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— David Vernon
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This is Stringybark Stories 47th short story anthology. When I established the Stringybark Stories competition in 2010, I had no inkling that it would become one of Australia’s longest-running writing competitions. Its longevity can be greatly attributed to the breadth of authors it attracts, from experienced to emerging writers, and to the quality of stories it publishes.

The knowledge of being recognised as a Stringybark Stories published author is valued by entrants and often appears on writers’ résumés. Readers, too, appreciate the resulting anthologies with most paperbacks selling out within two years of printing, although the stories are never lost, with all the anthologies remaining available as e-books.

One way we keep the quality high is by using four judges to assess stories. It is very clear that when all the results are tallied, the judges, despite their best intentions, demonstrate biases in their ranking of entries. I know, for example, that I dislike vampire stories (particularly those set in modern Australia!) and I tend to mark down such stories, even if I try not to. Luckily for writers, this bias is known to many entrants, as I regularly reference it in our newsletter, The Black Stump. But this is an exception. It is rare for entrants in writing competitions to know of such judging biases in advance and to counter them. Regretfully, many competitions, both Australian and international, only engage one judge and thus, if you run into that judge’s bias, your story will perform relatively poorly compared to other entries.

In a multi-judge competition, the effect of judge bias is greatly reduced if not eliminated. As well as reducing bias in a multi-judge competition, the breadth of acceptable subject matter is much greater and the eclecticism of judges is allowed to shine through, giving the readers a much more varied and satisfying read.

The four judges for this competition have chosen forty stories out of 242 entries from all around Australia and across the world to showcase in this anthology. Four of the forty stories won cash prizes, sponsored by Australian authors, Ann Buist and Graeme Simsion, and local publisher, Stringybark Publishing, and the remainder won Highly Commended awards. Introduced for the first time in 2026 is the ‘Judge’s Favourite Award’. From among the highly commended stories each judge was asked to nominate two stories which they considered to be their favourite. This approach recognises that some stories resonate highly with one or more judges but may not do so with the others.

On behalf of the thoughtful and skilled judges, Julia Robertson, Meredyth Cilento, and Antoinette Merrillees, I hope you enjoy this fabulous collection.

Happy reading!
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David Vernon

Editor and Judge
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​Beyond the Paddocks

[image: ]




— Elizabeth Evans

––––––––
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She runs before the sun lifts itself over the paddocks, when dew still clings to the grass and the country roads are empty. The small town of Carcoar is quiet at this hour. Even the houses seem to be holding their breath. The cool air fills her lungs. Her shoes, too big, crunch the gravel with a steady rhythm. The sound carries further than she likes so she moves to the edge of the road, where the grass muffles the noise. Magpies sit in the gum trees, their heads cocked, watching. Tucking a loose strand into its hiding place beneath her brother’s cap, she rounds the bend in the road and stops, breathing in the view of the Belubula river and the borrowed feeling of freedom. Then she turns and heads for home before the town wakes from its slumber.

She sees him before he sees her. A dark, but reassuring figure in the paddock. Her pace quickens as she runs along the fenceline of her family’s property towards the station hand. Strands of hair cling damply to her face. Her brother’s khaki shorts, held up by a thin rope, stick to her thighs. She knows how she must look, untidy, unladylike, unacceptable. But he doesn’t seem to mind. She slows to a stop before him, sunlight peeking out behind his broad shoulders. He touches the brim of his Akubra, dipping his head, then reaches for his metal flask of water and offers it to her. She feels his dark brown eyes on her as she gulps the cool metallic liquid. 

The taste of metal stays with her as she crosses the paddocks to the shearing shed. The smell of sheep dung and lanolin fill her nostrils as she enters the empty shed. Turning the tap to a quiet trickle, she cups cool water over her face and neck, removing the evidence of her early morning exertion. Her feet are tender and starting to blister inside her brother's oversized canvas shoes. Crouching under the sink, she pulls out a neatly folded pale blue dress and a brown pair of loafers from their usual hiding place. Stashing her brother’s shoes and clothes behind a wool bale stack, she freezes. Footsteps sound outside the shed, heavy, unhurried, belonging. Only when they pass does she release her breath. Taking a moment to steady herself, she smooths down her dress, adjusts her hair, and heads towards the homestead.  

The kettle whistles as she steps through the kitchen door, the front of her dress cradling her alibi of eggs from the chook house for the family’s breakfast. Her mother glances at her, eyes pausing long enough to notice the dampness at her hairline. Head down, she walks past her mother and carefully places the eggs on the bench, then starts setting the table for breakfast before any questions can be asked. 

