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Foreword 

Late in 2019 news reports of a highly virulent virus were emerging from China. No 

one could imagine then what would follow. As a general practitioner working at a 

busy Brisbane surgery, I really did not think that it would affect us that much. How 

wrong I was. Within months, the World Health Organisation had named the virus 

COVID 19 and a pandemic was declared. Life as we knew it was changed, perhaps 

forever. I was fortunate to be part of a practice that had put protocols in place should 

the worst happen, but even so, I felt overwhelmed by the impact on the patients that I 

was in contact with daily. They poured their hearts out with stories of resilience, 

heartache and lives changed irrevocably. 

 

I contacted my friend Jane, an experienced editor and writer, about my idea to collect 

these tales into an anthology. In less than five minutes, she responded enthusiastically 

and became its senior editor, bringing her years of experience and sharp eye to detail 

to the anthology. Together, we spent many weekends over pots of tea and Jane’s 

warm scones reading the overwhelming number of stories and poems that the public 

entrusted to us. Our greatest regret was that we couldn’t accommodate every piece we 

received. 

 

Statistics, timelines, government responses, the strain on world economies and health 

infrastructure all dominated news sources. But the voices which were missing were 

those of ordinary people coping in extraordinary times, those impacted by the spread 

of the virus and subsequent measures taken to manage the pandemic. As well as 

asking patients to write down their stories, we put out a call to the community in an 
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effort to capture the diverse experiences of different sectors. 

 

The stories in this anthology are stories from the heart of Australia, the stories of its 

people. They put a human face on an unprecedented pandemic and capture the 

uncertainty, anxiety, resilience, courage, and humour which hallmark responses to 

cataclysmic events. Stories from the Heart is a social portrait, told through poetry, 

essays, and recounts, in which the voices of ordinary people give an insight into their 

day to day life under lockdown and isolation.  The stories reflect individuals’ attempts 

to make sense of new circumstances and provide insights into their efforts to create a 

new normal in a strange and unpredictable world that by necessity became more 

insular, isolating, and challenging. The anthology provides a unique record of the 

impacts, both direct and indirect, positive, and negative, that COVID 19 has had on 

everyday lives. 

 

Journey into the heart of a pandemic with these Stories from the Heart. 

 

Johanna Skinner and Jane Connolly (Editors) 
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Self- Isolation 

There’s a pure pleasure in 

unlocking the doors breathing 

in the familiar returning to 

routine chores savouring the 

small comforts reclaiming that 

shape in the bed sinking into 

the safety of home.  

  

I draw up lists of tasks, set up 

circuits to reach 10,000 steps a day 

cancel appointments, claim 

refunds write poetry but I struggle 

with depth settling for surface 

observations neat lines.  

  

He dives headfirst into 

the red arrows of shares 

and super funds attempts 

to comprehend the scale  

of loss to weave his way 

through the financial 

advice and doomsday 

predictions.  
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We agree to avoid the news 

limit ourselves to the 

headlines try to cover our eyes 

from the wounded world, but 

the suffering of others slips in 

- we feel the fear of those 

most vulnerable.  

  

  

Margaret Clifford  
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Life starts  
  

Emma’s Story  

  

I am an Australian nurse living and working in London with my Aussie husband. 2019 

ended on such a high for us. We hosted our wedding at home in Brisbane a couple of days 

after Christmas. In 2020 we planned to take advantage of living in the UK and travelling 

as much as possible around Europe before starting a family. For once, we were going to 

be organised and book our holidays in advance, rather than our usual lastminute snap 

decision of ‘Spain looks good this weekend! Flights are cheap!’. We have been in London 

now for over four years and are beginning to feel like locals, having experienced  some 

interesting times; the Brexit referendum, the terrorist attacks  on London Bridge, the 

ascent of Boris Johnston and the demise of Teresa May, and more recently, the COVID 

19 pandemic. We live and work here partly because we love to travel and access to Europe 

is so easy.   

  

Happily, the year started off well, with a week ski trip in the French Alps in early 

February. This was the first time we were really becoming aware of the unfolding 

pandemic. Along with ski lessons, we also had some geography lessons and learned 

where Wuhan is, a place we had never heard of previously. We stayed in an amazing, 

catered chalet with ten other old and new friends, and throughout the week we all started 

to get a little run down. We put this down to too much fun on and off the slopes, but in 

reality it could very well have been COVID. We had, after all, travelled through Geneva 

and spent quite a long time in Geneva airport, a place we later found out had been visited 

by a super spreader of the coronavirus only three days earlier. That same super spreader 
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has been attributed with bringing COVID to the UK unknowingly, after spending a week 

in a ski chalet in the French alps.   

  

Landing back in London, everything started to change. The super spreader had also 

landed back in the UK and this is when news reports really started to ramp up. It did not 

take long for London to become the epicentre of the disease in the UK. As a nurse at a 

major London hospital, news of the pandemic and its potentially lethal impact started to 

filter through before the mainstream media whipped up the frenzy of their fear campaign. 

We were hearing predications at the end of February about the arrival of the virus on UK 

shores and its potential impact. In the area where I work, not large geographically, there 

was talk of 4000 deaths. The forecasts were frightening.   

  

After a visitor to my husband’s workplace had been tested positive for COVID, he was 

given ten minutes to pack up his desk and collect everything he would need to be able to 

work from home for the foreseeable future. That was in mid-February. Meanwhile, I 

continued to go into work wondering all the time if I would come in contact with a patient 

with COVID, become unwell or worse, bring the virus home and make my husband ill. 

Everyone was feeling tense and stressed. A Romanian colleague was very concerned 

about her elderly mother in Romania and not being able to visit her. She would watch the 

news continuously and began giving us daily reports of the rising death count, when most 

of us had stopped watching the news as it was too frightening.  

  

By the time the pandemic had reached UK shores we were hearing horror stories from  

Italy and Spain, stories of frontline health workers quickly becoming victims. These reports 

terrified me. Prior to working in fertility, I had been a senior ICU nurse for nearly a decade.  The 
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possibilities of being redeployed to a frontline intensive care unit were strong. Just before the 

country went into total lockdown on March 23, the IVF unit  

I worked in was deemed to be non-essential and closed for the duration.  

  

I was angered by this decision as there was nothing “non-essential” about the work we 

were doing. We treat thousands of infertile couples per year. For so many women assisted 

reproduction was their only means of pregnancy and, already anxious, the closing of the 

unit added to their anxiety, frustration, and despair. Relaying news of the unit’s closure 

was extremely difficult. We were also treating young women wishing to preserve their 

fertility prior to chemotherapy rounds to treat their aggressive cancers.  

Closing the unit robbed so many of these women of the possibility of motherhood.  

  

With increasing numbers of COVID infections, intensive care units were being 

transformed across the country. Ice rinks were being repurposed as morgues and 

exhibition halls were being set up as temporary hospitals. It was only a matter of time 

before the call came for more bodies to staff these re-fashioned ICUs. A new purpose-

built hospital, the Nightingale, was taking shape quickly in the Excel Convention Centre 

and a call went out for volunteers to nurse there. I felt so compromised. I had the skills 

and experience to nurse critically ill patients, but I had just discovered that I was pregnant 

with my first child.   

  

I was scared. Scared at the prospect of being forced to work in an extremely high risk 

transmission area, scared of contracting COVID and losing my baby, scared that I would make 

my husband unwell, scared that I wouldn’t be able to go home and see my family in Australia if 

any of them became unwell. I also felt incredibly guilty. I was in a unique position to be able to 
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help the most vulnerable people, and yet I was actively choosing not to. I needed to protect my 

most vulnerable person, my unborn baby. The evening that the prime minister Boris Johnson 

announced that all pregnant women were vulnerable and needed to take additional precautions, 

I cried with relief on my walk home.  I would not be redeployed.   

  

Finding out that I was pregnant in the midst of the worst pandemic in recent history is not 

ideal. Still so little is known about this virus and how it affects the developing foetus. We 

were telling our patients that it wasn’t safe to get pregnant in the current climate, and I 

was hearing from other colleagues comments like ‘I don’t understand why the patients 

still want to go ahead with treatment, I certainly wouldn’t want to be pregnant at the 

moment’.   

  

We had not shared news of the pregnancy with our families as I wanted to be assured that 

all was well first. I had a series of tests and my first ultrasound at this time. This is 

normally something shared with the father, but no one was allowed to accompany me to 

hospital for the event. My appointments with the midwife in these early days was by 

phone or videoconference. It was all slightly surreal, and I was grateful for my own 

midwifery training which has stood me in good stead.   

  

Sharing the news of the baby with our parents was a highlight of our Easter weekend.  

We waited a couple more weeks before sharing with our siblings and even longer before telling 

the rest of the family. There has naturally been a bit of disappointment about the timing and the 

fact that we are all separated by such distance during this first pregnancy, and first paternal 

grandchild. We send lots of photos, exchange many messages and we are very grateful for the 

social media platforms which will need to substitute for regular visits and chats. The baby is due 
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in early November and I know that my mother lives in hope that travel restrictions will be lifted 

by then so that she can meet this third grandchild. We are reconciled to having this little one on 

our own.  

  

As I write I am beginning to feel my baby move. It is a beautiful feeling and something 

positive to focus on. I am also awaiting a test to see if I have COVID antibodies from our 

time in the alps. We continue to take life slowly and carefully and as we do so, we rejoice 

in the good news of our baby growing during these extraordinary times.    

 

Emma Flynn  
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Pregnancy During COVID-19  

As a self-proclaimed perfectionist, I knew I would find pregnancy to be a challenge. I 

was always striving for the highest standards to give my baby the best start to life. 

Despite my best efforts, my pregnancy was far from perfect and was peppered with 

complications. But navigating a global pandemic, something not experienced for over 

one hundred years was not something I ever thought I would have to face. Here I was, 

in the middle of a public health crisis, labelled as “vulnerable” hoping that my family 

and baby would survive this.  

 

COVID-19 hit Australia as I neared the end of my second trimester, just when I thought 

I was on the home stretch of pregnancy. At twenty-six weeks I experienced symptoms 

of pre-term labour and was admitted to hospital. Even though I knew this was the safest 

place for me to be, I was riddled with the fear of being in a place that was treating 

COVID-19 patients. As I sat in the ultrasound waiting room I found myself beside a 

couple who had just returned from China, the epicentre of COVID-19 at this point in 

time. As the couple were instructed to put on face masks, fear settled in my stomach, I 

was certain they had the virus. After clearance from my ultrasound I returned to my 

hospital room and burst into tears of anxiety. I broke down further as I told all my family 

and friends about the close call I thought I had with the virus. The anxiety of being 

pregnant during COVID-19 was starting to take hold. 

 

Fast forward a few weeks to another round of routine testing, the dreaded Glucose 

Tolerance Test. Sitting in the pathology lab for three hours, I was armed with hand 

sanitiser and praying I wouldn’t come into to contact with anyone sick. The morning 

news was playing in the background reporting on the pandemic taking over the world. 
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As I reached the end of my test, in walked a man wearing a face mask for testing. From 

outside the room his coughs and sneezes gave me chills. The pit of fear in my stomach 

returned. Another kind gentleman beside me turned and said, “I hope that is not 

Coronavirus”, before politely getting up and excusing himself out of fear of potential 

exposure. I returned home and jumped straight in the shower, scrubbing away any 

possible germs I had encountered. People were starting to see the risks of everyday tasks. 

 

Cases were increasing every day, lockdown loomed, and panic buying had set in. Retail 

stores were shutting down one by one and all of a sudden the image I had of buying 

beautiful outfits and nursery items for my baby were snatched away. Nappies and wipes 

were in short supply and I had to buy whatever I could from online stores waiting with 

bated breath that they would arrive in time for the birth. To add fuel to the fire, my status 

as a vulnerable person was increased as I was diagnosed with gestational diabetes. This 

was not boding well for my perfectionism. Fresh produce, meat and basically anything 

I was actually allowed to eat were in short supply. Much to my dismay I needed to start 

making compromises.  

 

It was now clear that a baby shower was no longer a possibility, an experience taken 

away from so many expecting mums. Stories were spreading from America of support 

people no longer being allowed to attend births, a scenario I had never contemplated. 

What if my husband couldn’t experience the birth of his first child? How could I give 

birth alone? I am forever grateful I was not faced with this reality like many other 

women around the world.  
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We were informed that hospital visitors would be restricted. I cried on the phone with 

my mum, a first-time grandmother who had experienced my rollercoaster pregnancy 

with me unsure of when she could meet her granddaughter. My husband was no longer 

allowed to attend my antenatal appointments, missing important information about the 

birth and the last few scans before our baby was born.  

 

After the sudden onset of labour and a whirlwind two and a half hours, our daughter 

safely entered the world at thirty-seven weeks. In one of the greatest moments of my 

life, COVID-19 was still embedded in my brain, panic that I had held our newborn baby 

without washing or sanitising my hands. I had a fear of the amazing midwives who cared 

for me. Did they have the virus? What was that cough? Did they sanitise their hands 

before entering our room? 

 

While there were many experiences throughout my pregnancy that were taken away 

from me and things didn’t go according to my perfect plan, there were some silver 

linings. I have a beautiful daughter and my husband, and I got to enjoy our first few days 

with her in an uninterrupted bubble. We got to learn how to be parents, how to be a 

family. A time in my life that offered some beautiful days.  

 

Being pregnant during a global pandemic was an experience like none other. It taught 

me to be resilient, to value the health of myself and my loved ones and to cherish the 

moments you have with your family and friends (and also how to wash my hands until 

they bled). Things may not always go according to plan, but sometimes the end result is  

better than anything you could have imagined.  
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To every woman who has brought a baby into the world or is experiencing a 

pregnancy in a way they never imagined, you can do this! To every nurse, doctor and 

hospital staff member who cared for me and helped me feel safe and comfortable, 

thank you. To every family affected by COVID-19, my thoughts are with you.   

Alicia Bruce 
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Time has Slowed,  

Down  

  

Each day  

Seems the same  

Each day  

Seems the same  

As yesterday  

  

But in our minds  

We are running  

On questions  

And fear  

And quiet streets  

And how to use this time  

  

“Do something useful!”  

It’s a time to reflect  

To read  

To run  

To cook  

To clean  

To mow  
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To write  

To make  

To consider, our future  

  

It’s time to take a long hard look at what we are becoming  

It’s time to change our story and the tune we will be humming!  

Time is slowly, quietly, gracefully  

Bending backwards  

And it’s showing us the way.  

  

  

Suzanne Misso  
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Medical Stories from the Frontline  
 

  

Thoughts on a Career Bookended by Viral Pandemics  

In the early years of my infectious diseases training, an illness emerged primarily 

infecting young males.  Known as GRIDS (Gay Related Immune Deficiency Syndrome), 

it was soon identified as caused by a virus, Human Lymphotropic Virus 3  

(HTLV3).    

  

AIDS and HIV had arrived, and despite the early recognition of its spread by sexual 

secretions and blood, it spread globally.  It caused panic in the community, significant 

concern amongst health care workers, alterations in the paradigm of infection control, 

such as “universal, later standard precautions” concepts which have survived until  

today.   

  

It also set back the acceptance of homosexuality by some years at a time when 

discrimination against same sex relationships was starting to abate in the community.  It 

was thought to have arisen from a natural virus in Central or West Africa, which had 

mutated, although there was a suggestion at one stage that it had escaped from an 

American laboratory.  No-one blamed China, which is strange.  We are used to regular 

influenza viral pandemics globally, all of which are accepted as arising in China, with the 

accepted theory being genetic mutation relating to the virus spreading between humans, 

birds, and pigs.  No-one however suggested that influenza was the product of a Chinese 

biological warfare laboratory.  After over a decade, HIV spread with significant morbidity 

and mortality.  We are now in a situation where this virus is at least controlled by tablets 

in terms of treatment and even in terms of prevention.  However, the much-hyped vaccine 
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for HIV is yet to materialise. Does this sound familiar? Yes, but did I expect Coronavirus 

to spread globally in a pandemic fashion?  No, but with hindsight, perhaps the infectious 

diseases community might have, as we were given a glimpse of the potential of 

Coronavirus in the spread of other diseases it causes, SARS, throughout both South-East 

Asia and Canada, and less well known the spread of MERS, on the Arabian Peninsula.  

The spread of virulent viruses globally is of course well known.  The so called Spanish 

Flu caused a global mortality in the many millions, and no doubt will be associated with 

a much greater mortality than COVID-19, although in a world of slower transport and 

less international connectivity, particularly economic integration, it may have had a much 

less effect in economic terms on the world than  

COVID-19.    

  

Global cooperation has limited the spread of a new explosive pandemic, better in some 

countries than in others, and treated differently in some countries than in others.  In 

retrospect I think the world will be impressed with its own performance.    

  

My own career has been dotted with the discovery of new infections and is now 

bookended by global viral pandemics.  The world of infective agents has survived over 

millions of years and continues to flourish and adapt, in spite of all the scientific and 

technical advances of the modern world.  No doubt it will continue to do so.   

  

Prof Michael Whitby – Infectious Diseases Specialist and Head of UQ Greenslopes  

Clinical School of Medicine   



 

  25 

 

Australian Medical Women – Bracing for the Tsunami of the Pandemic 

Together  

We had been planning our trip to New York for the best part of the last year.  I was to 

represent the Australian Federation of Medical Women (as AFMW Vice-President) at the 

Commission on the Status of Women (CSW64) Beijing+25, celebrating the 25th 

Anniversary of the Beijing “Declaration and Platform for Action”. It had been advertised 

prophetically as a “pivotal” year in 2020. We were to leave Australia on Saturday March 

7 to arrive in time for the welcome celebrations on International Women’s Day, March 

9, followed by parallel and side events dotted throughout New York City.  For the first 

time, our group would be holding its own inaugural AFMW “Parallel Event” – we had 

organised a program around the topic of Climate Change, and designed postcards to 

advertise the event, highlighting the impact of the devastating bushfires from the summer 

in Australia, and our concerns for the medical impact, particularly on women.  

  

But I was uneasy. In late January, a news bulletin caught my attention. It briefly 

mentioned a terrible and highly contagious virus that had caused a growing number of 

fatal respiratory viral infections in the Hubei province of China.  However, the city of  

Wuhan was such a long way away from Australia, and certainly from New York.   

  

In the ensuing weeks, the “novel corona virus”, now somewhat more awkwardly named  

“SARS-CoV-2” was increasingly mentioned in the news. I remember clearly the first time I 

heard Dr Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus speak, as Director of the World Health  

Organisation; He earnestly implored nations to regard the virus a “Global Emergency”.   

Not long after, on 31 January, the virus arrived at our doorstep, with the first case diagnosed at 

the Gold Coast. From early February, the AFMW delegates began to correspond more frequently 
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via email regarding concerns about our plans to travel to NYC. With ten days till our departure, 

a retired colleague sent an email to ask whether I had any advice as a paediatrician and 

haematologist, regarding neonatal risk for the again renamed “COVID-19”.  His son, a specialist 

training at Mt Sinai Hospital was expecting their third child and the delivery was imminent. He 

knew I was heading there.  I researched but found very little information available. There were 

very few publications about this virus, and all the grim information to date related to adults. 

Meanwhile another friend, a GP in Singapore, sent information about their well-managed case 

numbers due to population control and intensive case tracking. Nothing can be private anymore, 

she remarked – the first few cases had been linked to a sex worker and their clients. Australia 

was doing well, she reassured me. It struck me then, how seriously Singapore was taking this 

threat, having recorded their first ten cases, but also how surprising it was that New York, as an 

equally busy international hub, had recorded none.   

  

In late February, we held the first of several group teleconferences amongst our AFMW 

colleagues to discuss our plans for CSW64. I remember feeling very chuffed at how well 

we were in embracing technology, connecting multiple phone lines together for this joint 

phone conversation. Within weeks we would have mastered Telehealth, and Zoom 

conferencing, and realised all its benefits especially for working women with families! 

Halfway through our discussion, like a veil lifting, we simultaneously realised that the 

most likely reason no cases had been reported in New York was there had been no testing 

there for the virus to date. It was an alarming thought, and one we hadn’t considered 

because our American colleagues always seemed to be so advanced in a global medical 

sense. Our AFMW President remarked, that regardless of the risks, if we still wanted to 

attend CSW64, we had a moral obligation to self-quarantine for two weeks on our return.   
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Within a day, with more news filtering in from Italy, regarding terrible deaths occurring 

there, the voluntary quarantine she recommended, was mandated by our government for 

overseas travellers. Five days from our planned departure, March 2, 2020, on the  

Tuesday before International Women’s Day, the UN organisers officially suspended the CSW64 

event and cancelled all the NGO’s side and parallel events throughout NYC.   

This was the first international event in New York affected by COVID-19.   

  

Admittedly, by this time, the announcement came as a relief rather than disappointment. 

There were now so many reasons not to go. We watched President Trump downplay the 

risk of his so called “China Virus”- risks that now concerned all of us – not just my 

medical colleagues and friends in Australia. The day before we were to arrive in America, 

President Trump authorised the funding for testing in the US, and within 24hrs, there 

were ten cases identified in New York. Within 48hrs there were one hundred cases.  So 

we were grounded, and now had two weeks that were unexpectedly empty of 

commitments – devoid of travel and conference activities; all patient consultations 

cancelled, multiple clinics rearranged to accommodate the planned leave.   

  

A medical friend called, and then another contacted me – they wanted to be appropriately 

protected but continue their life-saving clinical work. A dermatologist who identified around 

three melanomas per day, and another who treated breast cancer. They were desperate for masks. 

Another friend called. Her clothing business was quiet, and she had seamstresses who wanted to 

work and to help. We were approached by a colleague who had resourcefully procured some 

masks from well stocked but now closed dental practices. A few group messages later, and “The 

Masked Medicos” WhatsApp Group was formed, for sharing research, contacts and new 
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information about best practice and supply of personal protective equipment (PPE). Gowns and 

masks were being designed and sewn locally Brisbane, whilst supplies from China dried up.   

  

Meanwhile, my retired colleague had bunkered for the long haul into the confines of his 

three-bedroom unit to protect his vulnerable wife.  But his active mind could not be 

similarly constrained. He was concerned for his wife, his son, and his daughter-in-law 

(also a medical specialist in New York), and his new grandchild. Every interesting article, 

every new and relevant piece of research was forwarded, with erudite and helpful 

personalised commentary. Snippets of new and as yet un-reported information as the 

grave situation in New York unfolded were forwarded with haste. These were invaluable 

resources, eagerly forwarded on to other medical colleagues as relevant. Eventually, 

together we would celebrate the safe arrival of their baby in NYC - a welcome and joyful 

relief, whilst recognising torrid times still ahead. Together we despaired, as New York 

and Italy heaved under a seemingly unfair burden of COVID19. We received word that 

already three of our Italian medical women who had attended  

MWIA in Brooklyn last year had died.  

  

There was the ever increasing realisation that we were facing a silent but dangerous 

enemy. Our AFMW President from Victoria, was a highly specialised paediatric 

ophthalmic surgeon, and considered “vulnerable”, not only because of her age over 60yrs, 

but also because she had already survived a deadly infection twenty-five years which left 

a lifelong painful legacy.  She felt her risk more acutely in a professional sense, knowing 

that a much younger and fit ophthalmologist, the much-mourned whistle blower in 

Wuhan, had died of COVID, presumably acquired from patient contact. Others amongst 

our executive team had busy clinical loads that were already heaving after accepting the 
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patients and medical practitioners from nearby practices that had been destroyed in the 

recent bushfires.   

Many of us were caring for a vulnerable parent and needed to make the difficult decision 

whether to withdraw from work to limit the risk of visits to family or fulfil our duty to 

the profession with our much needed skills. 

 

Our AFMW Treasurer, the youngest in our Executive, had just attempted exams in  

Intensive Care. She knew, that with the protection of her relative youth,  that she would be  

stationed frontline if the virus took hold in Australia. 

 

With her social media connections, she was sharing with us news received from the ICU 

physicians in Italy. There was a palpable feeling that a tsunami was on the horizon, but 

that it was invisible to most of those around us.   

  

In my own family, we discussed the dynamics of contagion with three people in our household 

working in health care at different sites. Our eldest son had left home for the first time and 

relocated to Sydney for his first “real” legal job. He was happily bunkered in a small flat in 

Darlington, working from home, but in the heart of Sydney’s “hot-spot” with borders closed  

indefinitely. My work involved caring for the most vulnerable, not just aged but also 

immunocompromised patients ranging from newborn to the very advanced years and spread 

across three practices. My husband’s work as a cardiac sonographer alternated between three 

private hospitals. Our second son, a third-year medical student, had a placement in a busy public 

metropolitan hospital. Our youngest son was still at school. How would we keep our patients, 

colleagues, teachers, elderly parents, and friends safe, let alone our own family?  
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Together, we sought more advice. My Singaporean friend sent the video of Prof Bruce 

Aylward, who had returned from investigating the COVID-19 epidemic in China. It was 

a turning point in my understanding of the gravity of the situation. Eagerly, I read the 

advice of Dr Craig Dalton, Australian epidemiologist. His candid and personal 

communication warned that a successful and safe vaccine could be elusive, if not 

dangerous, given the hyper-immune and harmful immune responses from early vaccines 

against the predecessor, SARS-CoV-1.    

  

A new possibility emerged within our group from AFMW – a concept that we could 

disseminate all these ideas and information, our concerns, our aspirations – especially 

those that would protect women in particular, as we had planned to discuss at the United 

Nations.  Our AFMW delegates decided to be bold and brave and use our unexpected free 

time as wisely as possible. Over the ensuing ten days, and in a flurry of late night texts, 

emails, and phone calls, we completed “The AFMW COVID-19 Pandemic Statement” – 

a twelve page document including resources, published on our website on March 12, the 

day Dr Tedros officially announced to the world that we were indeed in the grips of a 

global pandemic. A second statement followed in April, as we struggled to master 

Telehealth, and Zoom conferencing, and cope with fall-out from the restrictions that had 

been imposed. These impositions, though devastating socially and financially, still came 

as a relief because of our grave and escalating medical concerns. A third Statement is 

planned, to address additional issues as we emerge from the pandemic.  

  

Whilst we never made it to CSW64 in New York, we felt fortunate to have had the time 

to consider in detail the potential impact of the novel corona virus as it threatened 
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Australia. We could still advocate for gender equality in these difficult times. And as the 

voice of medical women, we plan to remain vigilant and monitor the ever-changing 

horizon in our medical and social spheres. There have been many far-reaching and 

unpalatable consequences in the efforts to delay the spread of the COVID-19. But we also 

recognise there have also been many positive outcomes, opportunities, and evidence of 

the common good and the best of humanity, that we hope can be celebrated and sustained 

in this new and uncertain era.  

  

Dr Lydia Pitcher   
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The Heart of the Matter  

The COVID-19 pandemic slowly took hold in early 2020. This pandemic affected almost 

everyone in this world in one form or another. My experience as a front-line worker 

during the pandemic has been interesting to say the least.  Being a cardiologist working 

in both private and public sector in Australia meant that aspects of my work were 

changing phenomenally. Queensland health facilities were gearing up to deal with a 

possible avalanche of COVID-19 cases. Since the overseas experience indicated 

significant cardiac complications in severe COVID-19 cases, cardiology departments 

were preparing for that scenario. If the case numbers increased to a certain level, plans 

were being made for the team to be split to avoid a total loss of workforce. I had to humbly 

consider my own mortality.  Some aspects of my work were reduced due to cancelled 

outpatient clinics.  I was getting home earlier ever, before my children had dinner or went 

to bed! This helped me to reconsider my own priorities in life and rethink my work life 

balance.   

  

Lockdown during the COVID-19 was manageable from my point. As a frontline worker, 

I was still able to travel to work and back. I found myself comparing the current events 

with my own past life experiences. In my teenage years, my family was impacted by the 

effects of civil war. Compared with that, COVID-19 lock down felt like a walk in the 

park. While I do not want to minimize the significance of the lockdown for others, it 

enabled me to put my experience in perspective.   

  

I had discussions with my children about my risk of exposure to COVID-19. I vividly remember 

my twelve year old asking me what my risk was of dying if I got COVID-19.   
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His next question was what his risk was of dying if he got COVID-19. It was a sobering 

discussion. I dusted my will and made sure everything was in order. My biggest fear was 

not about being exposed to COVID19 and getting the infection or the risk of dying from 

it. My biggest fear was passing it on to my family, in particular my elderly parents. Since 

my parents were being isolated, my wife or I had to do the shopping for them and drop it 

at their door without having any contact with them.   

  

The experience with COVID-19 pandemic has been interesting.  I planned to travel to Sri 

Lanka in mid- March for a thirty-year school reunion. This was the first school reunion 

we have organized, as most of us were scattered around the world due to the civil war. 

The planning took two years but when March 2020 came along, the prospect of the 

reunion actually taking place was looking more difficult by the day. I had even packed 

my bag since I was determined not to miss this event. My family were very reluctant to 

let me go. As things escalated, I was forced to cancel my trip the night before I was due 

to leave. Even though I did not make it, some of my colleagues did manage to get to Sri 

Lanka. Looking at the reunion pictures made me sad about missing the event. Hopefully, 

we will organize another reunion in a few years’ time.  

  

Dr Bruno Jesuthasan   
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Reflections from a GP  

On 21 March 2020, I was looking forward to catching up with my medical colleague and 

writer friend at our favourite breakfast café. It was a blue sky, perfect Brisbane morning 

and I was ready to walk the half hour, already anticipating our regular chat.  Just before 

stepping out the door, I checked my phone and there was her text, suggesting that perhaps 

we should bring our own breakfast and meet in the park. It would, after all, set a bad 

example for two medicos to be meeting at a crowded café.  

  

Like everyone else, I had watched the unfolding drama that this virus was wreaking on 

the world and was fresh from a meeting at work where we had put strategies in place 

should the worst happen.  It was such a perfect, still day that it was hard to imagine the 

wheels falling off. This was Brisbane, Australia after all.  

  

My first thought was that my colleague was being over cautious but then one of the 

anaesthetists posted charts of the predicted mortality when this insidious infection 

infiltrated our pristine shores. I pulled out the thermos, boiled an egg and prepared an 

impromptu picnic. Social media could be a real killjoy.  

  

The following weekend, we were all set to celebrate our daughter’s seventeenth birthday, 

but the stories on the news were alarming. We cancelled in the last minute. My workplace 

was unrecognisable.  The chairs were spread far apart in our rooms and the reception staff 

became a triage desk overnight. Our reception staff took over seven thousand calls in a 

week, compared to the usual two and a half thousand. We counted masks and personal 

protective gear and started to don these when seeing anyone with a cough or fever. The 
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toys and magazines disappeared from the waiting room and we set up an isolation area 

downstairs where high risk patients were examined separately.   

  

Overnight, elective surgery was cancelled and patients waiting for joint replacements, 

endoscopies or on the IVF pathway found themselves in a limbo with an unknown period 

of uncertainty ahead. It was hard to be reassuring to a woman in her late thirties desperate 

to conceive or to keep writing scripts for a seventy-year-old now trapped not only by the 

pain of bone grinding on bone but within the isolation of their home.   

  

To preserve our personal protective equipment, one of our doctors set up an acute 

respiratory clinic so that all patients who were considered at risk would be swabbed and 

examined by one doctor from four till six each evening.  We set up a roster and those of 

us not considered vulnerable, volunteered. The problem was that the goal posts kept 

changing. Initially, it was returned travellers from certain high-risk destinations and the 

countries listed grew longer with each daily missive.  Then it was people working in high 

risk professions. Front line medical staff, doctors, nurses, and nursing home staff with 

symptoms. Each day new protocols were emailed to keep us up to speed but by that 

evening the morning missives were old news.  

  

Hospitals braced for an onslaught of patients. Intensive care units were cleared out to 

prepare for the anticipated high numbers of patients felled by this corona virus. Life at 

the surgery fell into a strange new routine that became the new ‘abnormal.’  Phone 

consultations became a new part of the day, slotted between the brave patients who 

ventured to the surgery in person.  Interestingly, we had all done a number of phone 

consultations daily prior to this crisis. Patients would request scripts and referrals without 
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being seen and there was always the follow up of results. Now at least, there were item 

numbers for these non-face to face consults and we were being paid for work that added 

at least an hour to our day.  Mental health work exploded. On one memorable day, I did 

four mental health plans when I usually do one or two per week.  A couple of women 

who I knew to be at risk in their relationships started to present more often with minor 

problems now that they were forced into lockdown with their partners. The surgery 

arranged weekend flu vaccination clinics where for four hours several of us would jab 

entire families to protect them from the known influenza viruses. We ran out of 

vaccinations in the first week, demand was so high. Patients became edgy and frightened 

and for the first time we had to put up notices that we would not tolerate aggressive 

behaviour. We had to discourage stockpiling drugs as regular items like asthma 

medications were running in low supply.  

  

While the storm that threatened on the horizon, we battened down and were prepared for 

the worst.  The storm rumbled and lightening flashed, but here in Australia we were 

spared the worst of the damage. There was heightened anxiety amongst colleagues that 

we would not get things right, fears for our own safety and that of our families.  There 

was also a lot of laughter and support, jokes about the new look, clad in the full personal 

protective gear. This is, after all, what we have trained to do, to manage the health and 

wellbeing of our communities. We stepped up, navigated a situation without precedent, 

drew our own road map and chartered our way through the SARS Cov 2 pandemic.   

Dr Genevieve McGovern  
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Luna and You  

The luminescent trails tonight, leash isolated walkers by the streetlight, and when the  

lamps tether runs out, Luna holds the silver chain, while 

the twang of your flip flops echo in the street beneath me.  

There’s peace in pandemic alone in the box, like the eye of a storm or after pens  

besmirched paper, what’s done is done, what’s 

unprecedented is normal.  

We’re action and reaction, more often reaction then action, everyone’s TV points the  

same way but our points of view are never straight.  

Take some wine to the balcony and toast to a waning city, Luna, and you, not alone in  

the moonlight.  

Robin Reid   
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Diary of a Pandemic   

20/03/20   

Finally, I have days off. I am so drained.  

  

Work was ridiculously busy with testing at the start of the month. We went from our usual 

one hundred and thirty to one hundred and fifty patients a day to over three hundred and 

fifty. We had extra staff deployed to the Emergency Department (ED) — nurses and 

admin retrained, all the resident doctors were taken off surgical terms and sent to ED, 

respiratory or medical teams. Departments moved so we could have more space. A 

second ‘clean’ Emergency Department was opened. Any space that could be turned into 

an isolation room was. It sounds like a military operation, but it was not. It was haphazard 

and disorganized.   

  

Ironically, all the extra staff means there is no social distancing at work.   

  

Since COVID-19 started, I have not known where I am working before I start a shift. 

Every day there are significant changes in the way we work—location, procedures, 

processes, and people. We were briefly moved out of the department, then back again. 

Other departments, even our manager, would not come near Emergency. Every day there 

were more rumours and speculation about what we are doing next, where we will be 

working from or what could possibly happen. I have been utterly exhausted every day.   

  

Now it is quiet—really quiet. No one is getting drunk and falling over, over-dosing, no 

one’s long-term back pain is flaring up. People are avoiding the hospital. It is eerily quiet. 

One of the Emergency registrars described this point as the water pulling back out to sea 
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before the tidal wave hits. There’s chat, speculation, and predictions of what could 

happen, new theories. Horrific stories about what friends and family in the UK, Europe 

and the USA have been going through have been shared. Staff are feeling edgy, waiting 

for it to happen here.  

  

21/03/20   

So tired. I have this level of unsettling anxiety hovering about now, all the time. I am constantly 

checking Twitter and watching ABC News 24 for information and updates.  

  

It is hard thinking what it will be like in a month: I’m currently sitting in the blazing sun 

in my courtyard, the sky clear blue. Everything is fine. All my friends, family and co-

workers are alive. In six months maybe they will not be, maybe I won’t be.   

  

24/03/20   

Sunday night I slept two hours. I spend almost all of my time now thinking about the most 

efficient way to go out and do shopping. I agonise over small decisions because I have 

nothing else to think about. I know I should spend time emailing or calling my mum and 

my sister, but I have nothing to say. No one does. I have this unsettling, constant feeling 

of dread.  

  

I hate the irony of this situation. I cannot be close to anyone I want to be close to, to people I 

care about. All those things I value, things that matter—being there, I can’t do.  

If I die, I will die alone. If anyone I know dies, they will die alone. There is a chance  

I’ve already seen some people for the last time.  
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29/03/20  

Days do not feel like they used to. Work is hard. It is not the patients, yet…it’s the prep 

and the communication (lack of), the planning (lack of) and the inconsistency of… 

everything. It is weird, scary, exciting, terrifying, and exhausting. It has not even properly 

started yet.   

  

30/03/20  

My sister was diagnosed with cancer today.   

  

02/04/20   

No one has asked me how I am this week. They have asked how work is, just not me.  

People are struggling.  

  

Work has been an absolute shitshow. The executive change decisions about everything, 

several times. It is ridiculous how disorganised and unplanned this whole thing is. It is 

embarrassing and I have no faith in their ability to manage this response.   

  

20/04/20   

Work has been difficult. I have nowhere else to focus except work; I do not have kids, I don’t 

have a partner, I don’t have a pet, I live alone, I barely talk to my family anymore.  

I can’t go to gigs or shows; I can’t go on holiday or hang out with my friends at the pub. 

Work is now all I have, and I am struggling to deal with the constant, haphazard changes, 

and the staff.   
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I told my boss I was struggling. She asked if there was anything she could do to help. 

Two days later, I asked if I could work part-time, temporarily, for 5-6 months. This would 

allow me to start freelancing but have a safety net if it didn’t work. The answer: no. I 

thought nine years’ service would give me some leverage with this situation. It does not. 

The first time I asked for help, I got none.  

  

21/04/20   

I received my Post Graduate Certificate in the mail.   

I have not hugged anyone in weeks.  

  

I know I am plodding along with everything, but it’s still difficult. It is hard working in a 

team with morale at its lowest.  We have not had to deal with COVID-19 in the way we 

were ready to, but it’s made some deficiencies obvious. It is hard coming home to 

nothing, hard not experiencing intimacy or affection. It is hard not enjoying anything.    

  

10/05/20  

Today I took a sick day. I went for a walk and came home. I cried a bit today, unexpectedly. 

Everything is harder than I would like to admit. I feel very alone. 15/05/20  

I saw mum and my sister today for a picnic at the park. It was nice to get dressed to go 

somewhere that was not the supermarket or work, to sit with people. There is a tiny 

feeling of normality creeping back in. I am still hesitant about being too complacent, 

still on high alert.  

  

15/6/20  
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Tonight, I went out for dinner, sat down at a table, and ordered food. It is so exciting to 

wear clothes that aren’t my work uniform or active wear. There is a small sense of 

normality creeping back in and I appreciate it. I am slowly adapting to this new way of  

life.   

  

Fleur Martinez   
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It Gives you Purpose   

It gives you purpose.  

These words became my mantra during the early phase of the COVID-19 pandemic.  

They were passed to me by a wheelchair bound retired teacher. She was trapped in a 

failing body but retained an acute mind. At the time I was feeling the weight of the 

looming dark wave of uncertainty as it was becoming clear that the novel coronavirus 

was not just “another flu’.  Maybe she sensed that weight on my shoulders as we shared 

a lift together at her nursing home. Maybe it was just a throwaway line that she had used 

on her primary school classes over the years. Regardless, it was a line that resonated deep 

within me. A line to grasp as events way beyond my control swirled around us in an ever 

rapidly changing world.   

  

It gives you purpose  

I would repeat silently to myself as a steady stream of staff and patients appeared in my 

doorway with only one topic on their mind. It may have presented in a myriad of questions 

- some defensive, some contrary, and some downright ridiculous – but all underlined by 

the anxiety of dealing with the unknown. I could see the anxiety etched on the faces of 

those around me. How do you counter something that is unseen yet omnipresent? 

Something that may be trivial but could be lethal. How do you deal with people when 

every human interaction is seen through a prism of suspicion? Is this person going to 

make me sick? Will I then make my family sick? How will I cope if I have to take 

extended leave? How will my family cope if we cannot leave the house for two weeks?  

