
The

Victorian Writer
Dec 2019–Jan 2020Bold and Brilliant



A little space for 
your writing to grow
Retreat to a dedicated writing space 

that has everything you need to take 

your project to the next stage.

Writers Victoria, in partnership with 

the National Trust, o�ers cells for 

writers at Old Melbourne Gaol and 

studios at Glenfern in St Kilda East.

writersvictoria.org.au/support



This issue of ‘The Victorian Writer’ celebrates the International Day of 
People with Disabilities (IDPwD) and features disabled writers living  
in Victoria.
When approached to be a guest editor of this edition, I was absolutely 
thrilled. The editorial team and I quickly decided that the magazine’s 
theme should be ‘Bold and Brilliant’. Life with disability can be complex. 
Living in a world not built for disabled bodies demands both endurance 
and ingenuity. But it can also make life enriching and even beautiful. 
As you’ll see in these poems, essays and short stories, there can be so 
many bold and brilliant moments in a disabled life.
The cover art created by Tania Ransen is called ‘Balance’ and was 
inspired by a life-changing experience: ‘Earlier this year I suffered a 
heart attack and had a pacemaker fitted. Throughout this, I have found 
myself balancing the life I knew before my heart attack and the life I 
lead now.’
In this issue, Lyndel Caffrey explains the origins of the award-winning 
Write-ability program, and how it continues to change and grow. 
Chanel Geddes’s surreal short story explores societal expectations and 
the desire for belonging. Comedian Alistair Baldwin writes about art, 
love and death in ways that are hilarious and heartfelt. Millie Baylis 
looks back on how her writing life began. Mike Krockenberger’s essay 
seeks to render the invisible visible. Jessica Walton, Alex Creece and 
Gemma E Mahadeo round out the issue with poems that are infused 
with emotion. 
These are just a handful of disabled writers. I strongly encourage 
you to check out the Write-ability archives (writersvictoria.org.au/
support/writers-disability/write-ability-archive-0). The sheer talent and 
creativity is simply astounding. 
 

Fiona Murphy

Editorial

Acknowledgement
The Writers Victoria office is situated on the traditional lands of the Kulin Nation.

Cover image:  
‘Balance’ by Tania Rasen

Tania Rasen is an emerging artist who lives with disability and an ongoing heart 
condition. Tania has always found refuge in expressing her thoughts, feelings and 
views of the world through art.
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At its Heart:
Write-ability
By Lyndel Caffrey
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The Write-ability program, a disability-led 
collaboration between Writers Victoria and 
Arts Access Victoria, was established in 2013. 
Writers Victoria’s Kate Larsen and Fiona 
Tuomy developed an effective, flexible and 
groundbreaking program based on the Social 
Model of Disability. Writers Victoria has been 
solely responsible for the program for some years 
now, but collaboration with arts, literary and 
disability organisations like Emerging Writers’ 
Festival, Arts Access Victoria and VALID are vital 
to the program’s ongoing self-renewal. 

Write-ability is an inclusive, practical and goal-
oriented program that offers effective access, 
grassroots mentoring and targeted professional 
development. What began with free mentoring 
and city-centred writing workshops, has gone on 
to encompass activities and initiatives such as: 
disability training; dedicated funding to improve 
access for all writers; the Dulcie Stone Writing 
Awards for writers with intellectual disability; the 
Write-ability Fellowships, with 35 fellowships 
awarded since 2013; and the Publishability 
Fellowships program, which supports emerging 
writers to develop their manuscripts and connect 
with publishers. 

Write-ability actively recruits from within its 
ranks by commissioning work for ‘The Victorian 
Writer’ and the Writers Victoria website, 
enlisting writers for spoken word performances 
and panels and employing disabled writers as 
tutors, guest speakers and project officers. 
Then there’s our podcast series ‘Border Stories’ 
and our Write-ability Goes Regional and 
Online (WGRO) program, which underpins our 
commitment to access and inclusivity regardless 
of distance. There have always been regional 
writers connecting with Write-ability by phone, 
email or commuting to Melbourne. But since 
WGRO started, writing mentors have been able 

to go to them, with workshops backed up by 
author visits and targeted webinars. 

My own involvement with Write-ability is 
longstanding. I was guest speaker for a morning 
tea back in 2013. Although, I had already worked 
with disabled writers, I was so unschooled 
that I used the phrase ‘wheelchair-bound’ in 
my speech notes. Disability training raised my 
awareness of such phrases, which are not neutral 
descriptors but value judgements imposed 
on the disabled community. Since then I’ve 
worked with four Write-ability Fellows and ran 
the WGRO Loddon Program as a local mentor. 
Now, as Write-ability Project Manager, I share 
the office with Andy Jackson, who manages the 
Write-ability Fellowships, and Jax Jacki Brown, 
who is responsible for Publishability Fellowships. 
We have inherited a robust program developed 
through the hard work of Writers Victoria former 
staff members: Kate Larsen, Fiona Tuomy, Harriet 
Gaffney and Alex Fairhill. 

It’s a privilege to be involved in the continuing 
evolution of the program and I’m excited about 
the huge range of writing that has already 
emerged. Write-ability alumni are publishing 
books, including: ‘Deafness Down’ by Michael 
Uniacke, ‘Sisters of No Mercy’ by Vincent Silk, 
‘Blue in the Red House’ by Sarah Widdup; ‘Say 
Hello’ by Carly Findlay, ‘Blindness for Beginners’ 
by Maribel Steel and ‘Animalcule’ by Anthony 
Riddell. This is at the heart of Write-ability’s 
unique contribution to Australia’s literary 
heritage – our early and ongoing recognition 
of new and exciting voices for all to read, 
understand and enjoy. 

 
 
Lyndel Caffrey is the Writers Victoria  
Write-ability Project Manager.
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Diomedeidae
By Jessica Walton

We did our dances,  
two birds nodding and shuffling  
and circling each other. 
Young, awkward mollymawks 
falling in love.

We’d meet,  
unchained melody 
on repeat 
as waves crashed 
and I dove, again and again, 
slaking my thirst.

I did not know then 
that you were my albatross 
and I yours, paired for life. 
I feared the tides 
would float you away 
once you were weary of my call.

Here we are, 
our nest grown old and warm, 
our hearts a little salty.

We take turns soaring 
against skies, grey or blue, 
seeking fish to feed our young.

Sometimes we sleep as we fly, 
dreaming of days now gone 
where all we had to do was stretch our wings 
and catch the wind. 

 
 
Jessica Walton is the author of picture book 
‘Introducing Teddy’ (2016).  In 2017, Jess 
completed a Write-ability Fellowship with 
Writers Victoria, creating poetry about 
disability, cancer and pain. She’s a current 
Publishability Fellow. Jess co-wrote an episode 
of ‘Get Krack!n’ focused on disability, which 
aired on the ABC in February 2019.



 
Beginnings
By Millie Baylis
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My first memories of writing are all 
from the backyard of our first flat in 

Melbourne. 

When I was seven years old, after my big sister 
had become so sick that she had to live in a 
children’s nursing home in Wollongong and 
after Dad had disappeared to start using heroin 
again, Mum packed up me and my younger 
sibling in her old red Toyota Corolla. We drove 
from Sydney to Melbourne, listening to Bjork’s 
second album. Our favourite song was ‘It’s oh 
so quiet’ and we’d all press our pointer fingers 
to our lips doing the shhh, shhh, bit to each 
other. Then Mum would put on Portishead, 
and I’d watch her sitting behind the wheel with 
her dyed red hair and lipstick, swooning about 
love and womanhood and a thousand flowers 
coming into bloom and I wanted to be just like 
her.

Our new flat had a better garden than any 
of the others. We were used to brick and a 
square patch of grass. But this one had roses 
and lavender, a lemon tree and rhubarb, and 
heaps of room to run around in. And with the 
washing line wearing our school clothes and 
Mum’s undies and skirts, it was all bursting 
with colour. 