Her brother and father, already at the kitchen table, are buried in the weekly paper.  Sitting back in unison, they allow cutlery to be placed in front of them. Her brother winks at her in thanks as she lays his knife and fork in front of him. The radio crackles from its perch on the windowsill, more news about the war in Vietnam. Her father’s head flicks up towards the offending noise, his chair legs scraping against the wooden floor as he strides across the kitchen, silencing the radio. Oblivious to the sudden shift in atmosphere, her brother, using his good arm, folds the paper and slides it across the kitchen table towards her. 

“Look,” he says, tapping once on the photograph in the bottom right corner of the page.  She leans over the table. The grainy black-and-white photograph shows a woman in a tracksuit mid-stride, an angry man lunging at her, trying to pull the woman from the course. The headline reads: Woman Runs Boston Marathon: Officials Outraged. 

“They tried to stop her, but she finished the race. She didn’t give up,” her brother says. She looks up from the photo, her brother’s eyes hold hers, daring her, imploring her not to give up either. Their gaze is broken by their mother’s snatching arm, whisking the paper up for closer inspection. 

“Oh, how unbecoming. Why would any woman want to do this to herself?” her mother says, incredulously. 

“Foolishness,” her father says, looking over her mother’s shoulder. “Running with all those men, no place for a woman.”

Her parents’ words hover in the air, then settle around her like a thick, scratchy blanket. No one speaks of the woman in the photograph after that. Eggs are cooked, tea is drunk, the day arranges itself as it always has. 

The sun is high in the sky when she lifts the large tray from the kitchen bench and settles the familiar weight into her arms. Sandwiches filled with corned beef, warm scones fresh from the oven, a thermos tucked beside them, green apples gently rolling in the remaining space. It’s work she’s expected to do, the kind that goes unnoticed and causes no outrage. With each step she takes towards the shearing shed, her blistered feet protest, her calves wince, reminding her of the miles she ran at dawn. The pain fills her with quiet satisfaction, drawing her lips into a smile. 

As she gets closer to the shed, she hears the hum of men at work. They barely look up as she enters, except for one. Her station hand. She places the tray down on the end of the wool table and dares to meet his gaze. His dark brown eyes beckon her towards the doorway just beyond the shed. She follows him, butterflies fluttering inside her stomach.  He turns towards her and pulls out a folded page of newspaper from his shirt pocket. 

“Your brother said you might want this,” he says, holding it out to her. She glances down and sees the grainy photograph of the woman in the tracksuit again. 

“Thank you,” she says, reaching out to take it, letting her hand linger so she can feel his fingers against hers.  

“See you in the mornin’ again?” he asks, brushing his thumb over hers. She nods and smiles at him, reluctantly taking her hand back to tuck the newspaper safely inside her dress.

In the stirring of the light she bandages her blistered toes, preparing them for a new morning’s distance. She pulls on an extra pair of socks, hoping it will help fill the space in her brother’s shoes.  Stepping out of the shed, she breaks into a gentle jog, her calves slowly releasing, cool air filling her lungs. The station recedes behind her. Reaching the roadside, she strides along the familiar stretch that will carry her through the town, to its outskirts and beyond. She thinks of the woman in the photograph, of the men fighting in Vietnam, of her brother who cannot, of all the ways courage can be measured. Today she refuses the safety of the grassy edge. The crunching sound of her feet fuels her resolve. Magpies watch her from their gum trees; she stares back, daring them to raise the alarm. Reaching the bend in the Belubula river, she takes in the majestic expanse, but instead of turning back, she carries on, running further than she has before. 

Sunlight hits the road at full beam by the time she turns back for home. The town’s slumber is long over, and the air is already busy with the day.  As she runs through the town, a curtain flutters at a window. Voices sound in the distance. She feels exposed, like a deer in headlights. But she focuses on her stride, on her breath, on the woman in the tracksuit. Her feet strike the earth with steady determination, each step a refusal to accept what’s always been. She knows how she must look, untidy, unladylike, unacceptable. She takes her brother's cap off, surrendering her hair to the wind, and lets them see her run. 