The answer was information.  Well researched, unbiased information presented in a way 

all those affected could understand. Reading multiple sources of literature became 
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somewhat of an obsession.  The Lancet, The Centre for Evidence Based Medicine, John 

Hopkins University, and many more became regularly visited sites on my computer 

screen. Once the information was on board it became much easier to address people’s 

concerns.   

  

The onset of the pandemic had found me as one of the established doctors in a large 

suburban general practice. We employ fifty-seven people as well as having several 

visiting allied health contractors. I had an interest in travel medicine and tropical diseases, 

and a background in the military which included planning and risk assessment. So it was 

decided that I should take on the lead role on our pandemic committee, which comprised 

representatives from the doctors, nurses, reception, and administrative staff. We had 

previously convened the committee on a much smaller scale and for much shorter time 

periods during the previous SARS and Swine Flu epidemics, but this time it quickly 

became apparent we would be needed for a much longer haul. I recall in early February 

giving a brief presentation of what we knew about Coronavirus to the doctors at our 

monthly meeting. At that stage it was still seen as a remote threat and something that 

would likely require us to be alert but not alarmed. Within a month that attitude had 

completely changed.  

  

One of our first acts was to gather all of the practice together (thankfully only days before 

distancing restrictions were announced) and have a presentation of the facts as we knew 

them. It was an opportunity to focus on our primary role, which was to continue to provide 

good quality care to our patients, whilst protecting them and our staff from becoming 

infected by the virus.   
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I feel that meeting helped our practice to find its purpose. We had all found a direction 

that had been quite obscured by fear until then. All areas of the practice supported each 

other and whilst we all came under pressure at different times, people trusted that we had 

good systems in place and that we would prevail. That is not to say there were not 

challenges and constant change.  When people are under stress they can behave in 

unpredictable and unflattering ways. This was particularly felt by the reception staff who 

are at the very front of the frontline.  Conversely, there were also many patients who 

expressed sincere gratitude for the service we were providing. Sometimes, this even 

occurred after inflicting quite a deal of discomfort upon them when collecting swabs. It 

is even more remarkable considering we were dressed from head to toe in protective gear 

like an intimidating extra in a science fiction movie.  

  

In the early days of our response, the pandemic committee met weekly, so all areas of the 

practice had an opportunity to voice their concerns and have them addressed.  The 

frequency of meetings was important as the rate of change at that stage was 

disconcertingly rapid. Maintaining such a collaborative approach gave us a great deal of 

flexibility and allowed solutions to be identified and shared in a timely and efficient 

manner. At the time of writing this, there has been a period of stability and a sense of 

things returning to normal. While it may be the “new normal”, it is still a welcoming 

glimpse of a sustainable future for our practice family.   

The challenges remain with us still. There will undoubtedly be more obstacles to 

overcome. My hope is that by having an inclusive approach that respects all of the 

participants we will remain agile enough to maintain our progress. That remains our 

purpose.   

Dr Nathan Elmes 
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From the Practice Manager  

It is incredible how life changed so rapidly. 2020 is definitely a year we will never forget.   

  

Late January was the beginning of the pandemic in Australia, but it always seemed like 

it was not quite that bad here, would not get that bad here and we would probably escape 

what was happening in other countries.   

  

Then it became clearer. The virus was here. Life just turned itself upside down and inside out.   

  

Running a busy general practice is interesting on a good day, lots of spokes in the wheel 

that keeps it turning.  The government made decisions that were required to contain the 

spread, and statements made on a Sunday night lead to a manic week to enable us to 

implement changes. We had to wait on the nuts and bolts work to be done by the real 

work of government, to facilitate the changes that were announced by cabinet.  

  

This took days and in the beginning was really a sketchy framework that took weeks to take 

shape.   

  

March was change month, what we had at the beginning of the month did not resemble what 

we had at the end.   

Questions were asked, no answers were available, everybody was working hard to fill in 

the information required to take a system that had not had change for thirty years, towards 

the new normal. It was not an easy task.   
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When change happens, it creates a whole lot of work for our practice. Understanding the 

changes, implementing them, disseminating the information, then training….. what  

a ride.   

  

A committee was our best option and away we went.   

  

Frontline staff, whose only job was to make appointments and take payments, suddenly 

became triage specialists, whether they wanted to or not. They were also bouncers for the 

front door, so people who thought they may have the virus would stop walking into the 

waiting area.   

  

Phone calls doubled for the month. Everyone worried, no one knew enough, frontline staff 

were left to be the calm amongst the panic.  

  

The systems put in place were to keep staff, patients, public all safe.   

  

Telephones suddenly became the conduit to have a consult with your doctor, although not 

everything can be done over the phone, no matter how hard we tried to do so. Waiting 

rooms were empty, patients were tested for the virus in their cars not the surgery, to limit 

the risk of contagion.  

There was a race to obtain supplies, masks, protective wear, hand sanitiser and other supplies we 

desperately needed. We literally scoured the world, which is a story in  

itself.   

Toilet paper was the least of our problems!   
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While the rest of the world stopped, people lost jobs, working from home, businesses collapsed, 

everything shut down, self-isolation became the new normal. In the practice,  

…. our life did not change much, we came to work, we worked long hard hours and we went 

home, exhausted.   

Survivor guilt!!  

  

March passed in a blur, suddenly we were approaching April and we had almost gone a week 

without a change occurring.   

The curve was flattening, (who knew that phrase would become part of everyday conversation.)  

  

Easter came and went, inside.   

  

April ended and there was a dim light at the end of the tunnel.   

May and onwards… who knows where this journey will take us.  

  

Kerrie Miller  
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ICU Nurse  

20/4/2020   

A few months ago, I thought of a global pandemic as something that had gone the same way 

as smallpox. Something to be read about in textbooks, a way to demonstrate and reflect on the 

advancements of modern healthcare. I was wrong, and as an ICU nurse in a large tertiary 

hospital, I’ve suddenly found myself experiencing it firsthand. The atmosphere in our ICU 

has changed overnight. My colleagues, my managers, friends and families of patients, 

everyone is nervous. Furrowed brows and tense tones are more common than usual in ICU. 

Stories from Italy describing a tidal wave of patients all struggling to breathe, that drowned 

the healthcare systems trying to care for them, has everyone on edge. The same questions are 

asked everyday with little hope of a different answer. How bad will it be for us here in 

Australia? In Queensland? Will we be inundated with patients and what will they need? 

Isolation, intubation, ventilation? When will it start? How will we manage it? And most 

importantly, how do we keep ourselves and our families safe?  

Unlike our colleagues in Europe we have been lucky enough to have some time to prepare for 

what may be coming. We have daily meetings to discuss changing models of care, how we 

might be able to expand the ICU from thirty beds to seventy two beds and how we plan to 

staff that by training hundreds of ward nurses with an ICU crash course. Personal protective 

equipment are the buzz words. How do we put it on effectively, how do we take it off safely, 

how do we conserve it, and do we have enough to last? In reality, dealing with infectious 

diseases is something that we do every day, but the unknown of what is to come is daunting.   
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Australia has closed its borders. Social distancing has been implemented. Nonessential 

surgery has been cancelled. Visitors are very limited. The ICU is quiet. There is not much to 

do but wait. Wait and continue to prepare for the worst while we hope for the best. And 

hopefully we are ready.  

Megan Davis    
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MASKS 

I was looking at the last fifty surgical masks and wondering who I was going to have to delay seeing 

in light of the pandemic. I knew patients returning for a routine skin check may have a skin cancer that 

was potentially life threatening. I had just found an invasive melanoma in someone who was worried 

about a toenail fungus. I reflected about the Bergamo intensive care specialists In Italy having to ration 

ventilators and choosing whom to save.. I thought of what my brother must be facing as an intensive 

care specialist awaiting the tsunami of possible cases. I never imagined I would have to consider such 

a dilemma as a dermatologist.  

I had taken up sewing late in life as an escape from the demands of medicine and hence I took to 

making a cotton face mask after finding a pattern online that seemed to provide a good fit at the nose 

and thinking further of the function of the surgical face mask, I considered a filter layer. After finding 

that the surgical face masks were in fact manufactured in Wuhan and the medical companies had none 

to purchase, time was running out, my surgical mask numbers were dwindling. 

 

I was helped a little by patients cancelling their appointments. In fact many doctors were seeing 

cancellations and non-attendances. This added to the stress I was experiencing – patients cancelling 

even in the knowledge they may be at high risk of another skin cancer because they were self-isolating 

to protect a loved one or at increased risk because of multiple health problems. I thanked them silently 

but worried at the same time what they were growing. You cannot do a skin check on the phone. 

When I also looked at all the disposable materials and gowns I was using in order to keep patients safe, 

I considered that they would make an excellent filter layer for my masks. After all the surgical face 

masks are made of the same non-woven material in layers! 

 

So I began sewing in earnest, cotton and nonwoven material hybrid face masks and tried to circulate 

the pattern to my wider sewing contacts and medical circles. I had some trepidation in doing so and 
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was reprimanded by some as they were unproven. However, when we were facing no masks versus 

total shutdown, one had to make a call. I searched frantically for an authority to test the masks and 

validate them. 

 

I read about cloth masks acting as a reservoir and much debate going on regarding the benefit or 

potential harm of them, however I considered the ones I had sewn were with a filter layer and were not 

meant for wearing all day. If necessary, I could cut up bed sheets for the outside layers. One disposable 

sheet made 40 masks. I could continue seeing patients. 

 

If ever you believe in miracles, I experienced two. 

 

In the time I was facing possible closure and through the power of social media, a colleague donated a 

box of surgical masks as well as my dentist and a veterinarian contact. When you consider the cost of 

a box of masks had escalated to $450 these acts of kindness blew me away.  

The other was with much searching and letter writing I was able to find an expert in mask validation 

and at present, the masks I created are being tested in a research laboratory for filtration and fit. 

 

Looking back now as the first wave of the pandemic has passed and we are exiting lockdown with one 

hundred and two deaths Australia wide, we have done so well as a society to look after one another 

and isolate and undertake the public safety messages about social distancing, handwashing, staying at 

home when not well and getting tested. There is no doubt these measures and the lockdown in borders 

taken by the government early have had this tremendous impact. But as I write this I note the Centre 

for Disease Control recommends the wearing of cloth masks in public as we are not out of the pandemic 

worldwide and the WHO similarly now has made this recommendation. Cloth masks with a filter layer. 

Dr Margaret Oziemski 
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From the Psychiatrist’s Couch  

I was on a flight from Singapore to Brisbane.  This was the end of January 2020.  I was returning 

from a holiday in India, my annual pilgrimage to visit my parents in Kolkata.  I was suddenly made 

aware the flight attendants were wearing face masks.  I did realise there were issues with COVID in 

China at that stage but was not at all aware of its significance to the rest of the world.  I was a bit 

worried.  The passengers were not worried at all, and we did not adapt social distancing measures.  

Immigration at Brisbane International Airport was easy.  No questions were asked, no special checks 

occurred.  

  

In February 2020, things started to worsen.  Slowly we all became aware that this was becoming a 

pandemic, that we all would be swept away in this tsunami of viral infection, with its high infection 

rate and potential to kill.  Deaths and lockdowns started all over the world and eventually in Australia. 

Close downs and social distancing became the new norm.  Things changed rapidly.  Over a million 

jobs were lost in a few days.  The most significant emotion I perceived around me was apprehension.  

Everyone had one question in their mind – ‘what next?’  And no one knew the answers.  

  

How did I do?  I work as a private psychiatrist, along with my wife, who manages the practice.  Our 

psychiatric practice continued to perform its role throughout this difficult period.  We were stressed at 

one stage as we did not know whether patients would continue to come to us, or if we would be required 

to Telehealth all our consults.  Outpatient appointments became erratic and unsettled.  Inpatient 

admissions dropped during this time of utter paranoia and confusion.  The hospital, where our clinic is 

located, also struggled to understand, and manage this situation and stay afloat.  Memos from the Chief 

Executive Officer (CEO) were occurring every fifteen minutes.  I never felt so close to the CEO in my 

nine years of practice here.  Access to the hospital and clinic was limited.  Infrared thermometer guns 

were aimed at everyone’s forehead on entry.  We had to undergo temperature checks daily. When a 
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nurse missed us on some days, we felt happy!  It felt like wagging school!  The repressed child in us 

emerged!  

  

One of our colleagues had a mild temperature and had to go back home, cancelling all his patients for 

the next few days.  When he came to us for advice with flu like symptoms, my wife and our Practice 

Manager, Marina, jumped up from her chair and started checking his forehead to check whether he was 

febrile.  There went all social distancing.  I was more frightened than my colleague.  Marina was 

nonchalant.  She returned to her seat as if this was part of her routine work.  

  

He was okay.  He just had the flu.  He sent a lot of worrying messages in the WhatsApp group we 

created to support each other.  Most of the messages contained anxiety about contracting COVID.  He 

was a very worried psychiatrist for a few days.  The therapist learning what it is like to be on the other 

side.  

  

How did I cope?  It was business as usual for me.  Except, I became acutely aware of my own 

vulnerability during these difficult times and felt I must try to focus on my unfinished projects.  One 

of them was finishing a book I have been writing since 2017.  I started focusing on the book and made 

great progress.  I also became quite aware of our lovely backyard with the native trees, wildlife and the 

untouched and unblemished flora and fauna.  I immediately set about making this place look better.  

My gardener, Glen, was summoned.  He was asked to start planting more trees and tidy up.  I watched 

this transformation from my patio and felt good watching him slog in the bright sun.  This happiness 

lasted for a few days.  Glen soon sent me an SMS a few days later stating I needed to water all the new 

plants every day which truly got me well engaged in the project.  I am still watering these plants as if 

my life depends on it.  Even in the evening, after a long, hard day at the clinic.   
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My wife, Marina and I decided to have more time for us.  However, the kids, some of whom are 

adults always seemed to have issues and needed our help.  This may be a blessing of sorts as many 

parents would like to have a close relationship with their children, but sometimes we felt like they 

were limpets. The school closure and working from home brought the whole family much closer.  We 

had more meals together than in the past.  It was nice.  The ‘us’ time only happened sporadically.  

  

I found the social distancing difficult at times.  Catching up with a friend at the Sunday  

Market was difficult.  Takeaway coffees became the usual norm.  We sat on park benches, metres away 

from each other.  We still did catch up and braved all forms of environmental scrutiny.  I also had a 

great time practicing the Indian custom of ‘Namaste’, with my patients.  They are mostly trained in this 

custom now.  I think I will give away handshakes and all forms of close body contact mechanisms used 

in greeting.  This has been a new learning period for us all.  We, however, adapted well.  A new social 

order and custom change are inevitable in the aftermath of COVID.    

  

Stories of stoicism and survival were coming from everywhere.  Patients lost their jobs, however, some 

seemed more content and happier.  They are battlers.  We all are.  They braved the environmental 

challenges and came to see me.  Not many people chose to be seen by Telehealth.  Most asked how we 

have been.  They brought flowers, chocolates, communicated through emails and overall, helped us to 

continue what we do best – help mentally unwell people to stay well.  

  

I have learnt a few lessons in these difficult times:  

1. The human race is based on the principle of ‘surviving against all odds’  

2. We have an indominable spirit  

3. We are resilient  

4. We care for each other (mostly)  
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5. The administration and government are as confused as the common  

people.  This defines the principle of ‘Government of the people, by the people and for the people’ 

concept in its true sense.  

6. Human beings will make good of any catastrophe and find opportunities, even during dark days  

7. We are hopeful, grateful, and humorous as a race  

8. Not to give up is the best lesson learned.  These challenges shape us, not break us.  

I have survived.  So has my family here in Australia and India. The human race has again triumphed.  

I feel blessed that I connected with nature more during this COVID crisis.  I now appreciate small 

things much more!  

Stay safe, stay blessed.  

This too shall pass.  

  

Dr Saibal Guha  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

  



 

  57 

 

The Physiotherapist and the NDIS  

 

In my private physiotherapy practice, there was an initial downturn in work as the pandemic 

started to be felt in Australia, as clients, particularly ones with vulnerable health or elderly 

relatives caring for them, chose to self-isolate and suspend their usual sessions. Some aspects 

of my work, such as hydrotherapy sessions, have not been possible during this time, due to 

the closure of hydrotherapy pools.   

As I work in close physical contact with most of my clients, personal protective 

equipment, use of hand sanitiser, and equipment disinfection have been a very important 

part of my changed service response. I fortunately already had a supply of hand sanitiser, 

equipment cleaning wipes and sprays, gloves, and some masks, so was able to continue 

working while waiting for additional supplies of these to arrive. Access to sufficient 

personal protective equipment has been a challenge, as many items were unavailable for 

a couple of months: in particular, enclosed goggles, masks, and gowns, so improvisation 

was necessary! As a gown, I initially used a plastic raincoat, worn back to front, cleaning 

after each person. I was unable to purchase enclosed goggles anywhere, even in hardware 

stores, but found an old pair in our garden shed, so scrubbed and disinfected them and 

replaced the elastic. These have worked well. Masks were recycled by spraying with 

disinfectant or washing and drying in the sun after each person.   

Another item unavailable for purchase was a non-contact thermometer, so I 

borrowed a mercury thermometer from a family member to enable me to at least 

monitor my own temperature prior to appointments.   

I was initially concerned as to how my clientele would respond to my changed 

appearance when wearing goggles, mask, gown, and gloves, however so far only one 
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client has become distressed. This person, who has a cognitive impairment, had 

experienced many uncomfortable surgeries and hospitalisations, and found the blue 

surgical gown too confronting.....Fortunately, this was able to be resolved by me 

returning to wearing a clear plastic raincoat, so that they could see my “normal” clothing.   

For the first time in my career I have begun providing Tele-health sessions, using the 

Blue Jeans app. To date, this has only been a suitable option for one of my clients, due 

to considerations such as the person’s ability to access and use the relevant technology; 

cognition; vision and hearing; access to therapy equipment and support worker assistance 

in their home environment; type of service required; and safety considerations.   

Since mid-May my work has started to return to usual levels, with people becoming more 

used to the situation, and some clients reporting a deterioration in their comfort and 

function, so feeling the need to recommence their physiotherapy services.   

On a personal note, the changes to daily life caused by the responses to COVID 19, 

have given me opportunity to learn new things, and time to reflect more on all aspects 

of my life and priorities. ANZAC Day was also a more profound experience for me 

this year, due to less “busy-ness”, and greater time for solitary quiet reflection.   

This is certainly an interesting time to be living through and has increased my gratitude for 

the quality of life, healthcare system and government in Australia!   

 Fiona McEwan  
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A Speech Pathologist’s Perspective  

Today is a cool June day and as I write this, I have just finished seeing my last clients via 

Telehealth.  What a very interesting time this has been for speech pathologists all over 

the world.  When the COVID-19 health crisis hit Australia in March 2020, many 

Australian speech pathologists decided to temporarily cease face-to-face sessions and 

transition to seeing clients via Telehealth in order to minimise the risk of transmission  

 and  protect  themselves  and  their  clients  from  potential  infection.    

  

Telepractice is not a new field of delivering health services and has been used widely, 

well before the COVID-19 pandemic, such as in rural and remote communities, where 

accessing services face-to-face can be very difficult.  In fact, there are a number of speech 

pathology practices across Australia which only deliver services via Telehealth.  

Telehealth or telepractice means using technology, such as videoconferencing software 

to link clinicians to clients and caregivers / parents in order to deliver clinical services 

remotely.  There is a growing body of evidence to support the use of online therapy / 

Telehealth as an effective way of delivering speech pathology services.  

  

Initially I was very nervous about using Telehealth services. Computers and technology 

are not an area of strength for me, and it has not been something I had ever considered 

pursuing in the past.  However, when faced with this heath crisis, I decided to embrace 

this temporary change, which I felt was the safest possible option. It has been a steep 

learning curve to acquire all these new skills in such a short timeframe.  I had SO many 

questions and concerns at the start:  How was I going to keep young children engaged 

over a computer screen? What Telehealth platform was I going to use? How was I going 

to share resources and materials with clients?  What if I experienced technical difficulties 
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in the middle of a session?  Where would I implement my Telehealth sessions that would 

provide both the best lighting but also adequate internet connection?  

  

Over the first few weeks, I madly researched and attended countless online training 

sessions, webinars, and teleconferences to upskill in this area.  I participated in many 

online forums and discussion groups.  Luckily, speech pathologists both within Australia 

and around the world have been extremely generous in sharing their tips, tricks, 

experiences, and resources.  This has allowed those of us who were new to this model of 

service delivery, to be able to quickly apply these newly acquired skills in a short 

timeframe.   

  

The scheduling of clients and my workload brought a whole new set of challenges.  With four 

young children of my own who were all suddenly at home doing their own online school learning 

and no babysitting alternatives, it was more difficult than ever to find the balance in our already 

busy lives.  Many late nights ensued in order to sort out the administrative tasks of my business 

and Telehealth appointments were limited to Saturdays when my husband was home from work 

and could take the kids out of the house.  

  

I feel very grateful that I belong to a profession that was still able to deliver services in 

some capacity without the risk of spreading coronavirus during this time.  Not all clients 

have been suitable for Telehealth services and I have made this decision jointly with 

families on a case-by-case basis.  Some clients opted to have a break from intervention 

and will start back when I resume face-to-face sessions and others opted to trial this 

method of service delivery.  For some clients, I have worked primarily with the parents / 
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caregivers to provide parent training / coaching and for other clients I have worked more 

directly with the child, with the parent / caregiver supporting this process.      

  

Despite the initial stress and concerns I had about using Telehealth, one part I have really 

enjoyed is gaining a closer glimpse into the worlds of the little people I see, which is 

limited in a clinic setting.  My clients have loved showing me around their houses and 

introducing me to their favourite toys, books, and artworks.  I have met many of their 

pets, including dogs, guinea pigs, cats, and chickens.  And I have, in turn, introduced 

many littlies to my own dog, Archie, as a reward at the end of the session for participation 

in therapy tasks.  I have had many costume changes with masks, hats, scarves, and funny 

glasses to keep children engaged throughout their therapy sessions.  I have used iPad apps 

to make their favourite cartoon characters talk to them and deliver them personal 

messages. I have also learned to use a number of iPad games and I have developed an 

appreciation of “Boom cards” which are interactive online activities designed to work on 

specific speech pathology goals.  I sure have become a more confident computer user 

during this time!  

  

My most frustrating moment was one morning when I discovered that I could not connect 

to the internet as there were maintenance works happening in the area.  And then my 

back-up plan of using my mobile data connected to my laptop was not possible.  I also 

was not able to use my mobile phone to connect to the Telehealth platform as all the 

therapy materials to be used in my sessions were saved on my laptop.  After several quick 

phone calls to clients to reschedule their appointments to later in the morning, and a trip 

over to my parents’ house, I was finally able to connect to the internet and successfully 

run my Telehealth sessions.  
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In two weeks’ time, after three months of Telehealth, I will be returning to face-to-face 

sessions.  I am SO looking forward to seeing all my little clients and their families in 

person after so long!  There are certainly many things that have been difficult to capture 

over videoconference: subtle non-verbal cues and body language, the specific differences 

in speech sounds, building of rapport with new clients, implementation of some 

behavioural strategies and redirecting client’s attention and concentration on tasks.  

  

One thing that I will miss (which have been hidden down below the view of my computer’s 

camera) is no longer being able to wear my slippers to work!  

  

Anna Harvey  
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The Tooth Fairy in Iso 

  

February to March onwards in 2020 brought quite a few changes (mental and physical) to lifestyle for 

so many worldwide. At the outset, this very non-academic, suburban, general practice dental 

professional thought that life would carry on basically as normal. We had been through HIV/AIDS, 

Hep B, Hep C, and many others. Nothing could be worse than these!  

We as a profession have always been in the forefront as far as infection control is concerned. But we 

were always supposedly dealing with blood-borne spread or surface contamination. This damned virus 

COVID 19 showed it was very infective and had a very large aerosol or droplet component of spread 

and remained virulent on hard surfaces for a long time.  

Now in most dental procedures, whether it be a high speed drill with water spray, or an ultrasonic 

instrument used in cleaning appointments, quite an aerosol is produced. Even with excellent infection 

control and personal protection equipment, it was seen that there was a high risk of spread of virus load 

if virus active patients (even with no symptoms) were seen for dental procedures.   

Several levels of restrictions of dental treatment came into play until only dire emergency treatment 

was allowed under very restricted negative pressure conditions outside the possibility of private 

practices.  

In mid-March, we found ourselves unemployed with closed dental practices and no income. Through 

this time, the Australian Dental Association (ADA) and the Dental Board of Australia were proactive 

with helpful advice but also were very strict in their control of procedures allowed in practice.  

After owning my own private dental practice for forty years, I am now an employed dentist working 

three days a week and still enjoying what I do. We live on acreage, so my wife and I were able to find 

plenty of projects and enjoyed frequent long walks. 

Family has always been most important in our lives, but we are now “empty-nesters”. Zoom, Facetime, 

and video conferencing has made loss of personal contact with family and friends bearable. Having a 
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large circular driveway resulted in “drive-bys” where we saw our four adult children and five adored 

grandchildren. They kept reminding us that we are in the “at risk” age group. How dare they!  

From mid-May restriction levels were slowly reversed. Starting with only essential dental treatment 

using dental “rubber-dam” isolation and now using high volume evacuation or suction equipment. We 

vet our patients much more and use hand sanitising and anti-microbial mouthwash prior to treatment.  

We use longer appointment duration and try to stagger patient timings so as to minimise the number of 

patients waiting in waiting rooms and reception areas. All patients seem to be very appreciative of our 

concerns for them and appear happy to be seen as patients again. In this easing back into active practice, 

the ADA has been truly supportive of all members. I do not think I have ever viewed so many webinars 

in my life.  

Most of all, we should all be very glad that we live in Australia and have learnt that I am not ready for 

retirement yet, I play better tennis over Zoom than I do with my tennis mates, my “isolation” moustache 

is not as dark as it used to be .  

Dr Peter Leask 
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Resilience  
 

 

Self-Isolation 

It’s hard to resist 

tramping heavily 

through isolation 

days grabbing hold of 

the future setting 

aside the here and 

now stripping this 

moment of its value. 

 

But these long days of 

spaciousness these 

simple life tasks these 

precious moments 

inviting presence call 

us to attention. 

 

Margaret Clifford   
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A group of former colleagues shared prayer and inspiration with one another during the 

period of lockdown. Each would take a turn to provide input. Challenged one week to 

focus on gratitude, the following is an amalgam of their frank and heartfelt responses.  

  

Gratitude  

I am grateful that I have had the time to get to the back and bottom of my junk cupboard 

and finally find a new place for most of it … even if it was Vinnies or the dump!        

  

I am grateful for peace, a feeling which settles my inner world and is tangible beyond my 

door.  

I am grateful to live where I know plenty and want for nothing.  

I am grateful for friendship and for the wisdom inspired and shared.       

  

I am grateful for the air I breathe, the fresh food I eat, the warmth of my bed, the comfort 

of my home, the love of my family and the immense beauty of creation that surrounds me 

and nourishes me.  

 I am grateful for the contemplative invitations that have been extended to me during this 

Covid Time; invitations for me to deepen my faith; share my story with Wisdom  

Women and strengthen my relationship with a God of Unimaginable and Unconditional 

Love.  

 I am grateful for my heart that keeps beating, my heart that listens, my heart that holds 

loved ones and memories, my heart that sings with joy, my fragile heart that mends and 

heals and my heart that overflows with gratitude.      
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I am grateful for living in a country where provision of basic human needs is a bipartisan 

priority – amazing public health care, unemployment benefits, sick leave, public housing, 

education- to name just a few.  

  

I am grateful for the slowing down of life as we were forced to “stay home”, for the 

opportunity to reflect upon my priorities, my relationships, and my spiritual journey.  I 

am grateful for my new circle of friends who have shared their deepest thoughts, anxieties, 

and treasured memories with me.     

  

I am grateful for the sun, trees, flowers, birds, and all of creation.  

I am grateful for the people in my life, family, friends, (including this group of very wise 

and wonderful women).  

I am grateful for the gift of life and good health.      

  

I am grateful for my wonderful family, my sons and daughter and their partners, their 

little videos of grandchildren which have never failed to lift my day, their video calls, 

their phone calls, their WhatsApp conversations, also my broader family of elderly aunts, 

cousins and in-laws who have checked in and provided conversation from  

interstate.   

  

I am grateful for wonderful neighbours and friends who have offered shopping, remote 

companionship, and assistance with anything I need, including weekly Zoom 

conversations with my university group of six and the wonderful faith and wisdom of this 

group of women.  
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I am grateful for my old cat who has followed me around during three months of isolation 

and leapt onto my lap every time I sat down, providing warmth and much missed touch.        

  

I am grateful for the selfless care and support shown by health workers across the world 

to prevent and alleviate illness, pain, and suffering.   

I am grateful for the opportunity to have isolated and stayed safe and well in such 

beautiful, peaceful surrounds knowing my dear family were safe and well.   

I am grateful for the creative opportunities provided by technology, to stay connected 

spiritually and personally with my family, dear, wise, loving friends, and wider 

community.    

Wednesday Wisdom Women    
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Summer in Australia at the end of 2019 and the beginning of 2020 was hallmarked by 

bushfires which at one stage encircled the nation and destroyed an estimated eighteen 

million hectares. The extent and severity of the bushfires was due in part to higher than 

normal temperatures and a long running drought which had left the land tinder dry.  

Thousands of homes and buildings were lost, towns evacuated, and thirty-five lives lost.    
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My corona experience started with fire.  

There were those beautiful but ominous burnt orange skies. Waking with that grab-the 

back-of-your-throat smoke taste because I forgot to close the windows before bed. Then 

there were those stunning fiery balls low in the sky at dusk that lit up the mountain cliff 

face as day became night. That was my summer looking out from indoors.  

  

Rattled awake at random hours by the Fires Near Me alert triggered my high tech open the 

front door sniff test.   

  

Watching telly each night I witnessed a parade of orange and yellow forms showered in 

burning embers. Sometimes these figures were flat to the ground with exhaustion. I never 

made it through a bulletin without weeping.  

  

It was those stunned, singed koala faces on the screen that somehow shifted my soft weep to a 

weird out-loud groan.   

  

When communications systems allowed, I rang or texted friends who were in the line of 

fire. Their voices cracked with fear, and shock and my heart hurt for them. While I was 

safely held hostage at home by thick smoke and dust, my friends, fire survivors, spent 

hours or days in toilet blocks, cars, evacuation centres or any safe haven they could find. 

It was hard to take in.  

  

My extended summer holiday project was to finalise my ‘end-of-life’ paperwork as this 

had carped at my responsible and independent side for years. The urgency to get sorted 
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grew with the haze outside. Nothing like a seemingly endless apocalyptic landscape to 

remind you that your story could end any ol’ time.   

  

It was a glorious Sunday March 8 this year. I sat with friends to share a meal and listened 

to the beautiful voices of a local women’s choir singing in honour of International 

Women’s Day. The novel coronavirus was in the news but not yet the news.  

  

My work regularly took me to many of the bushfire ravaged communities and now as the 

second week of March came around the aim was to visit again, to shop in those 

communities, show solidarity, and get as much work done as possible.   

  

My work trip down the coast of NSW during that second week of March still seemed 

completely doable in this environment. Except on the first day a woman passed me my 

change after taking her moist flimsy tissue from her bright red nose to her sleeve as one 

long soggy action. I sanitised everything in my bag on the strength of that encounter.   

  

I felt mildly unsettled as the week progressed as I seemed to meet every sniffler, 

snotnosed, allergy-ridden person in the district. After debriefing with a friend on the nerve 

-jangling experience of trying to be useful as the coronavirus epidemic took hold, her 

response froze the blood in my veins, “Yeah, no one wants to be Typhoid Mary”.   

  

Social distancing was not a thing that week but many of us were sanitising, hesitating 

with arms outstretched then withdrawing and waving as we did awkward check-ins on 

what people where comfortable with as part of the greeting ritual. Despite being 

immersed in angst and handwashing, when I met up with a dearly loved friend for tea one 
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evening, we bowled into each other with a joyful hug then wondered if we were supposed 

to have done that.  

  

Around this time, I was trying to remember to greet my pals with foot tapping or just a 

wave. We talked animatedly about hand sanitiser and we noted that our political leaders 

flagged that they were shutting stuff down.   

  

The third week of March everything was shutting down, home offices were being set up. 

I even heeded the official advice to add a few extra basics to the groceries to cover a 

fortnight in lockdown. Porridge and buckwheat noodles it would be.  

  

What I did not see coming was a nasty bug with soaring temperature, nausea, and a steady 

headache. I felt sick by the bug but mostly sick to my stomach with worry. What if this 

was the coronavirus? Where had I been? How could that have happened when there was 

not much community contagion? WTF?  

  

It seemed instantly shattering to be the person who could bring this virus to other people. 

I felt a tension I had never felt before. Then, to my surprise, the moment I planned how 

to cover work and let people know I had the flu, the tension lifted. A negative swab 

showed it to be a regular bug.  

The learning that week continued in the form of friendly helpful advice. Do not forget the 

power of simple mindful breathing when things get hectic. There was also a gentle prompt 

not to feel sorry for myself. That worked for me.  
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My corona isolation, outside my paid work, was filled with cooking, yoga, home-gym 

exercises, local walks, and audio-visual everything with friends and family. Book club, 

arty projects, photography, various platform catch-ups were now different, funny, 

sometimes technologically frustrating, but simply terrific to be connected somehow.  

  

Not navigating peak hour traffic was good. Watching back-yard birds flit and flash and 

sing like stars amongst the autumn colour was entertaining.  Wearing casual gear even if 

only on the lower half, added to the precious comforting moments in these globally grim 

times.  

  

Early evening local street walks took me back decades to a time when home cooking aromas 

wafted from neighbourhood houses. My stove had never seen so much action.  

  

Many weeks passed and thankfully the curve began to flatten. Spirits began to lift. I think 

there was a little less of Dr Norman Swan in the media, and I was oddly sad about that 

despite it being a good sign on the corona front.  

  

I held some reservations as I prepared to join many others in taking the first proper strides 

outside into the new phase. I checked the messaging. Yes, we were encouraged to head 

out into the world, without fear but with our new practices that would protect us from the 

coronavirus.    

  

I stepped out my front door and stopped in my tracks as all I could smell was smoke. Back 

burning had begun.        Sharon Callaghan 
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 Punctuating the day  

Routine to the rescue, who would have thought? Not someone described by a friend as  

‘making a fetish of spontaneity.’ Routine was for old codgers, although at seventy one 

perhaps he was one, having previously thought of ‘the elderly’ as at least a generation 

ahead.   

  

Virus time out had demonstrated the need for punctuation, for commas, semi-colons, 

colons even, full stops, parentheses, ellipses, paragraph breaks. The new trend to no 

punctuation, whole books without a full stop, were not for now. No, corona time called 

out for routine, for structure, lest the days bled into one another, Friday became  

Saturday, Sunday became Monday, differentiated only by the TV guide.   

  

The morning ritual of bending over to pick up the plastic clad Sydney Morning Herald 

from the courtyard or reach for it in the branches of the lime tree, was a comma, a curve, 

albeit a creaky one. Making the tea and toast or cutting up the fruit for muesli and 

homemade yoghurt was a semi colon, part of a string of connected activities such as 

unstacking the dishwasher to obtain clean cups, plates, and bowls.   

  

Eating breakfast, while reading the paper, or at least that part of it not already devoured 

the previous evening on the laptop or iPhone, was a full stop, time out, even if the news 

consisted almost entirely of corona talk, led by the daily score card of infections, deaths, 

recoveries, and tests, local and international.   

  

The ritual around making and then savouring the morning coffee on the flash café style 

machine his wife had given him as a birthday present six years ago, was a full paragraph 
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of its own, as he tried to get the right amount of crema, the correct texture to the milk, 

emulate the YouTube clips on café art in the quest for the perfect pattern.  

  

And so it went, the need to segment and divide the otherwise perpetual. Getting the 

washing on early to take advantage of a good drying day was another marker, requiring 

attention to the sky, the clouds, the prevailing wind, the previous night’s weather forecast, 

an ear for the patter of rain on the roof and the rumble of thunder. Stretching the clothes 

taut when pegging them out so as to avoid ironing revealed an unexpected pleasure 

immanent in the mundane rituals behind the chores.  

  

Indeed, if he thought of these activities as preludes to the literal acts of punctuation 

performed later on the laptop, when he sat to work on his on-line creative writing course, 

then they ceased to be chores. Rather, ways of marking the day to prevent it unfolding in 

an endless flow, devoid of moments. Otherwise days sped by, he wondered where they 

had gone, why they seemed to be on a fast forward default setting compared with pre-

plague days, when he had been so much busier?   

  

Thus the vacuuming, preparing lunch, doing the prep, and cooking dinner were no longer 

chores, despite his usual half share being expanded to a full one as his wife laboured day 

and night to prepare and hold on-line classes, one of a cohort of workers for whom the 

lockdown meant twelve to fourteen hour work days, including weekends.  

Indeed, he looked forward to such activities. Stripped of their utilitarian cast and reconceived as 

expressive works of craft they became ways of ordering and providing meaning to a now 

confined life. Their enjoyment was enhanced by Spotify’s latest releases or a streamed 
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performance by local artists from their bedrooms and garages, heard through air pods so as to 

not disturb his wife.  

  

Eating the evening meal while watching the pre-recorded SBS news and ABC 7.30 Report 

was to partake of a whole chapter, a block of time marked out and shared, lingered over, 

an experience not without drama as the daily plague figures and graphs led the news 

bulletins, followed by footage of Trump’s latest antics, which even in this surreal world 

stood out as if a cosmic highlighter had keyed the paragraph to orange, and Boris, 

reprising Justinian I from the first plague pandemic in the sixth century.   

His wife allowed herself one TV drama show a night, which they chose carefully, 

preferring to follow one narrative at a time, all the better to pick plot development, the 

central dramatic question, character arc, set up, complications and pay off in each 

episode.   

  

Finally there was the bedtime reading, the book or more usually kindle, a treasure trove 

of stories and characters, captivating, promising, horrifying, enthralling, most of all 

engaging, worming their way into his dreams, his hopes, his life, as real and present as 

the nightly POTUS Trump, Jamie and Clare, Wendy and Marty, Erik and Adam, Jay and 

Mary, the Tiger King, ‘our’ Kate and Rose, as Phyllis and Gloria.  

  

Yes, writing the day required punctuation he thought as he turned out the light, wondering if that 

act was to be a full stop, or a colon ushering in a cast of characters, turning points, story steps, 

sequences, and scenes, in which case the night ahead was likely to be a busy one.   

David Brown  
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 Retired Nurse  

By way of introduction, my name is Norma. I am a single woman (widow) living on my own, in the 

age described as vulnerable. I like venerable better.  

  

I worked for many years as a nurse, mostly in the community, in northern Canada and the Ipswich area. 

In 1986, I dragged by reluctant six-year-old daughter with me from the Yukon to Queensland, the other 

end of the earth, to marry a dashing Aussie bloke.  

After a ‘few’ adjustments, we had a happy life together. Sadly, my husband lost his battle with cancer 

in 2014. Mostly, I have lived in remote or rural areas, but Brisbane suits me just fine now.   

  

I’m passionate about first nations issues, birds, art but especially family and friends.  

  

The enforced isolation has had some interesting moments. I’d like to share a few.   

Venturing out to Woolworths, I felt like I had scored a role in ‘The Handmaid’s Tale’ – walking slowly, 

not getting too close to anyone, glancing sideways and muttering.  

  

Normally, crossing the busy road in front of our townhouses is like an Olympic sprint.  

Now, it’s more like a country lane amble.  

  

I have ‘befriended’ a golden orb spider in my garden. Mostly Esmerelda just hangs around, and 

conversation is pretty one-sided. I have tried to stir her to action by catapulting dead flies onto her web.  

This is harder than it sounds and not yet successful.  