While Mum sat at the kitchen table studying 
– with her thick law textbooks stacked up 
and a concentrated slice between her brow 
that told us to stay away – my sibling D and I 
played in the new backyard full of sun. I wrote 
songs and poems in a huge sketchbook, and D 
drew accompanying drawings of monsters and 
people with flower heads. 

I demanded D sit in the springy grass and 
watch me perform my songs and give me 
critical pointers on my performance and 
metaphors. They were tirelessly kind and 

supportive. Afterwards, I made D wear sugary 
pink fairy wings and dance around me when 
we performed for real in front of Mum in the 
lounge room. 

My songs and poems were, of course, all about 
me. I wrote a song literally called ‘Do the 
Millie’, which included a weird dance routine 
that taught others how to be more like seven-
year-old me, with a stolen melody from an 
Aaron Carter song. Other songs were about 
my endless primary school friendship dramas 
and my love for flowers and bugs. 

D’s favourite, which they still like to remind 
me about, was one of my darker songs called 
‘HALLOWEEN’. It was all about evil shadows 
and spiders. After I wrote it, for spooky effect, 
I ripped off one of the scabs on my legs and 
smeared the blood all over the paper around 
the lyrics. I think this was the beginning of my 
destiny to be an emo for life. 

   * 
My sister died the next year. 

My first public poetry reading was at her 
funeral. I spent weeks trying to get the poem 
right, making sure every line rhymed. At the 
funeral, I stood next to her small glossy coffin 
and read the poem cheerfully. I still didn’t 
understand what had happened. 

After she died, I started writing longer stories. 
They were all about separated sisters and 
death and angel boarding schools in heaven 
with magic-flavoured jelly.

A few months later, my childhood boyfriend 
Marcello – who had a mushroom haircut and 
lived in the flat above us – died too.  

I learned early that death happened and 
started expecting it everywhere. 
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When my grade three teacher asked us to 
write a paragraph about what we did on 
the weekend, I submitted ten pages of sad 
memoir – my first personal essay about grief 
and gardens. Perhaps this was a beginning too: 
I was learning that writing could be an attempt 
to make sense of things lacking sense. 

   *

In year eleven, a short story I wrote kept me in 
school when I was about to be kicked out. 

I was really sick. I was living with a number of 
physical and mental chronic illnesses, which 
would go undiagnosed and untreated for many 
more years.

At school, I could barely sit upright, let alone 
concentrate so I stopped going. Instead, I spent 
school days dizzy and fatigued and dissociated, 
lying in parks and fainting at train stations. 

Towards the end of the year, my teachers 
called Mum in and told her that I’d missed too 
many school days to pass. It didn’t seem like 
I was good at, or cared about, anything. But 
luckily, like all people who don’t have great 
relationships with their parents and turn out to 
be writers, I had a great relationship with my 
English teacher. Her name was Kathy. She was 
one of the only people at school who I spoke 
to and who I also probably, definitely, had a big 
crush on. 

In the meeting with the Vice Principal, Kathy 
brought in a story I had written about a man 
at his kid’s baptism, who unexpectedly sees 
another man that he recently fucked in a 
Sydney park toilet. It was all about shame 
and addiction and my dad. And, for whatever 
reason, this story made her fight for me to 
stay. 

That’s when I figured out that sometimes 
writing can do good, practical things for you 
too.  
   *

So, after I graduated high school, I went to 
Melbourne Uni to study creative writing. I 
loved its lawns and its fancy buildings. 

It was 2010 and one of my male tutors told 
me that personal stories were over. That no 
one wants to read about women’s confessional 
pain anymore. I was eighteen years old, so 
I believed him and quit writing for almost a 
decade. 

I decided to try to pursue other, less frivolous 
activities, like acting (this somehow seemed 
sensible at the time). But as my illness 
worsened, this too became impossible. I 
cancelled auditions and rehearsals. My body 
grew weak and I languished in bed, often 
barely able to sit up to drink water without 
assistance. 

When I was finally diagnosed with an 
autonomic nervous system disorder and 
chronic pain disorder, things started to make 
sense. And, as the number of things I could do 
from my bed shrank, I finally started to write 
again. 

   *

From bed, I still mostly write about the same 
things as I did before – myself, grief, flowers. 
But this year, I got paid for my writing for the 
first time, and other people read it, and it felt 
really nice. 

Things have changed a lot since we first moved 
to Melbourne. Now, Mum is a big shot lawyer 
and she legit drives a sports car. Now, my 
sibling is the one who’s a pop star, and they’re 
about to tour the world with their own brilliant 
emo songs.

Living in an unpredictable body is still hard. 
This world isn’t made for ill bodies, for bodies 
that can’t always reliably make deadlines or 
commitments or money. On certain days, I still 
don’t know whether or not I’ll be able to make 
it out of bed or how bad the pain will be.  But 
when I’m writing I can feel useful. I can make 
something of my time, and I can extract the 
buried words from under my skin. 

I don’t really remember what it’s like to live in 
a body that you can trust. Or to not constantly 
feel afraid that the people you love will 
suddenly disappear. But words and stories 
are something I can still mostly hold on to, 
something I can still mostly trust.   

 
Millie Baylis is a writer living in Melbourne, on 
Wurundjeri land. She writes memoir, essays, 
commentary and fiction. In 2019, she was 
a Wheeler Centre Hot Desk Fellow and the 
managing editor of ‘Visible Ink’. Her work has 
recently appeared in ‘Kill Your Darlings’ and 
‘Overland’.
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Mainstream 
By Alistair Baldwin

It’s getting less cool to have a degenerative 
illness. 

Certainly, with muscular dystrophy, I can feel the 
crest of its intrigue is well and truly behind me. It 
used to be so chic to say: ‘If I make it to my forties 
... I’ll be lucky’. To mention, in an aloof way – ‘It’s 
bullshit I have to pay superannuation, it’s not like 
I’m going to use it anyway’. Such quips used to 
make one the life of the party. 

There was a certain cachet to it. You were 
fascinating to anyone healthy and abled. The 
dark pull of disaffected deterioration would 
score you invites to the swankiest of events and 
introductions to the most powerful of people.  

But this intrigue has been blunted into banality. 
Because, as more and more news of the planet’s 
impending collapse drip feeds into the public 
consciousness, every Tom, Dick and Harry is now 
filled with the same existential dread. 

And, like ... that’s literally my thing. 

Now, I can’t go to a single housewarming or after-
work drinks without someone my age echoing 
that very same nihilism: ‘If WE make it to our 
forties… WE’LL be lucky’ or ‘It’s bullshit that WE 
have to pay superannuation. It’s not like WE’RE 
going to use it anyway.’ They are stealing my gear, 
the very fodder that once made me the centre 
of attention at soirees. It causes me great pain to 
report that global warming has completely taken 
the novelty out of a compressed lifespan. 

Last month I was invited to an exhibition opening. 
As soon as I arrived, I could sense something had 
changed. Rather than someone promptly taking 
my jacket as I strolled in, I was asked to provide a 
small donation to get it coat checked. Rather than 
someone offering to fetch me a glass of red wine, 
I had to get it myself. 

In desperation, I pulled myself into one of my 
most effectively enigmatic poses: swirling my 
glass of red wine slowly as I stared into the middle 
distance, mulling over my own complexities. And 
… nothing. I wasn’t approached by a brooding 
artist asking to make me their muse or some rich 
benefactor offering me money. It was bullshit. I 
was even wearing my best turtleneck. 

It eventually occurred to me that people might 
have been distracted by the art, so about forty 
minutes into the exhibition opening I decided I 
too should also take a look. Across a series of 
twenty canvases the artist had used thick, jammy 
oil pastels to render various vantages of our 
planet – all of it, from the Arctic to Antarctic, on 
fire.

Every streak of orange was a violent interruption 
to the cool blue-greens of Earth. Framing the 
noisiness of our roasting planet on each canvas 
was the dark and silent void of space, speckled 
with the occasional star; similarly burning celestial 
bodies rendered quaint and pretty by distance. 

