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EDIE’S DREAM



I had this dream…


‘Hey, Aunty, is there any biscuits cookin’?’ I said. I’m Edith Ann. How proper! Most folks call me Edie, and that’s my Aunty Gwen. She’s raising me. You know, she’s really my nanna but I call her Aunty. I’ve got a special friend, Maggie. Maggie and I, we’re such good friends. She comes from the other side of the river and we meet every day down by the creek. Maggie’s much taller than I am and we laugh and we yarn: story after story. She’s good value.


‘Hey, you girls! Out you go, outside and play. Those biscuits will be coming soon,’ says Aunty Gwen. Let me tell you about her. Have you ever met a person who, even when you sit in the silence and speak no words, can say so much and make you feel safe and sort of loved and “at home”? You know that feeling?


Aunty’s married to Uncle Tom (Pop). You see, my mum didn’t want me. She left, and only the boys went with her. I think she had it tough so it was easier to leave. I’m glad in a way.


I’ve got a great life. I’m free, we live on a farm and I’ve got a heap of room to run and get lost in. I’m always thinking and dreaming, I suppose. Sometimes I go on the most excellent trips.


‘Edie, are you coming? Let’s go and get some slime to throw at Old Sam’s cows. See if we can scare them away from the waterhole so we can catch some yabbies,’ says Maggie. ‘Hurry up, girl!’ And she shoves me to wake up.


Running through the air and just missing Old Sam’s wooden barriers, sliding through the lush green grass and rolling down the embankment to our camp. No one can find us here. Our hideout’s got homemade weapons and traps to protect us from those people, those people in the shiny black cars.


‘Over here,’ Maggie says. Our slime is thick, juicy green oozy stuff.


‘Get that stick over there,’ I say. ‘It’s chunky; it’ll do the trick!’ There’s a special way to make our slimeys. You twirl three times to the right and then two times back and the same again. This makes it tight and strong and just what you need to scare those overfed black and white cows.


‘Are you ready, Maggs?’ I say.


‘Yes, let’s get ’em!’ she says, flying through the air, slimeys everywhere. ‘Great shot!’ Maggie shouts as she runs towards the hole.


‘Watch out, they’re moving!’ BANG! ‘Oh no! Old Sam’s heard us!’ I yell, and Maggs and I run back to our hideout. Puffed out, we’ve got to have a rest.


Even though Old Sam’s a cranky old man I just know he would not hurt us. You know, I saw him one day rocking Toby, his grandson, on his front porch after he’d had an awful fall and cut his leg. He was singing to him and I couldn’t believe it.


Suddenly we hear that bell ringing: it’s Pop’s way to alert us to trouble, and you can hear it clear across the river. We know what we have to do.


‘Quick! To the dead people’s home!’ I yell. That’s the cemetery where all my kin are resting.


Like frisbees flying through the air, we’re there, safe. I can hardly get my breath but I know I can’t make any noise.


‘Edie, are you right?’ Maggie whispers.


‘Yes. Can you see them?’ I say.


‘They’re talking to Uncle, so don’t move,’ she says quietly. Another long, quiet wait. Those trees become our friends, they protect us from something we don’t quite understand.


The old folks won’t let us hear the talk. They go for walks and come back sad, just like a raindrop falling from a cloud, lost until it touches the ground, its home. We sit and sit and sit. Darkness—I don’t like the cold!


‘Listen, Maggs. It’s the bird,’ I say. We always know it’s safe once we hear that bird.


‘Aunty’s calling us, Edie. Ssmmeeeeeellll that stew!’ says Maggie. Aunty’s stews are famous for bringing folks home, so we climb down, knowing that everything is fine now.


What a sight: Pop sitting on the porch playing his harmonica and Aunty stirring and stirring.


‘Go in and wash those hands because it’s time to eat,’ says Aunty Gwen. She stands there smiling, a sad kind of smile. ‘Hurry up now, you two!’ What a special lady my aunty is. Maggie always stays over at my home when the bell rings. It always seems to be a long wait when the black car comes calling, so her folks and mine agree it’s best for her to stay and they’ll get her in the morning.


Another day, another adventure. We always have lots of them.


When I grow up, you know, my adventures will be safe and free and take me to places where I am the same as everyone and I don’t have to be scared no more!


I’ve got this dream…





EDIE’S FORGET-ME-NOT



There’s a place that’s secret where no one goes, but there are three words there. It’s beside the creek: there are two big rocks standing separate, just like kings or something. They have this awesome power.


I always wondered what was behind those kings, so I told Aunty and she said that I mustn’t go lookin’ because I might find trouble. I didn’t know what she meant by that. How could rocks cause you trouble? Anyway, this particular day I called by to see my friend Maggs and told her about this place.


‘Let’s go and see what’s behind them rocks,’ she said. Maggie was always a bit more game than me at exploring.