––––––––
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Elizabeth Evans is a Sydney-based health writer who enjoys a good Parkrun and writing stories, especially for her two girls. She can often be found gently persuading her husband and girls to explore new destinations across Australia together in search of the next great running festival.
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​The Dignity of Life
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— Roger Leigh

––––––––
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I scribed a line under ‘David’s Eulogy’ and looked up from the otherwise blank page. Cornflakes floated in a bowl of curdled milk; a half-eaten sandwich curled up at the corners; two empty coffee mugs sat marooned either side of their designated coaster. I picked up a mug, leaving a ring on the solid oak of the desktop. 

Two hours later, I’d loaded the dishwasher, cleared the surface of the desk, and polished it to a high sheen. I put items back on the desk, taking time to place them in their rightful place: laptop on the left, Anglepoise lamp on the right, and writing pad centred on the blotter with the pen seated in its cradle. Thus were created more lost hours to add to those spent staring at nothing, walking into rooms only to forget why I was there, and crying through the empty cycles of the night. 

When I picked up the pen once more, the blank page radiated bleak accusation. David would’ve laughed at me for agonising over a few words. But words had come easily to David – a man with a maxim for every occasion. 

He would eye my mixed salad. “Healthy food doesn’t make you live longer, you know?” he’d say as burger juice ran down his chin. “Nah, it just seems longer.”

I smiled at the memory. 

What if I started with some bland facts: David Bradbury; born Footscray, 1961; lived; laughed; married; divorced; died. Now, mourned by ex-wife, Janet, and best friend, Craig? Or if I included an engaging anecdote – maybe one about his tardiness? Everyone had a favourite story about waiting for David. Mine was from the year after finishing university when Janet organised a cycling trip to Tasmania. 

Half an hour before the ferry’s departure time, five of us gathered under grey skies, bikes loaded with overstuffed panniers. There was no sign of David, and no mobile phones back then to help track him down. We hovered at the back of the queue, until a bear-like man sporting a beard, a beanie, and a high-viz jacket, told us to get on, right now, because he needed to close the fucking doors. 

“We’ve got one of our group missing,” Janet said, as she waved tickets.

“Best hope he can swim then, because he’s missed this ferry.”

We stowed the bikes against the damp rusting walls of the ferry and rushed up to the viewing level, to wave farewell to Melbourne and David. 

Then we saw him ambling across the tarmac chatting away to high-viz, who was wheeling David’s bike for him.

Five days ago, I’d sat by the hospital bed and held David’s hand for the last time. It was the closest I’d ever felt. Although, there was that time at the party, back when I’d had more hair. We’d all had more hair in the ’80s. We’d sat shoulder to shoulder; hip to hip on the sofa laughing together, all the better for the empty bottles rolling around our feet. That had been a special evening. I’d almost told David then how I really felt about him.

Janet had been at that party too, arriving in the azure top she favoured. Then, I’d watched David. As he watched Janet dance. 

I turned on the desk lamp, throwing a circle of light over the white page. Outside, it was getting dark; shadows seeped into corners and under the living-room furniture. I thought about preparing some dinner. I unscrewed the lid of the pen; paused to admire the swirling blue and gold patterning covering its surface. The Cross Wanderlust Malta fountain pen; an unusually well-judged Christmas present from Mum. I checked the ink. I drew a second line under the title. I got up and ironed a shirt ready for tomorrow... 

I thought, what if I just write exactly what I felt? What harm could that do?

It was black outside when I read back what I had written. Read with increasing despondency, the two pages of self-serving sentimental piffle. I wouldn’t inflict this nonsense on tomorrow’s congregation. I wouldn’t inflict it on Janet. I wouldn’t even inflict this on my dog. Not even if I had a dog. The funeral was not an occasion to explore my torments and regrets. It was time to honour David.

It was bitter. The cold needled my cheeks and stung my ears. I embraced the discomfort as I would another mourner. 

People meandered up the walkway towards the crematorium. They scattered across the shallow steps, gradually converging on the paved area in front of the crematorium’s gothic-revival frontage, where they formed coteries of conflicting feelings. 

“Haven’t seen you in years.”

“Not since Gareth’s wedding.”

“So sad about David.”

“I know. Only sixty-five.”

After the subdued greetings and laughs cut short, the groups dissolved and individuals were drawn to the pedestal by the open doors holding the condolences book. They tapped the pen against their teeth searching for the right words to convey their uniquely profound feelings of loss and sorrow – after some thought, they wrote, ‘with sincere condolences’ like everyone else, before handing the pen to the next mourner. 

“Hi Craig.” 