‘Subtle,’ I chuckled sarcastically to myself, before 
taking a sip of wine. 

‘You don’t think that’s the point – that the time 
for subtlety is over?’ 

I turned. Standing beside me was a man, swirling 
his own glass of red wine, running a hand 
through his hair. I felt excited to have finally been 
approached, but then I realised that it wasn’t just 
a line – he really did just want to discuss the art 
and not me. I sighed and tried to formulate my 
response. 

‘Well, it’s just like … okay, the world’s on fire. We 
get it. The urgency of the situation doesn’t excuse 
the literalism of its depiction, the rushed nature of 
the execution.’ 
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The mystery dilettante smiled. ‘You don’t feel 
rushed in these times?’

‘In these times! You know, I was born rushed. 
Nowadays everyone’s trying to get their 
magnum opus done before rising tides flood 
their studio space.’ 

‘Surely, you don’t begrudge me the attempt, 
though?’

I froze. 

Smiling, the man extended his hand, ‘Damian 
Bass.’

‘Wonderful brushwork,’ I replied. He laughed, 
and then, so did I as I grasped his firm hand 
and shook it.

From then the night went by quickly, Damian 
kept me in steady supply of red wine, which I 
graciously accepted, even though I’d just had 
my teeth whitened so I really should have 
stopped at two glasses. 

There was an unmistakable frissance between 
us, and even as he left my side to mingle with 
the gallery heads and patrons, he quickly 
returned to trade barbs about whether he was 
being ‘subtle enough’ for my liking. 

He offered to see me home, which I gladly 
accepted. Walking across the Evan Walker 
Bridge over the Yarra River, a stiff breeze 
hit us and chilled me to my bones. Without 
asking, he took off his coat and gave it to me. 
I burrowed into its residual warmth, insulated 
from the dark and silent night.  

‘So, your problem with the world ending isn’t 
people dying, it’s that dying has become, what, 
ordinary?’ he remarked after I, in my liquored 
state, revealed my issues with the popularity of 
climate anxiety. 

‘Well, obviously I care about every single living 
thing dying. Ideally, you know, that doesn’t 
happen. And I do have some faith we’ll stop 
it – after some huge, permanent, irreversible 
loss, of course – but we’ll stop it. I hope. It’s 
just … my experience of it all is so different.’

‘How so? Surely, dying is dying and destruction 
is destruction.’ 

‘But there’s a unity in the entire human species 
dying, the entire world facing destruction. It’s 

a shit party but at least everyone’s invited. 
The thing that once made me interesting also 
made me isolated: rarity. The anomaly of my 
condition. Now this feeling of dread is so 
common, so everyday. It’s taken away being 
interesting – but it hasn’t taken the isolation. 
I’ve had this individual, specific, medical dread 
for my whole life and I can’t just replace it with 
the one you feel, that everyone is feeling right 
now.’ 

‘And you don’t even get being cool as a 
consolation prize?’

‘And I don’t even get being cool as a 
consolation prize! Exactly!’ I exclaimed, 
laughing. 

We’d reached my apartment. I leaned against 
a column near the front entrance as he stood 
facing me. Our faces were inches apart and 
as our breath hit the cold air, fog dispersed 
between us, making him appear to shimmer as 
it caught the light of a street lamp. 

‘You want to know a secret?’ asked Damian. 

‘Sure.’

‘Sharing a potential future, climate-related 
cause of death with seven billion strangers 
doesn’t actually make you feel closer to any 
of them,’ he said with a mocking voice and 
serious face. 

‘Then what does?’ 

‘What?’

‘What does make people closer?’ I asked, my 
eyes gazing into his. He brought a hand up and 
rested it on my shoulder. 

‘Well, since you’ve stolen my jacket and it’s 
freezing out here, inviting me in would be a 
nice start.’  
 

Alistair Baldwin is a writer and comedian based 
in Naarm/Melbourne. He has written for ABC’s 
‘Get Krack!n’, ‘The Weekly’ and ‘Hard Quiz’.

 



Writing  
in Bed  
By Michael Krockenberger  
Content warning: this piece references suicide
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What’s it like to spend days, weeks, months 
in bed? Surprisingly, nobody has ever asked 

me that, even though, for many years, I’ve spent 
far more time in bed than out of it — sometimes 
for months at a time, with only a few rare hours 
of respite. Perhaps, it’s because when I’m well 
enough to actually see people I’m not in bed. 
Then they will often tell me I look well, even 
though I frequently still feel like shit. 

Or maybe it’s because everybody spends some 
time in bed, and so, everyone imagines that they 
know what it’s like. It’s simple extrapolation, isn’t 
it? 

Or perhaps they just don’t want to hear the 
answer.

Or maybe they have never even thought about 
what it’s like. I must admit I’d never thought about 
spending so much time in bed either, until I was 
forced to do it.

I’ll tell you what it’s NOT like: it’s not an extended 
Sunday sleep-in. Spending months in bed is 
relentlessly depressing. 

It is said humans can become accustomed to 
almost anything, and while living in bed feels 
perfectly normal now, it still doesn’t feel just. It’s 
not what I want for the rest of my life. 

And yet as far as bedrooms go, I’ve got a good 
one. Books, laptop, tablet (and tablets!), phone 
and music all within easy reach. A huge northeast-
facing window, which opens from floor to ceiling, 
overlooking the roofs of Carlton and Fitzroy. 

Ever-changing clouds. Winter sun. Wisteria shade 
in summer. Our bay laurel and avocado trees. 
Tuscan cypresses in the middle distance. My 
world. 

Being stuck in a poky sunless room would make 
life much worse. I’m lucky. 

Or not. I have the invisible illness myalgic 
encephalomyelitis (ME), commonly called chronic 
fatigue syndrome (CFS). I’ve had it for eighteen 
years and although it varies in intensity from 
day to day, week to week, month to month, 
year to year, it is never absent and always 
involves at least some extra time in bed, and 
sometimes I spend most of my time there. It is 
this unpredictability that makes leading a normal 
life impossible, even during the better times. 
I have no idea how I’ll be tomorrow, let alone 
next month. Any arrangement I make is always 
contingent on my ability to carry it out, to be 
there, to participate.

Why is it called an invisible illness? Because 
when you are confined to bed for months you 
disappear. You are forgotten, except by your 
closest friends and family. Also, invisible because 
there are often no evident signs of suffering 
especially when you are well enough to socialise. 
There are no obvious physical impairments, 
maybe not even a gaunt face. 

And yet, my family suffers collateral damage. My 
kids have had some of their childhood stolen from 
them because their dad has been hidden in plain 
sight.

People bring you flowers and goodwill when 
you’ve been diagnosed with cancer, but no-one 
brings you anything for surviving yet another year 
of ME/CFS. Of course, people die from cancer 
and only rarely from ME/CFS. I’m not saying it’s 
better to be dead than in bed, but most severe 
ME/CFS sufferers have wondered, hence the high 
suicide rate.



13

T
V
W

I once interacted with hundreds of people, 
many of whom I considered friends. Nowadays 
years go by during which I only see the same 
handful of close friends. I’m not suggesting 
that the others are inconsiderate people. It’s 
just that like most ME/CFS sufferers I have 
become invisible. We are the missing people, 
hidden in bedrooms. I can only hope the others 
have bedrooms that are as nice as mine.

So, what do I do in bed for those thousands of 
hours? Mostly I read. Last year, I read the ‘My 
Struggle’ series by Karl Ove Knausgaard. I still 
have mixed feelings about his autobiographical 
novels, although at over one million words, 
I’ve obviously committed many hours to them. 
However, a lack of time is one problem I don’t 
have. 