  

So, life is not normal just now. Before you think I have lost the plot, there are lots of things for which 

I am grateful.  
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My bossy little dog Rosie who has boundless enthusiasm for walks.  

Toilet paper was never a worry, as I always keep a plentiful supply on hand.  

I may be saving money, not being allowed to go to those enticing shops for non- 

essentials.  

I may be turning into a techno tart, forced to learn more about magically communicating via the 

internet.  

  

Reading, painting, even cleaning the house are solitary pursuits I enjoy. Also, the meditative pleasure 

of kneading bread dough.  

  

Having a group of friends and neighbours nearby has been a boon. Living close together in a small 

townhouse complex, usually we assiduously, politely mind our own business. These days, we meet up 

regularly, social distancing observed of course, for a coffee or wine, or just a chat.  

Finally, I am grateful to be living in a country with the means and will to make our lives safe and 

comfortable as possible.  

  

So, when life returns to a new normal, I hope to maintain this appreciation for these small things, and 

the big ones too!  

Norma Newsome  
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The Best in the Worst of Times    

Dickens’ famous opening words to the epic A Tale of Two Cities is pertinent today even though it was 

penned in 1859.  

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the season of Light, it was the season of 

Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had everything before us, we had 

nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way —in 

short, the period was so far like the present period.  

  

After three months of an amazing adventure first in Antarctica, then throughout South America 

including the wilderness of Patagonia and the majesty of Machu Pichu, followed by a month in 

Washington DC with my daughter and family and a final brief week in Japan I came home to Brisbane 

to take a break.  

  

Little did I know that break would include emergency surgery for a detached retina ten days after 

arriving home which enforced a month long home bound recovery. Just as I was ready to surface in my 

world, Australia was placed into complete lockdown with the coronavirus. Please remind me to never 

again look forward to a “rest”!  

  

As I sit writing, it is a perfect April day. The sun shines on the river, the grass is green nearby in 

Brisbane’s iconic park, and people are strolling or exercising - albeit singly or at a distance – and for 

just a moment I completely forget the darkness; the ominous viral threat to the world hovering over 

me.  

The COVID 19 pandemic is decimating the world. Is that niggling cough just that – or is it a warning?  

  

Being a 68-year-old ‘elderly’ widow living alone, I am considered vulnerable. I am being responsible 

and staying home and admit that I am sometimes anxious. Whatever age we are- we live in uncertain 

times where just surviving the pandemic is a wonderful achievement.  
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Being separated from my family has provided my greatest challenge. With members of my family 

living and working in hospitals in the US maelstrom I feel helpless and scared for them, but I can only 

focus now on what I can control. So, every morning I Facetime with my grandsons and we play games, 

or I watch as they build Lego cities.  

We also take turns reading books aloud.  

  

My other family live locally but for my protection my son and his large family cannot spend the time 

playing sport or watching movies or just “hanging out” that was normal for us. However, the silver 

lining is his almost daily phone call to lovingly check in on me.  

  

Maintaining contact with all my extended family, albeit through screens, is both loving and reassuring 

and is one of the touchstones that guides me through those moments of panic and insecurity. However, 

as my isolation period continues, I find I am struggling a little more with being alone. The computer 

plays up and I am anxious; cooking for one is not much fun and even raising a glass of bubbles to 

myself in the mirror is lonely.  

However, I try to take strength from the Queen who recently challenged me to act in such a way that I 

can look back with pride on how I faced this calamity; or I channel  

Queensland’s former Premier Anna Bligh’s hope during the 2011 floods that ‘we are tough and when 

we’re knocked down, we get up again’.  

  

To me it feels right now like the universe has sent us all to our rooms like naughty children who need 

to stop and think about how we are acting and what we need to do  

better.  

  

So, in that spirit I am trying to grab this unique (if awful) opportunity to learn, to do things that are 

worthwhile and to seek out small ways to help – like food hampers for the homeless or donating craft 

supplies for the vulnerable young families. I phone those friends and neighbours who are house bound.  
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Like many I have cleaned and tidied almost every inch of my home. I am shopping locally – at the 

quiet times and only for the necessities. Being technically challenged I am learning to Zoom with my 

local running group, book club, swimming team and family; I have finally downloaded the hundreds 

of photos taking up space on my phone; I catch up with friends via Facetime for our Sunday afternoon 

drinks and keep contact with my neighbours from the safety of our balconies. I now play Chess with 

my girlfriend in Saudi Arabia and do exercise classes alongside my triathlon mates in  

Canberra.  

  

This is also a time to be grateful; to appreciate the goodness and love that surrounds us in our little 

villages every day. Although fiercely independent, I have been humbled by the offers of shopping, 

Netflix movies, book ideas and just the simple but meaningful  

“I’m there for you.”  

  

Whilst I pound the quiet back streets for my morning running exercise, it is to the hub of New Farm 

Park that I give my soul a serenity stroll late in the day. It is my daily virtual cuddle from strangers, 

now new - but at a distance - friends, as together we share moments of hope.  

  

Yesterday a smiling five-year-old asked if I was having a good day and introduced himself and tiny 

sister. His innocence and obvious joy gave me a bounce. An elderly lady, stooped over her walker as 

she passed me, called out “can’t stop and chat or I’ll never get ‘round this loop!” and a twenty 

something tattooed guy in a muscle shirt urged me “to go and smell the roses over there luv! That’ll 

make ya smile!”  Every day I search out the positivity, the uplifting, and the kindnesses.  

  

No kindness is ever wasted so I am hoping that coming out of the miasma that is COVID19 we can 

build a kinder, more compassionate world within all of our village communities.  
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As we move forward and come out of this crisis I wish personally and collectively that we will all have 

pride in how we handled the isolation, how we were kind to others and how grateful we are for our 

family and our special friends.  

Stay safe while navigating the worst of times as we decide how to create the best of times.  

  

 

AnneMarie White OAM  
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The Land of Topsy-Turvy  

When this pandemic began, I was lazing under my back verandah penning a magazine article. The 

neighbour’s kids were bouncing on their trampoline and shout-singing the LEGO movie theme song, 

except instead of “Everything is AWESOME!”, they had made it “Everything is 

CANCELLLLLLLLLLED!”. That about sums it up, really.  

  

 In actual fact, my household has remained remarkably undisturbed. My husband is still doing his office 

job full-time, albeit with tumbleweeds blowing through his building. Most of his fellow employees 

who do not strictly need to be onsite are dialling in from their kitchen tables wearing a blazer on top 

and Bonds trackies below. It is newsreader chic for the newly minted work-at-home warrior.  

  

As for me, being a full-time writer, I technically already work a casa, although my version of “at home” 

is relatively mobile. I am too fidgety to stay in one place for long, so I tend to tote my laptop to a café 

in the morning, schlep to the local library for a couple of hours around midday, and then return to my 

house in the afternoon, dotting the day with the occasional walk or trip to Woolies. Thrilling, right?  

  

Now constrained to strictly working inside my house, I have had more time to explore my inner 

landscape and found it astoundingly breezy. With fur kids to cuddle and no skin kids to forcibly drum 

times tables into, the collection of walls we inhabit has been blissfully noise-free and nurturing. I know 

many others outside are barely keeping it together, heads riddled with doubts and traitorous thoughts 

and competing priorities and worries. I empathise. Usually that is me.  

My pre-2020 mindscape buzzed with distractions. No matter what I was doing, my inner critic was 

constantly berating me for doing the wrong thing, the wrong way, in the wrong place. Man, she was a 

brutal bitch.  

  

Back at uni, I marvelled at the difference between my near-nil ability to concentrate compared with my 

friends’ knuckle-down-and-bulldoze-through-it attitudes. Was it because I was naturally lazy with a 
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bad work ethic? Probably not – I usually managed to pull it together at the last minute and achieve 

what I set out to in the end, but boy it was like competing in a fun run wearing cement boots. I briefly 

considered the possibility of  

ADHD, but no matter what angle I approached it from, the definition did not fit.  

  

A year or two back, I came across the concept of an “ACE score”, which is decidedly less “ace” than 

it sounds. The acronym stands for “adverse childhood experiences” and there is a quiz of yes/no 

questions to determine a score out of ten, measuring various kinds of abuse, neglect and damaging 

situations experienced before one’s eighteenth birthday. There are plenty of sources of trauma not on 

the list, such as poverty or families fleeing a war-torn country, but if parents split at some stage, at least 

one point is scored, with other questions covering topics like family alcoholism, mental illness, 

incarceration, and physical and sexual violence. A score of one is quite common, while two to three 

means one’s upbringing was demonstrably rough. At four and above things really get heavy, with 

chances of suicide, chronic lung disease, depression, and other serious illnesses skyrocketing. When I 

took the quiz, I scored a five.  

  

 I had always felt that my upbringing was unpleasant in a nebulous way I could not quite explain or 

quantify, and there it was, the magical formula to validate all my fears and frustrations. It explained so 

much. My predilection towards dystopian girl-against the-world stories such as The Hunger Games by 

Suzanne Collins and John Marsden’s Tomorrow, When the War Began. My inkling that if I ever strayed 

from perfection and stumbled into delinquency, I would be thrown on the scrapheap of life, deemed a 

bludger and a bad egg. My fury that no one saw my plight and saved me.  

  

What it also explained was the way thoughts ran rampant in my head like a classful of pre-schoolers 

hyped up on red frogs when the world is running smoothly. Trauma, I am told, will do that to a person. 

And what it may also do, strangely enough, at least in my case, is to give one the gift of calm in a crisis. 
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I grew up without the illusion of security so when, as now, society reveals its traitorous, treacherous 

self, I feel relief instead of a red alert. This feels like the true normal, the world’s sickly-sweet mask 

finally batted aside. It is safety that can’t be trusted.  

  

Rebecca Douglas  
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THE RIGHT QUESTION  

  

He likes how her body is precise and neat, just like the bonsai trees he lovingly clips each morning. 

She watches how he carefully tends to them watering and pruning each one with a methodical 

tenderness that leaves her cold. She has not been touched for years. Not in the real way. The sort of 

touch that makes her body tingle and ache and yearn. She could blame the monotonous march of 

marriage, the two failed rounds of IVF, the fatigue of suburban life – but it does not really matter why. 

It does not change the immense emptiness that fills her because he no longer fills her. Without touch, 

she does not exist.  

Then the pandemic hits.   

People don gloves and surgical masks, smother themselves with sanitiser and antiseptics. The space 

between bodies widens, the streets empty- every object, every place, every person becomes a threat. 

Skin- bare skin- becomes dangerous.   

As the outside world withdraws around her, life on the inside becomes more pronounced, magnified. 

In lockdown, her day to day remains intact. As a housewife, she is already isolated- but now her 

isolation becomes glaringly obvious. He starts to work from home, claiming the dining table as his 

office spreading his notes, his laptop, his things without thought of her. His presence consumes the 

room. She tries moving to the living room, but the sills are crowded with his potted bonsai trees and 

rather than inspiring peace and reflection she feels cramped and resentful of their mocking presence. 

Even here, she has no space.   

Her only sanctuary is the kitchen, and she finds herself cooking complex meals for distraction. As she 

chops and stirs and simmers, she wonders at what point did she give up on herself. How easy and 

natural it had been to abandon her own path and simply join his, how little she must have valued her 

life to give it away so effortlessly. She had done it without thinking.  

The space between them expands at night. As light fades outside and darkness closes in, their 

disconnect becomes more palpable, more unbearable. Lying in bed they are now oceans apart. They 
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are like two magnets repelling each other. She wants him to ask the right question, the one that will 

unlock her innermost door and spill her messy, beautiful self all over him. But that does not happen. 

He talks of news, of politics, of work. No questions. No right question.  

Days drift into weeks of isolation. She is locked in the prison of her mind. From the moment she wakes 

up, doubts crowd her. They follow her like a cloud of flies on her daily run. Since the pandemic, the 

park is busier than ever with joggers. She wonders if others, like her, are running to escape their doubts. 

If they too need to feel the blood pumping through their veins, the heat rising up their necks, the sweat 

stinging their eyes to silence their hearts and remind themselves they are here, alive, real.    

It is the chatter of birds that makes her fall. She is listening to their cacophony of song when she trips 

over a tree root and flies through the air. Her body lands in the dirt. Her ankle throbs, perhaps sprained, 

and she is scared to stand. For a moment, she wonders if anyone will stop to help her up and even then, 

would she dare to take the open hand of a potentially contagious stranger? The damp ground presses 

on her face, its rich, earthy scent so inviting. She wishes she could sink down into its hidden depths, 

join the roots entwined in conversation, the ants in busy purpose, building an underground empire.  

She wishes this earth could hold her, comfort her. She wants its dirt and mess in her life.  

She wants the chaos, the unexpected, the cacophonic song. She wants belly laughs and spontaneity.   

“Are you alright?” she hears a voice ask. She looks up to find an elderly man, leaning over her 

perilously close, no mask. He blinks at her with calm blue eyes and extends his hand. A gloveless open 

hand.  He is offering her his bare, wrinkled skin fearless of germs, of touch, of death. “Are you ok?” 

he repeats. “Can you stand?” The questions trip off his tongue so naturally.  And as she reaches for 

him, like a wounded child she finds herself crying. Hot, silent tears of gratitude for his kindness, for 

his courage, for his questions.  

When she returns home her husband is pruning his favourite bonsai. For months, he has been skilfully 

cultivating its delicate branches to arch over in a sigh. Covered in mud and twigs, she is a big ball of 

mess standing in their pristine living room, spilling filth on their cream rug, screaming attention. He 
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looks at her, stunned. “You’re bleeding”, he says. He is right, her knees are scratched and blood seeps 

through her grey leggings in a big unsightly stain, but this is irrelevant to her right now. For the first 

time in years, she sees everything so clearly. She is exploding with clarity. She thinks of smashing the 

bonsai in his hands, throwing it on the floor and watching it splinter apart, decorating their apartment 

with earth and leaves and madness. But no, instead she will take it with her. Once the lockdown is over, 

she will unlock herself. She will pack her suitcase and leave a trail of mud behind her. She will let the 

bonsai grow free and wild. And she will never give herself to anyone, not even the sweetest, richest, 

most charming person until the right question is asked.  

Liselle Mei  
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Loss and Longing 

I am the youngest child of a Spanish migrant family, growing up in the sixties in Brisbane.  I have 

always been acutely aware of the sense of loss and longing my mother felt, being permanently 

separated from her own mother and siblings. Letters became the only link. I keep them in a box in the 

bedroom. A strong sense of family, including the “invisible ones” I never met, helped me bring up, 

together with my husband, a son, and a daughter. 

 

 Now both adults, they, as it turns out have been living overseas for the last four years.  I feel I Have a 

tiny taste of what it means to be away from those most loved, albeit without the tragedy of it being 

forever or due to anything as devastating as civil war and exile. I have the benefit of technology and 

all it can offer to keep us close.  Every time there is breaking news of some alarming event in either 

London or Tokyo, I would go into a type of developed “strategy of staying calm” where I just breathe 

and wait for a message to confirm they are indeed safe. Both cities are amongst the world’s most 

populated, developed and visited, but to my mind, as a mother – they suddenly seemed quite dangerous 

– terrorist attacks, earthquakes, typhoons, missiles launched from North Korea, what next? 

   

As 2020 crept closer I was very pleased, as this is the year both my kids are moving back home to 

Australia. Son to Canberra in early February and daughter in June to Brisbane to a big reunion and 

birthday party before going on to Melbourne to live. Her British partner has committed to moving to 

Australia permanently with her and has secured a work transfer to Melbourne.  Joy - soon we will all 

be able to gather again, safe in Australia.  At least that was what I had thought.  

 

The excitement I felt over the kids’ return becomes overshadowed by the horror of the bush fires. As 

breaking news of disaster is now coming from Australia, I find myself trying to digest the paradoxical 

situation where, just as my son, his wife and baby are flying home to touch down in Canberra, that this 
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city is named as having the worst air quality in the world. This, due to the smoke from surrounding 

fires. They tried to get masks before the flight, but couldn’t as, it turns out Japan, the land of the face 

mask – had none – perhaps with the news coming out of China people are stocking up.  Australia, also 

without masks, due to the fires.  Arriving, unmasked but with an air purifier for baby, they set about 

trying to find somewhere to live, quite a challenge.  But they are home, they have employment and 

each other. 

 

With Corona Virus spreading globally, Italy and Spain are being hit badly.  I use WhatsApp to connect 

with my Spanish cousins to check on them and my one surviving aunty who is in nursing care. Although 

in complete lockdown they are okay. More information about the UK and its rise in cases is coming 

though.  

 

My husband is told to work from home. The kitchen table becomes his office. At sixty four years of 

age he fully expects to be the first to go if the company he works for collapses.  My casual job as a 

Spanish interpreter stops, as I don’t feel safe accepting work going into hospitals. My husband plays 

masters hockey and umpires, it all grinds to a sudden halt.   We become a couple with time on our 

hands and only each other for company.  By day we walk the dog and tend a veggie garden. By night 

we play cards and drink red wine. We barely see anyone else and take to watching whichever re-run 

of movies and sitcoms free to air television has to offer.  They are surprisingly comforting. 

 

The UK is suffering loss of life from Covid 19, mimicking what has been happening in Europe.  There 

is a blur of conversations with my daughter. She has refused to use the subway to get to her work and 

starts working from her flat in London.  The company in Melbourne say they will honour her partner’s 

new job there despite what is going on. But a week later Australia closes its border to the world and 

with it shuts down their chance to get home. The job vanishes into thin air along with all our hopes. I 
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can’t get to her and she can’t come here. Is she safe over there? Is her asthma going to put her at risk 

if she gets the virus?  I see images of nurses and doctors there who have lost their lives to this thing. I 

am finding it hard to activate my “strategy of calmness” that had served me so well these past four 

years. It is eluding me now. 

 

I wake from bad dreams to the actual nightmare of reality.  Through the night, instead of counting 

sheep I take to checking news websites.  The ABC, then the UK Guardian, followed by Spanish news 

sites and I finish on The Guardian Australia. During my small outings I am taken aback by scenes in 

Bunnings - the police are there to control the shoppers. The deafening silence of no aeroplanes 

overhead and no children in the park behind our house where use of play equipment is banned. I move 

from natural cleaning products, to bleach to wipe down the groceries.  All sorts of odd little prohibitions 

and new routines mixed with real crises throughout the world.  Our little, now insignificant, plans of 

reunions and birthday parties are no longer a possibility.  It’s disappointing, but the fact that our 

daughter and partner cannot actually even get back to Australia is alarming.  I know they are in 

lockdown in their tiny apartment. No balcony, but one window to the street. Working fifteen hour days. 

She takes the dining table, and he has the ironing board as his desk. His job in England now has an end 

date which they may be able to extend but this is not certain. Her job, which she had resigned from to 

come back home, has agreed to reinstate her. It is considered essential work and she is needed. In her 

evenings, we are just waking and there is no emotional energy to talk. Our son is also adjusting to 

working back in Australia searching for a townhouse to move their little family into. Relatives and 

friends call me to see how my daughter is doing.  I make up answers. Forgotten is all the stuff we used 

to hope for, now I just want everyone to come out of this safely.   

As other families are busy doing Zoom meetings, we barely manage a fortnightly phone call. We have 

slotted into a kind of photo sharing approach to communicating. Our son sends images and videos of 

our little granddaughter.  I send photos of the dog and my husband shows off his tomatoes and new 
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grey beard.  We no longer mention “the situation”.  In London they are three months into strict 

lockdown, and they have developed new routines to cope.   Allowed out to exercise for one hour a day, 

my daughter has taken to running and is getting very fit. The air is cleaner without all the movement 

of cars and buses and she can avoid people easily as she moves along.  The birthdays are getting closer. 

We don’t mention them either.  My granddaughter will turn one and my daughter will turn thirty – on 

the same day. Big milestones. No party to plan anymore.  I get teary thinking about it, so I tend not to.  

 

Out of the blue I get a message from my daughter’s partner, he has bought an old car and they will be 

allowed to drive to his parents’ home for her birthday where a little surprise party is being planned.  He 

has asked for my help putting together a special menu to include favourite Spanish recipes that he will 

try to replicate. This makes me teary, but in a good way.   Next I get word from my son, they have just 

moved into their home and suggest we drive down to be there in time for baby’s first birthday. It seems 

safe now, and we can apply for an exemption to re-enter the border.  More happy tears.   

 

I am re-learning my “strategy of staying calm” – but it won’t be until my daughter finally makes it to 

my door I will be able to breathe again. 

 

Conchita Rubio 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  93 

 

 Confined to Quarters - A Personal Reflection  

  
 Josef Stalin was a creative soul when it came to tailoring terror to suit his victims. The great man 

routinely sent dissident poets, writers, academics, and musicians to their death in the gulag, but he 

saved one particular punishment for intellectuals whom he wanted to torment in a particularly personal 

way. Such people were sentenced to years of exile that required them to move from town to town every 

three weeks. In such circumstances, they could never make friends, enjoy the company of family, or 

work in their profession.  Life for these poor men and women was ultimately lonelier and more confined 

than it was for those condemned to the labour camps in the Arctic north. When times are tough, it 

sometimes helps to count your blessings. There has been a lot of that lately as we live through the 

unprecedented crisis brought on by the pandemic. Being shut in has to be much better than being forced 

out continually.  

For the first week, it was novel and having to stay indoors could even remind me a little of the 

experience of cruising. We had, after all, been scheduled to sail on the ill-fated Diamond Princess in 

March. As every cruise passenger will tell you, meals became important; the day settles into a routine; 

alcohol beckons. Worst of all, you find yourself wearing the same few sets of casual clothes. Why dress 

up? You are not going anywhere. I persisted with the morning shave but quickly gave up fitting my 

hearing aids.  

As the weeks have gone on, the routine has become the way through every little inconvenience.  Chris 

and I exercise first thing every morning. Chris is more enterprising than I am and has sought out web-

based programs for seniors. I have stuck with the regular dull exercises I much disliked before the lock 

down: push-ups, squats, planks, and crunches. I wish I could report a trimmer me but like many others, 

I have been baking and eating my handiwork.  I remember reading one interesting letter in the agony 

column of an English magazine. The writer worked in a busy office with lots of middle-aged women.  

One of these women was conspicuously slim and not above pointing this out from time to time to the 
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other, more rotund ladies. How were these ladies to manage their skinny workmate?  Mary, the good 

soul who dished out great advice, suggested waiting until the slim lady’s birthday rolled around. 

Everyone should then put in and buy the lady an electric bread maker. The offending woman would 

soon be the same shape as all her companions. Well, that is me in the story although I much prefer to 

knead and shape the dough by hand. It is a very tactile experience and the hours spent waiting for the 

bread to prove offer lots of time for reflection.  

And there has been lots of reflection.  My prayer life is now more focussed and vivid, given that much 

of the shutdown was through Lent, this was a most unexpected blessing. Chris and I have two sons, 

one in Dubai and the other in Seattle. It has been easy to pray for them and the grandchildren.  Things 

came closer to home when the Dubai son, Gordon, volunteered to move from the clinic in the Dubai 

Mall where he is a GP into a quarantine hospital for men and women diagnosed with the virus. He 

wanted to do his part, he said, to address the crisis.  To our comfort, his telephone calls have become 

more regular since he started this work. Our second son, Lachlan, works for Google in Seattle.  He is 

working from home and every day since the crisis began he calls us at the same time on Skype. It is 

great to see him and his wife, Roula, in this regular way but even better to see our little granddaughter 

who goes by the name of Cyclone Ashby. At 20months old, she cannot understand why she can’t go 

out and enjoy some unusually fine weather in what is normally, a wet and windy city. Through the 

Skype calls, Ashby runs about, enjoys a snack, shows off her toys and occasionally gives her own 

display of the exercises she sees her mother and father doing. It is great fun to watch and is without 

doubt the highlight of our day.  

So back to counting our blessings. One little job I have done recently is to write a guest column in the 

Anglican magazine, Focus.  The editor pointed me in the direction of the Bible readings for a particular 

Sunday and asked me to write a reflection. The text for the day was Jesus’ simple words from John’s 

Gospel: The hour has come. By the time the magazine is published in late May, I hope that things have 

moved on considerably but as I wrote, I wanted to connect that idea of the moment of trial with our 



 

  95 

 

own experience now.  To do this, I turned to a moment that has always stuck with me. In a Bible Study 

in Mount Isa some thirty years ago, a middle-aged migrant woman shared a very personal story. She 

described how, as a child, her family in Eastern Prussia in January 1945 had to flee advancing Russian 

troops who were part of the Red Army’s final drive to Berlin. The family packed their most precious 

things into a baby pram and set out to walk the three hundred miles over winter roads to the relative 

safety of American or British lines. In moments like this, you really have to think about what is 

important, she said.  

We are in one of those moments now. What is important for us as a family? What is important for us 

as a community?  The answers here will be personal, of course, but the common elements, I am sure, 

will be courage, compassion, and a humble sense of proportion.  Despite the media stories about the 

few people doing the wrong thing, there is a great deal in our family, our community and our national, 

life to be proud of, and much for which we should be very grateful.      

Reverend Paul Bland  
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Wellbeing at Work   

When the first cases of Covid-19 started to appear in early 2020 in Australia, I knew it would have 

a huge impact on my personal life and work.   

  

I trained as a psychiatrist in The Netherlands and currently work as a Life Coach, presenting the 

Wellbeing at Work program that I co-developed for the Australian Medical Association 

Queensland (AMAQ). In the past five years, I have been travelling to all the training hospitals in 

Queensland to work with medical interns, to help them find healthy strategies to deal with stress.   

  

Often doctors are better at helping others than reaching out when they need help. We need to 

provide a safe environment if we want to encourage doctors to reflect on personal challenges in 

the workplace. To facilitate this, the program consists of two interactive workshops that are 

presented in person. Because of the Covid-19 social distancing measures, this format suddenly 

needed to change to online presentation, and I was fortunate that the AMAQ and the hospitals did 

everything in their power to help facilitate this. We all knew that supporting the health and 

wellbeing of healthcare workers would be extremely important to help them deal with this virus.   

  

I am also involved with the Doctors’ Health Advisory Service Queensland (DHASQ), the  

Queensland Doctors’ Health Program (QDHP) and the Queensland Medical Women’s Society 

(QMWS) and this pandemic and the lockdown period became the catalyst to join forces. We 

started designing peer support sessions for Australian doctors, inspired by sessions that were 

started in Europe. We heard frightening accounts from overseas, especially  

Northern Italy where the hospitals seemed like warzones with a shortage of ICU beds, ventilators, 

and Personal Protective Equipment (PPE). Emergency physicians suddenly had to decide which 
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patient would be admitted to the ICU and who would not be so “lucky”, causing severe distress 

and emotional trauma to healthcare workers. We were all afraid this could happen here in Australia 

as well. I joined peer support sessions in the UK where the first health-care workers started to get 

infected themselves.   

  

This all happened online. Suddenly we needed to learn how to work with programs such as Zoom, 

Microsoft Teams and Telehealth and many evenings were filled with online teaching, meetings, 

webinars and catching up with friends and colleagues.  The importance of self-care became 

something everyone was talking about. I was presented with completely new challenges when I 

was asked to develop online wellbeing sessions for healthcare professionals in The Netherlands. 

Suddenly I was able to present these from my home office in Brisbane.   

  

There was so much we still needed to learn about this virus and trying to keep on top of the constant 

stream of information was exhausting. There were also many positive initiatives. When the 

lockdown started, the sense of solidarity, community and support was heart-warming.  Another 

thing I never thought I would do, was to participate in a video.  

‘Overcoming challenges of Covid-19’ shared experiences of Australian doctors and was made for 

DHASQ and QDHP by Hanh Nguyen, a very talented videographer and medical  

student.   

  

I noticed in my workshops how feeling the support from the public was an enormous and much 

needed boost for the morale of the doctors and other healthcare workers.  Many worried about 

becoming infected themselves and being a risk to others, especially their loved ones. They worried 

about not being able to do enough, not having appropriate Personal Protective Equipment (PPE) 

and were confused about unclear or conflicting messages they received about working conditions.  



  

    98   

There was a lot of anxiety leading up to the first Covid-19 cases actually being diagnosed in 

Australia. People started staying away from their GPs and specialists. Some people were worried 

they might get infected in the clinic and others wanted to help their doctor by not overloading them 

with even more patients. We were starting to worry about the impact this would have, especially 

on preventative health and chronic disorders. There was the heartbreak of so many people losing 

their jobs. The government developed unprecedented steps in financial support initiatives. This 

stress, of course, had an enormous negative impact on mental health.  It also became apparent how 

flexible and resilient many of us are. New initiatives for the hospitality sector were developed, and 

suddenly we could enjoy museums or music concerts online. I even joined a webcast of a funeral 

that took place on the other side of the world.   

  

Another interesting chapter came when home schooling started. We were lucky that our school 

was able to make the move to teaching via Microsoft Teams smoothly. Our children saw their 

peers online and we tried to have breaks together. In the afternoon we enjoyed family workouts in 

the garden and felt blessed that we had a garden and wonderful weather. We might not have been 

so lucky had we still lived in The Netherlands. Many of our friends in Europe live in big city 

apartments and only have a tiny balcony. We invented a virtual dog to ensure that that we went 

out walking every day. Creativity blossomed in many ways. Around the July school holidays, the 

restrictions were eased, and we could travel and go out again if we continued good hand hygiene 

and physical distancing. I went back to presenting my program in person to the interns in and 

around Brisbane with reduced numbers per group.  

Flying was still out of the question.   

Now as I write, a second wave is on the horizon. The borders are closed again to Victoria, New 

South Wales and the Australian Capital Territory and the number of Covid cases are slowly rising. 
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There is a global race to find a safe and effective vaccine, but it is uncertain if and when that will 

happen. We are definitely not out of the woods.  Corona fatigue is on the rise.   

I am afraid there will be a lot less solidarity during a second (and maybe even more) waves as 

exhaustion will make it harder for people to remain positive. However, if we are able to cherish 

the good that was also present during the time of the first lockdown and use it to support each 

other in the future we have a much better chance to get through this together.  

  

Dr Ira van der Steenstraten   
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The Kids add their Voices       
  
Lord of the Rings in my Backyard  

In 2020 we were challenged with a task. Not just me, but the whole world. We were challenged 

to stay at home in social isolation. Months at home with just your family and no catching up 

with friends and extended family. There were up and downs, laughing and arguing. Everyone’s 

story is different, and this is mine.  

  

Spend twenty four hours outside. What a silly thing to do, but why not? This is the best time I 

have to do it. Our challenge was to live outside for a day. No comfy bed, no food from the 

pantry. My brother and I planned and prepared our camp in our forest. We wanted to build a 

hut to sleep in for the night. At least he was. No way was I going to sleep down in the bottom 

of a forest with wild animals! But my brother wants to be a survivalist when he’s older (he’s 

currently ten years old) and needs practice. Four whole hours we slaved away dragging log 

after log up the hill, between the trees, to the allocated spot. Surprisingly, despite occasional 

brotherly issues, we worked together in a coordinated soldier like way. We each knew our jobs 

and completed them to satisfaction. We wrangled together three perfect logs and tied them to 

a triad of trees. Underneath we raked the leaves away achieving a bare spot of earth to sit on 

and built small walls by stacking branches horizontally against the trees. Slowly we built a 

triangular frame and with multiple attempts we constructed scaffolding that would form the 

second level. Sticks were placed parallel, creating an elevated floor for our bush mansion, so 

that we could relax either under or on top. This was now our secret base.  

  

After a four hour full body workout, we were hungry, like really hungry. We trekked up the 

mountain of a hill, back to the plateau. Scavengers we were, searching for any edible item.   

  



  

    101   

Starfruit, passionfruit, eggs and even spring onion, which I now have a weird liking for.  We 

decided to build a campfire to make scrambled eggs. My brother cleverly remembered to pack 

ingredients for damper. We wrapped the mixture around a long stick and toasted over it over 

the gentle flames. Our outdoor feast was so delicious, but we were hungry for more. 

Thankfully, we found a hidden bag of M & Ms that our Mum had secretly stashed into our 

luggage for emergency supplies. It disappeared in minutes.   

  

That night my brother slept on the platform of our hideout, while I chose a tent about a hundred 

metres away on flat open ground with my pup. I lay in bed, stuck in a moment of tranquillity, 

just listening to the night. Hoot, hoot! Rustle! This was shattered though when my dog, Eddie, 

insisted I let him out to go and sleep inside the house. The night fell asleep again. About an 

hour later it suddenly woke with a fright. Another disturbance. My brother had heard rustling 

in the dark forest, which turned out to be a possum, and decided to pull an Eddie and sleep in 

his own bed. I was alone. I slept.  

  

The morning was lazy. The sun cast its rays out for the world to catch. When I eventually got 

up my brother was already out, eager to continue our adventure. We hiked down to our new 

playground. Our forest was home to one house, but why stick with that? We had time. We were 

inspired to build a village. Over two months our small forest began to look like something from 

Middle Earth. Huts and shelters dotted around the trees with a sophisticated path weaving 

through them all. This was only the beginning. Our river village will be on its way soon as well 

as a treetop outpost. With twelve acres, we’re staying outside.  

  

Flynn Jones 10  
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When schools resumed after a period of lock down, teachers were keen to hear, and students 

were keen to tell, stories from the period of isolation.  

  

  

The following stories capture the voices of children from Iluka Public School, a beachside, 

fishing town in the northern rivers region of New South Wales.  

  

  

My experience in Quarantine  

My name is Jade, and I hated corona virus because we had to stay home and not see our  

friends.    

It all started when we started to wash our hands every time it was lunch and after lunch. Then 

it started to get worse so had to do home-school.  When we started at home, we were all still 

figuring out how to use our computers. I kinda thought it was cool and wanted to always use 

computers to learn. After a while, I really started to miss school. I missed all my friends and 

the only time I got to see them was when we were on Adobe. It is an online face time thing that 

we could see each other on. After a little, our class got used to the new way we learnt. I seriously 

thought we would be in quarantine for 6 months, but we were only in for 6 weeks. After a 

while we started to go on bike rides to the wall or to the Bluff to swim with Emma, my friend. 

I also had to do twenty minutes of running every day so I would stay semi fit. I got a record of 

running 3.84km in twenty minutes without stopping.  

I am in year 5.  

  

Amy-Leigh  

I wasn’t worried about the virus because we live in a small town and it would be very unlikely 

for anyone to get it. Mum and Dad talked to us about it regularly to make sure we felt safe. 

When it was on the news and they told everyone if any other people had it or died from COVID 
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19, I sometimes got a little bit worried, but then I remembered how small our town was and 

that I was safe.  

Matilda – What happened to me during COVID 19  

During COVID 19 we had to stay home for weeks and weeks, so we didn’t get the virus. It was 

so boring because my brothers don’t live with me, so I have no one to annoy except my mum. 

We went to some beaches and we found a sea turtle and had a barbecue.   

What we had to do – We had to wash our hands constantly with lots of soap then sanitize.  

We couldn’t go to the movies, gyms, parks, and we couldn’t go to cafes. Also we stay home 

from school for six weeks but don’t worry, we had work on the laptop  

What happened when we went to school –When we went to school, we had an all-girls class 

on Wednesday and an all-boys class on Thursday. We had to wash and sanitise our hands every 

time we went in and out of the classroom.  

  

Layla – Travelling around Australia  

I was in Perth; I was travelling around Australia. Then we realised that all the borders were 

closing, and we had to go all the way to NSW which normally takes two or three months, but 

we made it back in five days. We made it to NSW and we only just made it because the borders 

were closing on Wednesday 5.30 and we made on Wednesday 4.30.  

After five hours we made it to our place where the rainforest is and some really nice beaches.   

  

Fishing by Reef  

COVID 19 couldn’t stop us from fishing every day. We went early morning, lunch time and 

even late at night. We caught many fish. My dad’s friends were so jealous because they were 

locked in houses in Sydney and other big cities.   
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My dad is a trawler man, and he took me to sea. I picked every shot of prawns. I stayed out for 

five days and four nights. I was pretty sick the first two nights but on the last two I was eating 

ice cream and getting around like I was on land.   

We got into harbor and had to unload to dad’s buyer.   

I got paid one hundred dollars for picking every shot and the bream was about twenty dollars.  

With my hundred dollars, I bought a wetsuit.  

  

Tandia  

I missed my friends in quarantine because we were used to sleepovers and other stuff. My mum 

works at Maclean High School and I thought she would catch Corona because the people and 

her school were sick. Mum would get home and have a shower and sometimes would even do 

the Woolworths online. It took one day to get to our house.  

  

Emma  

It all started when we all had to start social distancing and wash our hands. I really miss hugging 

my friends and spending every day together and having sleepovers. I really miss the old days.  

I just wish everyone understood to stay inside and make sure to let doctors do their job. You 

can tell everyone is affected by this madness and it’s just really upsetting to see people 

suffering.  

I just want COVID to go away and leave us alone and bring back the world everyone loves. 

Everyone is praying and so am I. If we keep praying we could get through this together and 

better than ever.  
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Harlem   

What is the world coming to I wondered? First the forever fires, then the floods and now Corona 

virus (COVID 19)  

I’m a huge fan of D.C. entertainment, especially the greatest rivalry since David and Goliath. 

Batman versus The Joker. In isolation, the only things I did besides playing video games, 

watching Netflix, and being home-schooled was drawing Batman.  

Comics are my favourite kind of book, mystery and horror are my favourite genres.   

I was very excited to go back to school and see my friends. I haven’t seen them in ages.  

Eventually everything will go back to normal…..hopefully.  

  

Sariah   

If I got Coronavirus I would be very sad because if I ever gave it to my Nana, Grandma, or my 

Grandpa, they would probably never forgive me.  

  

Kiani  

During the Coronavirus pandemic a lot of people including me have been feeling a large 

amount of emotions including sadness, anxiety and more. A lot of countries have been in 

lockdown or quarantine which means they can’t leave their houses, but we were allowed to go 

out and get essentials if needed.  

I thought that COVID 19 was a challenging experience, but it also helped me to realize that 

there are a lot of things happening around the world. It also made me realize that there are a lot 

of germs that are around that most people don’t know are there.  
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As children have commented, being out of school had a huge impact on them. All states in 

Australia decided to close schools during the pandemic and children were then home schooled 

with online assistance from teachers.  

  

My Thoughts on COVID 19   

This crisis has been hard on a lot of people as it has affected their job and their family’s 

education or health. The world after this is going to be a lot different because of travelling and 

money. Coming from a child’s point of view this has not just been hard on parents having to 

home-school us and having to find new jobs. We, kids have had to give up what we loved to 

do like sport. Do not forget school is very important, home-schooling is helping, but it is a big 

step back from what a normal day life is like at school. There is no handball with friends at 

lunchtime at home school. This virus has stopped a lot of things from happening like the Tokyo 

Olympics 2020 and semi formals and formals for the years 11 and 12.  All the people on the 

front line helping us, might have children or have other problems but do they stop? No! They 

help this country, Australia so much, that we do not even know/realise what they sacrifice for 

us.   

  

I have enjoyed bike riding with my dad, as he is usually overseas and not home as much as he 

is now. I have also enjoyed having time at home. I have learned how to make ANZAC cookies 

during this time which has been fun.  Coronavirus has helped with one problem though, 

pollution with all travel banned there is not very much pollution so that is helping the animals 

and the human body so much more than if we did not have this disease.   

  

When we go back to school it will still be “different” as there are “different” rules to normal.  
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No more hugs with friends. Maybe in time we will be able to do this again. We will have to do 

a lot more until all the scientists find a cure for this virus or the numbers go down dramatically 

in the country but until then, it will be a bit the same but different because of the restrictions.   

I think this virus happened for a reason. The world was not clean enough.  

Lily Nolan 10  
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My Corona Experience   

 I should start off saying these past months were definitely a huge learning experience for 

everyone.  

  

I know personally it was for me. But I want later generations to know that bad things can and 

will happen but if you work together and stay positive, I know that you can get through it. 

Hopefully after you have read my passage, this message will stay with you, through whatever 

the future might chuck at us again.  