Janet appeared wearing a black wool dress with a jacket drawn in at the waist. Deep creases were carved either side of her nose and gentle laughter lines fanned out from her eyes. She had shunned makeup; carrying her years with grace and an acceptance I envied.

“Why do they have a condolences book when David has no family left?”

“It’s for you, you dick.” She reached out and held my arm, softening her words.

“Oh.”

We fell into companionable silence for a while. 

Eventually, I broached the subject that was on my mind. 

“Remember that party we went to during our last year at university? The one where you wore the blue satin top.”

“I didn’t think you noticed.”

“David and I were together on the couch while you danced to Roberta Flack singing ‘Killing Me Softly.’”

“I remember.”

“Do you think he knew then how I felt about him?”

Inside the crematorium, an earnest woman in a severe black suit and angular hairstyle acted as master of ceremonies. She herded people to their seats and started the service. 

“Craig, would you say a few words?”

I arranged my notes on the little lectern thing. The hall’s stark lighting revealed bleak contrasts: washed out faces of people clad in dark mourning clothes; the plain oak coffin against the sable drapes; the false outward smile wrapped around my pain. 

The room was half full; people bunched in small clusters. I recognised people from swimming, and the guys from David’s work we used to drink with, and David’s neighbour Tom, or maybe it was Tim. And Janet. She held out her hands palms down and lowered them slowly. I took a deep breath.

“Hey David! All these years, and you choose today to finally get to an event ahead of me.” 

Someone at the back of the hall spluttered a nervous fading laugh. 

From on top of the coffin a photo smiled back at me. The eyes looked off to one side as if amused by something the rest of us couldn’t see. 

“I struggled to find the right words to tell people about you. I spent time reading what others said about loss. Winnie-the-Pooh said, ‘how lucky I am to have something that makes saying goodbye so hard.’” 

I paused to swallow.

“But now is not the time for regifting the words of others. Those words were written to express someone else’s feelings. Someone who didn’t crave a life with you. Pooh never once joined us for our morning swim.” I smiled. David would’ve enjoyed that one.

“I need to use my own words. Words which pluck the heart from my chest and hold it up to show the rent in it, bigger than would seem possible for such an insignificant organ to endure.” 

I looked across to Janet. She sat still and erect, doing nothing to stem the streams running down her face.

“But I promised myself not to be maudlin. I’m here to sum up a whole life in a handful of words. I could give you reems of platitudes on what a great guy David was. Many of them are scattered over my office floor.” 

I hadn’t slept last night, writing into the small hours. Fortunately, a funeral was the one event where the less you slept the night before, the more fitting your face looked on the day.

“In the end, I realised that the dignity of a life lies in the minuscule. It’s in the way someone tells you a joke and then tastes it, under their breath, before they start laughing with you. It’s in the little sayings they have ready for every occasion. And it’s in what happens when you hold their hand for the last time and before you can tell them how you really felt about them, they smile and say, ‘I know mate. I know.’”

––––––––
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Roger Leigh is a Sydney-based writer who mines science fiction and fantasy for humour and satire. He has published fiction, creative non-fiction, and reviews in Aurealis, Swamp Magazine, Stringybark Stories, and been top pick in Australian Writers’ Centre’s Furious Fiction. He is, of course, currently working on a novel. When Roger is writing, his wife, two children, and his dog provide boundless inspiration, support, and encouragement. His chooks couldn’t give a shit. He has previously been published in the Stringybark anthologies No Tea Tomorrow (2015), The Ghostly Stringybark (2016) and Timber! (2018).
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​Paradise Lost

[image: ]




— Deb Pugh

––––––––
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He passes me the bong, and I wonder if I should even as I start inhaling the pungent smoke. I am pretty sure I have had enough. I take a mouthful of beer, and the world gives a funny little lurch. I try to breathe like a normal person. I feel a weird lick of fear. Just pot-based paranoia, I think. It has to be. I don’t have Ruby with me now.

We are sitting at a scarred wooden table in the kitchen of one of the last remaining old-style holiday cottages lined up along the river. Louvred frosted glass windows line the eastern wall, and a gentle afternoon sea breeze lifts the curtain. Summer holidays on the coast, part of the great Australian dream. All year, I live for this. 

Mick sits at the head of the table, grinning at something Scotty’s muttered, head thrown back. I watch the way his laughter bends the room, how the others echo him. I’ve known Mick forever. We were twelve when we met, at a terrible superhero movie. Ruby’s brother’s friend. 