But I’m often not well enough to read. The 
concentration needed to follow a story 
requires energy that I often don’t have. 
Instead, I will usually listen to music. Mainly 
jazz, but also classical and other styles. At the 
moment, I’m listening to the melancholic songs 
of Radiohead. One is called ‘How to disappear 
completely’; a skill I’ve nearly mastered. 

I try not to watch TV except at night. My 
horror of being captive to the screen during 
the day is too great, a fear derived, no doubt, 
from my prejudice that watching daytime 
television is a sign you no longer have a life 
worth living. Unfair, I know. There are probably 
ME/CFS sufferers who have been saved from 
total despair by soapies. 

Sometimes, I’m so sick, even listening to music 
is draining. Then I just lie there. It’s a type of 
enforced meditation.

Best of all are the times when I’m well enough 
to write. Being active it’s more difficult, but 
also more rewarding.

I’ve written three novels since becoming ill 
in 2001. The first was a sprawling attempt to 
chronicle how Australia changed between the 
1960s and 1990s, through the lives of three 
school friends with different backgrounds. It 
was overambitious and remains unfinished. 
The second took a slice of that first novel and 
retold it in a different style. It too landed in the 

bottom drawer. Both were primarily set in the 
Barossa Valley, where I’d spent my childhood. 

The third novel was completely different. It 
began with a dream in which two boys pushed 
a car off a cliff and it landed on a tent. From 
this image a whole novel grew, involving ten 
main characters. I began writing it in early 
2011 and workshopped the first chapters 
with a group of writers. But the writing and 
workshopping ground to a halt when I became 
extremely sick. 

By 2014, I had recovered enough that I could 
travel to Europe, where I stayed with friends 
in Rome and Berlin and sometimes wrote little 
snippets. My health slowly declined again 
over the next few years, but I continued to 
write bits and pieces. In 2017, again in Rome, I 
started seriously trying to complete the book.

A burst of vitality enabled me to write the 
last 30,000 words in April 2018. Although I 
had some energy, I was constantly giddy and 
nauseous, and so, I was still confined to bed, 
writing with my laptop propped up against my 
raised knees. 

I now had the completed first draft of ‘Falling 
and Burning’. But what to do with it? Would 
it end up in the metaphorical bottom drawer 
again? Although it was finished it was far from 
polished, and I needed help to bring out the 
novel’s full potential. I had lost touch with most 
of my old workshopping group and wasn’t 
well enough to attend writing workshops 
anyway. A friend, Sian Prior, author of ‘Shy: a 
memoir’, suggested I apply for a Write-Ability 
Fellowship at Writers Victoria, and I was lucky 
enough to get one.

I selected a mentorship and chose Perth-based 
writer Laurie Steed, author of the novel ‘You 
Belong Here’, as my mentor. Laurie agreed and 
was a most generous teacher, both gracious 
and incisive in his praise and critique. 

Illness and writing are frequently partners. 
Proust and his cork-lined bedroom immediately 
comes to mind. Neurasthenia, which was 
possibly an earlier name for ME/CFS, was a 
common diagnosis of burnt-out artists in the 
nineteenth century.



      

 
1. (Lena and Jojo’s/Lena’s and Jojo’s) 
refurbished co-working space in Brunswick 
opens next month. 

2. The fridge, untouched during our four 
weeks’ holiday, now (stank/stunk).

3. (Fewer/Less) people than anticipated lodged 
an objection to the development.

4. The small grants awarded to Johan and  
(I/me) allowed us time to write.

5. The refund was divided (between/among) 
all three campers.

6. The couple (was/were) seated on a hill 
when lightning struck.

7. Either Rachel or Ruby (were/was) next.

8. My (neurodiversity/neurodivergence) has 
given me abilities that my employer values.

9. (It’s/Its) misconceptions such as these that 
have given the program bad press.

10. Of the two contenders, the one in the red 
t-shirt was (best/better).

11. Writers with disability, indeed all writers, 
need to discover (their/they’re) unique way of 
being and thinking.

12. Marco’s more active involvement in the 
(Deaf/deaf) community has increased his 
sense of belonging.

13. Having blogged about her experiences 
of anxiety, (a book was her next project/she 
decided to write a book).

14. I have two requests (:/;) both should be 
respected.

15. He can no longer remember (who/whom) 
his first love was.

Answers on page 26
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I can’t pretend that I have any special insights into 
the human condition – we all hurt sometimes – I just 
have a surplus of pain compared to many people. 
That may or may not help me write a bit better.

At times I need to emotionally numb myself just to 
cope. I suspect this shows in my writing, perhaps as 
ironic detachment. And I never write about illness 
in my novels. It’s just too painful. Or maybe I don’t 
want to burden others with my lot, not even my own 
characters. 

This essay was hard to write and not just because 
my condition makes almost everything difficult. One 
of the issues I have with Knausgaard’s ‘My Struggle’ 
is that depicting personal travails inevitably involves 
some wallowing in one’s own misery. There seems 
to be only one way around this conundrum, namely 
being open about the self-pity, dissecting it, as 
Knausgaard has done.

I’ve always tried to avoid being typecast by my 
illness and have an aversion to public confessions. I 
don’t want to wallow in my misery. And yet, here I 
am, exposed. 

Yes, my life is hard. But if I am to suffer like this, 
there has been no better time and there are few 
better places, though sometimes it’s hard to  
embrace my luck.

But, one day, I may even have a publishable book. 
Not bad for a weary life spent mainly in bed. 

 
Lifeline: 13 11 14

 
 
Michael Krockenberger grew up in the Barossa 
Valley, South Australia. He worked at the Australian 
Conservation Foundation from 1990 to 2006, 
including as Strategies Director, until illness left him 
unable to work. He has a Diploma of Professional 
Writing and Editing from RMIT University. He 
writes when he can. 

Nitpicker
Your regular editing lesson, brought to you  
by Penny Johnson, Program Manager of  
Professional Writing and Editing at RMIT.
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Lightbulb  
Man
By Chanel Geddes

Once in a time, long ago and long forgotten, lived the lightbulb people. Their existence was 
unknown, their past unknown. They just moved with time, to improve and improve without 

asking why. They built a city of lights, lights that never went out, but shone on and on. So much 
so, that from a distance, travellers thought it was a lighthouse. 

In this city lived a lightbulb man who was born dull. This confused all the other lightbulb people 
who were all so bright. Was he broken? Was he a dud? Incomprehensible! It was the first time 
that they had ever questioned something, and they 
questioned one of their own. 
 
The dull lightbulb man would have done everything to 
be normal. If he could change his bulb, he would, but 
that might hurt. If he could take a pill, he would, but 
he had no mouth for it. If he could just wish that he 
were brighter, he would, but that might change him. 
He thought these things over and over again.

His family said that he was fine and that he was 
special, but they were sad he had to put up with all the 
negativity from others and the confusion that came 
with it. 

Lightbulb Nana would say, ‘Not to worry, my child. The world is full of wonder and you are a part 
of it. One day you will leave us and find your light!’ 

He had never thought of leaving his family and his beloved Nana. But who knew that she would 
be the first one to leave? 

With Nana gone, he decided to go away for a while. He informed his family then embarked on a 
boat.

      *

Once along a line of time, the dull lightbulb man left the shore. Would he ever be seen again, he 
wondered as he travelled on and on. And then, he ran aground on a beach. He stepped out of 
the boat and walked on.

‘I’ve never seen anyone like you before!’ a voice called. 

The lightbulb man looked around and saw a pair of clothes standing upright with a hat floating 
above an invisible head 
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‘Yes, you see me, and I see you. Come closer.’ The figure stood 
on a wooden stage. ‘OK, that’s close enough, my dear boy.’ The 
sleeves moved in a gesture of greeting. ‘An actor always must 
acknowledge his audience, but sadly you have just missed the 
show. Still, a merry welcome to you, stranger. What brings you 
out this far?’

‘I have decided to see the world, and find my light for I’m very 
dull,’ the lightbulb man said pointing to his bulb head.

‘I see. But does it matter? If you hadn’t told me, I would not 
have known.’ 