  

Huge out-breaks were something I had only seen in movies or in history lessons. Worldwide 

quarantine, panic buying and distancing from others to stop the spread, was not something I 

thought I would see or experience.   

  

When Corona first came into the news, no one really knew what was happening. At school, 

everyone seemed to have a different perception of what was going on, but since it was not 

really affecting us it just seemed like some gossip going around school that everyone had their 

own version of. Some random guy decided to eat a rat, some secret government sickness has 

broken out of a lab that caused some new plague which was going to kill us all or it was just 

some disease that we did not need to be afraid of because it was happening on the other side of 

the world. You get the idea. Slowly, as most stories around school it became less of a hot topic 

and people talked about it less.  

   

After a few weeks passed, the news started to report cases of Corona all over the world. That 

was when we started to realise how serious it really was. For a while, our social media was 

bombarded with all these posts about Corona, constant updates, and links to Corona websites 
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everywhere you looked. Over time, this simple story about a disease grew more and more 

topical and everyone knew about it.   

   

I will be honest it was a little scary. Keep in mind that I had never experienced something like 

this, and it was strange. Restrictions were starting to be enforced and suddenly I could not hug 

my friends, I had to keep a distance and we could not shake hands. I learnt how much a person 

actually touches their face during the day and how hard it was to remind myself, every time I 

touched a new surface or came back from the store, I had to sanitize my hands.   

  

Then they started to shut down schools and start online learning. Let me tell you we were 

pumped. There were pros and cons related to online learning. Personally, I thought it was great! 

I did not have to put on my uniform and could stay in my pyjamas all day, I got to wake up 

later and could go to the bathroom anytime I wanted to (probably shouldn't put that in but oh 

well). It was also funny (but probably also a con), when someone would forget to turn off their 

microphone and the whole class got to experience what home life was like for that person. I 

reckon you could go up to anybody that did online (school) work and I guarantee you they will 

have experienced something like this as well.  

   

Other cons were that I noticed at the end of the school day I would be really tired, and my eyes 

would be sore from staring and a screen the whole day. Repeating this pattern for weeks 

brought down my mood and it did make online learning less fun than in the beginning. This 

was where I learned the importance of being outside and getting into a routine. An example 

would be going for small walk before and after school so you would get fresh air, sunlight 

and/or simply scenery other than your room. These things helped me clear my mind and keep 

a positive mind-set through the tough days.  
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Holidays were coming up and this was when having to quarantine sucked the most. Meet ups, 

parties and day trips all had to be cancelled and you could forget having an Easter celebration 

with your mates.  The most you were even allowed to do was some grocery shopping. It was 

during these restrictions people started panic buying. Not toiletries and canned foods that stay 

good for long, but the world decided that toilet paper was the most necessary thing to buy (yep 

I am serious, but I don’t mean to offend anyone). You could walk through the aisles and the 

toilet paper section (amongst others) was completely empty. Just another very weird and funny 

experience that I will not be quick to forget.  Mainly because grocery shopping was the only 

really different experience other than staying home (other than completely renovating our 

garden).  It was funny to see how people worked around being stuck at home and dress up all 

fancy just to put the bins out and then posted it on social media.  

   

After the holidays, restrictions were eased, and schools started up again. Everyone seemed to 

be happy that things were going back to normal and we could go back into our classrooms (I 

know, weird, right?). Now as I am writing this (during the winter holidays) restrictions are 

continuing to loosen up. Our borders are still closed but we can now travel within our states. I 

hope to enjoy the holidays I have now as much as I can and be positive and appreciative of 

how far we have come and how much better everything has become.  

During this pandemic, I learnt many things such as how communities act when they are 

stressed/ uncertain and how quickly nature is able to restore itself when industries are not in 

business and there is less traffic all over the world. And last but not least, that we cannot be 

sure of what the future brings but when we work together to improvise and adapt, we can 

overcome.   

Ariane Wallast 14  
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My COVID 19 Experience  

Everybody takes being able to go outside for granted. However, they all realized how special 

it really was when it was taken away from them. The start of 2020 has been extremely hectic, 

with the Australian bushfires, floods, and now of course the COVID-19 pandemic. I 

personally think that this pandemic has been a very important experience for everyone, and 

they can learn many things from it.  

People were starting to go crazy. It all started with the toilet paper frenzy. This consisted of all 

of the shelves in the supermarkets, that had toilet paper and kitchen towels on it, being 

completely empty. Eventually, this came to a stop, but of course, the people didn’t stop going 

berserk. The next target was the hand sanitisers. They even had to put a limit on these items.  

Soon enough, people started to stock up on pasta, rice, and soaps as well. It was really weird. 

Everyone was so incredibly stressed about everything, that they even started hurting each other. 

Some major changes had to be made.  

  

The Government started putting restrictions on people and things. People coming into 

Australia, residents or not, had to be isolated for 2 weeks. The Government also put restrictions 

on how many people were allowed in each other’s houses and shops. Most shops and 

restaurants even started to close down. However, the biggest change for us was when the 

schools closed down.  

  

Every class that we had, were changed to online classes. The beginning of the online school 

period was really weird for both students and teachers. However, it actually started to get fun. 

The teachers would think of fun and new ways to teach through computer screens. Except, 

towards the end of the home - schooling period, it started to get a lot more boring. Everyone 
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wanted to see each other again, and we actually missed school for once. Our wish finally came 

true a few weeks ago when we could all return to school.  

The restrictions are actually starting to loosen again. There are no more limits on food or items 

in supermarkets. We can even go outside for a picnic and hang out with friends and family. 

There was a time that we all thought that this pandemic would go on for the whole year, but 

now that I look back at times when it was worse, I actually kind of miss it. Life is not completely 

back to normal yet, but it will take a while for everything to be ordinary once again. This global 

pandemic has taught us many things, but I think the most important one was, the importance 

of being able to see and touch one another.  

Noara Wallast 13  
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Lessons from Isolation.  

I expected to learn some things in isolation. Sitting at a makeshift desk, for hours each day, I 

grappled with equations of constant acceleration, and dutifully compared George Orwell’s 

Animal Farm with Trump’s special brand of politics. They were the lessons delivered online, 

with my teacher, a button away.  

   

But it was another five lessons, that sat outside the school curriculum, that popped up, and made 

COVID-19 a personal classroom of sorts. And this brand of self-directed learning taught me to 

look for rainbows after rain, or the silver linings in the storm that sometimes hovers over our 

high school heads.  

   

Lesson 1: Gratitude for my privilege.  

   

‘Self-directed learning’ is where it is all at, and my school adopted it to the hilt. I know others 

did not have that privilege, but I did - and will be forever thankful to the teachers who sat at 

the other end of a screen, conducted video classes, colour coded lesson plans and provided 

extra study notes.  

  

But that privilege comes with an awareness that equality between schools and regions is a 

mirage, despite the claims of our politicians, and many others did not enjoy the same digital 

resources or calm voice at the other end.  

  

Lesson 2: Appreciate my friends and family.  
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During this seven-week time vacuum (yes, Mum pulled us out of school two weeks early), my 

daily highlight was lunch break. It was school break on skype, friends of face-time and zany 

times on zoom. A new comradery or chumminess built up online, while feasting on last night’s 

reheated leftovers. Perhaps we were more vulnerable, or perhaps scared of the uncertainty 

around us, but we talked, and talked and talked about real things: our hopes and our fears, our 

dreams, and our dark moments.   

   

We got to know each other on a more complex level and chatted with each other’s sisters and 

brothers and parents as they wandered by the screen. We dissed, in good humour, our own 

parents and siblings (and Mum’s new-found fad of buckwheat at every meal). We became 

innovative, and one day a group of us ran a digital, model United Nations involving 15-year-

olds across Australia. And our parents worry about what we are doing in our room? Really.  

   

All of that smothered the little pit at the base of my stomach, which disappeared on the day I 

could hug my friend, smile across a real classroom, hang with my cousin at Baskin and Robbin, 

and enjoy lunch with my grandfather.  

   

Lesson 3: Celebrate the Little Victories.  

   

My sister is fourteen months older than me. Any younger sibling will understand the 

ramifications of that. She gets all the firsts: the first to wear make-up, the first to get TikTok, 

the first to get everything. But under lock-down, and in pursuit of peer company, that sibling 

connection blossomed. So did talking to my parents. Movie nights and cousin dinners, 

neighbourhood walks, and card games were slowly reintegrated. Birthday dinners remained 
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digital, and semi-formals were awkward on zoom, but old-fashioned family time became 

decidedly chic. Even over a full plate of buckwheat pasta…  

   

Lesson 4: Appreciate what we take for Granted.  

   

COVID turned our lives upside down. But through that topsy-turvy prism, things we take for 

granted were magnified. Perhaps we should look for them more. And the most spectacular 

example here is my Dad’s health, during COVID. He suffered a heart attack and was rushed to 

hospital. Unfortunately, with COVID regulations my age prevented me from visiting him. That 

broke my heart; a rule that determined, at fifteen, I could not be one of the two visitors he had, 

for two hours each day.  

   

But on reflection, that rule might have helped Dad as much as the million-dollar machines that 

fill the coronary unit at PA Hospital. It was written to protect patients, and allow health workers 

to send Dad back home, fully recovered. And that, for me, will never be just a little victory.  

   

My advice is to never take for granted the ability to visit someone ill.  

   

Lesson 5: look for the positives and use them to better yourself.  

   

Any teen reading this will have heard an adult - often a teacher - ask them this question:  

What were the best/worst parts of learning from home?’’  
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Honestly, I could say it was not seeing my friends, sitting down for hours on end, missing going 

out, teaching myself analytical geometry or constant Wi-Fi failure - and all of those would be 

valid.  

  

But I prefer to focus on the other side of the coin. I am a better person. A better student. A 

better friend. A better sister. A better daughter. I learnt how to organise my day, code my notes, 

value more those I love, nurture resilience and independence. I looked for the silver linings 

now and try to bank them.  

  

Each semester my French classes end with my teacher asking the same question. “What did 

you learn this term?”. After these months, the answer will be so much more than the tenses of 

the imperfect past and the simple future.  

  

Siena Fagan 15  
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Home-schooling   
  

  

 Pearl, Queensland 

OYSTER  

‘I have to…’  

 ‘I think I will…’  

  ‘Did I?…’  

Thoughts are stringy after ten weeks’ isolation with an eight- and ten-year-old. I cannot finish 

a sentence. I rest my chin in my hands.   

My husband works remotely from his study while I keep the household afloat, run COVID- 

19 crisis schooling (not ‘home-school’—a teacher friend corrected me) and salvage my job in 

a tanked arts industry. Lucky to have one steady income, we make it work. Mostly.  

I am in the bathroom (I am American and can’t bring myself to say ‘toilet’ even after twenty 

years in Australia), the only place I can get a little peace before…     The door opens and bangs 

my toes.  

    ‘I am in here,’ I say. Why are these toilets so small?  

    ‘What’s for lunch?’ My eight-year-old wants the menu.   

‘Not now,’ I say.   

Amelia smiles and shuts the door.   

 SAND  

Daily, I rise before dawn. At first, I wanted time alone in a full house but now it is something 

else. I am nearly fifty and my sleep pattern broke. Maybe I am fretting.  

Sunrise during COVID is noisy, but not like before. Without the heavy breathing of distant 

traffic or airplanes, dawn is exalted by birds I have never heard before. Honeyeaters, I think; 

their melody ripens with the changing light.   
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Alone outside, I raise my arms and give away the fear that woke me. A swelling lamp of sky 

is framed by dark gum trees as bright, new songs stir the air.   

   

OYSTER  

I wake the children before dawn. Indigenous elders in North America—of the Dakota, Cree,  

Dene, Ashinaabe, Mi’kmaw, Tia-O-Aui-Aht, Piikani—are calling all people everywhere, even 

non-Indigenous people like me, to join them in prayer, light a sacred fire, and ask the Creator 

to help us heal our world.   

I rouse the children at 4am and load up the fire pit. We are quiet so my husband can sleep. First, 

I show the kids the difference between tinder, kindling and fuel. Next, I tell them about the 

elders.  

The kids are bundled in slippers and bathrobes. They fight over chairs by the fire. I hand them 

incense sticks to confuse the mosquitoes and they draw their names in smoke ribbons.   

‘Can we do this every morning?’ my son, Will, asks.  

‘Why are we doing this?’ Amelia says.  

‘We’re making a sacred fire,’ I say.  

‘What makes it sacred?’ Amelia yawns.  

‘No one taught me,’ I say. ‘Maybe if we’re pure of heart, our fire becomes prayer.’  

‘We should do this every morning,’ Will says, ‘at least once a week.’   

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ Amelia says. My concrete thinker.  

‘You know how we tell Uncle Ronnie we love him, even though he died? And pray Nonna and 

Papa will be safe in America? Imagine this fire becomes our words.’  

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ she insists, teary now.  

‘You’re just being annoying,’ Will says. ‘You’re ruining it!’  
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‘I have at least twenty Australian snakeskins,’ I persist, lifting three papery sheaths in my fist, 

‘all given to me. Some are from pythons. Some poisonous, like the red belly black. Maybe we 

can send up a really good prayer from Australia and it’ll meet the prayers of the elders.’ The 

kids want to touch them but recoil their fingers.  

On the fire, the skins shrink and hiss with light.  

‘Cool,’ Will says.   

‘I have some guru wood, another gift. It is a kind of cedar wood considered sacred by some 

people here. What do you think?’  

‘We live on a street called Cedarwood,’ Amelia says. ‘It is perfect.’  

   

SAND  

Plans to visit my 81-year-old parents are quashed. I do not know when I will get home again. 

Everything is quashed. No one knows for how long. Years, some say, and a maniac runs my 

home country, and I am far away, watching with obsession, helpless as a ghost.  

You left; a voice reminds me.  

I left for love, my answer, always the same.  

Guilty, the voice says. Guilty.  

Days bleed into one another. I read about symptoms and intubation. I wonder if my husband 

and I are hospitalised who would take our children, carriers of the virus. We have no family 

here. My thoughts spin like grit, turning in the softest places of my heart and I keep them to 

myself.   

I think it is Wednesday all day when it is not. The body count rises back home from ten 

thousand to one-hundred thousand. The New York Times prints their names and I feel pain all 

through my body.   
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Julian of Norwich, a child during the black plague and 14th century mystic who saw boundless 

suffering and corruption, wrote: ‘All is well, and all shall be well.’   

Such a pearl. How does anyone get there?   

I start running at dawn. I run like a woman who is turning fifty and never ran before. It feels 

good and I can forget about everything else and just breathe. I run to breathe deeply in a world 

that is holding its breath.  

   

OYSTER  

At 6am, I call home. It is 4pm there, just before my parents’ dinner.  

‘Please stop getting take-out,’ I tell Mom.  

‘I use gloves, tongs, and a mask,’ she says. ‘I put everything in the oven. Don’t worry so much.’  

‘I wish I were there…’ I don’t say the rest.   

‘If you were, you couldn’t visit. Your father wants to talk to you.’ She puts him on the phone. 

‘I have an idea for a horror story,’ Dad says. ‘They roll out the vaccine too fast and inoculate 

a hundred-thousand people but there is a side effect. People begin acting…strangely…’  

I know where he is going. ‘I like it,’ I say, ‘like the Cutter Labs incident but with zombies.’  

Dad had told me about Cutter, how they released a live polio vaccine in the push to meet 

demand in 1955. Forty-thousand children got sick, 56 were paralysed, and five children died.  

‘You cannot rush these things,’ he had said.   

Now he says, ‘Yes, a vaccine that creates zombies!’  

‘Zombies have been done to death, Dad.’ I make him laugh.   

‘I will work on it. Don’t get the first round of a vaccine or the new model of a car.’  He 

is full of these little pearls.  
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PEARL  

I dream I am driving in regional Queensland, some hours north of Brisbane on a country  

highway. There is nowhere to stop, and I need the GPS.  

A T-intersection materialises before hazy mountains coated with eucalypts. A highway sign 

appears, and I expect to see Gladstone or Emerald or Rockhampton, some place I know, no 

matter how far. Instead, it reads ‘Pearl’.   

Pearl, Queensland? I have never heard of it.   

I am lost and there’s no signal on my phone.  

Cars stack up behind me. Someone honks, but I do not know which way to go.  

I wake to a dark ceiling.   

Honeyeaters fill the air with their music and call me back into my body.   

In the dark, I pull on my sneakers.   

If I run, maybe I will get to Pearl.  

  

Lauren Elise Daniels  
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BENIGNE AISLADO  

Our five-year-old daughter was one of one hundred and twenty new Kindergarten students at 

our local primary school at the end of January 2020. This milestone was eagerly anticipated, 

and although a little introvert like her parents, she handled the transition to school well. Within 

a few short weeks she had school worked out. She was recognising words and reading and 

creating sentences and her delight in these newfound skills was a joy we shared. She also knew 

how to buy goodies from the canteen.  

  

By the middle of March COVID 19 had arrived on our shores and we were receiving mixed 

messages from government about our children’s safety at school. At the Federal level we were 

assured that there was no risk and at the state level we were told to send our children unless we 

wished to keep them at home. As two full time working parents we were concerned about what 

to do for the best. There was the consideration of home care but also we were concerned about 

needlessly interrupting this new experience of school.  

  

It soon became apparent though that schools would close, and we made the decision to 

withdraw our daughter from school, and her three-year-old brother from childcare. Our office 

at much the same time adopted two shifts to ensure social distancing in the workplace which 

meant that one of us could be at home at all time with the kids. We were soon very conscious 

of our good fortune as we witnessed family and friends stood down from work or struggling 

with balancing home-schooling and working from home and we were grateful for our own 

circumstances.   

  

Explaining changed routines to very young children on the other hand is not as straightforward. 

Like most, our kids love going to the park, playing with others, and connecting with their 
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grandparents. As more and more restrictions were put in place, none of these activities were 

available to them, naturally causing confusion. There were many questions, furrowed brows, a 

number of demands and a tantrum or two. And then, home-schooling began!  

  

My wife had wisely opted for the early shift at work and rose early for her 6.00am start. The 

kids and I would have waved her off from the breakfast table had we been awake. This same 

table, when cleared on day one, became our classroom. The first obvious task was to come up 

with a name for the new school and so we put this to a family ballot. Aunty Em had the bright 

idea to name it St Thomas’ School for the Displaced (our daughter) and Chatty (the three-year-

old highly inquisitive, talkative son).  It was perfect. Having a name led to creating rules of 

operation and this was a collaborative effort. Our daughter’s experience of school stood her in 

good stead as she knew what school rules were and understood the genre. The rest of day one 

was spent in creating our own magna carta – the chart of school rules, expertly decorated and 

coloured in by its students. It then took pride of place on the dining room wall. Such 

engagement gave them ownership, or so we told ourselves. After day one we were feeling 

smug.  

  

The children’s grandmothers are both teachers so in the lead up to home schooling they had 

sourced and provided us with many activities and links to more. All required equipment so day 

2 of home-schooling was enlivened by a delivery from Officeworks. There was great 

excitement in revealing the necessary stationery supplies and two small children appeared keen 

and eager to learn. We talked about the things we could learn which led to the formulation of 

a timetable. This was going so well that I resurrected some previous design skills creating a 

school badge and a hybrid motto for our little venture - BENIGNE AISLADO – Kindness in 

Isolation.  
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By the end of the first week, the timetable was in place. The day began with yoga and 

meditation, an interesting concept for the three-year-old dynamo who nonetheless joined in 

because it involved instructions via the television. We then enjoyed some literacy time – 

reading, writing, playing with words for the displaced, constant questioning and interrupting 

for the chatty. I learned very early that variety is the spice of early childhood education forcing 

me to adapt my teaching plans readily and often. Just like in real school, morning tea and play 

were big hits, especially for the novice teacher.  Perhaps the highlight of the week was the 

whole school assembly on Friday afternoon when the grandmothers and aunts Zoomed in. 

Assembly began with prayer and the national anthem, only one verse as the grandmothers were 

unsure of the second (better) verse before notices and the obligatory awards. Both students 

received awards for their efforts during the week with their grandfather also receiving a remote 

award for remembering to put the milk back in the refrigerator. Our school veteran knew how 

assembly ran and was much more in tune than the chatty one. She proudly held her award aloft 

and remembered to shake the principal’s hand.  

  

Midway through week two, although the chatty one was developing a vocational interest in 

running a museum and learning how to vacuum the floors and the displaced student was 

progressing well on the keyboard, it became apparent that St Thomas’ School was sorely 

lacking in physical education equipment. Regular structured play breaks were not as successful 

as in week 1 so a trampoline was purchased to meet the shortfall. The day it arrived formal 

lessons were put on hold as teacher became tradesman and spent the school hours assembling 

the device. Incidental lessons were conducted, particularly regarding measurement of time, as 

the students were instructed about minutes and hours and started to develop an appreciation of 
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their interconnections in response to questions about how long construction/assembly would 

take.   

  

Close to six hours (or 360 minutes) after construction commenced the trampoline was ready 

for physical education. The teacher/tradesman admired his work and looked to see the excited, 

grateful bouncing of the students. The students though had by that stage determined a new 

focus for the curriculum and were found to be engaged in imaginative play, building cubbies 

out of boxes beneath the new device!  Their appreciation was eventually forthcoming, and it 

was then decided that home-schooling for the rest of that week would be  

“play based” of the outdoor education variety!  

  

The Easter holidays arrived, and school was put into recess. Teacher and principal took the 

time for as much R&R as possible with the company of those who were displaced and chatty 

and still without visits to friends, parks, or grandparents. They did explore nearby bushland 

though on long walks replacing climbing frames for fallen logs and swings for resplendent 

sunsets.  

  

I suspect the best gift of the break for all involved was the news of online learning from the 

school at the start of the new term.  This would involve forty-five-minute roll calls on Zoom, 

as the five-year-old students became reacquainted with one another but that’s another story  

entirely!  

  

Tom Robinson  
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Messages of Love  

In Week 8 of Term 1, 2020 in Brisbane, COVID-19 cases were increasing rapidly, primarily 

due to international travellers entering Australia, and cruise ship passengers.  There were so 

many rumours flying around about if and when home schooling would commence locally for 

our children.  We decided our children would stay home from school for the last week of the 

term just when the government announced school closures.  

  

We spent that last week of Term 1 and the additional two weeks of Term break and Easter 

holidays playing games, baking, being creative, making craft, obstacle courses, zoom virtual 

meeting chats with friends and family, swimming in our own pool, scooter rides and walks.  I 

have never seen so many locals out walking each evening as we did in those three weeks.  We 

often walked on the road, rather than the path to allow the recommended1.5 metre social 

distancing.  Initially the children struggled with being at home and with each other, but it soon 

became the new normal.  

  

The most memorable activity of that school break for me was when the kids and I made emoji’s, 

hearts, and messages of love that we then laminated and hung from our front tree.  The number 

of people who stopped or commented on their way past was worth the effort.  After all, we 

were all in this together with varying circumstances.  We soon saw many other versions of this 

sprout up around our neighbourhood front yards during our walks, along with bears in 

windows.  I am unsure where it started but it had its Facebook following “We’re going a bear 

hunt” to bring joy to children whilst out on walks to see soft toys in people’s windows, on their 

fences and balconies.  It brought joy to children at such a bleak and surreal time in history.  
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Once home schooling officially commenced in Week 1, the fun began.  My eldest child is nine 

years old and in Year 4.  She was self-sufficient and organized.  She loved using technology 

and working online. Her teacher was so positive and energetic, a shining light in the darkest of 

hours.  She would email photos of herself in the mornings wearing a whacky hat or fancy pants 

and suggested the children send her photos of themselves in these outfits too. My child thrived 

in this environment.  

  

Meanwhile my Year 1 child, became quite needy.  Her home schooling was more work sheet 

based with minimal communication from her teachers. I ended up printing off educational 

worksheets aligned with her curriculum so that it kept her busy for most of the school day just 

like her big sister.  By Week three this was interspersed with videos uploaded by her teacher 

which she loved.    

Meanwhile we continued with our daily walks and scooter rides, craft, baking and other 

activities.  The girls were dancing lessons moved online via Zoom. The first two weeks were 

fun, but as the weeks wore on and the novelty wore off.  Mind you we now have a fully kitted 

dance studio at home, all home made with a ballet barre made of PVC piping and a tap mat 

made of rubber and wood.  Who knew the creativity we would have deep within?  

  

We also celebrated but in a different way.  Our youngest child was due to receive a trophy from 

her recent athletics season, but the presentation was cancelled. I mocked up a trophy and we 

dialled in the grandparents and had our own presentation.  I celebrated my birthday in lock 

down.  My eldest child made a sign “Honk or sing Happy Birthday for my Mum’s birthday” 

and placed it on the letter box. We played lots of silly birthday games, ate cake, and enjoyed 

Zoom chats with family.  We celebrated friends’ birthdays by making craft and dropping 
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around staying in the car whilst they waved from balconies. It was just nice to know people 

still existed and looked out for each other.  

  

We have learnt so much about each other and how to treat each other whilst living in our home 

for eight weeks without leaving. other than to walk / scooter.  My girls show so much kindness, 

consideration, compassion, resilience, and persistence.  

  

Throughout all this my husband has been working from home.  He gets up early and starts his 

day before the kids rise. Unfortunately, his contract has been terminated as universities feel the 

financial strain of this global pandemic.  We will hopefully receive the Australian Government 

Job Keeper Allowance. Fingers crossed new employment comes along quickly.  I work for my 

husband’s business on the administration side. I was therefore able to dedicate myself to home 

schooling.  I really do not know how families with both parents working coped.   

  

We have been privileged to have had this time with our children. I just hope that we find a 

treatment for this deadly disease and that the world will learn from these times.    

Deanne Vassallo   
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Isosceles  

It all started and ended with a roll of the teenager’s eyes, and one sum.  

“Who calls it a sum, anyway? It’s an equation, Mum.’’  

I’ve got this, I retorted.  Year 10 Maths. That confidence – along with the brand-new school 

bell I’d purchased just before self-isolating – would have me respected, revered even, and being 

called Ma’am, before morning tea.   

An isosceles triangle is constructed with equal sides of 15cm and an obtuse angle of 120 

degrees. Determine the size of the third side and the other two angles.  

I stared at it. Isosceles. Isosceles. I remembered the word but thought it might have been the 

surname of a lad I dated in the 1980s, at Queensland University.  
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Just a tick, I said buying time. I think that’s a work call I need to take.  

Out of the bar, temporarily (emphasis on that temporarily) declared a school room, up the stairs, 

and onto my computer.  

Google. ISOSCELES DEFINITION, I typed. And there it was.  

“In geometry, the word isosceles describes a triangle with two sides that are the exact same 

length. The angles across from each equal side are also the same in an isosceles triangle.’’  

Voila. I’ve got it I said, repeating the definition. “No Sugar Sherlock,’’ came the response. “I 

know what it is. But how do I determine the size of the third side and the other two angles?’’ 

Oh, is that what you wanted? No problem. I’ll be back in a moment.  

Google. “How do I determine the size of the third side and the other two angles of an isosceles 

triangle?’’  

Google, no matter what the politicians say, can be a godsend. Something called the “cosine 

formula’’ gave “the square on a side opposite an angle, knowing the angle between the other 

two known sides’’.  

Back down the stairs, and into that temporary classroom. I should move those bottles of 

sauvignon blanc, I thought, very briefly.   

I’ve got it, I declared. You see Sweetie, it comes down to the Cosine Formula. With every  

part of my being, I tried not to sound too self-congratulatory.    
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I adore her smile. Sometimes it a smirk, but this was a full-on Cheshire grin that teenagers don’t 

give out too freely. It spread from one ear to the other.  

“Really, Mum. That’s superb! Is that the same as Cos?’’  

That bloody work phone. I heard it again. Back up the stairs, and to the computer.  This time I 

saved time. It seems the more you type “Google’’, the more it pops up just as you type G.  

“Is the Cosine Formula the same as COS?’’   

Yes. Yes. Yes. There was the answer in black and white in front of me. Thanks Sir Google.  

“The cosine function, along with sine and tangent, is one of the three most common 

trigonometric functions. In a formula, it is written simply as ‘cos’.’’  

Back down the stairs. I really should remove that sauvignon blanc, I thought. It’s a bad look, 

even in a temporary classroom.   

Yes, I told her excitedly. You are right.  Cos = Cosine!  Now I was grinning like that cat.  

Don’t be smug, I told myself. Now that wasn’t too hard was it, Sweetie?  

“So what’s the answer then?’’ Her question carried a giggle.  

My pretence was over, and we both knew it. She’d done the sum, oops equation, and was having 

the first day’s laugh, at my expense.  

I left that temporary classroom and took the bottle of sauvignon blanc with me. It really was a  

bad look, for it to be sitting there each day.             Madonna King  



  

    133   

Doing Rona Time 

“Honey, the parks are shut. We can’t play on the swings today. We need to stay on the 

path.”  

My two-year-old can’t understand. She looks at me in disbelief. Am I not seeing the same 

thing she does? The park is RIGHT THERE. How can you close a park that’s in an open 

field? Don’t Mummy’s eyes work anymore? 

 

She begrudgingly accepts my explanation, holding my hand as we pass swings that the 

council have cable-tied together. I’m pretty sure this is the first time in her short life she’s 

ever felt seeds of mistrust in what her Mum is saying. The reality that she’s seeing with 

her own eyes is not marrying up with the idea she is being sold.  

Welcome to life, kid. 

 

March 2020  

My brother-in-law calls. He tells us the medical community has been briefed. This virus 

is bad. It will be like nothing we have seen before. It’s going to sweep through Australia, 

and we need to prepare. Really prepare. His wife has already been at the shops stockpiling 

groceries.  She has been cooking meals and freezing them for days.  

 

Should I be making more soup, like my sister-in-law? It freezes well. Am I being too 

blasé? Am I unwittingly putting my children at terrible risk if Armageddon hits? 

Already it’s too hard to buy toilet paper, pasta, and rice. There’s no meat on shelves. It’s 

all hidden deep inside people’s freezers. Even baby wipes are hard to come by. Am I an 

irresponsible mother for not buying all the canned goods while I can? What if I’m wrong 

and my children die of starvation because I didn’t pandemic panic? 
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I watch people in our immediate circles who are frightened. It’s making them act in ways 

that are undignified. Can they see how their behaviour appears to their children? How 

they appear to anyone else who is watching?  

 

I’m going to the shops more frequently than ever before. It’s inconvenient. I have to. 

Instead of the usual one weekly shop, now I am compelled to go every day because most 

of our usual staples are scarce. I can’t buy more than one portion of bacon at a time. We 

need at least two portions for one meal for our family of five. Even if I could get my 

hands on more, I’d be shamed into not being “greedy” via the disapproval of other 

shoppers. Baked beans are exotic items that rarely can be found on shelves anymore. Each 

day I think “surely it can’t get any crazier?”  

 

Several parents have pulled their kids from school early, making the decision to self-

isolate. Some are hysterical at the prospect of not having enough schoolwork for their 

children while they’re off school. They’re sending irate emails to the teacher asking her 

to better support their child’s home learning experience. But school is still in and home 

learning systems have not yet been set up.  Remaining families are on edge. Many 

complain about the teachers not having adequate cleaning supplies on hand. Some are 

demanding to know the personal reasons for a teacher being away from school during 

this time…. Was it COVID-19 related? How can they be sure that their child is safe unless 

they are told the EXACT reason the teacher is absent? Other parents send shouty emails 

all in capital letters. These are not crazy people. These are human beings who earlier this 

year had been polite and respectful in their communications. Now there is an urgent and 

demanding tone to everyone’s correspondence. 
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Two tense weeks later, Education Queensland makes the call. And school is out for 

everyone. 

Children are sent home from school to be tutored by any capable and willing home body. 

This applies to all children except those of essential workers. What’s an essential worker? 

Apparently it’s anyone “who needs to be physically at work during this time.”  

Can I please be one of those?  

 

It’s April  

Our community refers to this time as “iso” because households are isolating themselves 

according to State-based regulations.  My husband trades long office hours for working 

at home. The industry he works in is busier than ever. His need for quietude during work 

hours means that I must seek alternative places for our three very small children to make 

their noise.  

 

But the parks are closed...  

And their grandparents can’t visit because they are more than 50 kilometres away from 

where we live. Travel bans won’t allow it.  

 

And the playdates have dried up. Everyone in our social circles wants to do the right 

thing.  

We go out on bike rides a lot. The skate parks are closed. At least our skateparks aren’t 

covered in mounds of bulldozed sand – as other councils have done. I feel internal rage 

building at the forced restrictions. Some of them just don’t make sense. 

 



  

    136   

During this period of isolation, I have a husband who is working stupidly long work hours 

and I am fielding three young children all day… Without the relief of school, or Kindy 

or playdates with buddies or even an outdoor park to escape to. Anyone with small 

children knows that when they’re out of sorts you get them outside or in water. That’s the 

formula that works, folks. But suddenly all my options as a parent have dried up. I feel 

very alone.  

Petrol is cheap. But we have nowhere to go. We are not allowed to travel. Queensland 

has closed its borders. 

 

I spend evenings on my latest project – drinking wine and sorting the boys Lego 

collection. I grade thousands of tiny pieces into colour and size piles. Their collection is 

enormous, and it takes two weeks until the pieces are all arranged into their neat, little 

display drawers. Wow, what an achievement. I take pictures. My handiwork is undone in 

two short days of delighted building. Now the thousands of tiny pieces live on the floor, 

in big plastic buckets or under the bed. I even discover pieces between their bedsheets. 

Days are happily passed making more imaginative and challenging Lego creations. There 

are so many mini projects built daily around the house, we take photos and start up an 

Instagram page just to display their creations. 

 

Whereas before isolation my habit was one or two glasses of wine a fortnight, somehow, 

I have deemed it acceptable to switch that frequency to every night. Maybe I should slow 

down. I switch my beverage of choice from wine to gin. It has less sugar. 

 

The unusual circumstances we’ve all found ourselves in, means that everyone is dealing 

with an intense range of emotions daily. There’s a need to tread gently wherever one 
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turns. Everyone has very firm “opinions” about the situation. There are many conspiracy 

theories floating about on social media. I read them voraciously. But I’m not brave 

enough to share anything I’m really thinking with my peers. It’s alienating. I don’t feel 

frightened by this pandemic, like many. Although we obey them, I resent the forced 

restrictions. Others welcome them. One friend shared that she won’t take her young 

children for a bike ride. She says that pulling them behind her on a bike trailer (exercise 

is allowable under state guidelines) means that she would be breaking rules because 

although she would be “exercising”, the children were not.  

 

My sister is a solo parent based in London. She lives in an area with the highest rate of 

contagion in the whole city. She is frightened by her situation. I am worried for her too. 

What if something happens to her? She thinks I am mad for not taking this pandemic 

more seriously. But my Australian-based experiences don’t match up with the 

international media stories. Am I missing something? Other friends post fear-based 

dogma all over social media and jump on anyone who questions them. One friend 

suddenly admits that she’s “not convinced that there is a pandemic at all, and would I like 

to continue letting our kids play together so we both don’t go mad?” Although if we do, 

we will have to park a street away and walk up, so the neighbours don’t dob. 

 

I go to the shops with all three children in tow. It’s something to do. I feel disapproving 

eyes on me as we spend time in the store. Do they think I’m a bad mum for putting my 

children at risk? My two-year-old sneezes once. A woman in a mask glares at us and 

scurries away in the opposite direction. It’s hard not to resent the feeling of guardedness 

that now pervades every interaction with others.  
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Each of my children needs a new toothbrush. But there’s a big sign in the aisle saying I 

am only allowed two dental items per customer. It’s trivial but I want to stamp my feet. 

There are lots of toothbrushes on the shelf. Why should I have to come back to the store 

another time to get the third toothbrush? If this virus is as contagious as claimed, coming 

back to the store means greater exposure. The inconsistency of rules and lack of common 

sense is maddening.  

 

It’s May 

This is our new normal. Despite our feelings of daily annoyance at each other, our family 

loves this new pace of life. My eldest has been growing his hair. He labels it his “corona 

cut.” I trim the other children’s hair myself. They look rad. 

 

There’s constant chaos underfoot as well as a sense of claustrophobia that comes from 

not being in nature. Beaches and state parks are still off-limits. I love having my eldest 

home from school. He is craving a deeper social connection with his peers. Me too. Zoom 

meetings and facetime sessions just don’t cut it. I was surprised by a feeling of genuine 

jealousy when an “essential worker” friend mentioned she saw another parent at school 

during the week. Jealous about school drop off? I don’t like this petty version of myself 

that’s surfaced.  

 

My husband and I both feel very connected to our eldest child for the first time in years. 

The home schooling doesn’t go smoothly most days. The school kid is distracted 

incessantly by his younger siblings. He is too young to be able to work independently and 

I’m torn in multiple directions each hour trying to get snacks, wash small hands, solve a 

math question, and wash dirty clothes at the same time. But throughout the nine weeks 
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we experience the joy of learning new things together. When he’s not being forced to do 

school worksheets, he’s a delightful child. He is now more engaged with the world. He’s 

energetic and more curious about things. He has an air of quiet contentedness that we 

haven’t seen in him since he began school three years ago. 

 

We hear stories of people suffering terrible financial hardships. As the economic 

implications of the pandemic become clearer, my husband becomes more and more 

irritated at COVID-19’s effects on the business community. Usually it’s he who is the 

calm one in our relationship. He’s usually less outwardly emotional, more reserved. I 

enjoy the shift in our marital dynamic. It’s nice not to be the outspoken one for a change. 

 

We aren’t financially unscathed. Although hubby’s salary has not been reduced during 

this time, we run a holiday apartment on the Coast. Maddeningly before restrictions were 

even in place, our bookings for the whole year were cancelled by nervous guests. The 

calendar is empty, and we suddenly have a huge second mortgage to pay off, without any 

way to subsidise it. Suddenly the rest of the year seems much scarier than just a groceries 

shortage. 

This concentrated time at home has been exasperating but filled our cups at the same 

time. In the panic of trying to stick to the curriculum with home-schooling our eldest, my 

youngest children have been largely ignored. Left to their own devices, they get into a 

whole world of mischief daily. Much mess, misadventure and mayhem ensue. We mourn 

our middle-child’s lost Kindy days, knowing how much happier he is when there. He 

probably gets more attention amidst a gang of 25 Kindy kids than he does in his own 

family of five during iso. 
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My parents arrive for lunch one day. It’s moving to witness Dad crying discretely as he 

hugs his grandkids for the first time in two months. He has been holed up in quarantine 

and then isolation with his soon to be ex-wife of nearly 50 years… Mum. Their agreement 

to separate came just as the COVID-19 tsunami hit.  

 

Our two-year-old is in fits of hysterical glee at the attention Nana and Poppy are lavishing 

on her. I feel guilty that her unmet needs for one-on-one time are so obvious.  

There is talk of school going back. I have been able to buy bacon, and baby wipes lately.  

 

Suddenly it’s June 

Our time is up. School has returned. By the end of May we became used to our new 

rhythm. It was a bittersweet feeling – I didn’t want it to end. But I am relieved that the 

pervading sense of uncertainty has finished. 

 

My husband now has a truer sense of what happens in the household while he’s at work. 

He has a new-found respect for what I do all day and understands that keeping the family 

unit harmonious underpins everything I do. Often, solving the immediate problems of 

small people takes priority over cleaning, for example. If he comes home and the house 

is in chaos, he sees that other work was happening in the background. He knows that 

snacks were made, bottoms were wiped, tears soothed, or lessons learned. And now 

having witnessed that in action, he is less task-focused on his own role as a Dad. He’s 

more present with the kids. Plus, he’s taken to cooking dinner for the family more often. 

In truth, his culinary skills far surpass mine, so everyone is pretty happy about that. We 

share new levels of mutual respect in our relationship that weren’t there prior to the 

pandemic.  
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We enjoyed getting to know our eldest son as a person better. We now have knowledge 

of what he is learning, what motivates him and what his soul yearns for. We are both so 

grateful for that. 

