary donkey yards so far away in Praiseworthy, in the middle of the night?

         How many more moments of regret would he have to endure as he herded his hundreds of fake donkeys that moved reluctantly towards the open gates where he pushed them out into the darkness of the bush surrounding Praiseworthy? All free to roam in possibly the most dangerous place in the world for donkeys to be while he was away, where he was unable to protect them while questing to find the apotropaic true donkey of billions of poor people in the world, the only kind of donkey a man robbed of his human rights like Planet should own. You should not interrupt Cause Man Steel to his face though, for he was not concerned about flying challenges of the wondrous. It was sometimes best to leave thy will be done, and let those hundreds of donkeys wandering around town fend for themselves in a time of general all-out retaliation and retributing by-laws structured about eliminating forever more the donkey matter in Praiseworthy.

         Now with all the gates flung open, Widespread continued in his haste in the new land of the platinum donkey, moving without a moment to lose, even though the fleeting image of the land of the giant spinifex that he had caught in the dream was quickly fading in the multiple distractions of what he had to think about to keep a dream eye on his bad herd of wrong donkeys back in Praiseworthy. He kept driving back and forth in nerve-bending journeys in the night while asleep, and to tell you the truth, this was no easy task. This was responsibility. He knew you could not simply disappear into your own fantasy in a reality world of intolerance, but there was nothing he could do to curb his obsession now the prize seemed closer than ever. He had to leave the rest of his life to chance – if his herd of donkeys survived or not in Praiseworthy while he was chasing the vision – even though he knew there was no chance that Dance, or his sons Aboriginal Sovereignty and Tommyhawk, would lift a finger for the enterprise he was building in their name by watering and feeding a few donkeys – that was all he ever expected them to do, he was not asking them to look after the whole bloody world like he tried to do.

         Then, strangely, in the nightmare of his long distance to-ing and fro-ing, Planet caught sight of Dance swinging her own torch that lit the wings of hundreds of white terns that looked to him like angels squalling in the winds above her. You are no angels, he hissed quietly at the spectacle, while hoping she had not noticed that he was already there, and preparing to leave again. The thought did not cross his mind, that she was far too preoccupied, and had erased his existence from her mind a long time ago.

         She was out searching for emperor moths, studying their eagle-eye wings spread out on the surface of night-scented gum leaves spilt over the ground. He flicked his torch light in her direction, once, twice, while hoping for an inkling of recognition of the marriage bond emerging from a small crevice of his conscience – tinged with guilt perhaps, of needing to give her a parting gesture at least, just to let her know he was going now, just in case she might think to remember to keep an eye on their assets, if she did not mind. After all! The thought counted, even if it had no value. This glitter of guilt was instantly dismissed. See you later. Whatever. He had no time to be bothered about walking around in the dark to catch up with her, just to tell her that he had left, as if she could be bothered…Her torchlight did not falter, or pause, or return a wave, but kept moving further away.
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         In the dawn, the heavy haze falls over the donkey nightmares of Praiseworthy as Widespread’s vehicle puffs, crawls into motion, moves slowly while reciting its aubade, through a distant world where the five million feral donkeys lived. The exhaust was moaning with the load, the dozens of red-earth-stained fat plastic containers either filled with water, or somebody else’s fuel, a few borrowed spares piled in the back of the vehicle alongside coils of fraying plastic ropes, red-dust-engrained swag, a heavy tangle of roughly rolled wire chucked on top of dozens of steel pickets, and all manner of donkey-catching gear.

         In the rear-view mirror, Planet caught sight of himself, the resented view of some person that looked like him who was slipping further away from home. His sight of himself startled him, and he snarled. Git a grip. He chose to avert his eyes back to the potholes that were like bomb craters all over the main road. A look out the side window into the aeviternity of the all times brooding over country darkened his thoughts. Of cats now fighting in Praiseworthy. Puppy dogs still sleeping peacefully. Church choirs already humming through the tangled networks of loudspeakers. Nothing was happening rectilinear there. He was moving forwards like he said, changing the landscape of his people’s future in his lifetime.