‘No, I guess not,’ the lightbulb man sighed.

‘You see the waves look the same, but they are not. We look 
and judge, then forget. Everything is like the passing tide here.’ 
The actor pointed at the sea. ‘If one hates the sea, one can just 
move away from it.’ 

‘Maybe, I should go away from it.’ 

‘Maybe. You did say that you have come to see the world. Well, see it, my dear boy.’ The actor 
enthusiastically jumped off the stage and pointed inland. ‘The town is that way and beyond it is 
more.’

So, the lightbulb man walked into the town. All was quiet, 
not a soul to find. Litter lined the street. Every room of every 
building was full of rubbish. Did anyone live here or was the 
rubbish the only sign of life?

 ‘Everything needs somewhere to go!’ yelled a man picking 
up rubbish. He had a square head with a door on one side, 
which let words and letters out. ‘Everything belongs, even 
when nothing makes sense!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ the lightbulb man asked.

‘What, what! Who are you?’ the square-headed man yelled 
at the lightbulb man. 

‘What are you talking about?’ 

‘Don’t question me. Won’t remember it, boy. Some of us 
have jobs to do!’ He continued to pick up rubbish.

 The lightbulb man walked on though the city that looked like a bunch of grey blocks with white 
dotted lights. Beyond the city was a forest of telephone poles going everywhere, anywhere and 
nowhere. Were they of any use? Did they belong here? Did things turn up or were they made? 

Night grew. He lay down in the warm sand and waited for sleep to take over. 

‘Does it matter to them or you? Is it up to you to be concerned? Is there something to prove?’ 
Whispers filled the darkness of his dreams, a spotlight turned on and off in different corners. 
Was it searching for something or someone? The whispers echoed in his darkest dreams. Was he 
sleeping or just laying here with eyes closed? Were they hints of the mind, or wandering beings 
in the sand at night? ‘Awaken again to the light, die every night, be born in the sun. A new clone 
to replace the old one every night. Arise to shake off the dust and dawn, onwards to find the 
new morn,’ thought the lightbulb man.

After walking and walking, the lightbulb man came upon hills and green. Everything was calming, 
peaceful. The need to stay longer hung in the air. The view was beautiful, like candy for the eyes.

‘You look at peace.’ 
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He turned to meet some strange thing half-
submerged in a puddle. 

‘That’s the way everyone feels here,’ the 
strange thing continued. ‘Sorry for disturbing, 
I like to see everyone new here drink in the 
scenery.’ 

‘Yes, it is very nice here, but I won’t be 
staying,’ the lightbulb man said. ‘There is so 
much more to see and learn. 

‘Ponder all you like, but there’s nothing like 
here,’ the strange thing said as it crossed 
its twig-like arms over its chest. ‘You won’t 
find anything like this, I can guarantee that. 
Beyond, it is dry and there are no green 
grassy hills anywhere.’ 

‘Nobody believes in the same beauty. I’m 
going to find out for myself what I like.’ The 
lightbulb man left the strange thing sitting in 
its puddle and continued on his way. When he 
reached the top of the last green grassy hill, 
all he could see were dead trees. No one believes in the same beauty, he reminded himself and 
continued walking with a light breeze blowing against him.

The trees opened out and there was a clearing. A circle of stones was arranged on the black 
ground. When the lightbulb man neared the circle, fire licked skywards, and a deep voice called 
out, ‘You have found me as I knew you would!’

‘Do you speak to me?’ he questioned the voice after the fire was gone.

‘Yes, I speak with you, lightbulb man, from far away.’ The fire was back, but now in the air. As 
it swirled around, it became a lion’s 
head. ‘I am the lion’s head, the Leo 
of strength and courage, the voice of 
nature. You wish to change yourself 
for them. To find a light that is yours.’ 

‘I don’t believe much in them 
anymore. But it’s a light, I look for.’ 

‘The light you look for is nowhere 
here. It’s where you’ll never find it!’ 

‘And what good is that to me? Why 
did I even leave home?’

‘For adventure, to find yourself 
or just for pleasure. Anything you 
like and it can be.’ The lion’s head 
yawned. ‘Creatures of such short lives 
shouldn’t worry so much.’

A mighty wind came and blew the lion 
out, smoke drifted to the top of the 
trees and into the sky.
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The lightbulb man didn’t know what to do, so he wandered on and on before a growing need for a 
home was in his heart. 

       *

The lightbulb man made the journey back home. 
When he returned everything was dull. The town once 
so bright it was mistaken for a lighthouse was now a 
small glow like a night light. What had happened? Why 
was everything so dull that now even he belonged? 

‘Hey, everyone was wondering where you were and 
when you were coming back,’ said one lightbulb 
person.

‘What happened here?’ he asked. 

‘Everything went dull at the beginning of last year. 
Maybe we had it coming, maybe we caused it, who 
really knows?’ 

Walking around town was strange, seeing everything 
and everyone in a different light. It was weird to feel 
like every other lightbulb person, instead of being the 
only one standing out. 

He climbed the 
tallest tower to see 
the city from high –  
a king among ants, 
an ant among many. 

In a way, he felt sorry for the town, but maybe now others would 
visit it, maybe others would end up living here, not just  
lightbulb people.

Suddenly the lightbulb man realised that he shouldn’t let the 
opinions of others affect him, as deep down he really was happy 
with himself. So, if I never shine bright, I don’t care, he thought. 
There are just different kinds of light. 

Pop! 

A bright light came from his flashlight head, and the city lit up 
with different colours and lights all over the place. It wasn’t plain, 
it was beautiful and so very different. 

‘Nana, I found my light!’ he yelled. ‘I found my light!’ 

Lightbulb City is now a happier place, with not just bright  
bulb people living in it. Everyone and everything is different,  
just like life. 

Chanel Geddes is on the autism spectrum.  
Her work dives into the overactive imagination 
prism of the mind and refracts light into a grey world.
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It’s true. 
Metaphysically, you’ve been slow 
to show, or sometimes just delayed in processing. The long, harder-to-learn 
words + concepts are important, here. 
If others lose track of what they think,  
if something’s wrong, they’ll stop asking.

You’ve been told it’s a form of 
self-protection by therapists. You already 
knew this, being an old, lonely child. It was 
embarrassing, but unintentional. Who cares, 
now though, who believes, altruistically.  
Who wants to. Disarm, deflect them now, 
mope about their empathy void in privacy 
later.  

(alone: not the same as being lonely)

A poetry mentor has passed away this morning.  
You miss her, but do not feel it in your bones. Yet.  
The Frankenstein’s monster self-comparisons start up again, mindless, constant, self- 
hate noise in your head that just won’t let up.

Driving to a work party where I can’t 
drink away my awkwardness. Damn.  
It’s good to have obligations again,  
and to be able to keep them.  
Professionalism demands you hide 
your ugly parts. Maybe that’s 
why I hate summer here. Can’t wear all- 
black and long-sleeve, trousered legs  
in for-ty deg-ree cel-si-us.

driving /  
being driven
i.m. Judith Rodriguez (2018)

By Gemma E Mahadeo
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A typical Melbourne summer rainstorm out of  
nowhere, an accident witnessed en route. A de- 
Pres-ton (how droll!) locale.  
You go this way all. the. time. 
Crime scene tape, all the emergency services, tick. 
Sand soaking the oil-slicked tar. It hits you.  
Grief: why is it, finally, so bodily? The 

humours theory was disproven centuries 
ago. I do want to believe it’s rather punched 
my gut whilst driving.

The imagination: good for creatives, bad 
for trauma survivors. At some stage, 
 ‘any-thing you can dreeeam, I can dream vi-VID!’    

Human fragility, leaking bodily fluids. Skip: to the 
imagination thereof. Stop with the pictures, brain.

You know what the sand might be for. 