There have been six, maybe seven summers since, filled with drunken midnight swims, bongs on the dunes, kisses without meaning. Russ and Scotty came later, but it feels like they’ve always been here, too, orbiting us. Every summer we come back, and it’s like the world outside stops existing. Life as a party. Underage, unafraid.

I look over at Mick, and he is laughing at something that Scotty says, and I wonder if it’s about me. I don’t feel right, and I wonder why. He doesn’t feel the same; it’s strange. What is this panic thing? The only thing that is different is that Ruby isn’t here. We’ve all done this before. She made her choice. She left with Steve, and I am still not sure who won. Now I have to live with it, without her. 

Scotty finishes shuffling and deals out the Uno cards. He pushes his curls back from his face and watches me look at the cards. I feel clumsy as I scoop them up, and my beer trembles as my arm knocks it. Russ steadies it with a “Whooa!” He smiles at me with that sweet, winning smile, and I wonder why he never has a girl. 

He is a ranga, I guess, but he is always nice. I don’t want him, but I feel sure someone would. He is strawberry blonde with naturally pale skin that sees way too much sun. He is deeply freckled, almost scarred. The pores on his nose are white with old zinc cream. His lip has a permanent blister. Mick and Scotty, though. They could be brothers. Golden, browned by sun, hair bleached and wild. They look like they were born in the surf. 

Russ puts his hand on mine, and I look at it, surprised. I wonder what he’s thinking as I pull mine to my side and watch his smile fade.

There it is again. Scotty murmurs something, and Mick laughs, and it makes me feel all wrong. I look at Mick again, but he avoids my eye. He is looking everywhere else, and his smile is not right. There is no warmth there, not for me. I feel a stab of disappointment. I had almost hoped that this year we might sort it out.

I turn to Mick. I know him as a gentle boy. We have shared kisses and more on hot summer nights. We have shared laughter, stories, and moments of joy. Today he is cold. I don’t understand. “What is it?” I say, “What are you two laughing at?”

When Mick looks at me then, I feel it. I feel real fear. A bitter taste at the back of my mouth and a clenching deep inside. He looks at me with contempt. He has always laughed. He has always smiled. It is still a bright, sun-filled afternoon. It seems the wrong time to scream. I know something bad is coming. 

He reaches across and snatches up my things. My phone and my purple book. The pen dangles from a plastic spiral. “We were wondering about your little book,” he grins nastily. “Just what do you write in there?”

I reach to grab it back, but he is quick to his feet, holding it out of my reach. My phone lies forgotten on the table. “What’s the matter, Callie? Can’t we read your secret thoughts?” He is taller and stronger, and he keeps it from my reach. He is tormenting a kitten. There is no kindness in his face, and I wonder what he plans. I know that Mick is not my friend. Not now.

With a flick of his wrist, he throws it like a Frisbee into the adjoining room, and I follow it without thought. It lies open on the floor between two single beds. I am crying a bit, confused, but I am relieved to have my book back. There is more laughter and some scuffling around behind me. I feel strangely disoriented. Something is very wrong. I am surprised when I hear the door shut, and more surprised when I find Russ in the room with me. 

He is grinning, looking ordinary. Harmless. I hope that I’m wrong, but then I hear the click and know I can’t escape. I lunge at the door and feel no movement. No give. We are here until released. I am backing away, but there is no room, nowhere to go. I want to scream, but no noise comes, and Russ pushes his wet mouth over mine and forces me backwards onto the unmade bed.

I pull away and gasp out a “Please,” but he does not release me. He gives a mean little laugh. “Mick said you’d probably be begging for it, and here you are!” His hands are working at the buttons of my shirt, and I am pushing him away, but it is like he has ten hands. I fight off one, and another takes its place. 

I try to scream. I choke out a “No!” but his mouth is over mine, and I am gasping for air and trying to fight him. I struggle free. I am shaking the door, but there is no respite. He throws me back onto the smelly bed. He is ripping at my shorts, and I am crying and trying to break free, and there is no air, there is no room, and no one comes to help. 

There are no buttons on my shirt; they ping away with tension. My bikini top is quickly thrown to the floor. I cry out in terror; someone must hear. No one comes, and Russ bites soft flesh as he pushes his fingers deep inside me. I can’t separate the pains. I cry out again, and he bites down harder, and I scream in agony instead. His hand is across my mouth, arm pressing on my windpipe. “Shut the fuck up,” he grunts as he forces himself deep inside me. 