         Thongs. What he wore on his feet, would be his only personal item for the trip. Yep! Revved the Falcon further. The ageing engine roared. Okay! Lets do this. Planet knew how to talk nice way, or bad way, scold the Falcon, cajole it, or seek the vehicle’s advice on direction, instinct, know-how, experience, and its memory of hard roads for spin-outs and blowouts, or where to take the shortcuts, and where to avoid the dead ends. But mostly, Planet cursed the Falcon a thousand times a day for being one of the slowest things you could find on Earth, or for getting another F N blowout in the F N heat stewing his brains into a soufflé at fifty-five-plus Celsius, and he was threatening to set the bloody useless tin bastard of a thing on fire with a can of petrol if it failed to get him through a blanket spinifex landscape stretching over hundreds of kilometres in any direction to the horizon. Then, what to do? The sedan would not make it through miles of pure bulldust while being bogged up to the axles in this mongrel dog of a journey of many weeks. He scraped though. Fixed the junk, and continued through the months ahead to get to the shifty target marked X plastered in his head. The vehicle’s original colour was stripped to smithereens from being driven through thousands of kilometres of hard, unfenced scrub. Who could remember its original colour? A colour Planet would not have cared two frigs about, or if the thing he drove was even roadworthy, as the dirty beast, long congealed with red earth sprayed from mud runs, and collecting the dry bulldust in its engine, rattled like a cut snake orchestra of tin cans over yet another northern road.

         Sometimes, while driving before dawn, Planet would make the mistake of thinking about Praiseworthy, his mind would wander instead of concentrating on the headlights shining in the darkness ahead on a straight road he had been travelling through, a world of thousands of wallabies and Brahman cattle where any might suddenly stray from a bush on the side of the road straight into the headlights. Distracted, eyes off the vision, he returned to the scene of hearing people in a hurry as the Falcon throws a wheelie out on the street – his parting gesture, more or less, to say goodbye. He was not sure if it was people up there in the headlights, or a wallaby, or cattle rushing across the road to see who was doing wheelies with packs of mad dogs racing alongside trying to bite the tyres with their faces in the dust, barking their heads off while the Falcon continues to speed down the road, hits corrugation, and leaves a trail of dust behind. The thing you would want to see there was Dance’s angry face morphing through the windscreen, crazy sprung hair coloured like a flower stuck up from her head, running around on her stick legs after what she called it, lepidoptera, and somehow, popping herself back in his thoughts for a moment’s worth of self-justification, as he quickly expelled her face, for not seeing what I am trying to do with my life. In these memories that make him fume, he swung his head out of the window and shouted to the cattle that they knew nothing: You hear what I am saying to you? He hit the brakes, reversed at top speed, remembered shouting out the car window, Hey! You lot! I am talking to you. Flatlanders blaring, If I am gone too long don’t forget where you belong. And someone’s kid yelled, Freak.