Should you pull over somewhere,  
try to breathe properly? 
Turn around, skip looking ‘normal’  
for a work social function? 

just breathe / exhale fully // hold intake – for a sec, or two 
then inhale again, slowly; deeply

You got this 
(you don’t want to 
‘got this’)

***

It’s probably six in the morning, your father is driving you 
to day procedure ECT, or an overnighter, who recalls which.  
It’s not relevant as long as you’ve fasted, removed  
nail polish, earrings, not taken contraindicated meds.

We always leave early. The metropolitan ring road crammed; 
traffic crawling at a mind-numbing pace if we left an hour 
later. Commercial radio station banality would drive you 
mad, if you didn’t always have psych issues, ha. ha. ha. 
Oh yeah, they do traffic updates but classical music stations  
are the car drive home I long for.
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A massive blockage resulting in delay. Nothing new, they often happen.  
Speeding, merging lanes, smartarses not anticipating roadworks,  
people miscalculating their grasp on physics. Looks like a lane  
is cordoned off. The car inches its way along the forced bottleneck.

So much for avoiding delays this early.  
Exhale resignedly, rest head on passenger window.  
I am a helpless child. I’m meant to feel like one, even in my late thirties. 
Damn. Emergency services. Mangled metal, flashing lights.  
Looks serious. I’m inquisitive and wincing simultaneously – empathy’s a  
killer for a particular type of depressive –

don’t look at it don’t look

That stern paternal experienced registered nurse voice you’re familiar with 
David Tennant’s Doctor urgently chanting don’t blink don’t even – singsong,  
by comparison. That’s the tone as kids, when your dad wants you all to cut out 
the childish bullshit now. As an adult, you come to realise it’s trying to protect.  
The West Indian inhale-through-teeth ‘stew’ you’d prefer, conveying mild amusement  
yet still being pissed off.

think sarcasm without the clinical Brit coldness or Anglo-Indian proper manners

The sound you’d prefer, but haven’t heard in three decades. Your main instrument 
the flute, and you still can’t replicate that sound, or its brevity of interpretation.

Even as an adult, you’ve always read parental demand  
as mandatory. Even when you no longer have to. You’re used  
to playing the emasculated not-quite-son, not-quite-woman. 
This time, you do it without hesitation. 

What’s different now? Of course you want to look ... but you’ve got  
some vivid imagination on you, eh? You don’t need to see the carnage  
in real life. A few years ago, you could barely manage it  
in audio-visual media, even with dedicated attempts at desensitisation. 
Spoilers and synopses were fucking useless. The imprints  
they left for months at a time; it’ll drive off others. (It did.) 
Would it matter, anyway, now? Wouldn’t I forget it, distressing me?  
In a bit? Almost right now, thank fuck? Soon as we get there?

But back up a bit: over a year later, months before the accident, 
you don’t quite click to what the sand might be soaking up.  
The regularity of hospital has let up. 
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for how long always always asking no matter how much time passes

You’re thinking of a beer with ‘blood’ and ‘sand’ in the name,  
a brewery you’re fond of, your local bottle shop staff giving  
the recommendation. Back then, wondering how the hell  
two disparate substances can unite. Must’ve been a sign  
you were on the mend; joining the ignorant for sanity.

You jolt back to that car trip, the one that managed  
to avoid memory deletion. Then flit to you, driving, now; back  
and forth, it keeps bouncing. Dad’s voice grating like that; 
the next time you’re sane, and the next, it will 
be used to belittle or accuse you, in your present, your future. 
It is hard to love any human you are perpetually afraid of.

 
(but who here is afraid of who, and who should be)

It’s the last time you remember your father  
really being a parent to you. Reciprocal consciousness  
of parent and child playing their roles, without question.  
 

 
Gemma E Mahadeo came to Australia in 1987,  
and is a writer and occasional musician.  
Recent work appears in the ‘Australian  
Poetry Journal’, ‘Djed Press’, ‘Hecate’, ‘Rabbit’,  
and ‘Subbed In’. They edit poetry for  
‘Concrete Queers’ and reviews for Melbourne  
Spoken Word. They’re on Twitter as  
@snarkattack or IG as @eatdrinkstagger.
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Aspic
By Alex Creece

 

 
 
Alex Creece is a writer, poet, student and 
average kook living on Wadawurrung land 
(Geelong, Victoria). She is the production  
editor at ‘Cordite Poetry Review’, and was 
awarded a 2019 Write-ability Fellowship.  
Alex’s work draws from her experiences  
as a queer and autistic woman with mental 
health conditions.

Treat my mind like a set dessert. Put 
it in a brain-shaped container, even  
though I prefer the little dinosaurs.  
Leave it in the fridge until it coagulates 
into the desired form. It may keep up  
the act. It looks ready to stand alone, to  
be flipped outwards to jiggle proudly 
on a plate, molecularly sound. But it 
splats heavy and cumbersome, too liquid  
inside. In freedom, it slops into the same  
puddle it always was, its few congealed 
nuggets the flotsam of a failed  
experiment. Let me stay runny. 
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Paul Morgan from PEN Melbourne on the power of imagining alternative worlds.

If you’re holding ‘The Victorian Writer’, it’s a 
safe bet that you’re a writer. But have you ever 

asked why you write ... really? There must be 
some reason, considering how agonising it can 
be. What possesses us to spend years at our 
desks for such little recognition or reward? Often 
we’re not actually ‘writing’, but staring out of the 
window, drawing plot diagrams indecipherable 
the next morning, or searching online for obscure 
details that never get used. (What colour was a 
Polish Railways First Class carriage in 1939?) And 
there are those endless cups of coffee, half of 
them forgotten and growing cold.

Do we write to change readers’ minds, to 
make them feel better about their lives? Some 
contemporary novels, for example, read more 
like propaganda or self-help books in a thin 
disguise of fiction. Whether you agree or not with 
the views they promote (and I often do), this is 
irrelevant to whether they are good books. The 
purpose of fiction is not to provide ready-made 
solutions, but, as James Baldwin wrote, ‘to lay 
bare the questions that have been hidden by 
the answers’. Good writing does this by creating 
alternative worlds. They shimmer alongside our 
own, similar but strangely different. It is a kind of 
magic. They offer new ways of seeing the world, 
of seeing people and relationships from other 
perspectives. After reading a good book, you are 
never quite the same person.

From ancient rock drawings to Gail Jones’ latest 
novel, works of imagination have an eerie power 
to change how we see the world. It is a power 

that dictators resent. It is a power over which 
they have no dominion. Great novels are not 
polemics against authority, but are all the more 
dangerous for simply enabling the reader to 
look differently at the world. There is a reason 
why even ‘Winnie the Pooh’ is banned in China. 
Orwell’s ‘1984’ and Atwood’s ‘The Handmaid’s 
Tale’ work as powerfully today as when they 
were written despite the world being so different, 
because they succeed as novels. Similarly, fiction 
such as James Bradley’s ‘Clade’ or Cynan Jones’s 
‘Stillicide’ provide vivid evocations of the impact 
of the climate emergency for the very reason that 
they are also beautifully written works of art.

Novelists, poets, and others – even booksellers 
– are increasingly persecuted, imprisoned, and 
tortured for this simple ‘crime’ of imagining other 
worlds – of innocently sitting at their desks and 
making up stories while a cup of coffee grows 
cold. PEN International advocates on behalf of 
these oppressed writers, with centres in over 
one hundred countries. PEN Melbourne runs a 
program for writers in prison, campaigning for 
their release and freedom of expression.

What new worlds will you dream of tomorrow? 
And will you join us to help others do the same?

To find out more about the work of PEN 
Melbourne, coming events, and how you can join 
and support our work, visit penmelbourne.org. 