 

Reuniting with our community is awkward. People are cautious about sharing their 

experiences during iso. Everyone is sensitive. People in our circles have lost jobs, some 

had elderly loved ones pass away without being allowed a proper funeral. No one we 

know personally was infected by the virus. All have felt big feelings. Some loved their 

iso experience. Some found it one of the hardest things they have ever done. In six months 

hopefully this will all be water under the bridge. With regards to the lessons I learned 

about our eldest son and our marriage - there’s a depth there now that didn’t exist before.  

 

So, thanks COVID-19. Hopefully, see ’ya never. 

Kate Kitchin 
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On the Farm 

  

My mother was admitted to hospital for surgery in early March 2020 and when she left six weeks 

later the world was a completely different place. Initially, Covid was just a word on the news 

linked to faraway places. Soon, surgical procedures were limited and there was no rehab. I couldn’t 

visit my mother and it felt wrong.  

  

Overall, we were blessed. For the past few years I mainly worked from home. At 7:45am each 

weekday, after car rumbled down the driveway, I enjoyed the quiet. This changed during the nine 

weeks when everyone stayed home. Work became inefficient with constant distractions and noise. 

It was often one of my sons experimenting with opera, feverish rap, or desperately sad pop. There 

were also long and loud laments over who stole a favourite pen or laptop charger, the clanging of 

kitchen bowls and the hum of mix master hum while the next batch of sour dough or cookies was 

whipped up. It seemed that every saucepan, mixing bowl, cup, mug, and plate were used every 

day.  

 

There were many, many times in the first month I felt my head would explode when I couldn’t get 

time away to be quiet and still. I began running regularly and puffed my way up the hill for nine 

long weeks. Despite being confined for so long, it was a privilege to be able to spend time as a 

family. No matter the grating niggles of the day, the six of us ate dinner together every night. We 

talked and played charades, enjoyed my husband’s turmoil of definitely not wanting to join in but 

always acquiescing. We watched Lego Masters which inspired the boys to organise their mass of 

blocks into distinct colours then create obscure creatures.   

  

The reprieve from sporting commitments, which consumed our afternoons, nights and weekends 

was like stopping a spinning wheel. We exhaled. It was also a relief when the four kids could get 

up two minutes before the school day began without the daily stress of having to get ready to leave 

on time.  
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I thought about my eighteen year old daughter and how strange it was for her to be constantly 

around immediate family. Six weeks in, she slumped into four days of despair.  

  

A defining moment of this period was our first supermarket shop. We had not left our home for 

two weeks when my sixteen year old daughter and I, armed with antibacterial solution, ventured 

into familiar territory. It had become very different. We live in regional NSW where you always 

run into someone you knew if you popped down to the shops.  The atmosphere had become fearful. 

Whilst queuing for an antiseptic wipe pre trolley selection, I stood too close behind an older lady. 

She turned, furious and I recoiled backwards. This was not my town.  

  

For the past fifteen years, an insidious tumour slowly wove its tentacles around my friend’s optic 

nerve. Bizarrely it chose the timing of COVID lockdown to come forth with blunt symptoms. 

Meals and hampers filled with love were dropped off.  It was heartbreaking to see my friend in a 

hard place yet unable to give her a hug in fear of jeopardising her surgery. The day after her 

eight hour operation, I met a mutual friend in a park where we hugged and wept with relief. We 

then broke the law by tiptoeing over the NSW /QLD border for an ocean swim where we started 

to breathe again.  

  

Schools have now reopened. Excellent for both my eldest in year twelve and my youngest who 

became so disconnected from school, he preferred to spend his days climbing trees. I thought he 

would never go back. Our boundaries are widening, sports training resumed, impromptu chats in 

the supermarket have returned and weekday quiet reigns again. The 1000km travel to see my Mum 

is now allowable although I’m surprised at my   reluctance to leave my family, my home, and my 

town.   

              Gretel Jones 
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AWESOME - AWE-SUM OR-SOME – A time for the ages!  

2020 has definitely been a year for the ages, where unprecedented disruption has been 

experienced across society at a state, national and international level. While COVID-19 

brought great tragedy, financial hardship, if not ruin for large numbers of businesses, it also 

brought an unprecedented opportunity to approach education, student engagement and most 

importantly, learning differently. As Deputy Executive Director of Brisbane Catholic 

Education, I have seen the recent response by schools to the alternate education provision  

(AEP) as an awesome time where I experienced ‘awe-sum’ responses, while on the other hand 

the return to school as ‘normal’ has seen more of an ‘or-some’ response.   

  

Brisbane Catholic Education is a large and diverse system of schools encompassing 142 

schools with almost 75,000 students and in excess of 9,000 staff. Given the size and scale it is 

easy to get lost. The COVID-19 pandemic presented challenges and opportunities that were 

unimaginable months before. As a system leader I was struck, no more accurately described 

floored by the enormous goodwill, professionalism and positivity that emerged in the early 

days of the pandemic. It was truly awesome. I was both, surprised and inspired by the reaction 

and action occurring at schools.  Always eager to explore and learn from remarkable moments, 

teachable moments, moments of transformation, the COVID-19 event presented a possibility, 

that may well be a once in a career opportunity to nudge, lift, blend, and maybe even flip 

practice. It moved very quickly from being an awesome time to be an awe-sum opportunity. 

School after school referred to new and powerful collaboration occurring between teachers 

where the whole was greater than the sum of the parts. Synergy and connected professionalism 

characterised the way teaching and non-teaching staff worked together. Open sharing across 

year levels, faculties, schools, and Catholic dioceses across  
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Australia took place in often organic and self-organised ways. With this in mind I launched an 

initiative, titled toast2teachers through Twitter and LinkedIn to celebrate, promote and translate 

the experience on the ground. To try and capture the ‘awe-sum’ stuff.  

  

The toast2teachers campaign sought to celebrate the work of teachers and the collective 

response of schools as they supported the continuity of learning through online, blended, and 

innovative strategies. The ‘awe-sum’ responses shared, reinforced the power of creativity, 

connection, collaboration, and synergy. This toast strongly highlighted the awe-sum-ness of 

the collective response by all in schools in BCE, as I’m sure is the experience in other systems.  

  

 

  

In the crazy world of “COVID-ucation” our teachers are determined to do what we do best! I 

will be a teacher here or there; I will be a teacher ANYWHERE!  

While we’re celebrating the generosity and professionalism of teachers, let’s not forget the 

secretaries, bursars, aides, cleaners, grounds people, admin assistants, and all those others 

who are so essential to making schools work. Say thanks.  

  

I thank and acknowledge the leadership team. A team 

that works incredibly hard, challenges each other, 

laughs together, and has fun! I love learning with you 

every day!   

  

At a recent staff meeting staff at St Agatha’s  
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Clayfield shared what they valued from the AEP experience and created a snapshot which now 

hangs in our administration corridor next to the staffroom  

  

Today I toast the teachers who tried something new this week and those who encouraged and 

coached  

A toast to the incredible work they do each day (and night) to put the learning and wellbeing 

of their students first.  

  

Today I nominate all of our teachers who continue to challenge themselves with new learning 

and go outside their comfort zone.   

  

A big Shout Out to all teachers and support staff for managing one of the biggest juggling acts 

of all time in our school's history. Completely and utterly proud of you!  

  

To all the beginning teachers who, despite having only a couple of years’ experience, have 

taken all these recent changes in their stride, and are still doing everything possible to engage 

their students. So proud of you.  

  

What a time to be a teacher! I #toast2teachers for their awesome passion, commitment, 

innovation, and energy everyday …. But especially today!  

  

No doubt the past months have seen more and more awe-sum responses by teachers, support 

staff and schools as the creative, collaborative, and innovative disposition has come to the fore. 

This has been an emotionally heightened time, a time of adrenalin bursts, however with the 

return of students to school in what some refer to as the ‘old normal’ there are new challenges. 

I see the greatest challenge being the ‘or-some’ response. A response that loses sight of 
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possibility and adopts the less risky safe response. During the provision of the AEP there was 

a palpable enthusiasm, if not commitment to not going back to the old ways. This was shown 

through risk taking, whereby it became clear that it wasn’t about getting it perfect, instead it 

was about getting it more right each time. Most significantly, the power of letting go and 

allowing learners to be autonomous was emerging as transformative.   

  

These learnings revealed a strong yearning to turn things around, do things differently, very 

differently. However, the impact of a frenetic term, a crowded curriculum and a preoccupation 

on educational performance has resulted in a much too rapid return to school normal. It 

becomes less possible to turn things so there is a fall back to a return to a normal position, 

taking the ‘or’ option. The greatest weapon to falling to the ‘old normal’ is aspiring to the 

power of ‘awe-sum’   

Dr Douglas Ashleigh  
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Teachers need their students as much as the students need their teachers  

I am a science teacher at a secondary school in Brisbane Queensland.  In my classroom I strive 

to reach every student, in every class, every day.  To do this, I have employed a teaching 

practice called flipped learning for the last 7 or so years.  In flipped learning, students watch 

short, teacher-made video lessons for homework before the lesson.  Then we spend class time 

practicing and deepening knowledge with group collaborative activities.   

  

The futurist, Yuval Noah Herari says that emergencies fast track change.  This has never been 

truer for education than it was at the end of the first school term in 2020 when we progressed 

rapidly to online learning in response to the global coronavirus pandemic.  Having hundreds 

of video lessons already created, I may well have been better prepared for the transition to 

online learning than my colleagues.  However, I still found online learning tremendously 

challenging from the perspective of maintaining a personal and social connection with my 

students and maintaining a classroom community.  

  

In the last week of term 1, we had five student free days to prepare for online learning in term 

2 I already had hundreds of videos ready to press into service for online learning and I was 

already very familiar with the online learning platforms.  So I spent the student free week busily 

helping other teachers learn how to make video lessons and how to design lessons for online 

learning.  I really enjoyed being useful and appreciated the opportunity to get more teachers 

onboard with the tools of flipped learning.   

  

Whilst I was experienced with flipped learning, I didn’t have any previous experience teaching 

online during a pandemic - nobody did. It turns out that I was still unprepared for the challenges 

of online learning.  I under-estimated the importance of clear learning goals and task 



  

    149   

instructions.  I didn’t appreciate how effective face to face teaching is for engaging students in 

the lesson and motivating them to participate in the learning.  When the students are learning 

from home and they have to choose between my lessons or the Xbox or Netflix it is important 

for me to make the lesson as engaging as possible.  

  

In the classroom, I engage my students by playing an 80s song from my boom box as they enter 

the classroom while I greet each student at the door.  I then like to engage them in the lesson 

by telling them a relevant story.  To engage with my students when they are learning from 

home, I would send them an email prior to each lesson with a short video explaining the 

relevance of the concept we were learning, usually by telling a story.  In my daily email I also 

posted a song of the day and would give them a brain-teaser puzzle to solve.  Many of my 

students would race to be the first person to reply with the answer.  One time a student 

accidently hit reply all and spoilt it for everyone!  

  

In the classroom I gauge the success of the lesson based on whether I have interacted with 

every student.  Right from the start of online learning, I wanted to try and do the same thing.  I 

felt very strongly about making sure the students know that I am taking an interest in their 

learning and the work they are doing. So, I made sure that I provided feedback to the students 

every lesson.  Often, I would record audio feedback or even video feedback so that the students 

had a more personal experience.  I also really enjoyed giving students sticker feedback like 

primary school teachers would.  Surprisingly, the students appreciated this as well. I supervised 

a pre-service teacher during this time, and he did an awesome and tireless job of providing 

feedback.  Whilst he had fewer opportunities to teach from the front of the class, he certainly 

honed his feedback skills.  



  

    150   

The approach to online learning that we took at my school was called asynchronous learning.  This 

means that students do the lessons at their own pace as opposed to students dialling in to an online 

lesson.  We chose this approach because it is more student centred.  That is, it supports students 

to take ownership and responsibility for their learning.  The feedback we received from students 

was that they very much enjoyed being in control of their learning and being able to learn what, 

when and how they wished.  Students identified that they have become more independent learners.  

I am tremendously proud of the adaptability and resilience of our students to cope with this 

dramatic change in schooling.  I am sure that students have developed skills and experiences that 

will assist them to become lifelong learners.  

I firmly believe that the asynchronous approach that we chose was superior to having all students 

watching an online lesson at the same time.  Having said that, by the end of the second week I was 

really starting to miss my students and they were starting to miss their teachers.  I introduced a 

non-compulsory live drop in lesson once a week where we could have a discussion, answer 

queries, and generally catch up.  At the end of my first “live lesson”, I asked all my students to 

unmute their microphones and say something to me so I could hear their voices.  I was surprised 

how touched I was by hearing their voices and I had to turn off my camera, so the students didn’t 

see the tears in my eyes.  It seems that teachers need their students as much as the students need 

their teachers!  

This social experiment has necessitated teachers to step out of their comfort zones and take 

significant pedagogical risks.  Online learning has taken a microscope to many of our teaching 

practices and has required us to experiment, iterate and refine our practices.  Many of these 

refinements will continue to be relevant in the new normal of face to face teaching because they 

are not just good online pedagogy but are simply good pedagogy.  I am immensely proud of the 

resilience, adaptability, and creativity our teachers have demonstrated.  Our talented and dedicated 

teachers were able to apply their expertise and experience to this unique situation and continue to 
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provide quality learning opportunities to our students.  I am exceptionally proud of our teachers 

and the profession.   

Harari says that emergencies fast forward change due to necessity.  Education is traditionally slow 

to change, so perhaps this social experiment will result in some changes for the better in terms of 

sharpening our teaching practices.  However, one thing is absolutely clear, online learning can 

never replace the face to face interactions between the teacher and the student.  Learning is a very 

social construct and the relationships that develop between the teacher and the student are central.  

Steven Griffiths  
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Reflections on COVID-19 in Canberra   

Restrictions rapidly came into effect following the first confirmed case of COVID-19 in the 

ACT which was announced on 12 March 2020. The ACT Government declared a public health 

emergency on 16 March, the first time ever that such an announcement had been made. A range 

of measures quickly followed such as the announcement of increased cleaning of public 

transport on 17 March, and a statement on 23 March of immediate, albeit temporary, closure 

of all non-essential activities and businesses. All ACT schools became pupil-free from 24 

March, though options were made available for children who could not stay at home, such as 

children of essential workers.   

  

Changes came into effect rapidly and we felt fortunate to live in a time where technology made 

it possible for people to study and work from home. There was little time to perfect delivery of 

online teaching or to upskill people and enable them to work from home. For our family, this 

time created a great state of transition. My daughter is in year 12 and her school had predicted 

the possibility of a school shutdown, so had been proactive and brought forward exams to try 

and have them completed before the schools were closed.  

Unfortunately, this was not to be. From late March to mid-May content was delivered via 

Google Classroom and exams were completed online. My younger son is in his third year at 

University and all content was delivered digitally, and exams were online. My older son had 

just started a job in the Public Service in mid-March and worked for two weeks in the office, 

before his whole agency changed to working one week at home and the next week in the office. 

His agency announced full return to work from the second week in June. For my husband, his 

work changed from consulting face to face with clients, to being based in the office and 

contacting people by phone or email when further information was required.  
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I am a physiotherapist and have my own practice. Physio was deemed an essential service, so 

I could continue to work. Many patients chose to stay at home especially in first couple of 

months, but some still wanted and needed to come for treatment.. Using hand sanitiser for me 

and my patients and a stringent cleaning regime was the order of the day. There was also an 

influx of patients coming for treatment due to the stresses and strains created by adjusting to 

new working arrangements, including difficulties with setting up computer equipment 

ergonomically to work full time at home.   

  

COVID-19 brought with it some positive side effects. The early days of lockdown provided us 

with a wonderful opportunity to enjoy more time together. Every night after dinner, we either 

played a board game, competed in a family kahoot (trivia), or watched some TV or a movie 

together. This was a really special time which we all enjoyed. Friends and family stayed in 

touch by phone or text, and some friends that my son and I usually meet up with every fortnight 

decided to continue to do so virtually by using the app, Zoom.  

  

Outside, everything was quieter.  It was lovely to see people out walking or cycling together 

around Lake Burley Griffin. This walk became so congested that the National Capital Authority 

put up signs stating ‘Clockwise is COVID-wise’ to encourage pedestrians and cyclists to travel 

in a clockwise direction.  

 

The easing of restrictions has been very welcome – especially being able to see family and 

friends again. For my son being able to play tennis and soccer with friends has been wonderful. 

It is good to appreciate these small freedoms as well as the being grateful for living in a country 

where health is valued highly, and rates of infection have been so low.   

Thérèse Keily -Wynter  
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We are all in this together!  

Being a sessional lecturer always comes with a variety of challenges each year, but these 

challenges only enhance the experience of supporting students through their learning journey. 

This shared experience has provided me with a new perspective on learning as well.  

  

2020 Semester 1 commenced with enthusiasm and I looked forward to face to face workshops 

with many new and some familiar faces. Class discussions in workshops were becoming more 

relaxed and students were enjoying debating business case studies and scenarios put to them. 

By Week 3, students coming to campus were aware of the growing concern around COVID19 

and the spread of the virus globally. Hand sanitiser was shared in class for students to use and 

I asked that they distance themselves which was sometimes met with a strange reaction.  

  

An announcement was made at the end of the third week that the university were moving to an 

online platform, Easter vacation week was moved forward to give teaching staff time to 

customise our units for online delivery. To be honest, I was slightly anxious about moving 

online. I had only ever used Skype and Face time to chat to my relatives around the world and 

now I would have to implement this for myself and my fellow lecturers and the many students 

across the four campuses. I was very thankful for YouTube, Google and our Learning and 

Teaching Department which provided us with great resources to rapidly better our skills in the 

use of these technologies. Uni swiftly provided online tutorials, videos, emails with detailed 

instructions and helpful contact numbers of those IT specialists that could assist us in the 

transition in the online space until we felt confident moving forward on our own.  

  

Once the panic subsided and online workshops became routine, encouraging students to 

participate either by video or microphone was my next hurdle. They were shy and cautious at 
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first, which is something I never considered would be an issue for them being such a tech savvy 

generation. Each week more students would contribute and discussions with those that joined 

were enjoyable and engaging. The technology overall behaved itself with only slight hiccups 

and the rest of the semester’s content was delivered without any further disruption.  

Assessments rolled around and students’ anxiety was starting to ramp up.  Together with my 

colleagues we worked hard to ensure students still submitted their assessments. We approved 

extensions and special considerations for those that were on nursing placements, essential 

workers or were facing hardship due to COVID19. We answered emails at late hours and I 

personally chatted to many students providing them with the reassurance they needed to 

complete their work. It was rewarding to receive many emails of appreciation for the guidance 

and encouragement I provided.  

  

Although we are still facing challenges due to COVID19, this experience has provided me with 

confidence in knowing that I have gained knowledge and skills to work through tough and 

uncertain times.  

  

 

Maree Valle  
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The Creatives and the Arts  

 

Intimate strangers 

it 

Shadowy, shuddering, shook 

the vibrant melting pot of yesterday, 

now paralysed— 

congealed in tension 

 

Maimed --- 

its organs gouged out and 

cinched in ugly urban banalities, 

the city that doesn’t sleep 

stirs from its giant pause 

 

us 

Starved souls amble forward 

desperate for that spark— 

connection and camaraderie 

beyond the bubbles 

of our tiny Manhattan dwellings 

 

Emerging from the daily clamour 

and suspended haze of our unmoored reality 

I heed the call 

Clanging, awkward, stammering 

The metallic ricochet of pots and pans 

zing around the neighbourhood 

the seventh hour of the eve 

right on cue. 

 

the window toddler 

“Peek-a-boo!” across the canyon 
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she bounces blithely into view 

a wide-faced grin so contagious 

time is bathed in sunlight 

 

Did she draw that joyful rainbow? 

Will she be there tomorrow and next week? 

 

Weary parents in tow, kitchen utensils in hand 

Recorder and tambourine at the ready, 

my first intimate strangers plucking homespun heartstrings. 

 

the corner lady 

In the corner apartment across the way, 

her hand -bell jangles 

at once rigour and charm 

That dutiful bell 

the first day jubilant 

Today mournful – 

a death knell. 

 

the lone wolf 

Strident through the dusk 

The heartbeat of pitched percussion 

Pulses 

 

unflinching and true 

is he too a musician – 

this now his only gig? 

 

Did I alone notice his absence yesterday? 

 

This new ritual, each day 

this rallying cry 
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is a rehearsal, 

a repetition 

A 

Rep – 

e t – 

itión 

There is some comfort. 

A certainty 

in all the unknowing. 

 

basement woman 

A weeping air-conditioner frames her hands. 

While she joins the communion of the spirit, 

the whoops and cheers and clapping – 

her head remains firmly inside. 

 

On a ground floor apartment, 

fused in NY grit. 

 

the siblings 

Joy -struck! 

They cram onto their fire escape -- their wrought -iron jungle gym, and 

gulp in the evening air 

(applause is so fun!) 

satiated until tomorrow. 

 

the passer -by 

A warhorse New Yorker 

shuffles along the cracked cement. 

Even he is compelled to the din, 

walking stick to street sign 

raising hell. 
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these intimate strangers 

Are they safe? 

Or swallowed by the day’s malaise? 

It’s the sirens 

Again 

 

me 

That one was close 

Another warbles distantly 

Siren after blistering siren 

an endless litany 

shatters the fragments of day 

into shards of night 

 

And splinters my antipodean heart. 

 

Resignation. 

A heaviness 

in all the 

 

i s o l a t i o n 

 

I clap until my hands are red and raw 

until the wooden spoon has fractured 

Off my saucepan drum. 

 

you 

You are connected 

to someone who knows someone 

who has lost someone. 

You are someone. 

Who knows the abyss 
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Who could not hold your hand 

or bid farewell? 

 

I offer through my screen 

songs without words 

to plug the gaping hole. 

 

You fight for us – 

we know each other well. 

 

I’ve seen you suiting up in grim corridors, 

gravity in your stride 

all bright eyes 

and brisk waves. 

 

But I notice the imprints the masks have left behind. 

 

And so I await the evening battle-cry 

once more – 

this cacophony of sound, 

a collective howl to the sky. 

 

Catherine Gregory 
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The Arts, my Emotional Lifeline 

I was twelve years old when I first told my father that I wanted to be a writer and novelist. 

He was supportive but reminded me that I ‘d still need a REAL job. It was a statement 

born from love and a parent’s concern for their child’s financial security. As an adult, I 

understand his intention. However, at the time, they were deflating words for an 

imaginative young girl to hear.  

 

In 2020, I once again found myself reflecting upon this idea that anything artistic is not a 

‘real job’. When the COVID 19 pandemic had our government scrambling to keep the 

Australian economy afloat via generous handouts and the categorisation of professions 

into ‘Essential’ and ‘Non-essential’, the Arts were as unappreciated as ever.  

 

If I tell you I am going to “Netflix and Chill” this weekend, it’s likely you know what I 

mean, which illustrates how dependent we have become on this source of entertainment. 

However, we can’t forget that there is no Netflix without the Arts sector and the highly 

skilled and trained professionals who have the courage to devote their lives to a career 

which offers no guarantee of an income. Artistic professionals make a profound 

contribution to the needs and economy of this country but don’t receive the wage respect 

to reflect this and are readily deemed ‘non-essential’ in a crisis.  

 

Today, I am a self-employed writing coach and editor, and a single parent, and I need an 

entertainment release on a normal day, let alone in isolation 24/7 with two children, trying 

to balance earning a living with online schooling!  
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I was one of the earlier cases tested for COVID 19, which meant my children had to be 

sent away, and I couldn’t see them or my partner for a couple of weeks. I became so ill 

that I was bedridden, and it was frightening to feel this way and be completely alone. I 

desperately needed the comfort of being able to lose myself in some form of creative 

escapism. My COVID result was negative but relief was short lived. At Easter, a close 

family member had a heart attack and then my partner, my love, was told that his cancer 

was terminal. These events would be traumatic under any circumstances, but to go 

through this under the stress of lockdown was like I had sailed into a perfect storm of 

loss.  

 

Stuck at home and unable to actively ‘fix’ my problems, my only comfort was found in 

books, music, films, board games with my kids, my favourite TV series, and the joy I get 

from working with other writers in my own business. Creativity and inspiration are what 

got me through COVID19, and made me remember that now, more than ever, the Arts 

are an essential part of our economy and community. 

Kelly Rigby 
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   Cruise Ship Dancer and Paper Bag Fashionista   

I was working as a dancer on a cruise ship when the COVID-19 pandemic hit, and little did I 

know how drastically it was about to change my life onboard. We were sailing throughout 

South America when countries began closing their borders to us with all of our guests still 

onboard. We were unable to dock anywhere within the continent and our scheduled itinerary 

came abruptly to an end as the ship was sent back out to sea. Within a week, people onboard 

began showing symptoms of COVID-19 and the entire ship went into a full lockdown. The 

bars and restaurants, theatres, swimming pools day spa and gyms were all shut down as venues 

ceased to operate and became out of bounds. In order to contain the virus all guests were 

isolated in their cabins along with any crew who were showing symptoms, one of them being 

me.   

Our crisis onboard soon became a humanitarian mission, and we had a sister ship come to our 

aid with more medical staff and supplies. All healthy guests were transferred to the new ship 

via tender boats. We were granted special permission to transit through the Panama Canal in 

order to dock in Florida to disembark the guests and critically ill crew. The remaining crew 

were sent back out to sea to undergo a Centre for Disease Control directed quarantine for the 

entire ship. This meant that the majority of the ship was closed off for sanitation and another 

fourteen days in cabin isolation.   

While the company tried desperately to make repatriation plans for crew, it was near impossible 

to arrange flights out of the USA or surrounding countries as the CDC banned crew members 

from boarding commercial flights. Most countries would not even allow crew to disembark on 

their soil. In the end plans were made to begin sailing crew home to various parts of the world. 

We were all transferred to different ships via tender boat and had to once again self-isolate in 

our cabins on our new vessel. I was moved to a ship that was sailing across the Atlantic to 
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Europe where I was able to fly home to Perth from Amsterdam. I spent a total of sixty days 

stranded at sea. Stepping on land was a bittersweet moment as I was finally able to go home 

but also had to part ways with my boyfriend as he returned to the UK, not knowing when we 

would next be able to see each other.  

Upon arrival home in Perth I had to undergo a 

government ordered mandatory fourteen day quarantine 

period in a hotel. Finding myself isolated once again I 

was determined to do something productive with my 

time. I was delivered three daily meals that were left 

outside the hotel room in paper bags. After a few days 

of receiving these bags I was inspired to do something 

creative with them to commemorate this crazy time in 

our lives. Along with the paper bags I started collecting 

other items that came with the food including  

biodegradable containers, napkins, disposable cutlery, 

and some drink coasters that I found the room. With 

only a pair of scissors, a roll of cotton and lots of sticky 

tape, I set myself the task of creating an outfit from the 

recycled materials that I had accumulated.  

The original idea was a gown, something very  

extravagant and formal with a lot of detail, but the more 

I played around with the paper bags, the grander my ideas 

became. Instead of one gown, I would create a range of 

different outfits that I would showcase around the hotel 
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room. I called my range ‘PAPER BAG ELEGANZA” which consisted of five different 

designs. ‘Origami Diva’ was the first, the original formal gown I had envisaged with a 

matching bag and fascinator, followed by a ballet tutu which I called ‘The Bag-erina’. The 

third creation was titled ‘The Maria Paper-pova,’ a tennis outfit with a paper racket and visor, 

and next was a catwalk inspired number with a frilled neck and long pleated train, called 

‘Queen Quarantina.’ My final design was a super hero costume, ‘The Paper Warrior’ which 

survived a series of ninja kicks and karate moves around the hotel room. The most difficult 

part of the whole process was trying to tape myself into the costumes without any assistance 

and modelling them in front of my self-timer camera hoping they wouldn’t fall apart!   

Once I was released from quarantine I put together a short video showcasing my creations 

which received an incredible response from the public. By setting myself this little task I 

managed to stay entertained and active throughout my time in hotel quarantine. An isolation 

period that I was dreading has now become a positive memory for me during the COVID-19 

pandemic.   

  

  

Ashleigh Perrie  
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Radiance Dance  

On 23 March 2020, our physical business location ceased due to COVID19 and the journey 

began. The months that followed where a rollercoaster of ups and downs, highs and lows and 

a lesson in adaptability and creativity. Being performing artists, we naturally are no strangers 

to the world of creativity yet, this was in a new realm of its own. Within 24 hours of the 

announcement we pivoted our business plan to a fully online platform. All seventy weekly 

classes swiftly became ‘online’ and our team of ten teachers began crafting a new way to teach 

dance! We took the challenge head on knowing that this would be our new normal for the many 

months ahead.   

  

Within that 24 hours our studios transformed into recording spaces. Studios that normally were 

filled with laughter, movement, boundless energy, and vivacious passion became filled with 

TVs and microphones. The focus of our classes shifted to providing our students with some 

sense of normality and social connection which was greatly needed in such uncertain and 

unprecedented times. Dance is so much more than ‘steps’ but rather a creative outlet and social 

connection with others which during isolation proved truly important for so many. Even behind 

a computer screen, our teachers continued to inspire, motivate, and instil a love for movement 

and dance. Our students continued to develop, engage, and build their confidence. Routines 

were adapted to utilising the screen as stimulus, creative canons and movements passing steps 

from one person to another.  Students danced in their living rooms, dining rooms, bedrooms, 

garages, decks, and backyards. Any space was good enough and of course the family pets were 

the star of the show! We saw dogs and cats loving the music and movement each week. It 

highlighted to us all that where there is a will there’s a way. Our teachers set our students 

challenges such as crazy sock week, crazy hair, bring your pet to dance, find your favourite 
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costume and many more! Online classes provided students with the notion that dance (and life) 

continues no matter the circumstance.    

  

Did the thought ever cross our minds to not provide the online platform? Of course, we knew 

it was not going to be easy for anyone. A huge effort for everyone involved however, the 

message of adaptability was far louder than that of surrendering. To move, be passionate, 

persevere and stay connected with others was a necessity during the 3 months we stayed online. 

It was a long 3 months which will never be forgotten but rather remembered as a moment in 

time that taught us all so much. Dance where-ever, whenever, and however – just don’t stop 

dancing! It was never going to be perfect however, it served a purpose not only for our students 

to stay active and creative but for the small business that is ‘Radiance Dance  

Academy’ to endure. We stayed alive, the light stayed on and we sparkled!   

  

Bonnie Ross   
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Re-tuned  

(A view of nature during the lockdown)  

  

  

A plane less sky, sweet to the ears.  

The unchurned sea returns to blue.  

  

Hedgerows au naturel throb again, 

and the stars beckon deep inside.  

  

Wristwatch hours disenthroned; 

each passing car now a trespass.  

  

  

Alex Hand  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

    169   

The Pianist  

I’m a Brisbane piano teacher and freelance musician. My days are usually extremely busy, 

splitting my time between teaching at a school on the northside during the day and back again 

at my home studio for the afternoon.  I really enjoy my work which often spills into the 

evenings and weekends.   

  

My initial reaction to teaching piano online was relief that I would be one of the lucky ones to 

be able to continue my work relatively unscathed.  Leading up to the threat of schools closing 

weeks before the Easter break, my colleagues and I were fearful we would be among many 

unemployed. It was a welcome relief to be able to continue teaching.  

On a personal front I chose to self-isolate on my own as did the rest of my family in nearby 

suburbs. Although forever grateful for technology and distance catch ups it was initially lonely 

and stressful, not knowing what the future would hold.  My self-imposed isolation meant not 

seeing my partner, family, or friends.  I only ventured out for morning walks in a nearby park 

and chose to have my groceries delivered.   

  

As the threat of the pandemic became real and more and more people were impacted 

financially, the security of my work changed.  Panic set in for a short period as students 

disappeared off the radar.  Of course, at this time compassion was needed to be given to those 

affected but it didn’t help me to not fear for the future.  Fear of the unknown often seems to be 

worse than reality.  I recalled back to my high school personal development classes, we learnt 

that we could deal with one or two major things turning pear shaped in our lives, but when 

more areas are affected, it’s no surprise we may go into melt down.    
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I soon got into a routine of going for a morning walk – a luxury to my usual routine.  I 

discovered new recipes and ate a relaxed, healthy breakfast before starting lessons at an 

unusually reasonable hour.  As the days became chillier, I must confess I enjoyed wearing my 

slippers during lessons - hidden from the computer camera of course!  

  

I can’t describe how happy I was to see my students beaming faces on the screen.  Not only 

was I needing a purpose, many of them also needed the personal connection and some sense 

of normality.  Students from one child families, particularly, looked forward to their weekly 

lessons and several even wanted to continue throughout the holidays.    

  

Online teaching brought many challenges to start with.  To begin, I was relying on phone data 

to hotspot to my computer for skype lessons.  Living on my own I had no need for a fancy 

broadband plan.   I quickly signed up for an NBN plan, which didn’t eventuate due to technical 

issues in the street connection (that’s another story!)  Thankfully, my sister lives nearby and I 

was able to set up a keyboard in the corner of my garage where I was able to share her internet 

connection.  

  

I faced technical issues when the internet connection was poor. During this time, humorous 

musical compositions made their way around social media depicting the sound of online 

lessons gone wrong - lost internet connections with gaps in pieces, white noise, frozen images 

and so on.  It was a welcome relief to know teachers all around the world were facing the same 

issues.  We were all in it together.   

  

I experienced voice strain.  I had to keep reminding myself that my students were not actually 

miles away.  I became one of those people who shouted through the telephone!  My preparation 
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had to change when planning my lessons.  Before each lesson I would need to be organised 

and locate student’s scores, as I could no longer peer over shoulders.  For weeks I was 

surrounded by a myriad of books.  

  

On the plus side, students became more independent and more responsible for their learning.  

No longer could I point to bars on their music. They needed to become more aware and 

concentrate harder for each moment of their lesson (no longer was I doing all the thinking!).  I 

discovered several students responded better to online lessons as they were needing to focus 

harder to make the lesson productive.  I discovered new ways to teach and I learnt to slow 

down. This was actually beneficial for students who require a slower pace of learning. It 

actually led to a better learning outcome.  

  

As we ease back into some kind of normality, some students have opted to continue online 

lessons. The forced online learning has set up a platform to offer lessons when students are 

unable to be driven to lessons or when feeling a little unwell.  It’s a safe way to offer lessons 

without being subjected to contagious colds.  

  

Looking back, it was an extremely challenging time, but we made it and have learnt from the 

experience.  

Catherine Stirling  
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Diary of a Graphic Designer  

March 18, 2020  

The last two weeks have been crazy. Next week it seems there won’t be any more 

international flights in or out of Australia. DFAT put a directive out last night urging 

Australians to come home immediately. Will all air travel cease soon? I am worried about my 

brother – does he have health insurance, what happens if he is laid off, and how would he 

return to Australia?   

  

Only last week my mother said I was being ‘melodramatic’ when I insisted she stay at home. 

Now she is calling her friends and encouraging them not to go out or babysit grandchildren. I 

am careful not to alarm her and stay positive. One of my sisters is ‘stood down’ from her job 

of 33 years. The other is dealing with lots of sick scared people and an overwhelming workload. 

I am worried about her too.  

  

There’s been a lot of misinformation and rumours circulating especially on social media about 

this virus. I feel quite well informed in contrast, perhaps because I work in a government 

department and know where to access the right information maybe.   

  

I have just started ‘working from home’ indefinitely which I am pleased about. I may be 

designing part of the COVID graphic material needed to communicate information to the 

general public such as online animations and graphics, documents, signs, and press ads but it’s 

uncertain. Everything is uncertain.  

  

March 21, 2020  
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Getting more concerned about my brother and worried if he got the virus. At least he has 

managed to sort health insurance out. I am reading and seeing dreadful news from America - 

could he even get treatment? Even here the hospitals are struggling to cope, and we have run 

out of masks.   

  

Today more announcements have happened and the whole country is going into lockdown. 

There are police in supermarkets! People have been arrested for fighting over toilet paper. It's 

so unpredictable and very scary.   

  

I’ve been walking every day to demark where my work day ends and get some air and exercise. 

I’ve explored my inner city suburb and found so many walking paths along the creek and streets 

of great houses. It’s still warm and the sun is setting past six. There seems to be thousands of 

people out exercising along these paths with me.    

   

It's been 73 days since this virus was discovered.  

  

April 3, 2020  

It is still hard to get groceries especially any tinned food, rice, meat, sanitisers, soap, vegetables 

are really expensive and so is toilet paper if you can find it. I am spending double on groceries, 

quickly dashing through the supermarket in my mask.  

  

Everything has shut down and everyone who still has a job is working from home or WFH. 

WFH is wonderful but not without challenges. The small design team I work in, are now 

developing a style guide for ‘Unite against COVID-19’ for the whole of government and 

external agencies. The style guide will establish consistent design elements and branding are 
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applied to communication material across government. It’s essential for the public to 

distinguish what is official information and this is one way to achieve it. We check colours, 

line weights, size, design billboards, press ads, make decisions, check accessibility online, 

provide advice on TVC’s, design icons, templates the list goes on.   

  

May 9, 2020  

I haven’t seen any of my friends for months now. I am really missing lunching at my favourite 

cafes, looking at art, the cinema, seeing live music and swimming. I miss seeing my sister, who 

thoughtfully is staying away from us just in case she has been exposed to the virus in her 

workplace.   

  

I’ve been incredibly busy with work this past month – lots of hours and unpredictable work 

with great urgency has to be done. It is mainly COVID related work, but other work too, like 

events that now need to be reconfigured to happen online or have been delayed. Work blurs 

into my personal life and time like never before.  

  

24 June 2020  

Finally, I’ve had lunch at one of my favourite cafes – the food and coffee tasted amazing. I’ve 

spent real ‘quality time’ with friends and family – and this has been the most positive 

experience during these past months. Now friends are available during the week and weekends, 

along with their adorable children. No more diary clashes and rushed catch ups in busy cafes 

super-tired from a busy week. We talk about how changed our lives are; our family members 

and how they are coping; people we know who have lost their jobs and how we’re finding 

there’s more time – a different type of time.   
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We have time to sit on the veranda, watch the sun set, cook better meals, exercise, read books, 

garden, sew, and create beautiful things for the fun of it. We can briskly walk to the local coffee 

shop during our work day in the suburbs breathing fresher air, admiring neighbours gardens, 

patting dogs, and chats over a fence. There’s less traffic, strangers are friendlier, there’s more 

kindness and there’s more patience. I want it to stay like this.   

  

I don’t talk about the virus anymore. My brother remains in America.  

Angelina Martinez  
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The Professional Photographer  

It seemed to appear so suddenly, even though it had been looming overseas for months. 

Although a pandemic was not entirely unexpected by our learned chief medical officers and 

epidemiologists!  

  

Initially, I as an individual felt quite initially overwhelmed, that work had to stop immediately, 

and that we might not be able to go out for six months.  

  

As a woman with a family comprising of two IC two millennials, two dogs and one elderly 

parent, my initial response was to take shelter in the safety of our home. I found it odd that 

colleagues and friends didn’t take it seriously, even urging me to ignore the rules and go out to 

work regardless. And most of us found we have a friend or three who subscribed to all the 

conspiracy theories that they could lay their hands on.  

  

For the first four weeks, while the restrictions were strictest, staying at home seemed to be the 

only way forwards. But I slowly became aware of friends and family who worked in essential 

jobs, telling me how they wished they could stay home, that their employers didn’t take the 

risk seriously.   

  

Even at the eighth week, when our esteemed chief medical officers implore people to “stay 

home if sick”, I heard of friends and colleagues diminishing their own unwellness (it’s only a 

sniffle) that imperilled everyone who is attended that workplace.  

  

There seems to be a divide, a chasm, between those who don’t want to catch this illness and 

those that feel they won’t catch it. Some feel they are immune by eating garlic, or whatever 



  

    177   

home-grown crackpot theory they subscribe to and that even if they do catch it, it won’t really 

affect them or anyone else.  