         It was somewhere in the flurries, the bits of memory flying like confetti into the headlights further on, where he felt that he should reassemble the shredded paper floating like a pyrrhic victory celebrating the wasting of his life. It is like a vast jigsaw puzzle spread across the country and he becomes totally distracted with the job of reassembling the confectum, the stockpile of floating confetti, until he finds all of the missing pieces to complete each page, and has stacked all of his rejected funding applications to a string of government departments for Aborigine advancement bullshit that had not been interested for one second in helping him to set up his transport industry. The Falcon did not crash, and Widespread regained the focus of becoming a millionaire by making a fortune that was purely and squarely based on the traditional values of desire and ambition that drove his ancestors to survive their times through the principles of their economy. He thought he was wired for surviving through a lens that reached back millennia. Behind him, the ancient dust rose from the road and high into the atmosphere, and up there, flying ahead with the windy bushfire smoke mingling with the starry night, he saw the God donkey in the sky, and escalating the quest towards following the image, he roared into the yonder distance through hissing hymns that could have been Sunday, or could have been Monday, or any other day for what he called hell-obsessives singing Middle Eastern songs when they should be singing their own, and the Falcon left the road and went hurtling through the hurdy-gurdy of grey smoke through the bush. He hits the CD push button. Forgets thinking. Glances over the open vista of gravel and savannah grasslands of the sun-rising voice singing, Don’t let the stars get in your eyes, Don’t let the moon break your heart, while the tyres squealed through the dust. Then he roared off through the morning haze, and far from the sea of white butterflies dazedly falling and rising from fresh donkey manure lying everywhere in thick wads, and the dust trailing around Dance as she stormed back into the house, and he drove at lightning speed, the thoughts crossing his mind, of who neglected whom in the marriage, hearing the car door slam in that dim hazy light of dawn, You mind telling me who’s going to look after all your fucken livestock then – hey? All these questions he had heard before, Shh! Stop swearing, his finger stayed on his lips as he scanned the land, searching for any sign of feral donkeys, his heart pounding, thinking of platinum – trying to recall the finesse, the delicacy of the colouring of a platinum donkey, remembering where he would find it, his heart already shattered into a million rays of joyous streamers celebrating the eventualities of fate, the triumph of finally finding a real masthead for the conglomeration, while knowing at this precise moment, how it would break her heart to see his herd of donkeys going hungry, and without water, which was not much to ask her to do, to care for five hundred donkeys or more while he was away doing this job, but who was counting anyway about what lived in the entangled maze of stinking pens and makeshift shelters of rusted corrugated iron, cardboard, wind-torn plastic, and old worn blue tarps he had constructed across the cemetery.

         Why couldn’t she see the big dream? A saintly voice jumped in his head, and added: What was wrong about keeping a few donkeys in the yard? Freaky questions, questioning the dream, rolled back and forward, thick and fast: You want to know why? She is just like the rest of them in this country. Who’s everyone? Who you talking about? All this country. Too bloody proud for a bit of donkey shit. There would be no chance of dragging Dance from what he called her nihilistic beliefs about readying her family, improving them, as he had tried to drum into her skull about surviving the new dawning of global warming and whatnot burning the friggen life out of the world. Solemn beliefs were not about becoming some half-baked fool. He was not letting her bully him in absentia by mentally divining him to spiral in an eddy of guilt. You leaving me again are you? Somehow you never get tired of it. All he was asking her to do was to agree to a simple request of looking after the family business while he was away. Hadn’t he always been Aboriginal way, and in addition, for good measure, he added, Consider those donkeys our family, Dance.

         The far and wide places now flashed through Planet’s mind in a fairly tangible way as he remembered the cattle properties where he had stolen all that tangled up fencing wire in the back of the sedan. These were the places where he had pulled out miles of fencing from gibber plains, black-soil plains, mudflats and spinifex flatlands, and hauled the lot around single-handedly over his back in hard toil and toll under scorching heat until his brain fried and gladdened his heart at the marvel of feral donkeys surviving this inland heat exceeding fifty-five degrees Celsius, reaching possibly sixty or seventy degrees in the flash of an eye, in the effects of global warming across the north lands. For there he was, right in the middle of a place for imagining what 158 degrees Fahrenheit would feel like on the skin under the boiling sun, and he rolled and rolled the formula with his tongue around in his mouth: 70°C × 9/5 + 32 = 158°F. Could a man of ancient ties to this country survive in that? He already felt what hell was like in most days of one hundred degrees Fahrenheit plus. What then? And what he was imagining about fossil fuel and other natural resources drying up in twenty, thirty years, when this country was solid heat, was what it would be like – feeling the sweat of his donkey teams against his own skin. He could feel the steady pumping of one hundred donkeys in sweat-laden leather harness driving the transporters, and the ploughing, all breathing the wondrous sounds of animal industry moving through the desert country of the future – carting houses, or a whole town if you wanted, or everything for a bloody supermarket, and he marvelled at the durableness of the donkey, thriving, remaining unaffected by the coming stress of the heat-riven planet. One could only hope, and hope he did, because what else was he to do?