Why Do You 
Write ... 
Really?
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 NITPICKER (from page 14) 
 1. Lena and Jojo’s 9. It’s     

 2. stank  10. better 

 3. Fewer  11. their  

 4. me   12. Deaf 

 5. among  13. she decided to write a book  

 6. was   14. ;   

 7. was   15. who

 8. neurodivergence

Milestones
Eugen Bacon has been announced 
as the Katharine Susannah 
Prichard (KSP) Emerging Writer-
in-Residence 2020. She will also 
be publishing a novella ‘Inside 
the Dreaming’ and a futuristic 
science fiction short story ‘A Visit 
in Whitechapel’ in a London-
centric anthology, both  with 
Newcon Press, UK, in 2020.
Stef Gemmill’s debut picture book, 
‘A Home For Luna’ illustrated by 
Mel Armstrong and published 
by New Frontier Publishing, was 
launched in September. It’s a 
gentle story of a shipwrecked 
cat finding unexpected friends 
and includes themes of refugee 
displacement, change and 
homelessness. Available at all good 
bookstores and local libraries. 
John Bartlett had two poems 
published in ‘Meniscus’ literary 
journal and one selected for 
the ‘fourW’ anthology.
Nagma Dawn has published 
a new middle-grade novel, 
‘Arya’s Flying Dreams’, ‘an 
imaginative tale about dreaming 
big and believing in yourself.’ 
Arya dreams about flying. 
Like a bird, like a plane or like 
Superman! Can he make his 
dreams come true? Arya’s story 
brings fresh perspective on 
taking good risks, because that 
is where the real discoveries 
are made and resilience is born. 
Read more here: CreativeMama.
com.au/aryas-flying-dreams

Sandra Carmel’s debut novel, 
‘Capture’, book one of a steamy 
paranormal romance trilogy, 
The Cure, was published by 
Totally Bound Publishing in 
August. You can check it out 
here: www.amazon.com/
Capture-Cure-Book-Sandra-
Carmel-ebook/dp/B07V8V61D4

Classifieds
Gražina Pranauskas 
Soviet Fairytales
After thirty years, I’ve accepted 
the fate of an immigrant. However, 
my past is still challenging 
my identity. Growing up and 
maturing in Lithuania during its 
occupation, the Soviet Union 
keeps me attached to its twentieth 
century history. My fictional 
stories, fed by autobiographical 
memories and imagination, remain 
deeply rooted in my homeland 
and are attached to historical, 
political and socio-economic 
discourses spanning from 
the 1940s to the 1990s.
Nobody’s Soldier   
by Peter Antonenko
‘Nobody’s Soldier’ is a compelling 
new book of Ukrainian Andrii 
Antonenko and his incredible life. 
Through this biography we learn 
about what times were like for 
someone like Andrii back when 
Joseph Stalin’s communist rule 
of the Ukraine commenced in 
1929. Andrii’s true story starts 

when he was just seven and his 
family was forced off their 27-acre 
farm and transported to a labour 
camp in the Arctic Circle when 
Stalin’s regime confiscated farms 
and turned them into collectives. 
It’s hard to believe that one 
person can escape so many times 
and be so close to death, yet 
survive to emigrate to Australia. 
It is certainly a page-turner. 
www.nobodyssoldier.com

 

 
Send your milestone or classified 
to editor@writersvictoria.org.au
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In-person
Introduction to Poetry 
with Emilie Collyer

Poetry as personal. Poetry as 
political. Poetry as resistance. 
Poetry as voice. Poetry as image. 
There are so many articulations 
and manifestations of poetry 
and no right way to write it. If 
you have been penning poems 
for years and are seeking some 
new inputs and techniques, or 
if you have a secret hankering 
to write poetry but don’t 
know where to start, this 
course will provide stimulus, 
structure and feedback within 
a supportive environment.

When: Sunday 1 
December, 10am-4pm

Member price: $135/$145

Non-member price: $195

Level: All

Journalistic Writing 
with Anna Krien

This is an opportunity to 
work with Anna Krien, one 
of Australia’s most respected 
non-fiction writers. From 
the fundamentals such as 
how to identify an original 
and compelling angle, 
development, research and 
interview techniques through 
to the craft of writing itself, 
you will emerge from this 
workshop with the necessary 
tools to tell your true story. 

When: Sunday 1 
December, 10am-4pm

Member price: $135/$145

Non-member price: $195

Level: All

Bold and Brilliant: Disabled  
and Deaf Writers 
with Jessica Walton, Carly 
Findlay, Alex Creece, Erin Kyan
On the International Day 
of People With Disability, 
we are showcasing the 
writing that comes from this 
community through four 
very different writers, writing 
in four different styles and 
genres. Join us at Trades Hall 
for an evening of readings, 
discussion, laughter and 
celebration as we hear from 
writers with disability sharing 
their words in their own voices.
Where: Common Rooms, 54 
Victoria Street, Melbourne
When: Tuesday 3 
December, 6.30-7.30pm
Price: $10/$15
Level: All

Delving Deep Into Character 
with Annabel Smith
This hands-on interactive 
workshop will equip 
participants with the tools 
for creating more complex, 
relatable and interesting 
characters. It is suitable for 
people at any stage of a writing 
project and includes plenty 
of practice opportunities.
When: Monday 20 
January, 10am-4pm
Member price: $135/$155
Non-member price: $215
Level: All

Different Approaches 
to Junior Fiction
with George Ivanoff
There are many ways to 
approach the writing of junior 
fiction. In this course, we will 
look at angles you may not 
have considered, delving into 
four specific approaches:
1. Writing fiction for 
the primary school 
education market 
2. Writing interactive 
fiction for kids 
3. Writing licensed 
fiction for kids 
4. Writing targeted short 
fiction for kids’ magazines 
and anthologies 
When: Monday 20 
January, 10am-4pm
Member price: $135/$155
Non-member price: $215
Level: All

Not Another Backdrop: How 
to Make your Setting Sing   
with Eliza Henry-Jones

This workshop is all about 
creating a fictional world that 
is more than a backdrop. Learn 
how to create fictional worlds 
that breathe and actively add 
to the richness and uniqueness 
of your story. This workshop 
will include examples, practical 
skills and strategies.

When: Tuesday 21 
January, 10am-4pm

Member price: $135/$155

Non-member price: $215

Level: All

See more courses and book online at writersvictoria.org.au, phone (03) 9094 7840 or email  
program@writersvictoria.org.au. All events held at The Wheeler Centre unless stated otherwise.

Workshops and Courses
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Write Here, Write Now 
with Angela Savage

This workshop will help you 
to identify your motivation to 
write and the obstacles that 
stand in your way. You will 
discuss practical ideas and 
strategies for organising your 
life in order to free up your 
time and energy to write. 

When: Tuesday 21 
January, 6-7pm

Member price: Free

Non-member price: $25

Level: All 

Unleashing Your Poetic Voice 
with Amy Bodossian

Acclaimed poet and performer 
Amy Bodossian will lead a 
workshop designed to crack 
us open and get to the heart of 
our poetic voice. Write some 
exciting new poetry and share 
it in a safe and welcoming space 
where your unique creativity 
is not only supported but 
passionately encouraged.

When: Wednesday 22 
January, 10am-4pm
Member price: $135/$155
Non-member price: $215
Level: All

Goal, Motivation, Conflict 
with Alli Sinclair

How do you drive your 
characters forward through 
the story? Throw their 
fictional lives into turmoil? 
Build up a conflict that seems 
insurmountable? How does 
understanding your character’s 
goals, motivations and conflicts 
help you write a compelling 
synopsis, blurb and tagline?

When: Wednesday 22 
January, 10am-4pm

Member price: $135/$155

Non-member price: $215

Level: All

Unreliable Narrators and Other 
Innovative Points of View 
with Robert Gott

Determining point of view 
can establish your narrative, 
tie it to one character, and 
help develop the emotional 
resonance of your characters. 
It can also be a fantastic tool 
for laying the foundation for 
twists, red herrings, and big 
reveals. This workshop will 
explore points of view that 
are a little unusual, a little 
unreliable, and very unexpected 
to help build surprise and 
suspense into your story. 