  

Many of us live in a home with multiple people – each of whose circumstances and exposures 

are different. For example, I’d rather stay home and wash my hands endlessly for the next year, 

but my two-i-c can’t wait to go out and will be lining up at the sports/social club doors on the 

day they re-open.   

  

The government says it’s safe, so it must be so.  

  

Apart from the immediacy of the health crisis, financial impacts have taken their toll in unseen 

and surprising ways. For example, my own income ceased at the start of February, as my clients 

started to realise what was coming and cancelled all future work.   

  

Even though I have a roof over my head, and food on the table, putting petrol in the car has 

suddenly become a big challenge, as is paying for a haircut.   

  

It’s a hard thing to hide when you don’t have petrol to drive across town to collect something 

(my friend is lending me some boots for winter). Fortunately, she dropped them to me. Many 

people seem unaffected financially, and are still going into their office, and earning their 

regular wage. It’s not something that I’d want to reveal that I have not had any income for three  

months…  

  

A client called the other day, with a cheery “howzit going?” opening line, it’s a hard thing to 

not reveal the truth, esp. when they were not calling to book-in some work…  
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Friends have said, “wow, I can’t believe you’re not still out working”, not understanding that 

my clients have cancelled…   

  

But all that said, after the darkness of the night, the sun will rise again.   

  

I am relatively well.  

  

I have very tidy cupboards, a very tidy shed, a very clean car, very clean windows, and there’s 

not a weed in-sight in the garden!  

  

It has been an odd experience, not having any work. In the past, not having work would equate 

to some kind of personal insufficiency – I’m too expensive, my work’s not good enough, I’m 

too slow. The tendency is to look inward and address the cause. But this is an external factor, 

something affecting my clients’ capacity to hire me, and I have to trust that they will survive 

themselves, and remember me one day…  

  

And at some point, I do believe, someone will remember, “Ah yessss, we might just call her 

and book-in those photos we need done” and the wheels of my micro-economy will start to  

turn again.  

  

Two IC = second in-charge  

Adrienne Dufficy  
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ISOLATION  

We are truly blessed to live in Australia. Home isolation is a privilege not everyone can afford, 

and we must never forget that.  

  

As an introvert, I finally had an excuse to stay home. The pangs of guilt I usually felt when 

hibernating evaporated.  Hey, it must be ok if everyone is doing it.  

  

The streets were surreal and quiet. It was calm, and there was no traffic. It was as if it was 1903- 

and we all would go out promenading in our local suburb in the afternoon. I felt like I should have 

had on a bowler hat and a black umbrella.   

  

My industry- the film industry- was one of the first to shut down, and I lost 100% of my work.  

  

For the last 25 years I have dutifully edited other people’s projects- made other people’s films a 

reality. Suddenly I had the space to do something creative for myself. When I was forced  

‘not’ to work, ideas started coming.   

  

I really wanted to know how the rest of the world was coping with COVID 19.  

People were suffering worldwide, and they didn’t have a voice- other than being reduced to sound 

bites on CNN.  

  

I was seeing how I was battling internally with myself and felt others must be too.   

Isolation, and the fear of the unknown, with no expiry date do funny things to a person. With no 

end in sight I could see I was getting anxious and depressed.  
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So, I launched a global feature documentary from my home office in Sydney, with my daughter 

home schooling in the other room.  

  

While the pandemic raged on in other countries, Australia came out lightly. Lockdown restrictions 

eased, and we all felt a certain complacency.  

The government was moving forward with exit strategies, but it didn’t quite seem real.  

  

And it hasn’t been. We still practice social distancing, still work from home, still don’t have work. 

We can go out in small groups, and even go to a restaurant, but the grim reality that the pandemic 

will be around for a long time- into next year - has given rise to a certain hopelessness.    

  

Rich vs poor, country vs country, we are slowly spiralling down the emotional depths of the 

unknown.  

The world is silently losing its mind. From denial, to anger, and fear. Everyone is in survival mode.  

Every country is battling their own version of this pandemic in their own way and trying to keep 

their head above water.  

We are not even close to being out of this.  

And by no means have we come together yet.  

I wait for that day. When countries help each other, and we come together united in our humanity.  

We grow, we evolve, and we might end up in a better place than where we started.  

 

That’s what I want to see in my film.  

www.IsolationTheMovie.com  

  

Kris Rowe  

http://www.isolationthemovie.com/
http://www.isolationthemovie.com/
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Work and Employment in a Pandemic  

  

Self-Isolation  

Day 12   

It’s been a pruning 

back a crash course 

in living simply. 

 

No sequins or street wear or 

social camouflage just two sets 

of house clothes one today, the 

other, tomorrow, cupboards 

bulging with fashion trends 

superfluous to this lifestyle. 

 

 

A small box of food delivered, 

carefully portioned to last the 

week, fresh vegetables cherished, 

kitchen waste reduced, small meals 

cooked with reverence, slowly 

savoured. 

 

No work or meetings 

nothing to huff and puff 
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about or to burr up with 

impatience at someone late, 

no purchasing more stuff or 

clogging the mind or 

overfilling the days. 

 

It’s been a pruning 

back a crash course 

in living simply. 

I still have a 

long way to go, 

but I hear 

there’s an abundance of time. 

  

Margaret Clifford   
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 View from the Top  

“Hang on”, I pull one set of ear plugs out and replace them with another, from Zoom to a 

mobile call. A friend needs advice for a workmate. The boss has asked this worker to stand 

down and they are refusing so now the boss is telling them to sign a waiver relieving them of 

responsibility for costs if the worker contracts COVID-19 at work.   

  

Quick visit to the Qld Council of Unions website and provide appropriate advice. Switch plugs 

back only to realised that the Zoomers are now all experts on some aspect of industrial law 

having just heard the whole conversation.   

  

Ok Zoomers I say. We get through a bit more work and then my daughter needs help to set up 

a temporary desk in her room because it is too cold to work on the deck. Will do it after zoom.  

  

More work and then a Facebook message arrives. “Premier giving a press conference.  

Important to watch.” Quick let’s finish the zoom meeting, but before we can, someone is 

shouting at the front door. Damn forgot I told my nephew he could come and finish a job for 

me because I’m working from home at the moment.   

  

Let the workers in, fix the desk, back to the Zoomers to finish off.   

  

I leave the Zoom and back to Facebook to finish off responding to a person’s comment. Like 

all health professionals, I feel overwhelmed by the misinformation on social media. If I had a 

thousand hours today it wouldn’t be enough so I try to educate by responding to the few 

comments that come from the commentators, I know, and think will be receptive. Who knows?   
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Maybe it will work, maybe it will fail but if every health professional just spent a few minutes 

a day doing this maybe we would win. By winning I mean getting people to understand science, 

evidence-based practice, biology, and physiology. Giving people the capacity to think critically 

and assess new information, to sort the wheat from the chaff.   

  

Ok so what is the issue de jeur? Today it is schools re-opening, so people are now contacting 

me demanding they remain shut. Last week people were contacting me demanding they reopen. 

So, I try to talk to as many people as possible. That’s right talk not broadcast thoughts on social 

media to as many people as possible, but actually communicate with one person at a time. 

Understand their thinking, shift their understanding, allow mine to be shifted, build a 

relationship and you know, be real human beings. We have done that a lot in our time here on 

earth, evolved to grow more successful through communicating and socialising with real 

people to solve real problems. Ask them for help, understanding and civility. Really hard to do 

on social media land but we can’t give up there either.   

  

The issues have changed over the weeks. Where’s the toilet paper? We need hand sanitiser. We 

need volunteers. These people have no food and can’t get to the shops. These people have lost 

their jobs. These people are being evicted. These people have tenants that won’t pay their rent. 

These people want a mine opened. These people want it closed. I want people to sign up to an 

app so we can keep health workers safe. Hundreds if not thousands of health workers – nurses, 

doctors, admin officers, wardies, allied health professionals and pathology scientists have died 

in Italy, Britain, Spain, China, the USA, and no doubt in lots of places that we have not had 

accurate reports from. That is shocking. Health workers at all ages. Never seen anything like it 

in thirty plus years of being involved in health care. Yet still I feel like I have to beg people to 

do what I think is the right thing and download the app. Keep your coffees, keep the banging 
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pots at 7pm and saying nice things on social media. If you really want to do something nice for 

health workers, download the app.   

  

Just got to keep on trying to help another person, another community group, another business 

in our community. Solve the problem and move on to the next usually using technology I didn’t 

know existed. “Look out honey cause I’m using technology” as Iggy Pop would say.  

What’s a hash tag? #TheTakeawayMessage #BackTheApp. #NowIGetIt.   

  

Phone the latest group I’m trying to connect with. Spoken with community service 

organisations, restaurant and café owners, school principals, P&C/P&F Presidents and now  

I’m ringing nurses and midwives to say Happy International Midwives and Nurses Day. To 

say keep up the great work.   

  

So many people, so much need, so much help available, so many thoughts about recovery for 

people and our community. So many conflicting views on what we should all be doing.    

  

School day is done already.  Take my daughter to the park to kick the footy and feel human.  

Look at all those people feeling human too. Great to see so many people in our parks. Before 

COVID-19, as a regular runner, I had a nodding acquaintance with many people on the track 

at our local park. Occasionally I still see my exercise friends but more often than not I miss 

them in the crowds. We see our neighbours walking to and from the park. We see them more 

often now because we all walk in the same direction at the same time each day. Not heading to 

scouts, music, soccer and everywhere else our normal lives take us.   

  

Park done it is back home to listen into a phone conference for a briefing from the Premier.  
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MPs from around the state, asking questions that matter to their community. Questions about 

things I’d never thought of or just aren’t an issue in my community.   

  

My other daughter disappears for her daily bike ride with a friend. There is no part of the 

community they haven’t explored on a bike. Fantastic to hear about each of the places they are 

“discovering”. COVID is hard on kids and teenagers. Being off school sounded fun, until the 

realisation hit that this meant being off friends too.   

  

More calls to constituents to check how they are progressing. Each conversation takes at least 

fifteen minutes and I can hear the gun fire from Fortnite in the background as one of my 

daughters battles a common enemy with her friends. Fifteen minutes minimum for each call. 

Even if you put in a couple of hours you don’t get far, and it really is hard to concentrate with 

gunfire in the background. People are happy to share their personal stories. They are 

appreciative of advice. They like to check if what they have heard is true. They like to hear that 

there are lots of community groups, volunteers and local small businesses trying to help.   

They like to tell you what they think. They like you to listen.   

  

750pm already. Better make just one more call. Don’t want to ring people after 8pm. Time for 

dinner with the family. They are patient and caring. My wife is a cancer nurse, so she has a 

huge heart. Why is it that every “discussion” with a teenager feels like an argument you can’t 

win? There is no quarter given at any time, but especially not in the middle of global pandemic 

and not at the dinner table. At least we are at the dinner table, together, safe and at home.   

  

Bit of jig saw before tv, reading and bed. Down to the blue pieces now. Every piece we find is 

a victory. Late night call to my brother to check on how my Mum is going in her nursing home. 
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I didn’t get a chance to call today. It was too early when I first thought of it, lunchtime the next 

time, then nap time and then it was too late.   

  

Late night Facebook exchange with health professional friend. Sorting out a few ideas and 

providing a bit of support. Really need to sleep so we can do it all again tomorrow starting with 

paying a few bills, doing some laundry, and thinking about the future. All before 7am.   

  

Life in the time of COVID you ask? It is different. It is busy. It is challenging. It is fulfilling. 

It is full of opportunities to connect with your community, to support your community and to 

grow as a person. It too will pass but hopefully the lessons we have learned won’t be forgotten.   

Joe Kelly MP  
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Globe Trotters  

January 2020 – My husband, Wilf, and I had spent the past 6 months taking a well-deserved 

break from the working world. It had been time to slow down, travel Europe and visit friends 

across the globe.  It had been a wonderfully refreshing and exciting time, quite strange to spend 

almost six months together 24/7.  We had talked in recent years about working  

“somewhere else” once the children had left home.  We were both keen for change.   

  

As it turned out, time for change had come.  Earlier that month, our son, Josh, had moved to  

Texas US for his first graduate job.  Having spent recent secondments to Seoul and to 

Kununurra, our daughter, Georgie, was back working in Brisbane.  So, when Wilf was offered 

a job in the UK, the timing felt right.  Barely had we unpacked our holiday bags and we were 

arranging removalists.  

  

I remember sitting in our hotel room in Hobart working out our plans.  Wilf was starting work 

in early February.  I would stay in Brisbane longer to sort things out, so I booked my flight to 

London via Houston for the end of March.  I remember at the time there being something on 

the news about a virus in China.   

  

June 2020 – Wilf and I have been apart for almost 5 months now. Our life has certainly changed 

in a way we could never have imagined.    Fortunately, we had racked up all those credits 

together on our trip last year.  After several flight cancellations I am due to leave for London 

in two weeks.  That is if my approval to leave Australia is granted.  I was told by the Department 

of Home Affairs to expect to hear a few days before my flight is due to leave.  I feel anxious 

just writing that.    
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We have discovered that being a “global family” in the middle of a pandemic is not ideal.  

Thank goodness for technology.  I communicate with everyone most days. Navigating the 3 

time zones is tricky but we try and catch up each Sunday morning for a video linkup which 

usually lasts for around 1 ½ hours and is good to share some laughs and check that we are all 

ok. But gentlemen, that hair!   

  

Wilf’s life was certainly turned upside down when within a few weeks of starting his job he 

found himself in the new position of “Kent and Medway NHS COVID-19 Strategic  

Commander”.  It has been an interesting and a challenging experience to say the least – but 

that’s a whole other story! Having spent the first four months in lockdown with friends, Wilf 

recently moved into our house in Canterbury, Kent with seventy removalist boxes for company. 

He rang me at 3am his time yesterday and said he really needs me to come now. Seems like 

we are running out of those credits that we built up together last year.  

  

Shortly after starting his new job with Macquarie Bank in Houston, Josh went into lockdown 

which has proved pretty isolating when you have just moved to a new country and know very 

few people other than your flat mate and his dog. Bentley, the beautiful Australian Shepard, 

has been a godsend for Josh, and for me.  Houston is now opening up but new COVID19 cases 

are skyrocketing with hospitals under significant pressure. Josh’s back up plan if things got too 

bad was to join us in the UK for a while and work from there but US travel restrictions mean 

that he currently won’t be allowed back into the US.  That had been a tough realisation for him, 

so he had decided last week that he had no option for his mental health other than very 

cautiously start to engage more with the outside world. But that was a week ago when cases in 

Texas had dropped to 1,200 per day. A week later they are at 5,500 per day. So much for 

making America great again.  
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Leaving my daughter, Georgie, was going to be very hard for me, knowing that it would be 

extremely difficult to get back to Australia to visit her. I was however comforted by the fact 

that she would be in one of the safest places in the world.  She had been offered a place to study 

the Bachelor of Civil Law (BCL) at Oxford University in September and had agonised over 

whether to accept – she felt like the Oxford experience would be severely diminished this year 

and it was so expensive. Deferral wasn’t an option which was really disheartening for her and 

I couldn’t help worrying about leaving her during these times. But unexpectedly things changed 

when out of the blue she was offered a full Oxford scholarship. It was such an amazing 

achievement and an incredible gift during COVID19.  Suddenly three of the family could be 

in the same country!  

  

COVID19 has certainly changed my world but I feel like I am one of the lucky ones, despite 

my own stresses and anxieties. I am lucky that I have had the time to take care of our family 

welfare rather than worrying about paying the rent. Suddenly in my mid-fifties I have 

housemates - my friends who were due to move into our house in July arrived four months 

early (they have a whole other story involving Indonesia and Afghanistan). I do hope to be 

reunited with my husband in two weeks, but nothing feels certain. I had originally planned to 

divide my time between UK & Australia but now I will be saying goodbye to my beautiful 

mother, sisters, my faithful Westie, Jock, and other family and friends, not knowing when I 

will see them again - in some cases not knowing if I will see them again.   

What a strange world it has become.    

  

Carmel Williams  
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View from the Airport  

 I have a serious aversion to rollercoasters, mostly because of the heights some of them travel 

to, along with the noise, speed, and my total lack of control in which direction they might go. 

In fact, while visiting the historic Tivoli Gardens in Copenhagen, I felt ill just watching the 

various rides and rollercoasters while standing on the perfectly safe brick pathway. Despite my 

genuine dislike for rollercoasters I find myself forced to go on this one to see where it goes and 

what thrills and spills it has in store for me.   

  

In January, after a fantastic Christmas holiday and an abundance of quality family time, I 

returned to my role as Lounge Manager at a major airport. The year began at a pace, the post-

holiday glow quickly fading with deadlines, budget cuts, and pressure to transform the business 

into something new and untried. By the end of January news of a novel coronavirus and its 

impact in China began to filter into life in lounges. The International Lounge, normally buzzing 

with families off to ski in Japan or the States seemed quieter than previous years. China Airlines 

and Cathay Pacific virtually stopped using our lounge and we began fare welling fewer guests 

in general. The team in this lounge seemed anxious and worried. Many of the team are from 

China, South Korea, Thailand, and Japan and were receiving direct reports from loved ones at 

home of the devastating impact this virus was having.   

  

With limited information about the virus, we worked with what we had. I attended weekly 

briefings with onsite medical team and various other experts. Their initial interpretation was 

that the virus presented a very low risk. This information is what I shared with my team 

throughout February as we also provided information to our team about hand hygiene etc. 

Suddenly though, the team requested to wear gloves and face masks. This seemed so ridiculous 

to me, we worked with thousands and thousands of people each and every day and picked up 
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their used plates, cutlery and glassware and wiped down hundreds of tables, why now the 

sudden desire for protection? Sure, there were a few cases now in Australia, but did they not 

believe we were low risk in our workplace?   

  

For a relentless three weeks from the end of February into March I lead daily briefings in 

Domestic and International lounges and tried my best to relay the experts’ messages and keep 

the team calm and informed. However, with so many conflicting sources of information, why 

would they believe me, when a team member whose father was in lockdown in Wuhan was 

receiving information at the source? Another team member’s best friend lives in Shanghai 

where they have been on alert for a potential medical emergency for six months! It was hard 

to influence the staff views during a 15min mid-service briefing.   

  

By March, the situation seemed a lot more threatening. Hand sanitiser bottles became the most 

decorative item in the lounges. Definitely a popular item, along with toilet paper deemed 

‘complimentary’ by so many guests. We rang every supplier we could think of to source 

sanitiser, wipes, and chemicals but they were already in short supply. With fewer guests on 

each day’s forecast it seemed more and more likely that we would close off some lounges and 

therefore reduce shifts dramatically on the roster. The normal seven-page roster was reduced 

to five pages and released. I immediately faced questions, abuse, and tears. For the first time 

in my career I could not offer shifts to people in my team. Not only that, but the roster was only 

for a week (normally 2-3) as we were planning to conduct conversations to stand down excess 

employees in the next week. I felt gutted and guilty.    

  

On Sunday night 22 March the prime minister announced to all Australians that the pubs would 

close from midday the next day, Monday 23 March. There were various other places now 
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required to close due to level 3 social distancing restrictions, but I only remember hearing about 

pubs, clubs, and restaurants. I kept checking my phone all night waiting for the call or message 

to say the lounges would not open tomorrow. I went to work as normal and started my Monday 

just as any other, but with the overwhelming feeling we were doing the wrong thing. At 2:12pm 

the inevitable text came through. We were to close lounges in 10 minutes time due to 

government regulations. It was frantic and surreal. Once the last guests had departed the lounge 

and the front doors were locked, we heard the familiar Ding, ding of the lounge PA system, 

then, one of our colleagues began singing “I Still Call Australia Home”.    

  

The days that followed were difficult, every team member was invited to a meeting to discuss 

what a ‘stand down’ meant, and how this situation would affect them, and they were provided 

with personal support options. Meanwhile the lounges were being put into hibernation.  I really 

had to tap my inner reserves over those few days to keep delivering the news. After six years 

with the majority of this team I thought I knew a lot about them. During these meetings I 

learned more than in the entire time I had worked with them. Those who I thought would be 

most disadvantaged took it all in their stride. Others who I believed would be understanding, 

were concerned, and demanding. One of our team, a refugee from Syria with seven dependants 

at home, said “This is nothing, I lived through six years of a war. We will all be fine and get 

through this.” Another new starter with only one day of annual leave to use, quoted his 

favourite childhood dinosaur book, “If you don’t go through the fear, you will not see the 

beauty on the other side.” Messages such as these of hope, strength and courage will stay with 

me for a long time.   

And so, this rollercoaster ride continues, and I continue to take each fast turn as it comes. I  

 like them now, even less than before.           Alexandra Crichton 
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 The Best Laid Plans of Mice and Men often go Awry          Robert Burns  

And so, it begins. Sitting at the gate, I am ready to passenger down to Melbourne to begin my 

final seven sectors to complete my command upgrade on a Qantas Boeing 737. Six months of 

relentless full-time study, seven full flight simulator check rides with more malfunctions then 

would occur in a lifetime of flying, twenty-three flying sectors with a training Captain 

analysing every-thing and criticizing everything. I was mentally and physically ready for it. 

What I was not ready for was an email from head of Qantas operations just before I boarded, 

saying you are stood down without pay until further notice at the end of the week.  

  

Shock is a strange word. As pilots we are trained to react to things happening around us: to 

gather information, review it, analyse it, decide what to do and to evaluate an outcome or 

GRADE as we call it. Lots of thoughts went through my head. Strangely enough, the first thing 

I did was to cancel my Netflix subscription.  We are trained to focus, and it is part of who we 

are so after the initial shock I decided there was not much I could do about it, so I focused on 

the task at hand and put other thoughts behind me for consideration at a later date.  

  

The next two days were a blur as I flew multiple sectors under the watchful eye of a senior 

training captain making sure I did everything I was trained for to the best of my ability. To say 

that my stand down notice was a distraction was an understatement. The threat of job 

termination is always a very stressful event. This coupled with a command upgrade assessment 

was probably one of the most stressful periods in my life.   

  

When the training captain gave me a smile and handed over my brand new four gold bar 

epaulettes signifying completion of my upgrade, I could almost not contain the smile spreading 

across my face. Reality however has a way of bringing one back down to Earth as of course I 
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knew that I would be lucky to even have one flight as a brand-new captain before my stand 

down came into effect.  

  

Sometimes things do work out OK. The training captain was well aware of my situation and 

had organized for me to race up to operations control and have my paperwork processed ASAP 

so I could get at least some sectors in before I was stood down. As he bid me farewell on my 

way to the lift, I did have an extra spring to my step. So much so that when an elderly lady was 

walking towards the lift, I held the doors for her as I was more than happy to wait. She said a 

very nice thank-you in a friendly Canadian accent and asked me if I minded waiting for her 

friends to catch up. As the elevator filled to the brim with elderly people I enquired where they 

were they headed. When they replied they had just got off the Ruby Princess cruise ship and 

were headed back to Canada I tried not to crawl up the back wall of the elevator!  

  

Fortunately, I did not catch anything!  

Colin Steel  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

    196   

From the Cockpit  

  

I live in Brisbane with my wife Lauren, and have two beautiful daughters, Lucy, who lives in 

the UK, and Stephanie, who lives around the corner. Stephanie has a son, Valentino and a 

daughter, Stella, who bring us a lot of joy.   

  

I retired in November 2018 after 35 years as an international pilot with Qantas. I adapted to 

retirement by flying my four seat Cessna to rural communities. I work with Angel Flight, a 

wonderful organisation, which helps organise charity flights for people who need to travel from 

rural and remote areas to major cities for medical appointments or treatment. Pilots who have 

their own aeroplane and meet the necessary standards can donate the use of their aircraft and 

time to do this flying. In the last year, I’ve flown sixty five flight hours for Angel Flight, 

meeting some truly inspirational people. I’ve flown to outback Queensland and back and take 

great satisfaction from this work.  

  

The COVID-19 crisis has virtually stopped all Angel Flights so far this year, with limited flights 

scheduled. This means there are many vulnerable people, some facing serious illness, who may 

have to travel by other, more expensive means and face long journeys. Imagine having to 

endure a 12-hour drive after something as gruelling as chemotherapy.   

  

I also work as a motorcycle coach about once a month, which is an activity l enjoy. I have been 

riding and racing motorcycles for more than 50 years. Passing on my knowledge and passion 

for people joining this wonderful sport is very satisfying. Unfortunately, this activity has been 

suspended for now as well.   

The lockdown and the loss of these activities have produced a melancholy, a path  
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to depression if left unchecked. Fuelled by a lack of purpose and too much time in front of the 

television, I find it a struggle sometimes to pick up the guitar and play a few country tunes. No 

doubt a relief for my wife, whose tolerance for country music is limited.   

  

That said, I’m grateful for our lot during this crisis. We are all in good health, and my hat is off 

to those who have put themselves in harm’s way to fight the COVID-19 threat.   

  

On a brighter note, in mid-May, my friend Dave Godbolt, who runs three laboratories at various 

hospitals in Brisbane, connected me with the team at Queensland Pathology. They approached 

me with an opportunity to fly some COVID-19 test kits up to Rockhampton and return with 

samples for testing. Dave and I had a terrific day flying up to Rocky and back, and it felt good 

to be contributing in a small way to help out. After all, we’re all in this together.   

  

Philip Brook  
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The Airline Chef  
 

I am a qualified chef and have been working in the hospitality industry for over thirty years.   

More recently, I’ve been working in the airline catering industry for the past five years.  I am 

originally from England but moved to Australia in 2003 and live in our renovated Queenslander 

home in Camp Hill with my wife and two young boys, aged seven and nine.  I am passionate 

about football (soccer to the Australian audience), and have been an active committee member, 

player, and coach a local football club for over sixteen years.  Catering has been such an 

amazing gift in my life and has taken me all over the world to live and work in countries such 

as France, U.A.E, Scandinavia, United States of America, and Australia.  

Now however, my daily routine is unrecognisable from only a few short weeks ago……. I work 

for an airline catering company as Production Manager and oversee all food production and 

food services delivered to our airline clients.  Being in the tourism and aviation industry we 

heard about a serious virus coming out of China, at the end of January.  Even then it was 

affecting the catering of our Chinese airline and weekly management calls were quickly 

established to discuss what changes in practice we needed to apply and how the reduced 

bookings were impacting on our workforce.  Within only two short weeks, the situation 

drastically deteriorated as the extend of the health crisis was becoming clearer and it became 

evident that the Coronavirus had arrived in Australia.    

On 20 Feb, the travel bans on non-Australian citizens arriving from China, was extended and 

other international carriers started to reduce their flights, into and out of Australia, impacting 

on our catering operation and how many staff we needed. Over a period of a week, my 

colleague and I prepared about 30-40 different rosters trying to accommodate the changes to 

our operation, that seemed to materialise every hour.  Due to the uncertainty of the airlines 

schedules’, we had to manage staffing operations on a daily basis (this is usually managed 
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monthly), this meant calls the day before to staff to advise if they were required for the shift 

the next morning, but it equally meant that stressed employees were calling frequently to ask 

about their rosters and wanted answers in regards to their future shifts.  This was particularly 

difficult to manage as we had no answers and information was changing so rapidly, even the 

airlines themselves were struggling to keep us informed as changes were constantly being 

made.  

In early March, the situation was so dire that management made the decision to stand down our 

casual staff in an attempt to keep a skeleton permanent workforce in place.  This meant daily 

conversations with impacted casual team members to brief them on the situation and to advise 

that we no longer could continue to keep them working for us in the current climate and that 

they would be contacted as soon as this situation changed.  This was extremely heart breaking 

as I had spent the past 11 months building up a team that were loyal, hardworking, and 

professional.  Some of the people that I had to stand down, had no other employment options 

and in a lot of cases they were the only bread winner in their families.  On 23 March, the federal 

government announced that an International Travel ban would be implemented from 28 March, 

in an attempt to contain the virus and manage the rate of infection in Australia. We knew by 

this time, that the viability of the domestic market would also be severely constrained, and we 

watched on as the domestic service pretty much ground to a halt.  It was now inevitable that 

our unit at the airport would need to shut down completely.  Our company headquarters was 

providing us in management with a view of what was expected and predictions about how long 

this situation would prevail was anyone’s guess.  We basically had to put the operation into 

‘hibernation’.  I left work after being stood down on 31 March along with the other managers 

at the unit.    

Since 1 April, I’ve been at home and isolating with my wife and two young sons.  Since 

returning to school for the start of Term 2, I have now taken on home schooling our boys.  This 



  

    200   

is a good distraction and in a lot of ways I am grateful for the ‘down-time’ and a change of 

focus.  I have gone from an intensive environment, where I was trouble shooting and problem 

solving every minute of the day and working well above ‘standard full-time’ hours, to suddenly 

having a much slower pace of life.  I am very aware that my previous work situation was not 

sustainable for my mental or physical health.  On reflection I am conscious that when we re-

start the operation, I need to ensure that I eventually create a work/life balance that is 

sustainable for my long-term health.  I thrive in a diverse and intense work environment and I 

do miss the mental challenge that this environment provides me, but more than that, I miss the 

people I work with, and for.  This isolation has really emphasised to me just how ‘social’ we 

are as humans and how much positive energy I gain from working with, and dealing with, 

people every day.    

The hospitality industry exists because of our need to socialise with each other.  I wonder about 

‘how’ my industry will emerge from this crisis and re-open in a way that still services  

the need for us connect safely and to allow those in this crazy business to make a living.  

Steve Gibbs  
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Enforcing the Law  

When the sobering seriousness of COVID-19 came to the attention of the Queensland 

Government, a public health emergency was declared. Legislation was enacted that meant 

police officers like me would become agents under the Public Health Act.  It made sense given 

the legislative powers already afforded to us, coupled with our investigative experience.  

  

However, managing a public health emergency isn’t quite the same as managing crime or some 

other incident where there is an obvious and immediate risk of physical harm to members of 

the public. There were always going to be teething issues. My memory draws back to the 

infringements that were issued to people who were making trips to the dump. I personally 

wasn’t involved in issuing those tickets, but this highlights the slight ambiguity in the 

interpretation of the terms “essential purpose” or “essential travel”. As anyone who is familiar 

with this story will recall, the infringements were withdrawn, and guidance was fortunately 

given on the issue. This was a new and unfolding occurrence. Judicial opinion was being 

explored regarding the application of the laws, and there wasn’t a whole lot of precedent to 

refer to.  

  

This caused a degree of uncertainty to me and my colleagues who usually like to be sure about 

what we do. This uncertainty was exacerbated by the changeable rules as restrictions increased 

and subsequently decreased. We were expected to know the rules back to front as soon as the 

changes came into effect as well as performing all of our other regular duties. The majority of 

officers who are called to deal with these breaches are all front-line officers who are already 

responding to all the other emergencies normally expected of police. This extra responsibility 

was basically dumped on us without much in the way of additional resources.  
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Along with these new legislative powers came the increase in associated jobs which included 

reports of unauthorised gatherings in parks, house parties, or public spaces where social 

distancing was being ignored. I must admit, at times I felt a little silly turning up to some fast 

food joint to check if all the Uber Eats drivers were suitably spaced apart whilst they were 

waiting for their clients’ orders. I must also admit that there were times where I felt rather 

irritated when I would attend a park to find a large group of people playing twenty a side soccer 

when the rest of the public were staying home trying to do their bit to reduce transmission of 

COVID. With all that said, I think I speak for a large portion of my colleagues when I say that 

the people that were issued infringements were usually ones who had already been repeatedly 

warned, or who were doing some other associated criminal act at the time.  

  

In Australian culture, we don’t like it when someone shirks the rules that everyone else has to 

follow. I think this has worked to encourage us to comply with restrictions. I think this is one 

reason why members of the public were willing to report breaches of the restrictions. With that 

said, I remember one particular job I got called to where it was reported that a house party was 

taking place and the owner had exceeded the maximum number of guests. By the job 

description, it sounded like a rave party was occurring with alcohol freely flowing. When I 

arrived, I found the house quiet. I spoke with the homeowner and found out that this “rave” 

was in fact his son’s first birthday. The owner had his brother, sister-in-law, and his mother 

over to celebrate the child’s birthday. Strictly speaking this exceeded the maximum number of 

guests allowed at that time, which was up to two people that weren’t from the household. I 

won’t detail how I dealt with the matter, but I am fairly confident that the homeowner was 

happy with the outcome.  
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I tend to opt for a more compassionate approach when it comes to breaches of the restrictions, 

which is the approach suggested by the police service, and I think the majority of my 

colleagues. However, I recall numerous media reports detailing instances of police issuing fines 

for menial infractions and the subsequent outrage expressed by some groups of the public. 

Initially, I felt indignant that the media were not portraying the context of the police interactions 

appropriately or failing to mention that the person receiving the fine was doing some other 

criminal act at the time. Most of my colleagues were compassionate to people who were 

unmaliciously breaching the restrictions. It was actually helpful to give the perception that 

people who breached restrictions were at risk of being fined as it improved compliance. It can 

be a bit of a balance to uphold public order without being tyrannical. After all, some of these 

people may be going through recent job loss, loss of a loved one, or any number of 

bereavements.   

  

I remember it was mentioned that about eighty percent compliance was required in order to 

effectively reduce transmission of COVID. From what I observed on the street, I think we 

achieved that. I also think that is one of the reasons why the statistics in Queensland have been 

so promising... Then the protests happened in June 2020, thousands of people all in close 

proximity with the permission of the government. I don’t know what to make of that, but 

issuing any infringement now, even while some restrictions are still in place, would just feel 

like hypocrisy. I can’t help but feel that the efforts carried out by me, my colleagues, health 

workers, and members of the public were damaged as a result.  

  

I suppose the one thing I haven’t addressed in this reflection is the personal impact this whole 

situation has had on me. Funnily enough, the social restrictions haven’t impacted on my routine 

too much, nor has it done so to many of my colleagues. As police, we already tend to socially 
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withdraw and become wary of strangers in close proximity. At work, it’s a different story. 

Someone calls for police in an emergency and we have to go in. We don’t get a choice. I lose 

count of the number of houses I go into every day, and the number of close interactions with 

people I have, all the time wondering if I’m going to bring something home to my family, or 

even some other person to whose house I have been called.  There has also been a certain 

percentage of our usual clientele that have used this pandemic for their own ends. Sometimes 

they will deliberately cough in your direction and claim to be ill in order to upset you or 

thinking that they might be able to avoid arrest for something else they’ve done.  

  

The pandemic has yielded additional challenges for police from the changeable enforcement 

of restrictions, increased workload, and general anxiety of transmission of COVID. All in all, 

we’ve been through worse as country and we will get through this too.  

John Doe  
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THE TOUR OPERATOR  

 

Twenty-one years of operation. Solid, reliable, established, excellent reviews, new buses, 

everything in fact that gave confidence that the future was reasonably secure. My son and I 

operate bus tours around South-East Queensland. We were doing well. We had weathered some 

difficult times, but I always thought of tourism as similar to farming. You have some good 

years, and you have some not so good. Both farming and tourism are affected by the forces of 

nature; fires, floods, cyclones, droughts, etc. We had finished 2019 three percent down but 

consoled ourselves with the fact that it was explainable and not due to a new competitor or bad 

reviews. It was the drought and the bushfires we said. With Christmas and New Year behind 

us, we were positive about 2020. Were we wrong.  

 

FIRST ALERT   

  

By mid-January we noticed that there were more Asian tourists (on mostly Chinese operated 

buses) wearing face masks than usual and this new Coronavirus was starting to make news. 

Our guests were mainly from Europe and the USA, so these early reports did not cause too 

much consternation. Buses are a confined space, and we had a policy for some years of asking 

guests with coughs/flu to wear face masks we supplied. We became more insistent about 

dispensing these to anyone with a cough.   

  

As we moved through January, we saw images of screenings at airports around the world. 

When we had lunch on tour, the big tables of Asian tourists (many with masks) were now 

viewed as a health risk. My son and I asked those restaurants to seat our own guests in different 

areas of the restaurants. The managers thought we were mad and perhaps a little racist. No, we 
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were just being careful. We also decided we would eat our own lunch outside in the garden. 

We did feel on the front line.  

It was at one of these restaurants that a conversation with a young Chinese waiter made us 

realize that something serious was going to happen. We had befriended this young man over 

the previous couple of years and often had a friendly chat. But this time he was quite serious 

and quietly told my son we were doing the smart thing and that the health situation in China 

was more serious than Australians thought. That we should take notice. Suddenly we were on  

alert.   

  

THE PANIC STARTED  

  

By the end of January there were cases of Coronavirus in Australia, tours operated as normal 

and we were grateful numbers had returned to normal. But we had been through SARS and 

MERS and we were concerned about what would happen and we were worried about the health 

of our staff. With travellers coming from China going into quarantine and borders being closed, 

by mid-February we were screening passengers at departure about their travels and health, hand 

sanitizer was offered as well as masks. Drivers were told to keep the front windows open and 

air-conditioning switched from recycled to fresh. After the buses were cleaned normally, we 

were running over hard surfaces with anti-septic wipes. However, in the tourism and hospitality 

industries life seemed to just go on - business as usual. Were we over-reacting? On February 

27, the Prime Minister stated that the coronavirus outbreak would become a pandemic.  

  

Tours continued with surprisingly strong demand. Everything seemed normal and it did remind 

me of those days before a cyclone hit when we lived in Darwin. Most drivers stopped guests 

from sitting in the prize seats behind them and there was certainly greater emphasis on hand 
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washing and wiping bus surfaces inside. On March 13, the PM announced that overseas arrivals 

would need to isolate for fourteen days and Australians were urged not to travel overseas. Our 

last tour operated on March 16. Guests already booked on later tours were cancelled and 

refunded. With our business relying almost 100% on overseas travellers, essentially it was now 

finished.   

  

ISOLATION  

  

It took weeks for it to really sink in that this was not going to end quickly. The business would 

not be returning to normal in the foreseeable future. Life as we knew was not going to return 

to normal. My daughter Laura and her fiancée Sam had been living with us while their new 

house was being built. They were now both working from home. My wife Jo-Anne was no 

longer working, so the four of us were in isolation. For someone who normally worked at home 

alone it really was not that bad. Our nights were peppered with cinema nights, game playing, 

dinner parties and sometimes perhaps too much alcohol. Together, we could take picnics and 

drives to check out how the construction of the house was going. It could have been worse.  

  

Work continued. Just because we had no passengers did not mean that everything stopped. 

Correspondence had to be answered. Bills paid. Vehicles maintained. Accounts done. BAS 

statements completed. Business went on. The big difference being there was no income. Shane 

busied himself with looking after the buses and doing home renovations. Job Keeper is helping 

but it only provides a wage subsidy. It does not help with expenses; something the general 

public does not always understand. But we want to survive and in twelve months we want to 

be here to re-build.  
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RE-BUILDING  

  

With the prospect of being in hibernation for twelve months, we had to maintain a presence so 

potential travellers could find us when international travel resumed. We worked on our 

brochures, websites, distribution channels. Instagram and Facebook would help us to market 

ourselves with little cost. But we could not just post photos from our tours, we needed to get 

followers to get that “snowball” affect. We decided to purchase a camper and I would travel 

around Queensland showcasing popular tourist destinations and National Parks. Through hash 

tagging and with the assistance of a social media consultant / influencer, we would increase 

followers and market ourselves both domestically and internationally. The camper is now 

sitting in our depot while we wait for the state to be open.  Will it work? Who knows but I am 

looking forward to those 4pm drinks at the campgrounds!  

  

Brian Daly  
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The Day the Wheels Fell Off 

It all happened so fast. It was like a freight train 

coming through and taking everything. On 

Friday 13 March, I was picking up a group of 

school kids from the Sunshine Coast at 

lunchtime and taking them back to Brisbane. I 

had a great business, Crisps Coaches, a fourth-

generation business starting in 1928 in 

Stanthorpe with a horse and cart. Things were 

going well. There were reports of COVID 

shutdowns but nothing really that was affecting 

me too much.  However, 5.00pm that same day, 

after I had dropped my group off and headed back to my depot my phone started ringing. My 

emails had gone through the roof. The cancellations had begun.  

Everything started to unravel.  