         Was this dream holy? Crazy? Stolen business? This was how the Anthropocene business worked. You drive humanity for the survival of the richest, and Widespread was dead-eyed straight about the business between black and white built on theft, and it would only be through continuously readjusting the equity scales with dexterity like he was doing, and finely balancing the bottom line, as he said was necessary in his discussions with the Falcon, how he was putting an Aboriginal man on top for once, by building his own global empire business from other people’s rubbish, by taking a few feral donkeys off their hands. The dawn road was nothing suss, it inspired philanthropical thinking in faraway places, and Widespread lead-footed the Falcon because questing burst his energy from the seams, and he was in the mood for grabbing his share of global leadership, by being ten steps ahead of the global meltdown.

         He flung a few more thoughts into the flying gravel dust trail while picking up greater speed on the straight, and it felt as though the Falcon was flying. He wondered if she had heard him loud and clear back there in Praiseworthy – about how he was reminding her of what was important here – or heard him say what he had been saying many times, We are on the precipice of extinction here. You want to remember this: we will always be the first to go. Yes, of course he had told her. How many times had he said that nothing was going to help them to prosper from sitting around on a computer. Not when you were falling backwards off the face of a cliff. Couldn’t she see it? Well! Maybe she did. Some spirit that looked like her flew into the sedan, and that pissed him right off. No cliffs around here, Cause. Her voice swarmed all over his memories. We only got all flat country here. And he could feel the big world clock ticking in his head out on this parched road, its hands spinning with winds dryer than the last time he flew down this country in the Falcon, and he takes sly side glances at anything hitting his vision, whether imagined platinum donkey, or returns to the memory of Dance studying stuff about China on the internet day and night like a spy. Someone should watch her. Who else would have thought of China in Praiseworthy? And she turned from the computer, and tells him there were moths flying all over the house and they were all going to live in China, and he thought she was having him on, trying to drive him mad. Clouds of them! What for? The world living in China?

         Lepidoptera! Planet! Lepid-o-p-tera! It was a rattle on about how he must be going blind if he could only see something the size of a donkey. The haze must be affecting your eyesight. Everyone knows what moths look like. The Falcon rattled on, racing faster over the potholed road where hundreds of feral pussycats scooted out of the way from where they were feasting on roadkill – over smashed and mangled lizards, rabbits, marsupial mice, giant grasshoppers, moths and butterflies, whatever had lived a while ago, and while multi-thinking, he was analysing the setbacks he had kept enduring with the conglomerate. He began again with this everlasting problem of Dance who was only interested in other horizons, ones which she thought were the go-to destinations of the future world, which meant she could not form a vision of what was coming up the road, albeit, invisibly from afar. She just could not see it. The spectre of the world he had told her about. Think all ancestral beings. Think of the world as one big spirit travelling so quickly over all distances in its creation of a hotter planet, and if you could not see it, anyone could feel it right now, how it was resting more frequently, and wherever it sat, there would be another massive unprecedented weather event. But! Well! Let it go. Noli commoveri! Nil desperandum. Viva asinus. #AssToo. Let it all crash in the gravel out there on the flat. He knew her. Knew that she would starve herself first, before letting any of the donkeys go without food.
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         Rejoice! And forever be the one blissfully swaddled to the country’s prosperity, for it was only a black people’s moral catastrophe being talked about here, and for this man Cause Man Steel thinking in terms of the faraway, he did not know what the hell his world was coming to.

         See over there in the bush? Car parked? The blue-sky man Widespread there. He was still out in the twenty-first century heatwaves of the parched interior landscape, where for months now he had been driving his Falcon in circles like a lunatic. The man had stolen enough petrol from cattle stations and sheep farmers to continue arcing further and further in widening circles of hundreds of kilometres, while crossing state borders this way and that in his quest to capture the ultimate kingmaker donkey.