When: Wednesday 22 
January, 10am-4pm

Member price: $135/$155

Non-member price: $215

Level: All

Demystifying Editors and the 
Publishing Process 
with Lorna Hendry and 
Anne-Marie Peard

What do editors do? How can 
an editor help you with your 
writing? What’s the difference 
between structural editing, 
copy editing and proofreading? 
When is the best time to start 
working with an editor? 

When: Wednesday 22 
January, 6-7.30pm

Member price: Free

Non-member price: $25

Level: All

How to Write Engaging and 
Effective Dialogue 
with Anna George

Dialogue in fiction needs to ring 
true without being exactly like 
real-life conversation, otherwise 
we’d all nod off mid-chat, 
mid-page. In this workshop, 
learn how to craft dialogue that 
sounds natural without being 
boring, and which works hard 
in your story. Join acclaimed 
author Anna George to discover 
the tricks and traps of writing 
dialogue and how to make your 
characters’ dialogue sing. 

When: Thursday 23 
January, 10am-4pm

Member price: $135/$155

Non-member price: $215

Level: All

The Power of Verbs 
with Kate Cuthbert

Stephen King says that the road 
to hell is paved with adverbs. 
It might not be true, but do 
you want to take that risk? 
This quick and intense session 
focuses on the power of the 
right verb and how it can clean 
up and tighten any writing. 

When: Thursday 23 
January, 6-7pm

Member price: Free

Non-member price: $25

Level: All
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Online
Memoir Mini-Class: 
Three Webinars
with Amra Pajalic
Three webinars that will 
form mini-masterclasses on 
different areas of memoir 
writing. These sessions will be 
discounted for Memoir Clinic 
participants who want the extra 
development and advice from 
Amra, but will also be open to 
anyone interested in memoir. 
Webinars: Thursdays 23 January, 
12 March, 4 June, 6-7.30pm
Online Memoir Mini-Class 
participants: $60
Member price: $75/$105
Non-member price: $135
Level: All

Writing Memoir Clinic 
with Amra Pajalic

This online clinic will introduce 
the concepts required to write a 
successful memoir. Participants 
will write standalone chapters 
to submit for publication 
and receive feedback from 
award-winning author and 
memoirist Amra Pajalic. They will 
also learn how to adapt narrative 
writing techniques to memoir, 
and incorporate memoir writing 
techniques in order to develop 
a satisfying narrative arc.

Pieces of up to 1500 
words due Wednesdays 29 
January, 26 February, 25 
March, 22 April, 20 May

Member price: $240/$250

Non-member price: $310

Level: All

Emerging Short Story Clinic 
with Laurie Steed

Receive direct feedback from 
your tutor and fellow course 
participants with this online 
writing group and develop 
five stories over five months. 
Whether you’re an experienced 
writer working towards the 
completion of a manuscript or 
looking to maintain momentum 
and sharpen writing skills, 
this clinic provides sustained 
mentorship and specific 
feedback on the refinement 
of your own voice and style. 

Stories of up to 1500 
words due Wednesdays 29 
January, 26 February, 25 
March, 22 April, 20 May

Member price: $240/$250

Non-member price: $310

Level: Emerging

Writing Crime Clinic 
with Jock Serong

Find and establish your crime 
writing voice as you work 
with award-winning writer 
Jock Serong and fellow course 
participants to give and 
receive feedback and develop 
your story over five months. 
Whether you’re looking to 
perfect your manuscript 
or looking to develop a 
practice and momentum to 
finish, this clinic provides 
five months of mentorship 
and targeted feedback to 
help you meet your goals. 

Pieces of up to 1500 words 
due Wednesdays 5 February, 4 
March, 1 April, 6 May, 3 June

Member price: $240/$250

Non-member price: $310

Level: All

Crime Mini-Masterclass: Three 
Webinars 
with Jock Serong

What is it that makes good 
crime writing so compelling? 
And how are we building up 
a crime writing tradition that 
is distinctively modern and 
Australian? This course aims 
to find your crime writing 
voice, and to place it within the 
Australian context – unique but 
recognisable, risky, dangerous 
and satisfying. We’ll talk about 
language and ideas, find the 
reference points in Australian 
lit and classical crime, and try to 
push ourselves into unknown 
territory. These sessions 
will be discounted for Crime 
Writing Clinic participants who 
want the extra development 
and advice from Jock, but 
will also be open to anyone 
interested in crime writing. 

Webinars: Thursdays 30 January, 
19 March, 18 June, 6-7.30pm

Online Writing Crime 
clinic participants: $60

Member price: $75/$105

Non-member price: $135

Level: All
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Comps  
& Opps
Nillumbik Prize for 
Contemporary Writing
The Nillumbik Prize for 
Contemporary Writing builds 
on the Shire’s strong tradition 
of supporting contemporary 
Australian writing.
The new biannual prize maintains 
the beloved Alan Marshall Short 
Story Award and introduces an 
exciting new changing genre award.
The Nillumbik Prize for 
Contemporary Writing Alan 
Marshall Short Story Award invites 
writers to submit stories of up to 
2500 in the following categories:
Open (writers who live in 
Australia) – $5000
Local (writers who live, work or 
study in Nillumbik) – $2500
Youth (writers aged 11-18 
years) – $1000
Closes 12 December.
nillumbik.vic.gov.au/
Living-in/Arts-and-Cultural-
Development/Nillumbik-Prize-
for-Contemporary-Writing

Penguin Literary Prize
The Penguin Literary Prize 
endeavours to find, nurture 
and develop new Australian 
authors writing in the areas 
of literary fiction, and is a nod 
to Penguin Random House’s 
literary heritage as the great 
Australian house of literature.
The Prize value is $20,000, with 
the winner to also receive a book 
every month for a year and the 
potential for publication with 
Penguin Random House Australia.
Closes 13 December.
penguin.com.au/news/2468-
penguin-literary-prize-2020
 

Back to Basics residency 
program in Finland
Back to Basics is a residency 
program for artists, writers 
and creative professionals 
at Arteles Creative Center 
in Hämeenkyrö, Finland.
One-month residencies in July/ 
August/September 2020
Stop the information overflow, go 
offline and get back to focus in a 
supportive, natural environment.
Back to Basics gives artists the 
opportunity to clear their mind, 
get back to focus and (re)discover 
the very basis of their being. Take 
a break from your smartphone, 
reconnect with your creativity, be 
part of nature and learn to stay 
present again, doing only things 
you really want to be doing. 
Closes 9 January.
arteles.org/back_to_
basics_residency.html 

2020 Calibre Essay Prize
Entries are currently open for the 
2020 Calibre Essay Prize, worth 
a total of AU$7500. The Calibre 
Essay Prize is open to all essayists 
writing in English for essays of 
between 2000 and 5000 words on 
any subject. We welcome essays 
of all kinds: personal or political, 
literary or speculative, traditional 
or experimental. Founded in 
2007, the Calibre Prize is one 
of the world’s leading prizes 
for a new non-fiction essay.
First place will receive $5000, and 
second place will receive $2500.
Closes 15 January.
australianbookreview-
com-au.ezp.lib.unimelb.
edu.au/prizes-programs/
calibre-prize/current-prize 

Maurice Saxby Creative 
Development Program 
The Maurice Saxby Creative 
Development Program is offering 
emerging children’s and Young 
Adult writers and/or illustrators 
a two-week mentorship in 
Melbourne from 17 August 
to 2 September 2020. 
Applicants are invited to submit 
one of the following: up to three 
children’s picture book texts (with 
or without illustrations); one only 
younger reader manuscript; one 
only Young Adult manuscript; an 
illustration folio – in a pdf file or 
photocopies. Submissions must be 
accompanied by a covering letter 
stating reasons for applying and 
a CV including contact details.
Send your application to Helen 
Chamberlin, Acting Coordinator, 
via email at helenchamberlin@tpg.
com.au or via mail at 4/238 The 
Avenue, Parkville, Victoria, 3052.
Closes 31 January.
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