  

By Monday 16 March, almost everything was gone. I spent the next two days frantically 

trying to do what I could to save at least some the bookings that I had left for July, August, 

and September.  This ended up being all in vain. In the space of five days my business lost 

all of its bookings for the upcoming year.  Hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth.   

  

Wednesday,18 March, was a tough day. I spent the day talking to my casual employees and 

having to let them go. I can say from experience now, that the human side of telling people 

there is no work is terrible. I had phone calls speaking to people in their 50’s and 60’s nearly 

in tears.  Remember, there was no job keeper or support back in mid-March. This was a 
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horrible time.  Not only was the business that I had put my life into had been taken away from 

me so quickly, everyone else I knew in my industry was suffering the same fate. The bus and 

coach industry was and hit hard.  Over the coming week my business was put into hibernation, 

we had to break our lease at our depot, the buses were parked at a family owned farm and de-

registered with the batteries disconnected.  

  

Thursday 19 March. Today I headed out in my car with a pile of resumes and drove around 

to all the Coles and Woolworths in my local area, knowing that they may have work stacking 

shelves in the great toilet roll shortage of 2020. It wasn’t a great feeling doing this. In between 

handing out my resume in the shopping centre car park I would call up schools that I used to 

do business with and let them in on a secret. I studied to be a teacher at University. I can 

clearly remember this day as I only had two thoughts/emotions running through me. I had 

this primal desire to get an income and be able to provide for my family. I was determined 

that we were not going to be joining the soup line. My wife is a teacher and has a good stable 

income, but we are just the average middle-class family who still have a mortgage. I could 

not get the old black and white image of that great depression photo of a man in in his suit 

and hat holding a sign saying, ‘want work’. This is exactly how I felt, except that I had an 

iPhone in my hand.   

  

By the end of this week I had a job stacking shelves at Coles and I had days lined up supply 

teaching, something I had not done for many years.  I was not in a good place in my head and 

I am still not great. Losing your business, seeing other businesses you know or work with, 

possibly never opening again, laying off staff, handing out resumes and then starting two new 

jobs at the same time is massive. It all happened at once. Emotions were in overdrive; stress 
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was high, and my self-esteem was low. I struggled going from being at the top of my game 

straight back to the bottom with no experience. I struggle with not being good at what I do.  

  

It is now late June 2020; I am still stacking shelves at night and I have been working in schools 

for eleven weeks now. It has had its ups and downs. Bus and coach work is starting to trickle 

in for late July but starting up again is almost proving to be more stressful. Do we have enough 

work to re-open and pay money to register vehicles? How many vehicles do we put back on 

the road? Will there be enough work to support us? With the international borders shut, will 

there be foreign students and tourists any time in the future? As it stands right now, June 

2020, the situation has not got any better. In fact, as time gets closer to Job Keeper and bank 

loan holidays finishing in September, the stress is rising. Post September is a massive worry.  

  

I do stop myself and try to see the positives out of this. I am taking this time to see if my life 

will ricochet in another direction. Do I want to stay in the bus and coach industry, is teaching 

my calling? If I continue with my business, what will I do better? My wife and kids, thinking 

about them gives me strength to go on when I feel like I am being dragged through the mud. 

They are so important and the reason we do what we do.  This thinking has really helped me 

narrow my focus on what is important in family life and life in general. I feel in my heart that 

I have given it 100% to do what I can through this time, but I must acknowledge and thank 

my beautiful wife who has propped me up and given me so much support and advice on 

countless occasions.    

    Kristian Crisp  
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The Beauty Salon  

 

I think first there was panic. What about my business, what about my staff? As quickly as those 

thoughts went through my mind, so did another.....  

This is really serious......  

I think that one stayed throughout the duration of isolation.  

I’ll admit that for the first week, it still hadn’t sunk in, it was still surreal. If someone asked me 

for one word to describe 2020, that is it, surreal!  

  

After the shock, after the initial grief of your everyday life suddenly gone, for me at least, there 

was this slowing. I just relaxed, I also started to focus. There were things I’d been trying to get 

to for twelve months. Little did I know, how long those things would actually take. The website, 

the rebranding and setting up the online shop set up that took weeks, only to be undercut by the 

supplier online.  

  

All the while, there was dealing with the accountant, the government and worrying about my 

girls. That was the biggest thing for me. I so wanted the girls who worked for me to be ok!  

Then there was home. I was suddenly there every day, so was my husband, my youngest son, 

his partner, and her brother.  

Five adults at home, all day, every day, makes for long days. 

  

The kids were looking to move out before COVID-19. We didn’t want to have them worried 

about that too. So here we all are. My husband is a project manager and a contractor, things are 

uncertain, but they are for everyone. Our boys are both working from home. One in I.T.  

And one in Engineering. We are grateful that their jobs seem safe.  
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Amazing how everything evolves. My son’s partner works with disabled kids, teaching dance. 

All of her kids are ‘at risk’ as they are often immune compromised. All of her classes have 

gone virtual, this means twelve hour days of filming and a complete restructuring of the way 

they work. Long days. She is amazing.  Her love of the kids and the work, obvious. Her brother 

came out from the U.K. after Christmas on a working visa. He also works with kids, teaching 

ball sports in day care centres and schools. Of course, this has all stopped. He is fruit picking 

in the interim.   

  

Life is just strange. We have, after eight weeks, been given the go ahead to re-open our doors 

at the salon. Wow! I didn’t expect the emotional roller coaster. I have gone from this strange, 

happy, high to nervousness and bursting into tears. My phone keeps ringing and our clients 

have been so supportive. My nerves are buzzing from the ‘what if’s’.  

  

I’ve changed, my staff, my friends, my family, everyone I know has changed. So tonight, before 

I take the first furtive steps into tomorrow, our new normal. I am excited and I am grateful. The 

most profound change for me, has been the little things.  

Seeing my Mum, realising how much my sons, now adults, still need a hug, human contact.  

Not needing to go shopping for anything. The things I long for are different. We love to travel 

and my heart hurts to see what is happening overseas on a daily basis. I remember arriving in 

Italy for the first time a couple of years back. It was like my senses lit up. To see the streets 

empty and desolate in a country so normally full of joy and colour, just makes me sad.  

There is also the excitement of travel in Oz an NZ now. I love Kakadu, one of the most 

spectacular landscapes I have had the amazing opportunity to visit and fall in love with. The 

Kimberley’s next.  
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I am more aware of what counts and what calms my soul. It’s a shame it took such devastation 

to realise that we all should enjoy the simple things each day offers.  

  

Some things don’t change. I still love my daily takeaway coffee   

Kym Hopkins  
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It’s All About the Money  

2020 was shaping up to be a busy year for the financial advice profession. The Honourable 

Kenneth Hayne AC QC, 2020 had recently handed down his findings and recommendations 

following the recent Royal Commission into Misconduct in the Banking, Superannuation and  

Financial Services Industry.   These recommendations had bipartisan support from the  

Federal Government (Liberal-National Coalition) and the Opposition (Australian Labor Party) 

and were set to become law.   

  

In November 2019, the Financial Adviser Standards and Ethics Authority (FASEA) had finally 

issued its Code of Ethics setting out the principals and core values that would form the 

foundations for Financial Advice to become a true profession along with guidance.   The code 

was to apply from 1 January 2020.   

  

FASEA had also confirmed the minimum educational standards a Financial Adviser would 

need to hold by 1 January 2024. At this stage, to provide financial advice, an individual needed 

to hold an Australian Financial Services License (AFSL) or be an authorized representative of 

an AFSL, with the latter usually owned by a large financial institution.  Many larger AFSLs 

and in particular those owned by the banks, had already exited the business of financial advice 

following heavy criticism during the Royal Commission for failing to provide services their 

clients had paid for, recommending inhouse products that may not have been in the best 

interests of their clients, and even charging fees to people who were deceased!   

  

In 2019 4,378 financial advisers left the sector, representing a decline of 15% of financial 

advisers in Australia.   Another 15% were expected to leave the sector by the end of 2023. 2020 

was shaping up to be the perfect storm for the financial advice profession.   
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To meet the new requirements, the business would need to make substantial changes in terms 

of processes, systems and with exponentially increasing regulatory and compliance costs, we 

were going to need to be very selective with which clients we would be able to work with into 

the future to remain profitable.   We would probably have to end some long-term relationships 

and I had a heavy heart as I thought about how I was going to deliver that message.   

  

That said, my business was well positioned to weather the storm.  Our advisers had already 

passed FASEA’s national financial advice exam, and already exceeded the minimum 

educational requirements by some margin.  In my mind, we were going to be very busy during 

the 2020 calendar year, but there was light at the end of the tunnel.   

  

Then COVID-19 hit in March, the country went into lockdown and pandemonium ensued.  

Over a million people were suddenly unemployed, particularly those in hospitality and 

entertainment industries.  Small businesses were in real trouble.  The Australian Stock market 

crashing, with the ASX 200 plummeting 36% within a month.    

  

  

Global stock markets were also crashing with the US S&P 500 down 34% over the same  

period.   



  

    217   

  

  

The Australian Government moved quickly to protect jobs via the JobKeeper payment to 

affected small businesses ($750/week per employee) and JobSeeker for the newly  

unemployed ($1,060/fortnight for a couple and $1,162/fortnight for singles).   The initial term 

was set for six months, ending on the 27th of September.     

  

Immediate tax reductions were granted to all small business, including a BAS reduction of 

$10,000 for the March quarter.  Immediate tax write offs for purchases up to $150,000 were 

announced and the country had a collective sigh of relief, albeit temporary relief. State 

Governments also announced assistance programs, including grants to small businesses (up to 

$20,000 in Queensland at the time of writing), energy credits and payroll tax concessions.  

   

To date, the Australian Government has announced fiscal stimulus worth $289 billion dollars 

to support workers, households and businesses managing the economic fallout of the pandemic.   

That is equivalent to around 14.6% of the country’s gross domestic product (GDP), an 

enormous and unprecedented figure!  

It is going to take a generation to pay back the debt…  
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Individuals affected by the pandemic were able to access up to $20,000 from their 

superannuation via an early release program, which has never happened before.     

Regrettably, the government made it a little too easy to access the funds, with many ineligible 

individuals rorting the system to buy new ‘toys’.    

  

Substantial penalties for ineligible access have been threatened by the Australian Taxation 

Office (ATO) who administered the scheme, though it remains to be seen if they will follow 

through with these threats.   

  

Apparently, a significant portion was also used to gamble, one industry that didn’t seem to be 

affected by the pandemic, with horse racing carnivals continuing (albeit without any live 

spectators).   Australians are said to gamble on anything, even two flies climbing a wall so we 

probably shouldn’t be surprised.   

  

My own business responded to the pandemic by quickly establishing home offices for staff so 

they could work from home.  Fortunately, the business has long embraced technology, so it 

really was almost as simple as moving computers and phones and plugging them back into an 

internet connection.    

  

Schools closed so we were now home schooling – gosh, I have a newfound  

appreciation for our teachers.  They all need a substantial pay rise! Office hours of 9:00am to 

5:00pm were no more, and the team and I worked very flexible hours for the next three months 

before we could return to the office again.  Productivity was a lot better than expected and staff 

are now able to work from home a couple of days a week should they wish to do so.  We spent 

a considerable amount of time communicating with our clients via online meetings and phone 
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calls helping them navigate sudden unemployment, reduced hours and importantly protecting 

them from destructive, panic driven investment behaviour.     

  

I am pleased to report that by and large our clients have remained disciplined so far… At the 

time of writing, Queensland is virtually free of COVID-19.  Our way of life has largely returned 

to normal.  However, a second wave of the virus is hitting Victoria hard and has begun to 

extend to New South Wales.  

  

We are not out of the woods yet and probably won’t be until there is a vaccine.   I do hope there 

is one soon. I can’t bear the thought of home schooling again!   

                       Tim Hall  
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A New Battlefield    

When I was making my New Year's resolutions on the eve of 2020, I had no idea that 

somewhere in the middle of China the first cases of a new disease, the Coronavirus (COVID19) 

were appearing.  

  

A few short months later mass gatherings like sporting events, conferences, and festivals were 

cancelled.  This had a big impact for small (and big) businesses in the entertainment industry. 

Even Disneyland closed.  

  

My business has three parts:   

 Laser Skirmish events in the forest -- we have four venues (Samford in the north, Tamborine 

in the south, Mt Cotton in the east, and Mt Crosby in the west).   

A Laser Tag rental business -- offering party hire nationwide under the brand name "Laser Tag 

in a Box"   

A manufacturing business -- where we make and sell the laser tag equipment all over the world 

under the brand name "Battlefield Sports".   

In March, our local venues were closed down by the government. They've now been closed for 

months. This weekend we are re-opening one venue to a maximum of 20 players at once. (Pre-

Covid our average size event at that venue was 60 people.) Due to the pandemic, we had to let 

go some of our casual workers and furlough some of our other staff.  

  

One of the hardest parts of this pandemic has been having to stand down my own adult children 

who work in the family business. It was heart-breaking. They took it with good grace. My 

daughter qualified for JobSeeker, but my son did not as he was too young.   
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We were able to keep three of our full-time staff on, paying them out of our personal savings. 

My husband and I, owners of the business, worked without pay. Many of my team have been 

with us a long time. My right-hand woman just marked fifteen years working for us, but we 

couldn't go out and celebrate.   

  

The first few frantic weeks I felt like I was in free-fall.   

Our local business (events and rentals) dropped around 90% compared to the same time last 

year.   

  

As the supplier to more than 500 entertainment businesses across more than 50 countries we 

have seen the impact on other small businesses around the world. Some of us are hanging on 

for dear life and some have completely spun off the rails. For others, life will never be the 

same.   

  

It has been a continuing whirlwind of trials and tribulations. After weeks of uncertainly, we 

were given a bit of a brake run with the JobKeeper Program. We were able to bring my son 

back on the payroll with the JobKeeper program’s help. We brought back my daughter too. 

Eventually we got a refund towards some of our crew’s salaries.   

  

While the JobKeeper is great as it covers approximately half the wages of the staff on the 

program, it does not pay for the phone, insurance, electricity, and all other business overheads.   

  

I can understand why the government imposed the restrictions.  The health and safety of our 

guests and workers is the top priority, but it has been very stressful. While my staff work fewer 

hours, this has meant I've had to work more.   



  

    222   

We are slowing coming to grips with the “new normal”. We have drafted “COVID-safe” 

policies for staff and player interactions. During this time of uncertainty, I’ve been encouraging 

people to take the time to get away from the screens, unplug, and refresh with some outdoor 

laser tag as one way to reduce anxiety and find some balance.   

  

As the famous saying goes: "Keep Calm & Carry on!"   

I am doing the best I can with the resources I have. The positive thing is that my family has not 

become sick from the virus. We are doing okay. We will keep on riding out this pandemic.   

The year 2020 might just be the biggest roller coaster I have experienced.  

  

Nicole Lander  
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Before and After…  

  
At the beginning of 2020, our family situation looked like this:  

Stephen was working in his dream job for the AFL Qld, Coaching, Talent and Engagement Co-

ordinator.  

Melissa was working as an Education Consultant for Oxford University Press and they were 

both attending CrossFit Brisbane on a regular basis. They were looking forward to a trip to  

New York booked for the Easter period.  

Mackenzie (24 years) was living and working in Brisbane.  

Campbell (23 years) had moved to Melbourne in late 2018 to play football.  He had signed a 

contract with the Western Bulldogs VFL team early this year after a great season with Doutta 

Stars, Essendon District League. He had an apprenticeship as an Industrial Plumber and was 

visiting Brisbane as often as possible, while we flew down and visited him on a regular basis.  

Harrison (20 Years) had a two-year work visa approved to return to Canada to reunite with his 

girlfriend and work at back to back camps. He was working three jobs to save money while 

playing local football with Coorparoo AFC.  

Thompson (17 years) was in his final year of school and playing football for Morningside  

AFC.  

  

 Then came Covid -19  

  

Stephen was stood down from the AFL in March then made redundant in August, effective 

from 16 October.  The AFL was heavily impacted when the top-level teams could not play.  

They rely on advertising through TV and other media, costing them millions of dollars. When 

the competition finally got up and running, teams and families were moved interstate due to 
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the outbreak of Covid in Victoria.  Moving forward, the business has had to reduce expenditure 

by 30-40%, resulting in redundancies and job losses.  

   

Melissa was reduced to a four day week for a period of eight weeks.  Fortunately, the company 

qualified for JobKeeper.  Once this finishes, the company will be looking at reducing costs. 

There is currently very limited contact with schools which affects sales.  I attended Parklands 

Christian College which had a Covid positive case, so I had to be tested and self-isolate until I 

returned a negative result.  

  

Both Stephen and I had to give up CrossFit for a period of time as we both have contact with 

elderly, at risk parents. Our New York trip was cancelled, and we lost our money.  Last week, 

after returning from a much-needed weekend away, my car was stolen from the driveway. It 

contained over six thousand dollars’ worth of content.  We were informed by police who told 

us there has been a big increase in opportunistic crime as a result of Covid.  

  

Mackenzie moved to Melbourne, with his partner Ally in late July. He was transferred for work 

and was excited to be closer to his brother Campbell. They are best mates. They only got to see 

each other twice before going into stage four lockdown.  They live further than five kilometres 

apart so are not able to visit each other now. Ally’s job was put on hold and Mackenzie has had 

two Covid tests due to a co-worker testing positive. He is currently in quarantine.  

  

Campbell’s footy is cancelled. There is no VFL and Essendon District League could not afford 

to run a season without the crowds.  He had the chance to play country football, but this has 

now been cancelled as well. The poor guy is extremely homesick and is currently in stage four 

lockdown.  He can still work but they are restricted to five on a job site.  Our family is extremely 
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close. Normally, there would have been numerous weekends where he would have flown to 

Brisbane to see us, or his brothers would have flown down to hang out with him.     

  

Harrison lost his three casual jobs within a two week period and did not qualify for any 

government financial assistance. His football is cancelled. The camps in Canada are all 

cancelled. Social events where he would normally decompress are restricted.  He was not able 

to return to be reunited with his girlfriend. His dream of relocating to Canada was taken away.  

Harry became very sick as a result of compounding stress and anxiety.  His mental health 

plummeted. He attempted suicide and was hospitalised in May. We were devastated and 

hospital staff told us that they are seeing a big increase in mental health issues and suicide.  We 

are forever grateful we were on high alert with our son and that he is now being supported by 

a great health team.  

  

Thompson has had a very disrupted final year at school. Schools closed for periods of time and 

school trips were cancelled.  With social events once again reduced to ten people, all those rites 

of passage associated with year twelve were essentially cancelled. No eighteenth celebrations, 

formals, or end of year celebrations. No schoolies.  

  

It is a year that we will never forget.    

 Melissa Wearne  
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Immune Suppression and Illness in a Pandemic   

  

Corona Guilt  

I know I should want it to be over 

but the dappled light on the river’s 

surface the crow’s song in the 

frangipani  

  

I know I should want it to 

end but the stars a cascade of 

sequins in the night time 

quiet  

  

I know I know I know but this 

beauty born of violence a war waged 

on hapless immunity speaks to me in 

a voice I understand.  

  

K A Hough  
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Ruby Princess – The aftermath  

As we headed to the airport we noticed that Sydney was a ghost town compared with when we 

had left eleven days before. The streets were virtually empty of cars and pedestrians.  

Kingsford Smith airport, which had been bustling when we left, was very much the same.  

Hardly any passengers and the information boards full of cancelled flights.  

  

Changed our flights at the airport at no charge. Thank you, Qantas. Had lunch at the departures 

café and flew home on a 1pm flight. No problem. We didn’t dare tell anyone we had just come 

off a cruise. We were starting to feel guilty about being in close contact.  

Caught an Uber home from the Airport. Ten days quarantine remaining starting from now. 

Luckily, we had plenty of food in the house. The neighbours got as a few essentials, milk etc., 

and left them on the front porch.  

  

Next day on the news – Three people have tested positive for COVID 19 from the Ruby 

Princess. Also, my wife felt a chill, shivering and teeth chattering on a warm Queensland day, 

for about an hour. The seeds of doubt were in our minds. Should she go and get tested for  

COVID 19?   

  

Rang the doctor. “Don’t ring us, ring Queensland Health on 13HEALTH.”   

Rang 13HEALTH. “Don’t ring us ring your doctor!”   

No one knew what to do. Eventually we were told to go to a hospital that is doing  

Coronavirus testing.   

“Which ones are those?”   

“Don’t know” replied 13HEALTH. We gave up and decided to see what tomorrow would 

bring.  
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Day 2 – Text Message from NSW Health: ‘COVID 19 was found on the ship you must now 

quarantine for fourteen days from the time you arrived in Sydney’. That’s four additional days. 

Doh!  

Day 3 – Phone call from NSW Health:   

“You must go and get tested.”   

“Where do we go?”  

“Royal North Shore Hospital.”   

“We are in Brisbane not in Sydney.”   

“OK ring 13HEALTH to find out.”   

  

I rang the Mater Hospital in South Brisbane and yes, they test for Covid. Went to Mater and 

got tested. Testing was performed in the Emergency Department. No formal separation or 

social distancing in the reception area. We were taken to a consulting room and tested by a 

medical professional in full Personal Protective Equipment. Doctor or Nurse? We couldn’t tell.   

  

The test consisted of a cotton wool swab on a long stick. This is a two-step procedure. Step one 

– open wide, thrust the stick in and swab the back of the throat. I gagged. Step two - thrust the 

same stick up the nasal passage as far as possible and take a swab. That wasn’t too bad.  My 

wife found the nasal swab painful. Results in two days.  

  

A friend from the Gold Coast who was on the Ruby Princess rang. She sounded dreadful.  

Definite symptoms there.  

  

Our youngest son and his wife visited us at home. They brought some milk and bread for us.  
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Put them on the garden bench next to our front door. They rang the doorbell and retreated to 

the end of the driveway. We opened the door and stood there, mimicking hugs and kisses to 

them, which were reciprocated. Then we had a loud conversation at ten metres distance in our 

front yard.  

  

Day 5 – Received the results from Mater – we were both all clear. But…. I had a headache all 

day. In the evening I had a hot flush, dripping sweat for half an hour, and then back to normal. 

I NEVER get headaches. Next day I was fine - no headache, no sweating.   

Day 7 - Friend from the Gold Coast rang. She had tested positive.   

Day 8 – Call from NSW Health:  

“You are a close contact of a known case. Go and get tested – Yes again.”   

  

Back to the Mater again. They seem much better organised with testing this time. Testing for 

Coronavirus was now in the carpark. Initial consultation with a doctor. I gagged at the throat 

swab again.  I had a headache in the morning and a hot flush, dripping sweat for half an hour.  

I also had an irritating little cough at the back of my throat which persisted for a few days.  

Paracetamol stopped the headache.  

  

Day 9 – Call from Mater Hospital  

“You have tested positive. Your wife is negative. You must both quarantine for fourteen days 

from today.”  

Double Doh!  

  

“Don’t go near your wife. You must isolate in a separate bedroom”. Bit late for that. Fourteen 

days in one bedroom would drive me up the wall.  
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We experimented with Uber Eats to order contactless Thai takeaway. Disappointed that our 

favourite Thai restaurant is just outside of the designated delivery range, but we were desperate. 

I’m not a fan of food delivery services.  

  

Day 10 – Call from Queensland Health Southern Metro  

“Make sure you quarantine. Here are the rules….” They promised to call every day to check 

our status.  

  

Nurse came to the front door of our house in full PPE. Clipped a sensor on my finger and after 

reading the output on her iPad, announced that my temperature was fine, breathing was fine, 

no need for her to come back. Checked my wife as well. All good.  

  

Day 11 – Received food delivery from Woolworths two days after placing order. Fresh fruit 

and veg didn’t look too fresh.   

Getting a daily call from a doctor at Mater Hospital. Got a call from Queensland Health Gold 

Coast –   

“You have been a close contact of a known case and need to get tested. You must quarantine….’   

  

I cut her short, told her I already returned a positive result and needed to quarantine for 14 days. 

She promised to ring back every day to check. I told her not to because the doctor from Mater 

Hospital, as well as Health Southern Metro, were both already doing that. Not happy Jan, but 

she never rang back.  

  

Five days later – Doctor rang from Mater. Did I have any symptoms?   

“No, ok then you are clear I’ll send you an official certificate.”  
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“What no test.”  

“No, only criteria are ten days from first symptoms with none in the previous three days.” Our 

friend at the Gold Coast had to have a test as she works in a pharmacy.  

“But…. Your wife now has to quarantine for a further fourteen days from today.” Triple Doh!  

  

Ordered more food from Woolworths. This time it took five days to deliver.   

Our older son and his wife visit us. By now we have two chairs out the front of our house so 

visitors can sit at the end of our driveway and chat to us whilst we sit in our front doorway. 

They brought a flask of tea and cups so we can share a beverage whilst remaining ten metres 

apart.  

  

I ventured out to the supermarket to buy food. I made sure to wear a mask when outside the 

house for a couple of weeks after being cleared. Just in case.   

  

Sunday night April 5th – Channel Seven does an exposé special on the Ruby Princess 

Coronavirus ‘scandal’. We watched with great interest. To our minds it was hastily fabricated, 

sensationalist, over hyped speculation with many inaccuracies. Really, no one is going to be 

charged with manslaughter! They didn’t really do their homework. Channel Nine did a Ruby 

Princess program a little later in the evening. We thought this was much more factual, accurate 

and representative of the voyage and its aftermath.  

  

Two weeks after I am cleared our quarantine ends. Now we can leave the house after a month 

locked up. But there is nowhere to go except food shopping! And we learned that we don’t 

really need to use an ATM.  
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Bottom line was that my symptoms were very mild, headache, a bit of fever, a minor cough. 

No stuffiness, sore throat, or other flu symptoms. No breathing difficulties. It had less effect 

on me that a common cold. Indeed, as far as we know my wife didn’t get it. I think we got 

lucky.  

  

However, we have now become hypochondriacs. Every small irritant becoming a perceived 

coronavirus symptom:  

Was that a sniff?  

Don’t clear your throat!  

Are my lungs sore or did I imagine it?  

I’ve got a little headache.  

My teeth seem to be more sensitive to hot and cold. Is that a symptom?  

New South Wales Police contacted us. Can you record a witness statement for the various 

criminal and judicial enquiries into the Ruby Princess?  OK done. Basic questionnaire to all 

passengers. Hope we don’t have to testify.  

  

Princess Cruises sent us an email.   

“We are providing you with a full refund for your cruise on the Ruby Princess as a measure of 

good will.”  

Including the bar tab. And yes, it is now in our bank account. Woo hoo a (relatively) free cruise. 

Thank you, Princess Cruises, maybe I won’t join the class action after all.  

  

And lastly, as we discovered soon after getting out of quarantine, just don’t mention having 

had the Coronavirus infection to anyone unless you want to become a complete pariah. People 
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immediately take a deep breath, step back and avoid you. Breathing in being somewhat 

irrational in the circumstances.  

  

My next article will be a ranking of all the Bond movies. I’ve just seen them all again.  

  

Andy Mills  
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A New Mantra  

I am seventy-three years of age. For the first few weeks of isolation it was all a bit of a novelty 

and I set up a routine of exercise, piano practice, doing crosswords and tidying up. 

Then I developed bronchitis and had to go on antibiotics and prednisone, so the exercise scaled 

down and I felt like I’d been run over by a truck. But more was to come.  

  

The Shazam kaboom moment occurred when I went for my annual mammogram. After several 

call backs, I learnt that I was growing a bloody malignant tumour. Surgery would be followed 

by radiation. Fortunately, the tumour was small and caught early.   

  

I experienced anger, shock, sadness. Aloneness. I felt very alone. All my family were in  

isolation in other states.   

I was also blown away by acts of kindness from my neighbours, and certainly my friends.   

  

After the breast cancer diagnosis, my little routine went west on a skateboard. My bronchial 

infection returned and did a more thorough job. I’m trying to be patient, grateful and thankful 

to those who care with their phone calls, cards, visits, and yummy food.   

As long as I have my mind I can create, imagine, dream and not be lonely.   

I’ve learned how to use Netflix, how to order groceries, chocolate, clothes, and more chocolate 

online. It was coming into Easter after all. I am living with the diagnosis and getting on with 

treatment. Isolation has given me a smaller, confined sense of being. No longer a novelty, it’s 

getting really boring and hard to stay interested.   

How long will it last? I am suddenly old.   

Stay strong, stay isolated, stay positive and continue to be grateful. 

Fran Ralston  
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Appendicitis during Covid 19   

 

On the third day after returning to school, I came home with a stomach ache. It worsened and 

by late evening my mum called the After Hours Doctor. The afterhours doctor came at around 

1:30am. He arrived wearing surgical masks and gloves. He pressed and poked and made me 

jump on one leg and then told Mum that I had better go to the hospital immediately because it 

looked suspiciously like appendicitis. We arrived at the Children’s Hospital at 3am.   

Before we could even enter the building, my mother and I both had to have our temperatures 

taken. We were repeatedly asked if we had travelled overseas or had flu symptoms. The 

hospital was eerily quiet. I had been to the emergency department of the hospital before and 

had to wait for hours in a busy waiting room, but this time, the waiting room was empty. The 

nurses said that this was because children were not getting sick or injured because no one was 

doing sport and or spreading germs at school. We went straight through and saw a friendly 

team of doctors and nurses. I had blood and urine tests and my temperature was taken. Soon 

after admission, it was realized that since I had only just turned 16 (less than a week ago), I 

had to be transferred to the adult hospital. I was accompanied in a wheelchair by a nurse and 

an orderly with my Mum. The nurse and orderly were wearing plastic aprons and serious 

looking masks (they had run out of the ordinary surgical masks so were using higher grade 

masks that looked like duck beaks).   

Arriving at the adult emergency hospital we were met with initial panic as the staff thought I 

was super infectious due to the plastic clad nurse and orderly. They quickly established that I 

was not being admitted for corona virus, but then they took my temperature and by this stage I 

had a slight fever (37.9). This meant that I had to have a corona virus test. I was very worried 

about this as I had heard at school a story that they swabbed your eyeballs. Of course this was 

not true, but I didn’t know that at the time! The Coronavirus test involved a long stick which 
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was shoved right up my nose. It felt like they were scraping my brain. It was very painful and 

horrible, and to make things worse they said they stuffed up the first test and had to do it again! 

The nurse looking after me was very kind. I had the rapid test and results were expected in two 

hours. During this time, I had to wait in a special room (with my Mum) while I had fluids and 

antibiotics in an IV. I was cold, but I was given oven baked blankets which was the best. There 

were some machines, the heart rate monitor and IV drip. Occasionally they would beep loudly 

(an alarm), and the nurse would come. But while I waited for the Coronavirus test, every time 

the nurse came in, he had to put a new plastic apron, mask, and gloves on, then take them off 

again a minute later when he left the room.   

After an ultrasound and more tests, more fluids and antibiotics, appendicitis was confirmed, 

and I met the surgeon. I was booked into surgery to remove my appendix that afternoon. I was 

told that because elective surgeries had been cancelled due to Coronavirus there was a short 

list for surgeries. All my friends had been very supportive and had texted during school to 

reassure me while I was waiting for surgery. My friends wanted to visit me after school (the 

school is within walking distance) but the corona restrictions in the hospital would not allow it 

so we Face Timed instead. I was very anxious, as I had never had a general anaesthetic before, 

and I felt queasy at the idea of being cut open. All the staff were kind and professional and put 

me at ease. It was true when they said I would go to sleep and wake up and it would be over. 

The surgery was successful, and I spent the night at the hospital recovering with a leg massager 

and compression stockings that the nurses promised were very sexy.   

I was in the young adult ward, which was very comfortable. I had a big window looking  

out to a courtyard, Wi-Fi, and a TV. I could order food (after the surgery) from a room 

service menu. I was pretty hungry after the surgery since I had not eaten for over 24hrs. 
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The nursing staff were very lovely especially the student nurse Caren. She had only 3 weeks 

left to graduate, so she will be qualified by now and will be a great nurse!   

I was back at home recovering for another week   

Matilda Milne 16  
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My Year of Living Dangerously   

When you are approaching seventy, in pretty good health, fairly fit, and still working, 

you might expect that life would bring more of the same, but at a reduced pace. I am a 

part-time council bus driver who loves working and enjoys the friendship of many 

workmates. I live alone so this is an important part of my life. I have paid off the house 

with no debts, and I have no reason to complain about my lot.   

Then out of the blue...bang! I have a massive vehicle accident and a fractured right knee. 

Months off work in a leg brace and crutches are my new reality. Now, I have a high-set 

house with twelve steps up to the front door and a sloping driveway, so I cannot leave 

home unassisted. Food shopping has to be online, and pain is my new friend for what 

seems like an eternity.   

Fast-forward a few months, and after lots of hurdles I am finally back behind the wheel 

of my beloved bus and loving it. What could possibly go wrong? Life is good again, 

apart from the cancer diagnosis… 

 I am now having radiation therapy, and so far feeling okay, and I am back working 

until, COVID-19.   

The boss calls me in to her office. “We are standing down vulnerable and older staff, 

so I want you to go home until further notice”. I am still to receive my pay, which is 

good, but I have barely got back to work after the knee injury, and I am really sick of 

being at home all the time. I guess I cannot really complain, as it is for my own good.   

Now I have to attend the cancer radiation clinic every working day for thirty nine days to be 

zapped, and not working does make it easier.  But, this is happening during the early days 
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of lockdown, and I have to go into a public hospital where there are sick people, EVERY 

DAY. The hospital is still trying to work out its safety routine, and it feels decidedly dodgy 

until they get their act together. What if I catch this virus while I am undergoing radiation 

therapy? Hmm, I try not to imagine this scenario.   

Now, as if I had not had enough surprises, the universe throws me another curly one. A 

week into my treatment and I am now suffering violent stomach cramps which literally 

throw me onto the floor. I am sweating, nauseous, and my back end has turned into an 

unpredictable nightmare. I talk to the nurses and doctors, and they are all completely 

surprised. No this never happens. Cannot understand it. Do not worry you’ve probably 

picked up a bug. More tests...possible bug...but symptoms remain. Now I have only just 

started the treatment, so the future is not looking good. Add to that all the hassles and 

restrictions of COVID-19, and I am starting to feel rather vulnerable with a long way to 

go.   

We plough on and my life now revolves around staying ten feet from the toilet. Going to 

and from the hospital becomes an interesting lottery that I could well do without. My new 

best friend is now Gastro Stop, which helps, but is not ideal. Remember that I live alone, 

so all the normal things we do like food shopping have become a major challenge, 

especially with all the social distancing. I quickly become an expert in the location of all 

toilets in the area.   

Fast forward a few weeks and the radiation is finally finished, but my stomach is having 

none of it. The specialist informs me that I am the 1% minority who suffer this reaction. 

Everyone else gets off with little-to-no side effects. Great. All I want to do is to go back 

to work, but I am told to take another month off. I obviously cannot drive a public bus 

and get caught short, so there’s no end to it.   
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Now I am a former professional photographer, and taking pictures is still the love of my 

life. Needless to say, I have done precious little of it since all of this chaos, although I did 

eventually find a way to scratch that itch. Restrictions are now being eased enough that I 

will not get arrested if I go out and shoot a few pictures, as long as I don’t touch anyone. 

I have a local cemetery two streets from my house. I dose myself up on Gastro Stop and 

am okay for an hour or two at the cemetery, which is within dashing distance to home. 

There is almost never anyone there, so I 

should be safe from the virus as long as I 

do not touch anything. These outings have 

saved my sanity, and I have thoroughly 

enjoyed sneaking out to take pictures 

there. It has provided a welcome outlet 

 to my boredom, as well as taking my mind 

off my backside. Of course, my friends 

think it is creepy, but I really do not care 

what they think.   

I am still off work, and some might say 

why don’t you just retire? The virus is still 

out there, and I am still not properly recovered, and I am not getting any younger, so how 

about it? No deal. I am going back to work if it kills me, which it may well do. Broken 

bones, cancer and a life threatening virus have not bowed me yet, and I look forward to 

the feeling of triumph when I am driving my bus down the road again. I can almost taste 

it. 

                     Jules Cann  
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Breast Cancer and COVID   

In early February of 2020 I was quietly 

recovering at home from a double 

mastectomy & breast reconstruction. I was 

doing super-duper well with the resting, 

watching Netflix, crafting & more resting as 

instructed, so after 5 1/2 weeks I started to 

feel back to my normal self and ready to 

head back into socialising & some work...then...COVID19 came and I sat glued to the TV 

watching every announcement and telling the kids to Shussssshhhh as we all listened to the 

next major broadcast from the  

“Experts”. To be honest, it was difficult after already being in a type of quarantine since early 

Feb and now understanding that I was one of the “Immunocompromised”, I pulled the kids 

from school immediately. I became fearful.   

  

It must have been about five or six days into the lockdown that I decided the TV was not going 

to be turned on in the mornings anymore, I wasn't going to listen to every live broadcast on 

Facebook and although I hadn't been to the shops in a while, we had enough to get us through. 

I reassured the kids that we are safe out here, dad & I work by ourselves in our Burleigh 

Warehouse, so we would be fine, our everyday contact with others was minimal...and 

consequently we all started to relax. The dining room table which is always kept clear to eat 

dinner on each night, became the hub of the home with board games piled at one end, a sewing 

machine at the other. Coloured pencils, sketch pads & all sorts of crafts came out of the 

cupboard. The kids started eating whenever they felt like it, which meant, every five minutes, 

baking and creating. As a family we took a collective sigh.  
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The morning rush was gone, the frantic race to the grocery store after school each day was 

gone, the pressures of after school sports was gone. The juggle was gone. There was simply no 

guilt in following the sun around the yard all day and sitting in its warmth listening to the song 

of the birds.   

  

When the school term started, we adapted to online sports lessons and online schooling. The 

kids woke each morning approximately 3.2 seconds before they needed to log-on to school 

from their laptops...while still tucked up warm in bed. Then casually making eggs when they 

felt like it with the teacher coming through their EarPods. They embraced the new way of 

learning while laughing as another kid muted the teacher for the 5th time in 3 minutes without 

them knowing. We enjoyed the slower pace without the pressures, we enjoyed being together 

and we also enjoyed being at separate ends of the house when required!  

  

Adam, Freckles & I started juicing & walking early each morning on a get fit quest and soon 

discovered new friends around the valley. The large piggy that would come racing down to the 

fence when he saw us approach & touch noses with the beautiful gentle horses that wandered 

over to the fence for a pat and a chat as well as my cute fluffy new Llama friends who are just 

so inquisitive & quirky. They all get a bright “Good Morning” chat from us and I'm not sure 

who looks forward to it the most.  

Now we are in our 13th week for me & 8th week for the others of “self-isolation” and there is 

much talk about “getting back to normal”, but I'm not sure we really want to get back to that 

craziness, do we? Maybe we only go back to 75% busyness and maintain a bit more of our  

serenity...  

Megan Rizzo  
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On Dialysis     

Loss of control. Uncertainty of what the future would bring. Uncertainty of what tomorrow 

would bring. Scared. Isolated. Anxious.  Alone. These are all the feelings I had in July 2018 

when I was told I would need to start dialysis to stay alive. When my only option for survival 

and to see my children grow up was to be hooked up to a machine in hospital, with gigantic 

needles poked in my arm twice a week. Every. Single. Week. Forever. Well ‘forever’ until I 

was lucky enough to get a kidney transplant. Nearly two years later I still need dialysis to stay 

alive and I am still waiting for a kidney transplant. But I no longer have those feelings. Now I 

just feel grateful.   

When Brisbane went into ‘lockdown’ due to COVID-19, I actually felt calm. While my friends 

and family felt scared, uncertain and an overwhelming sense of loss of control; I felt calm. I 

had dealt with all those exact feelings 18 months prior. I had ‘Brene Browned’** myself so 

much, that in fact I was able to just accept this lockdown and this change in life.  I had dealt 

with all my inner feelings of vulnerability and I just accepted life and all those lemons she had 

given me.   