         Nice spirit-laden country though in this sea of grey-green sameness, where Cause was thoroughly absorbed in retracing his grid-like tyre tracks, while peering across the flat spinifex landscape that waved with the breeze and whistled like its ancestral spirit had gone mad in the wind. Where was the million-dollar-making donkey? Where could it be? Planet could never be sure where he had missed seeing the platinum God donkey, so bugger it, he retraced the grid over and over until he was hallucinating. He swung the vehicle off grid. Again. And again. There were so many times now when he had gone into the yellowing spinifex sea, to chase a speck of platinum way off in the distance, that kept morphing into a golden mirage of dust on the horizon. These journeys to find the perfect donkey were no bus ride in the country’s theatre of holy places. He was following song paths through ancestral spirit charged saltbush marshes, dry gidgee country, mulga scrub, lightning and thunder worlds, oceans of pale-lemon spinifex plains and ironbark forests. He had continued through these travelling pathways, tracks, roads, spiritual thought maps of millennia until he could go no further, until he started to reimagine, reinterpret, and then even doubt he had taken these journeys, or if he had imagined the numerous sightings of tens of thousands of sites in the song line like a memory man of high ancestral laws. These were the illusionary truths that fired in Planet’s brain and bubbled in his self-doubt, wondering whether he really had caught sight of the ghostly silver donkey standing somewhere on some hill that he thought was the colour of stars. Now! Poof! Gone! Nothing remained the same, or had been relegated to over-analysed dreams. Yet, why kill the dream? Planet already felt like a transport baron. His mind rushed with half-imaginings about having money rolling in, and even seeing the road transport rolling down the track. Yes, this was exactly how it would feel to be on the top of the supply and demand transporter industry with the signature king donkey looking exactly like the driver’s big silver bulldog masthead on the bonnet of a Mack Truck.

         So! On and on in this pilgrimage across his personal mecca of endlessness, in a journeying that had already seen tens of thousands of donkeys of umpteen shades of grey roaming about the bush, grazing like ghosts spotted in the night right across the top end of the country, where of all these thousands which he had discarded for no reason other than not being the right colour, Cause was still to find the right donkey, with the old feral wise donkey he had now taken up as his guide.

         Yep! It was always hard to get what you want when you started from scratch with the dream of all dreams. Where you had nothing except the spirits of country illuminating the mind of a seeker who goes too far, where everything appears edgy when you are heading to the end of the unreachable. There was always a toll, and this journey had taken Planet further than he had ever been before, and he had been gone from Praiseworthy for so long that no one thought about him, and he had travelled far with the white birds that flew in great flocks like angels, and he had followed their hypnotic wing beat to off-grid places so far away.

         The Falcon was engulfed in another traditional owner’s heaven homeland covered in spinifex and heatwaves, and he knew this was where he was destined to find the God donkey to spin his gold. And so, let it be, let it be. Let’s suppose in this place of being in the vast aloneness with its ancestors, the whispered words of wisdom had come through the wind in the trees, and the platinum donkey was hidden somewhere in the vista country that could only be found in dreams. The trouble with dream places though, for anyone who was searching for something in such old spirit places, was that all those ancient regimes of landscape might look so much like each other, that unless you knew how to read the subtle variances of the ancient home country through its sacred laws, you would be completely lost. For when you looked at this country in any other way, the whole thing would morph into something else with only a resemblance to Planet’s worn dream, for all glimpses of it would seem deceptive, and you would be misled if this country speaks back to tell you that it will always be godless, without gods of any kind.

         Well! By now, Planet had seen millions of grey donkeys. Every day he saw donkeys. Donkeys were right throughout this country. Yet he never tired of looking at them, and adding additional hues of grey to his extensive mental tally, in his own virtual memory which was the size of an Oxford dictionary specialising in describing the colour grey. And he saw some good donkeys that would have been excellent additions to his herd back in Praiseworthy. They were strong. Born leaders. Planet was tempted, as he had been on previous trips, but he told himself these were only fake donkeys. Trickery. They were cancelled. He was not settling for anything that was second best even though temptation struck time and again. Sometimes though, he even backtracked to take a second look while questioning his own sanity, reasoning his doubts about whether such a dream donkey existed.