‘Okay, let’s go and see the kings, but we’ll have to wear our boots because there might be a lot of mountain climbing,’ I said.


Off we went running free, the air blowing knots into my hair. I hate it, but Aunty always says that folks would love to have my hair. I reckon if they want mine they can have it; I’d rather have long, flowing hair like Maggs because she hardly ever gets tangles.


Anyway it was spring here and there were new flowers everywhere and heaps of butterflies. I wished I was a butterfly just doin’ whatever I wanted…


‘Come on, Edie. Stop dreaming, girl! Keep up: you’re too slow!’ Maggie yelled way in front of me.


Finally we saw the kings. ‘Wow, Edie! They’re real big. How come we never found them before?’ she said.


‘’Cause we spend too much time up Tommo’s side of the creek,’ I said. Maggie stood there staring, frozen in her boots and as white as the moon on a hot summer’s night.


‘Move it, you chicken! Nothin’ can harm us! This is our land and remember what Aunty and Pop always say: our kin’s spirits will protect us,’ I reminded her. I must admit I’d never seen Maggs spooked before except when those people came askin’ for me, and that was sort of a game. You were scared but it didn’t seem real. It just happened.


‘Let’s have a smokin’,’ I said. Maggs moved slowly as we picked up sticks and leaves and rocks. You see, when you sit within the smoke it covers you like a blanket and takes care of your spirit. I have lots of them.


We crept through the kings like a snake slithering slowly. ‘Oooh!’ we gasped.


‘It’s like Adam and Eve’s garden that Aunty read to me about,’ I said.


‘It’s beautiful, Edie. There’s a fern bed and all,’ Maggie exclaimed.


‘See, girl, this is a kind place. Listen to the wind whispering,’ I whispered.


We sat a long while.


‘You know, this place reminds me of my mum: warm and safe and so, so beautiful,’ sighed Maggie. I started to cry. ‘What’s wrong, Edie? I didn’t mean for you to cry,’ she said.


You see, my mum died and we only got the word and I didn’t tell Maggie. I thought she’d think I was stupid. I was thirteen years old and I didn’t even know my mum. She left me when I was young, for good reasons I’m sure.


‘Edie, let’s never come here again. Just leave it the way it is, untouched,’ Maggs said, with her hand touching me lightly.


We walked the earth silently, silently back home.


I learnt something that special day: that the love of a mother is a gift from God whether you know her or you don’t. She was given to me to learn from and to start me on my journey in life and to make my journey better than hers.


Forget-me-not.


I go on many adventures but none can mean more than carving those three special words.





BACKYARD MEMORIES



It was that time of year again. Christmas holidays were here and everybody was in high spirits. Downtown everything was on the move, with people buying last-minute goodies. I loved it, it smelt just delicious. Now this time of year brought many families home, and ours was no exception. Cousins, friends and family came from all over. They just turned up. I don’t know how Aunty fed them all, but she always managed. The hamper arrived from Mr Parsons’ shop as usual the day before, because Aunty said that it always pays to be prepared! Everyone was happy, but getting together specially brought a shine to my heart.


Parcels were given to Pop and they were filled with love, Aunty would often say: ‘Bits and pieces of love given from the heart.’ I didn’t realise what she was saying until later. I like to draw, so with Pop’s help I made frames and glued my drawings to them. I really enjoyed making each one of my parcels of love, and I understood what she meant.


Outside the front door were placed two potted pine trees, and all year they were pruned and lovingly cared for by Pop. This was one of our special traditions. Each year would bring a new baby into our big family, and a handmade decoration was made by the baby’s mother and hung on one of the trees. Both trees were full. And as you walked into our home everything was sweet and pretty. Oh, how I loved Christmas!


‘Edie, go and fetch some pine cones and take the girls with you,’ yelled Pop.


‘Okay, Missy, Jo: let’s go.’ I grabbed their collars, we jumped the back fence and, before you could wink, we were down along the creek picking up cones.


‘I can outrun you, Edie. Catch me if you can,’ Missy said, whipping past me with her long, wavy locks.


Before we knew it our shirts were full. We decided to rest our hands and sit beneath the old shady pine. Yarning deeply, we hadn’t noticed the rain gently misting our hair.


‘Look, girls,’ Jo said, ‘a jimmy’s coming.’ A jimmy was the name we gave to a storm cloud. We made up lots of different names and the old folks didn’t know what we were saying because it was our code. Well, the jimmy appeared from nowhere and before we stood up, it was rattling its stuff.


‘Get out from under the tree!’ I yelled. ‘Down here!’ I pointed to a hole in the side of the creek bed. ‘We can hide here until it passes.’ The hole was just big enough and we sat, it seemed like forever, but it wasn’t easing. The creek water started to move quickly and our toes got wet. Now I was frightened, and I could feel Missy’s heart pumping at my elbow. She was only nine and she was starting to cry.
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