I am not here. I refuse to know what is happening. I think of the ocean and the waves slamming into the sand. I cry without noise or motion. Snot and tears drip into my ears. He groans loudly as he ejaculates. I hear the quiet click of the lock. 

I lie perfectly still, Russ a dead weight on top of me, and I do not move. I cannot breathe. Minutes feel like hours. I can feel his shrivelled penis leaking semen down my thigh, and I try not to gag. He is relaxed and breathing deeply. He is actually asleep. I shudder with disgust. I ease myself from the bed and dress, tying my blouse in a knot under my breasts.

I listen at the door. Silence. I open it slowly and quietly, but the kitchen is empty. No witness to my shame. They do not see what they have done. The only noise is the hum of the refrigerator and Russ snoring from the bed. I smell my own terror and Russ’s cum, and I vomit on the dishes in the sink. I don’t turn on the tap.

I hold my head in my hands. I cannot face this truth. This is who we are. They will pay. I think of knives and blood, I am hungry for revenge. 

My breath is shallow, and my hands are shaking. My body screams in pain. They cannot win this game. The afternoon sun is glaring through the windows. I wipe my mouth, take the candle from the sill, and light it. My candle burns with rage. Infinite wrath and infinite despair. I set it on the floor below the stovetop, turn the gas on full, and walk out into the salt-bright day.

We will see who laughs tomorrow. I breathe in my resolve. I will not be their victim.  I am more than this. We can let the gods decide. 

––––––––
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Deb Pugh is a bit of a late bloomer as a writer. Deb grew up in Newcastle, NSW, lived in Armidale for many years, and now lives in a village in the NSW mid-north coast hinterland. She has three kids, three grandkids, a husband, and a very cute poodle called Clancy.

She became serious about writing when she retired a few years ago. She has published one novel, Decade, and is working on her second.
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​On the Train
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— Margaret Dakin

––––––––
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The train pulled into Central Station and Janet got on and flopped down with relief into a window seat facing the way home to Cleveland. She was suddenly aware of the pain in her joints, and she stretched her legs and rubbed her knees. She’d been ignoring the arthritis all day, too involved with her 9.30 to 3.30 volunteer job to let it surface. 

She settled back thankfully into her seat and thought over her day, remembering the diverse people who had come in, themselves all looking for a volunteer job. Most had a genuine desire to help others; one was required by Centrelink to do something that would help him find a job – another was a backpacker from Japan wanting to improve his English during his short stay in the city. She knew by now which organisations would be willing to accommodate most of the people who came in, and she’d made appointments for all to be interviewed. She wondered which ones would turn up for their appointments and was aware that some would not be so much a helper, as someone who was helped. Only one, a retired office manager, a man in his seventies, had given her the confidence to believe he might be of long-term benefit to the charity which was expecting him the next day. Following up on the placements she made had taught her that her intuition was not always accurate but could be relied on most of the time.

Now she took her book out of her bag and stuck her thumb in where she had left the book-mark, but the book lay unopened on her lap as she continued to gaze out the window at the city slipping into its late afternoon hush. She drew up her legs as a woman settled into the seat opposite, where she immediately opened a magazine. Janet sneaked a quick look at her, wondering why she should consider it an intrusion to observe others. The carriage was not peak-hour full, and she took stock of her fellow travellers. 

She fancied herself as a thoughtful and astute judge of character and she studied the businessman across the aisle, his tie loosened, his eyes closed, an open lap-top on his knees. On the way up, she decided; not so high yet as to merit a company-paid car parking space – still struggling to impress the boss. He looked tired. Job probably taking a toll on his family life; did he have children? She wondered what it would be like working in an office these days; having to be efficient on a computer and able to make full use of a mobile phone. 

At the organisation where she had been working that day, the trend was leaning to doing much of the interviewing by email. She and her friend commiserated in the lunch break.

“How can you sum up a person via email?” Amanda had said. “Can’t check out the blue card and see if the references look genuine. They’re completely taking the personal touch out of the job. That’s what I enjoy most.”

“I’m not up to coping with today’s technology,” Janet had replied. “This’ll probably have to be my last year at Volunteering Qld. Perhaps I could get on the internet and see if there’s a volunteer job as a ball boy at the tennis fixtures, or as coach at my grandson’s football team; but I’m afraid I’d have to get my granddaughter to help me with the computer.”

Amanda grinned. “See if they’ve got any vacancies on the Broncos cheer-leading squad for me while you’re about it.” 
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