         There were other powers being exercised on Planet’s mind out there in the old country where the mirages danced if you stayed there long enough like he was doing, min min lights came looking for you, lightning forked across the land in every direction, and his old faded dream had to find new ways of recreating its story in his head. There were many elaborate versions of the dream, which needed to be explored by painting new images of the ever-moving sway of the spinifex grasslands. The story of where to find the best donkey in the world had grown beyond recognition from the original dream when it had appeared on the fateful night of Planet chasing it around his bedroom that had become a vast universe of impossible dimensions. If you looked up as he was now, there were hawks flying in the thermals far above the acacia canopy, circling in the smoky haze where the image of the ultimate donkey appeared, and faraway in the northern sky, the gigantic white balloon of Ice Pick sailed back and forth among the stars while thousands of snowy terns shone as they flew into the rays of light beaming across the night skies of Praiseworthy. He started to believe that this was the exact landscape he was searching for and that perhaps the donkey was in Praiseworthy, one of those fake grey donkeys that Dance was supposed to be looking after. He kicked himself while worship-whispering: You are here. Not there. He even remembered some old hippie once telling him to be in the moment. Way out in a sea of inland scrub and spinifex without another soul around, was not the time to be crushed under a tidal wave of bad thoughts about Dance bringing them to their knees on the flagship enterprise. No Sir-ee Bob! He had to keep telling himself not to trust his own mad mind anymore. He did not want to see anything dead, so he pinned a picture of the dream donkey to the big billboard up front and centre in his brain, so he could not see the nightmares of Dance bringing them to the brink of disaster that lurked behind it. He only wanted to see a living God donkey with a silver halo around its head. A donkey that sits in a bank vault on bars of solid gold, where on some days this God donkey was being ridden by a Hindu goddess. He dismissed those other days where it looked worn, like tarnish on the silver chalice of the tabernacle. Or else, his God donkey had once been a scrappy old Sancho Panza kind of donkey before transforming, a force to be reckoned with as it charged through the carnage of war with a frightening sword-slashing Greek god on its back. Eeyore. Benjamin. Oh! Sweet rescued donkey of Swaledale. Then, at other times, the story of the dream donkey was about how it stands listlessly with the pearl-like beads of sweat dripping off its face and trickling into a silvery mercury river flowing over the parched soil. Planet’s billboard donkey was a creature of scale, of multiple imaginary possibilities in a journey of extraordinary heatwaves, for each day he vowed to continue to follow the map he had cartographically drawn so finely in his mind with all of his carte blanche hunches of what the God donkey looked like.

         
             

         

         The Falcon sedan was seen by a spy satellite, its movement a slow adagio through the dangerous law country of the brigalow where vast herds of kangaroos were rummaging the grasslands in the middle of the night. Some old feral donkey Planet had picked up on the road somewhere, which was advising him on how to get rich, was sleeping across the back seat of the vehicle. It was dreaming old donkey dreams of the good old days when teams of donkeys travelled all over this place. These were fond memories that the donkey had inherited from its ancestors, all those foreign donkeys working overland from colonial times, well over a century ago. The donkey sniffled, took a look out the window, and realised again that it was still in dangerous territory. It wanted to go back home. There were too many rabbits here it whined, and it was allergic to the smell of rabbits. The donkey’s nostrils twitched, and it coughed and wheezed continuously to test Planet’s patience, and the sedan crawled on dodging and passing tens of thousands of rabbits popping up from burrows that littered this ancient, red-sand country lying under the spinifex and saltbush marshes. Rabbit eyes lit up everywhere like stars, as they stared into the headlights of the Falcon travelling towards them from the south. Multiple sets of eyes followed the lights swinging this way and that to avoid the potholes, as it continued heading north. Dingoes moved away from the approaching lights, while the shocked feral cats did not know what was coming, unsure which way to run, and ended up running straight into the car lights. The old wise donkey pondered the idea of ever finding a platinum donkey and chewed its lips, while sitting placidly in the back seat looking at the passing scenery, and thought, if the vision man wanted to have his vision, let him, but it was getting out of here the first chance it got.
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€ Once upon a fine time for some
people in the world. but not so plen-
teous. nor perfect for others. there
lived a culture dreamer obsessing
about the era. He was no great
dreamer. no greater than the rest of
the juggernauts in his heart-broken.
storm-country people’s humanity.
They knew just as much as he did
about surviving on a daily basis.
and about how to make sacrifices
of themselves in all the cataclysmic
times generated by the mangy dogs
who had stolen their traditional land.
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