COVID-19 lockdown was actually a gift. ‘ISO’ made me feel like I had time travelled. I got 

minutes, hours, days, and weeks back with my children. Precious time that I had lost over the 

years due to kidney failure and dialysis treatment. I got the privilege of spending every single 

second with my children and we just got to be. We slowed down, we baked, we planted veggies, 

we read, we did puzzles, we jumped on the trampoline, we played board games, we did home-

school, we made a beach in our backyard, we did science experiments, we went for bike rides, 

we walked the neighbourhood, we slept longer, we ate together every day, we just lived and 

relished in each other’s company.  Was it hard? Absolutely. Was it exhausting? 100%.  But it 

was a privilege. It was time I genuinely never thought I would have with my children again.   
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We all flourished in ‘ISO’ because we truly learnt to live in the moment. We stopped 

forecasting into the future, and we stopped worrying about the past. This is not to say there 

were no challenges. Absolutely there were challenges. When faced with adversity I’ve decided 

to always remain grateful and positive. Glass half full and all that. I was told early on during 

this pandemic that due to COVID-19 that Kidney Transplants would be stopped in Queensland 

and, in fact, all over Australia. Organs that could have saved lives would not be used due to 

COVID-19. It was too high risk. The hospitals needed the ICU beds. They would be stopped 

for the foreseeable future. I cannot  put into words what this felt like to be told after 18 months 

of dialysis that the wait time would be unknown. Devastated comes to my mind, but also an 

overwhelming sense of relief. Relief that I didn’t need to live every day ‘waiting for a phone 

call’. Waiting for someone to call me to say we have found a kidney that is a match. Instead of 

waiting for that phone call, I just got to live. I stopped living by my phone. Instead of my 

iPhone being at my fingertips, my children’s fingers intertwined into mine. ALL DAY LONG. 

And I loved every second of that time with my children. It was certainly the most magnificent 

of silver linings.   

Life has seemingly gone back to normal for many of us. But we are holding onto ‘the slow’ 

and ‘the togetherness’ we found during lockdown. I am still waiting for my kidney transplant 

and there is still uncertainty in my life and in the world. There is still so much unknown. But I 

have comfort knowing that my little family and I time travelled together and discovered a whole 

new way of seeing the world around us. We learnt to truly be grateful for the important things 

in life; being alive and family.  

(Emily was thrilled to be the recipient of a kidney in September 2020. Her new kidney has been 

named ‘Beanie.’) 

Emmy O’Neill  
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Escape from the City  

My husband and I were born in the middle of the second world war and when we were children, 

many of our school friends died from diseases such as measles, diphtheria, and polio. Vaccines 

have almost eradicated these diseases, at least in Australia.   

  

When news of COVID 19 virus started to appear on our screens, we felt disconnected from this 

new contagion. After all, Wuhan felt like a long way away.  When the world became aware of 

the seriousness and the high death toll of this infection, it suddenly felt very close.   

  

As I have a compromised immune system, we decided that rather than spend maybe months 

cooped up in out unit, we headed off in our caravan before the lockdown.  We are now 

domiciled in a small caravan park in a bush land setting between Childers and Bundaberg. A 

tranquil retreat that we share with three others, spaced a long way apart of course.   

  

The birdlife is amazing.  My favourites are the black cockatoos and the conical babblers. There 

are wallabies, a rabbit that eats the parsley I planted in my tub garden, goannas that wander 

around searching for sunny spots and green frogs that I have never seen in the city. One 

morning we found a microbat no bigger than my little finger on one of the windows of the van. 

Each site has its own fireplace and I enjoy cooking over the coals. It is lovely to site around 

watching the flames as the evenings get cooler.  

  

I make my own bread every other day. Even though we have a television, we only watch the 

news and an occasional movie. My husband is deprived of his sport. We have minimal 

housework, but the days are filled easily. I am an avid reader and mostly you will find me with 
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a book or my kindle in my hand. Plenty of time to read Hilary Mantel’s trilogy and ‘A new 

history of the Celts.’ I have Catholic tastes in books but love history.  

  

We shop in Childers where there have been no reported cases of COVID 19, so I feel safe going 

there.  Now that restrictions have lifted, we visit our daughter who lives nearby. We walk along 

the beach together, swim or fish which feels like real freedom.  We are so thankful to be here, 

to feel safe from this disease that is cutting a swathe through other less fortunate countries.  

Everyone here adheres strictly to social distancing and the tranquillity we have found has been 

soothing for the soul. Overall, we are weathering this pandemic very well and will stay here 

until it is safe to return to Brisbane.  Hopefully, a vaccine will be developed and like the 

diseases of our childhood, COVID 19 will become a distant memory. No doubt this will not be 

the last pandemic that afflicts the world but hopefully we will all have learnt some valuable 

lessons that we can take with us after living through this one.  

Lynnette Wegener  
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Coping with Change on the Autism Spectrum  

My 26-year-old son is on the autism spectrum. He copes quite well with life – he has a part 

time job in the dining room of a fast food restaurant in the city, he has lived out of home for 

two years now, cares for his dog, uses public transport quite well as he does not drive.  

  

When COVID 19 hit in early 2020 and restaurants had to shut he was to use his annual leave 

and then when that ran out, he received no other income than his disability support pension. 

This created a big hole in his weekly routine something that is important to his mental health. 

We were a little concerned as to how he would react to all the changes that were placed on the 

community. Change is one of the things that does create anxiety in my son. He had many rules 

to think about, no job to go to, no gym to go to (he had just started this habit), and couldn’t 

even use his “happy place”, the shopping centre, to de-stress.  

  

We allowed him to visit our home to help in the garden during the week and he then started to 

have a sleep over on the weekend. His brother would visit him at his home to do jigsaw puzzles 

most weeks.  

  

Something else that was just starting before COVID 19 hit was that he and I were attending a 

new congregation and he wanted to get known and start helping with the children’s ministry 

as he had with our previous congregation. This, of course, could not happen once church 

buildings were placed off limits.  

  

Our congregation started many online activities, filming and Zooming many activities each 

week – an online service, mission and outreach discussions, children’s activities, study groups, 

after service morning tea groups and even an online news segment.  
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My son started to interact with people of the new congregation in these online activities which 

was quite easy as it did not require any traveling. He started to offer his time to help with 

anything that needed doing in the congregation. My son loves helping and his enthusiasm led 

the ministry team to asking him to help with some of the camera work for the various pre-

recorded and live online activities. My son was able to use public transport to travel to the 

building that was being used for filming and he began helping with at least two of the events 

each week.  

  

The COVID 19 circumstances have probably allowed my son to interact with the new 

congregation better than if he’d had to choose a building to visit each Sunday or travel to an 

activity during the week.  

  

As we come out of restrictions, he now has a relational basis to build on with the “new” 

congregation. He still isn’t back at work yet but has managed on his pension, is starting back 

at his gym, feels comfortable on public transport and has come out of this period of isolation 

mentally intact.  

Cathy Thorp   
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Food and Fitness   

  

Self- Isolation  

Day 13  

This adversity, like a tsunami 

for many 

shattering their lives and livelihoods 

sweeping them away from their 

roots, all that holds them together. 

This adversity, entangling lives 

of others, 

shaping testy households juggling 

work demands, children’s 

schooling, keeping boredom and the 

black dog at bay. 

 

This adversity, a chilling call 

for some 

to be at the front line, at danger 

points in unknown zones clothed in 

the fear of transmission and the 

absence of those they love. 

 

This adversity, unrolled a soft challenge 

for us 
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to stay at home, keep safe but 

the days are shapeless and long 

and there’s a longing to hold 

others to fully love all we love. 

 

This adversity reveals our 

shared vulnerability, our 

fragile interconnectedness 

and asks us questions. 

Earth turns slowly 

waiting for our answers. 

 

Margaret Clifford   
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Cogs and Wheels  

The emergence of the COVID-19 virus and the subsequent lockdowns of communities have 

come with considerable challenges for individuals and industries alike. Although nothing can 

compare with the human tragedy that this pandemic has brought, with the loss and suffering 

experienced by so many within communities across the world.   

  

All industries have been impacted by this pandemic in some way, some more than others. Being 

a critical essential service, the food industry has had to overcome many unique challenges in 

order to continue feeding our nation safely.  

  

 I work within the Australian food manufacturing industry. Although the amounts of challenges 

faced during this period are too many to cover, this piece hopes to offer a small insight into 

some of the challenges which the food industry and the people who work in it have confronted 

and needed to overcome throughout the COVID-19 pandemic.  

  

Part I – Feeding the nation  

Modern food manufacturing processes are generally designed as a series of smaller processes, 

with one process following the next until the end product is created. An example would be the 

loaf of bread which you may buy off the shelf of a supermarket. The following diagram shows 

the multitude of individual production processes that occur each and every day for the bread to 

be available on the supermarket shelf.   

  

These individual processes are very large in their own right and can consist of highly automated 

and sophisticated machines or basic human production line processes or quite often a mixture 
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of both. The processes within manufacturing, including food production, can be likened to a 

mathematical equation, after all modern factories are designed and built by engineers to achieve 

a consistently repeatable production; a collection of inputs to achieve a desired output. These 

processes are generally fast paced and produce high volumes. A large commercial bakery for 

example may produce in excess of 1,000,000 loaves of bread a week.  

  

Modern factories were never designed which the concept of social distancing in mind. 

Production Line Workers and Machine Operators often stand shoulder to shoulder when at 

their respective workstations. To ensure the safety of workers and the broader community, food 

manufacturers have needed to adopt the same social distancing measures which have been 

applied to the rest of the community; 1.5 metres segregation between people. As this particular 

measure was considered the bedrock for the strategy to reduce community transmission of the 

virus, it had to be adhered to in ensuring the safety of the workforce and the community more 

broadly. This has posed a significant challenge for many food businesses, as in many instances, 

to adhere to these measures, productivity had to be reduced or in some cases, even stopped.   

  

 If you have 10 people working on a production line cutting up whole fish into fillets, and let’s 

say the output of that production line is 100 fish per hour, a business may have to reduce the 

people working on that line to 5 to ensure adequate distancing between staff, resulting in an 

output reduction of 50 fish per hour, or 50%. This was one of the first real challenges faced by 

the food industry during the pandemic. If this process happened to be one of the first in a series 

of processes, each subsequent process would categorically have a 50% reduction their 

respective efficiencies. Or to put it another way, 50% less food was produced in the same 

timeframe.   
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Extrapolate this across the nation’s food producing facilities at a time where panic buying had 

hit the nation and it was a perfect storm.  Panic buying created an unprecedented demand for 

grocery products which coincided with a time in which manufacturers and producers scrambled 

to adapt and implement measures to ensure social distancing compliance in an effort to restore 

the supply capabilities of their respective processes. Supermarket shelves ran bare and buying 

restrictions were put in place on certain products as grocery retail sales rose by a record 22.4% 

for April 2020 (Australian Bureau of Statistics). This created a huge disparity between supply 

and demand, which subsequently fuelled further panic buying. Various food businesses had to 

rationalise their respective products to ensure in the first instance the availability of enough 

food, with the secondary focus being adequate supply of high demand products. With 

collaboration between food producers and the big supermarket chains and retailers, strategies 

were developed to cease the production of certain products to ensure supply of others. In other 

words, the variety of products needed to be reduced to ensure the availability of key products. 

The requisite being that these key products were high sellers as well as less complex and 

quicker to produce.   

  

However, food production and supply chains alike are based on short- and long-term sales 

forecasting, depending on the product. Production runs are based on a relative stability between 

the supply and demand relationships. Naturally, there are deviations between actual and 

forecasted sales, but not to the extremes which occurred during the pandemic.  

  

The staggering number of moving parts and inputs which go into producing food, and 

production processes means that it cannot just be turned on and off like a tap. Weeks, often 

months go into planning and preparing productions, particularly perishable short life products 

such as meats, dairy, eggs and fresh fruit and veg.  These processes are like a freight train. They 
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take considerable time to ramp up and ramp down and are designed to operate a set speed for 

extended periods of time with their ability to respond to rapid shock spikes in demand very 

limited.   

  

So, as supply responded to the demand of the panic buying, equilibrium was met, albeit for 

only a short period of time. As the supermarket shelves once again returned to full, so also 

were household pantries and chest freezers, symbolic of the panic which had coursed its way 

through the psyche of the public for previous several weeks. There was a collective realisation 

that the panic buying fiasco which had just occurred was no longer an issue.   

  

What resulted yet again was a huge disparity between supply and demand, this time in an 

oversupply scenario. People stopped buying products from the supermarket and began 

consuming the stockpiles that they had acquired over the previous weeks and months; all the 

while industry had ramped up productions to unprecedented levels in an attempt to meet the 

panic buying demand. This sudden oversupply scenario posed a significant challenge for 

perishable short shelf life products such as fresh foods, meats, and meat products, as these 

products generally have relatively short window in which they can be sold and consumed. If 

the product isn’t purchased and it expires, it is dumped. It would take time for the production  

‘freight train’ to respond to such a dramatic and instantaneous drop in demand.   

  

There was an irony here. As a nation, we panic bought food, concerned about food supply in 

such uncertain times. The result was that as a nation, we likely ended up throwing away and 

wasting a higher proportion of food due to the disruptions caused to supply chains by our 

irrational behaviours.  
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There are a huge number of consumables and parts which go into running a manufacturing 

process, be it food or otherwise. Some examples are:  

• Personal protective equipment such as clothing, latex gloves, masks  

• Specialised machinery, spares parts and specialised technical skills such as engineers  

• Industrial gases and fuels  

• Packaging  

• Ingredients   

• Animal feed  

• Sanitisation products  

A large proportion of these elements are imported from overseas and as the world shut down 

and boarders were closed off around the globe, a reduction occurred in the availability of some 

of these products and services. The lead time on spare parts increased considerably due to 

various restrictions and logistical challenges, tankers of industrial gases sat of the coastline of 

Australia waiting to port, held up by domestic quarantine requirements. Stockpiles of PPE ran 

to critically low levels. Without these elements, many foods cannot be produced. It takes only 

one out of millions of engineering component in a factory to fail to bring that factory to a 

standstill. And while for the most part my business was not impacted by these supply 

constraints, it certainly demonstrated the vulnerability we have as a nation in being so 

dependent on the importation of critical resources and the concentration of countries in which 

these resources are sourced from. 

 

The facility which I work employs over 1,300 people from all corners of the globe. At the 

height of the pandemic, when the boarders were still open and the majority of new positive 

cases were coming from abroad, our workforce were arguably more exposed than most. Many 
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live with extended family, many had family and friends visiting from abroad. Many lived in 

share accommodation with other migrants. The risk multiplication factor was incredible.    

This period was awfully stressful. There were many unknowns and no rule book. Nobody had 

managed such a thing in modern living history. It was a period of uncertainty and doubt.  

 

Food production is an essential service, and as such it was imperative that production was 

maintained throughout the pandemic. Achieving this whilst also maintaining the health and 

safety of the workforce was something that we achieved, with no cases confirmed in our 

workforce. 

 

  

                 Nathan King  
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Learnings from Lockdown  

“In the rush to return to normal, use this time to consider which parts of normal are worth 

rushing back to. If things go back exactly as they were, we will have missed the opportunity to 

take the good from this bad.” Dave Hollis  

  

In March 2020, the hospitality industry was brought to a virtual standstill as COVID-19 struck 

and isolation measures were introduced. It was a situation none of us asked for, catastrophic 

financially and personally to many businesses and families. Yet, as we prepare to emerge from 

isolation, there are some unexpected learnings to take with us.  

  

As a food writer telling stories about restaurants, restaurateurs, and producers, when COVID 

struck, I undertook an immediate reorientation of purpose.   

  

It was as though our world had turned inwards, its message to stop and reflect. In self isolation, 

communication methods shrank to phone, email, and social media. While personally the crisis 

brought an end to holiday plans and some financial repercussions, the Facebook page ‘View 

from my Window’ brought a world context to an isolation that for some had major 

repercussions. Reading about others in crisis also provided food for thought.   

Through my laptop, I observed restaurateurs’, café owners’ and friends’ reactions to the crisis.   

  

As café owner and coffee roaster Richard Silipo (Silipo Coffee) notes a crisis brings out the 

best and the worst in people: “We are all in this together. COVID-19 has in some way reached 

every person in the world. While some have shown sympathy and helped others, others have 

been selfish and looked after themselves. Some people have lost everything while other 

industries have flourished.”   
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The effects on business were far-reaching, says restaurateur Remi Baron (Le Café Gourmand), 

“…especially the food suppliers but also the ones we don’t necessarily think about such as bin 

cleaners, towel and tablecloth suppliers, newspaper and magazines writers etc. It is very sad 

and painful to see so many people struggling.”  

  

It was a time for everyone in the industry to support each other. Seeing my role as one of 

support, promoting the people and produce of the area, I veered away from restaurant reviews 

to concentrate on covering services to those most in need: affordable home delivery for those 

locked in, inexpensive meals to cook at home, food delivery to those working on the front line 

and charity schemes helping those most in need (including international students not eligible 

for government benefits).   

  

A theme became evident: some of the hardest hit restaurateurs, often those who had themselves 

migrated to Australia, were those who lent a helping hand to others. Often quite privately, with 

a smile of encouragement, they reached out. As I wrote, my fingers reached beyond the 

keyboard to bring their stories of hope and comfort to others in isolation.  

  

Restaurateurs willingly shared with me the lessons they would take from COVID times.   

People have been foremost in their minds, both customers and staff.   

“I have learnt, more than ever, to focus on my family, my staff and my friends, as we all need 

each other at the end,” Richard Silipo tells me.   

“The human aspect has been amazing, how people have pulled together, how understanding 

our return guests have been and how they have supported us during the crisis,” Patrick Rabbath 
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(Rabbath) says, not only “…financially by still ordering, but more importantly morally by 

sending lovely and supportive messages,” says Remi Baron.  

  

Adaptability has been key, with “…long term staff willing to accept changes to maintain their 

job and the business, regardless of their personal needs,” he adds. “Our sense of community 

has been strengthened,” says Emmi Kendall (Lucky Bao), “and so has our staff. Overseas 

workers are not eligible for government benefits when they are unemployed, so it has made 

our team better by us looking after each other.”  

  

When normal operations slowed and stopped, creativity and thinking outside the square became 

essential to survival. For some, it was necessary to make new squares, new models that would 

flourish in a new environment.   

  

Erfan Jalilian (Shiraz, Surfers Paradise) grasped the opportunity to add a personal touch, 

serving takeaways and Persian groceries from a table at his restaurant’s entrance, getting to 

know his customers better as they drank complimentary tea while waiting for takeaway.  

Slower custom gave Erfan the ability to introduce his own home delivery service across the 

Gold Coast which will remain post-COVID, he says.   

  

“Slower trade gave us the opportunity to do some things we’d always wanted to do at Lucky 

Bao,” says Emmi. “We became more creative, bottling cocktails, sauces and marinades such 

as our famous Crack Sauce and Spicy Korean glaze, which are now available to purchase.”   

“Food has always been an industry where innovation and creation were key. We need to 

recognise that the way we consume food will now be continuously evolving possibly at a faster 

pace than ever before. It has been happening slowly over the years…however I think COVID-



  

    260   

19 has accelerated the process and we cannot just stay back. We need to keep up with the new 

trends, needs and wants of clients to stay up to date and competitive,” says Remi Baron.   

  

Asking new questions leads to new answers. Noting how quickly the streamlining of systems, 

including products and delivery service took place, “I think it is important to note the resilience 

of business owners, staff and customers during this crisis. We have never solved problems so 

quickly and efficiently to keep the economy going as much as it was possible,” Remi.  

  

The COVID lockdown gave others the chance to re-evaluate not only what they were doing 

but their actual purpose.  

  

“So much ‘fluff’ existed in the industry before the crisis,” says Patrick Rabbath. “In some ways 

it was a false economy. When we had to stop providing service, it pared us back to what people 

actually needed and things became a lot more transparent. We had to come back to a ‘meat and 

potatoes’ mentality,” he said, adding takeaway items as another income stream and considering 

a format for weekend brunches.  

  

Consumers, too, have had their own cleanouts, physically, mentally, and financially. For some, 

isolation has provided “…an opportunity to do some housekeeping in where we focus,  

who we spend time with what we consume, how we work, what matters and, most  

importantly, what doesn’t,” Dave Hollis notes.   

  

Above all, many I spoke to expressed how grateful they were to be living in Australia and 

emerging from the other side of the crisis.  
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“I am extremely thankful we are in a country that has a government which has really given 

everyone the best chance possible considering the situation we are in, from protection to 

monetary security to the best of their efforts,” says Richard Silipo. “I know the world will be 

forever changed, but I feel it is forever changed in a positive way.”  

  

Through droughts, fires, floods, and now COVID-19, we are proud to be Australian, facing the 

crisis together and moving forward.  

Marj Osborne  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

  



  

    262   

Pandemic the Permaculture Way  

We run an urban farm on permaculture principles   We should have been prepared for the 

pandemic. Five years ago, we turned our ordinary suburban house block into an urban farm 

complete with chickens, ducks, quails, a large vegetable garden, small orchard and even a goat.  

The name of our tiny farm is Higgledy-Piggledy Farm.  It is a quarter acre block in suburban 

Sunnybank, Brisbane.  We operate our farm and live our lives on the principles of  

permaculture; care for the earth, care for people, and fair share.   

  

We care for the earth by growing food (vegetables, fruit, eggs, and milk).  Our food miles are 

just a few steps from the patch to our kitchen.  We care for the soil by not using synthetic 

chemicals or pesticides, making our own compost, and utilizing worm farms. Our entire food 

waste turns to compost or feeds the chickens, ducks, and quails.   

  

We care for people by opening our home to backpackers who want to help on the farm in 

exchange for food and room. We always make sure there is enough food on out table to feed 

anyone who drops in and needs a meal or a bed or someone to talk to.  We care for the 

community by making a herb garden out the front of our house to share with people as they 

walk past.   

  

We ensure fair share by sharing what we grow with friends and family.  We share of our 

abundance by putting our abundance on the community swap table on the street.  We return the 

surplus to the earth to enrich the soil and to thank the worms and microorganisms for growing 

beautiful food for us.   
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We usually grow enough food on our tiny farm to feed us for most of the year, so when the 

pandemic hit, we should have been able to go into lockdown without the fear that sent most of 

the country into panic.  However, the summer of 2019 was a season of extreme heat and 

devastating bushfires throughout the country, so we decided, given the water restrictions and 

our empty water tanks, we would use the summer season to redesign our garden. We did not 

even have many eggs as our ducks, quails and 10 out of the 13 chickens were too old to lay 

eggs anymore and were living out their old age in comfort and pleasure.   

  

So, when the pandemic was declared and Brisbane went into lockdown, instead of feeling pious 

about being self-sufficient, our vegetable garden was bare; our chickens were barren, and our 

‘farming’ was being done in the aisles of the supermarkets and greengrocers. We realised that 

getting our vegetable patch back in production was a priority so we, along with many others, 

headed to the plant nurseries to stock up on vegetable seedlings and seeds.  But seedlings and 

seeds were as rare as toilet paper, and it turned out the saying ‘scarce as hens teeth’ was actually 

true when it came to finding chickens as every ‘Brisbanite’ with even a handkerchief sized 

backyard, tried to fill it with chickens in order to be self-sufficient with eggs.  We eventually 

sourced seeds by digging deep into our cupboards for long forgotten packets and seedlings 

acquired through crop swap groups.  We lovingly tended our vegetable patch and our seedlings 

and began filling our table again with good home-grown produce.   

Our days were busy, and our evening meals were fun and plentiful, we felt blessed.  

  

Disturbingly, we then began to hear stories from other home gardeners that their crops and 

chickens were being stolen.  Many people in the Australian Urban Farming Network 

complained about having their hens stolen in the middle of the night.  Other people told stories 

of fruit trees being stripped and vegetables being dug up and stolen from their gardens.  In 
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response some community gardens organised rosters of the members to patrol the gardens to 

ensure that their crops and plants were not stolen, and urban farmers built bigger fences.  We 

discussed the problem as a family and wondered what we can do to prevent this from 

happening.  After much debate we decided that instead of closing our gates and our hearts we 

would double our commitment to our permaculture ethics and build a verge garden that 

everyone could pick from as they passed by.  Our property is on a corner block, which meant 

that we were able to set up eight raised vegetable beds, and one 8-metre ground bed across two 

verges.  The vegetable beds were planted out with papaya trees, bok choi, zucchini, pumpkin, 

lettuce, tomato, corn, herbs, cabbages, cauliflower, peas, and beans. We had a small a street 

library on the verge and we decided to double our street library capacity by building a bigger 

box to hold more books.  We added a seat next to the street library to encourage people to stay 

a while.    

  

With gyms closed, people working from home and children attending school at home it felt like 

the number of people going for walks during the day doubled. Gardening on the verge in the 

afternoons was a great time to meet neighbours, talk about what we were building and why we 

were making the verge garden that everyone could use.  Great conversations were had as we 

heard stories of grandparent’s gardens and happy memories of picking tomatoes and beans.  

We delighted in the faces of little children, who had never eaten sun ripened cherry tomatoes 

directly from the bush, excitedly bite into the warm, sweet fruit. We shared gardening tips and 

helped others to begin to grow vegetables in their backyards.   

  

Amongst the stories, we heard about experiences of racism towards the Chinese community in 

our neighbourhood and the desperation of international students losing jobs as the hospitality 

industry shut down.  These students were not entitled to government payments so were living 

in cars whilst trying to maintain their studies.  As we shared these stories with our community, 
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we also found compassion. Our community cooked meals and created care packages for 

international students and Higgledy-Piggledy Farm became a depot for homemade frozen 

meals and care packages to be given to students in need.   

  

We thought we were not ready for the pandemic as our vegetable patch was bare and our 

chickens were barren, but we were wrong.  We were ready, we had the essentials to help us 

survive and thrive during the pandemic.  We were part of a strong caring community that 

focused on what mattered, caring for the earth, caring for people, and sharing.  Having these 

essentials helped us sort out all the other problems and issues that came our way.    

  

Narelle and Vivienne Oliver-Braddock  
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Julia’s Absolutely Adult Shopping List  

On 12 March 2020, I flew to New Delhi for a long-anticipated holiday in India and Nepal. 

However, the coronavirus had other ideas and on 17 March, I arrived home again to be greeted 

with the news that I was to self-isolate for fourteen days. Fine. I could do this. I live in a 

spacious apartment overlooking the Story Bridge, the river, and the totally hip neighbourhood 

of New Farm.   

  

Day 1 of quarantine required a list. A shopping list. It was to be sent by text to my father who 

would deliver the items required to my door, observing social distancing rules, of course. But 

here is the thing: I am thirty-one years old, and I had never written a shopping list in my life. I 

like to breeze into Coles with a complete lack of purpose and choose items at will. This 

inevitably means I arrive home, open the pantry door and add two more tins of tomatoes to the 

ever-growing pyramid. I never have what I need. I never buy the right item. I always seem to 

have 2.5 kilos of salt. In a flight of fancy some months ago I told myself I would make beef 

stroganoff. But I forgot to buy the beef, so there is a quart of cream in the fridge that I have not 

yet thrown away, because I will not admit defeat. There are moths in the curry spices. There 

are mites in the quinoa. There are seven cans of salmon that mock me every time I open the 

pantry. I do eat. I eat dip. And carbs. So many carbs. And Sriracha hot sauce. I like to wander 

the shops and pick up items like Arborio rice and imagine I am the type of person who lovingly 

stirs the risotto until it is ‘moist and tender’. I go on sprees and buy broccoli in bulk which I 

then make into enormous batches of freeze able meals. Turns out broccoli does not freeze well.   

  

And now my parents were asking me to write a shopping list. All the items that would sustain 

me for a fortnight. Oh God, they were going to find out: I am not an adult. (Apparently, wine 

is not a grown-up’s meal.)  
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Step 1: Give the list a title. Julia’s Absolutely Adult Shopping List.   

Step 2: Write list.   

  

Eggs. When I was growing up, there was always a dozen in the fridge. I do not think I have 

had an egg without avocado and toasted sourdough since I was six. If it does not come poached 

and cost me my entry into the housing market, I do not want to know about it. But Mum and 

Dad always had them. Eggs go on the list.   

  

Bread goes with eggs. Whole meal bread will give me brownie points with the parentals.  

Potatoes & onions. This will trick the parentals into thinking I am going to cook.   

Milk. That is a thing, right? I have not gone through a litre of milk since I realised my local 

coffee shop was open 24 hours. Better add milk to the list. I will use it to make my own …  

Coffee! Jesus, how will I get coffee? I added it to the list. Turns out I will drink anything that 

remotely looks like coffee. Did not realise my father had bought decaf until thirteen days in.  

Will take revenge on parents later. (Author’s note. I managed to get coffee delivered to my gate 

every day. Sympathy is a weapon I have learnt how to wield.)  

  

Soup. I hate soup. I have always hated soup. That my mother had advised I stock up on soup 

prior to my ill-fated trip I have chosen to ignore. I did state the soup was not to be corn or pea 

and ham. My mother has never believed anyone could dislike pea and ham soup. I was given 

mushroom soup - and pea and ham soup, with corn. After fourteen days of quarantine and 

another fourteen working from home, glaring hotly at the cans every time I opened the 

cupboard, I found a useful job for them - keeping houseplant number thirty-two upright. One 

of the cans has lost its label. I hope I never have to find out what is inside.   

P.S. Items I did not ask for and yet received:   
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Soap – Eight bars of a brand I never use  

A jigsaw puzzle which turned out to have five extra pieces that no one told me about!  

Yeast – a precious commodity apparently, but not in my kitchen!  

 Julia Moloney  
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 Backyard Marathon  

ANZAC day 2020 was unique in our household for a number of reasons.  Firstly, coming 

together with neighbours for a driveway dawn service and secondly the day we attempted to 

conquer the backyard marathon.  

  

I’d like to claim the idea came to me in moment of creative genius but more accurately it 

popped up in my social media feed.  Scott Hawker, an accomplished ultramarathon runner from 

NZ, had set up the challenge to raise money and awareness for men’s mental health.  Having 

run a couple of marathons and ultramarathons in the past, the task seemed simple, run laps 

around your backyard for 42.2km.  The reality was anything but.  

  

The preparation for the event was fairly standard.  A taper week were training decreases and 

rest increases.  The only difference was ensuring the lawn was appropriately mowed, course 

marked and free from obstacles.  We did a rough measurement, and the end result was around 

93m.  Only 453 laps I thought.  How hard could it be considering the essentials (food, water, 

and amenities) were a literal stone’s throw away.    

  

My twins (age 9) and I were up for the challenge with my wife agreeing to crew for us, which 

meant ensuring the aid station (aka snack table) was always well stocked.  

Alarms were set and we were all off to bed early.    

  

One of the twins was first awake at 4:30am.  In his excitement he had set his watch a little early 

and slept in his running gear.  An executive decision was made not to wake his brother.   

He hadn’t slept well and would more than likely join us later in the morning.    
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So, at 5am on ANZAC day 2020 my son and I switched on our headlamps and GPS watches 

and headed off on what was to become a rather epic morning.  

Most of the first hour was spent with the headlamps on.  The sun was peaking over the horizon 

and the temperature slowly rising.  We took an opportunity at 6am to run to the driveway for 

the ANZAC dawn service.  It was nice to see most of our neighbours doing the same.  Although 

I couldn’t help but wonder what they thought of us standing there in running gear with 

headlamps.  

  

After the dawn service we changed direction of the backyard loop and headed off again.  Most 

of the first hours were spent struggling to find a rhythm and attempting to overcome boredom 

with non-running conversation.  I was lucky in this sense to share this experience with one of 

my sons.  I took the opportunity to chat to him about the run and why it was important to him.  

The conversation went something like this:  

Dad: Are you enjoying yourself?  

Son: Yep  

Dad: Why?  

Son: Because we get to run together  

Dad: Why is that important?  

Son: Because soon the lockdown will be over, and we may never have this opportunity again.   

I don’t want to miss one minute with you.  

Dad (fighting back tears): Ohhhh.  That’s not true I’ll always spend time with you.  

Son:  Can we drink the Coke now!  

  

My son managed to run an incredible 26km over four and half hours.  Although he was tired, 

he never once complained and had to be literally dragged off the course by his mum.  In 
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reflecting on my own experience, I can honestly say if it weren’t for his company in those first 

four and half hours I would have never had the motivation to continue.  He truly is an inspiring 

young person, and we are so proud of him.  

  

After my son finished, I was on my own and this is really where the struggle started.  The sun 

was up, and the temperature was rising.  By 10am it was close to 30 degrees Celsius.  I was 

conscious of trying to maintain my nutrition and hydration but as the day wore on this became 

harder and harder.  

  

My strategy was to try and run continuously and take a walking break every 10th lap, swapping 

running direction every hour.  By the sixth hour I was taking a walking break every 5th lap and 

after struggling with my stomach decided to take a 10-minute break in the shade to get some 

calories in.  There was a smorgasbord of treats on offer, but I couldn’t bring myself to even 

look at them.  Then my wife appeared with an ice cold ginger beer.  As soon as it hit my lips I 

could feel my stomach settling and energy levels restoring.  I took the opportunity to grab a 

handful of chips and some lollies and set off again, albeit at a much slower pace.    

  

To say the last couple of hours were a grind would be an understatement.  A walking break 

every fifth lap became a walk the hill and run the downhill strategy.  Before the race I estimated 

the fastest I could complete a lap was 43 seconds.  Allowing for buffers I had a target of seven 

hours to complete the marathon.  As I approached the seven-hour mark I knew this was 

unrealistic.  My pace had dropped to around 57 seconds per lap and I was well and truly in 

shuffle mode.  

  

As the seven-hour mark ticked over the feelings of disappointment were overwhelmed with 

feelings of relief as I could see I only had another 13 laps (1.2 km) to go.  This gave me the 
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extra energy I needed to push the pace.  As I approached the last lap my twin boys joined me 

and helped carry me across the line.  

  

In reflecting on the challenge, I can say it was more of a psychological battle than a physical 

one.  Certainly, the physical element was there, and I felt the effects of it over the next week 

but by far the biggest hurdle was overcoming the monotony of running circles in the sun. And 

maybe that was my biggest take away from this challenge.  In an environment where we are 

quarantined at home with our families, maybe it’s less about what we can’t do and about what 

we can.  To maintain a mindset that enjoys the moment and appreciates the time spent with 

loved ones.  As my son said, “to never miss a minute”.  

Lachlan Hannah  
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Australian Swimming Champion – Holder of Four World Records  

I love my life and everyone and everything in it. This year was going to be a good year for me 

as I was about to move into my own place and was a groomsman for my cousin at his wedding 

in April. Luckily, I got to go to his bucks party before everything changed! In one week in late 

March everything I loved doing or was looking forward to doing was cancelled.  

I found this all very confusing.  

   

As a swimmer who has been a part of four Australian 

Swimming Teams competing at World events since 2014, a lot 

of my life revolves around Swimming Training. I love where I 

train at Langlands with Brisbane Jets and usually do six 

sessions a week unless I have a big competition ahead, then I’ll 

do nine sessions. What a shock I got when we were told after 

training on Monday 23rd of March that the pool had to close 

immediately due to Covid 19. We had been told of the virus and 

had to be extra careful in and around the pool in keeping our 

distance and  

thought we would be able to continue safely this way. Unfortunately, this wasn’t enough.  I 

also train with some of my Australian Team mates on a Saturday morning with Redlands 

Special Olympics. This stopped the same weekend. I love seeing my good friends here, 

especially my girlfriend, Taylor. She and a few other friends were a part of the Australian Team 

to compete at the 2020 Trisome Games in Turkey in March, which was cancelled too.  

As I was a groomsman for my cousin at the same time I wasn’t going to compete here, but still 

enjoyed training with the swimmers.  
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The next week my PT classes were cancelled when the gym closed. At the same time my 

workplace asked if I could take the next week off as their takings were way down and they 

would then have to relook at my rosters. This all made me very sad and confused as I have 

been working at McDonalds for eleven years now and it is a very important part of my life. I 

was though one of the lucky ones as I was back to work a few weeks later doing my regular 

four shifts. Mum said I was an essential worker. Many of my friends and family were not so 

lucky as a lot were stood down from jobs they love on the 20 of March.  

  

 The following week my coach, Guilly started doing PT classes on Zoom and my sister’s 

boyfriend took me for PT in our front yard. I also swam in our home pool a little bit, until it 

got too cold.    

  

Then I found out my drama class was cancelled which made me really sad. Luckily after Easter 

I started doing the lessons through Zoom which I enjoyed. Next term I will go back to the 

studio for my class with Bec, which makes me happy.  

  

It was a very long 11 weeks without being able to swim or see my friends, but life is looking 

good again. The pool opened up last Wednesday and I have been back to swimming training 

every afternoon and next term special Olympics training will start back up too. I can start back 

at the gym next week and work is getting busier again. I’ve started having a few more 

sleepovers at my unit and been able to catch up with friends, especially my girlfriend who I 

missed.  

  

So, Life is good, and I am happy to be back doing all the things I love.  

Jack Dixon  
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The Paralympics  

At the start of 2020 I was just coming back from hand surgery. After a few months of hardcore 

training I suffered another injury. I now had stress fractures in my leg and had to wear a moon 

boot. The selection camp for the Paralympics were only a week away. I pushed through the 

camp proving myself for selections despite the physical pain. I had to push hard to prove my 

fitness for a lead up tournament allowing me to get medical clearance for the games.  I was 

already on the back foot after having time off due to injury. I had to work twice as hard to get 

back to my absolute best for the team. I was training twice a day six days a week, I had to prime 

myself to peak for the games, not before and not after.   

  

The Tokyo 2020 Paralympic games were only 5 months away. Then suddenly, things were 

very different. The country went into lockdown and the world fell into a dark place.   

Personally, I had decided that I wasn’t going to the games if this virus was still around and 

spreading like wildfire. Then the call came that the Games would be postponed for a year. It 

was good timing for me and meant that I could recover from my recent injuries. Whilst training 

at home was near impossible, maintaining fitness, rehabilitating my leg, and enjoying life was 

the main goal. The extra time allowed me to have a break mentally, physically, and 

emotionally. I was totally devoted to the team and doing well over in Tokyo, but when the 

news came that things were on hold for a while, it was actually a relief. I stressed about how 

my leg would recover and whether it would be enough to get me through the games.   

  

 Lockdown wasn’t that hard for me. After all, after I lost my sight, I did spend 9 months lying 

in a hospital bed doing very little. The pandemic allowed me to spend more time doing the 

things I wanted or needed to do, and I was able to spend more time enjoying the simple things 

in life. It was frustrating that the Paralympic games were postponed, particularly as there is still 
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uncertainty if they will go ahead in twelve months’ time.  Training at home was definitely 

different, but I enjoyed the challenge of designing exercises using the equipment I had.   

  

Tokyo 2020 Paralympic games would have been my first Paralympic games for the Australian 

Women’s Goalball team. I had already decided that I would retire from international duties 

afterwards. Now I have to decide whether to push hard for another twelve months. I will see 

how the pandemic plays out and decide early next year.   

  

For a person who is blind, the pandemic has been somewhat different. For example, hand 

sanitisation and washing is just the norm in my life. When you can’t see, you have no idea what 

you are touching so that was no big deal for me. On the other hand, trying to maintain social 

distancing was not so simple. My Seeing Eye Dog did well at times while at other times he was 

right up people’s clacker.   The changes implemented in shops and businesses, made getting 

things done quite an adventure.   

  

Whilst the pandemic shut down the ability to represent Australia at the Paralympics many other 

positive things happened. During this time, my partner proposed to me. I also moved out of 

Brisbane to a smaller town. The pandemic has had some devastating effects. It was the right 

call not having the Paralympics go ahead, as human lives are the most important thing. After 

all, human lives come before sport.   

  

Alison Jones  
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Harness Racing  

Harness racing isn’t just a sport…it is a lifestyle. Owning and training a team of standardbreds 

is a family affair and dominates most of your day. From waking early in the morning and 

braving all conditions to feed, train and maintain these beautiful animals in peak racing 

condition to the thrill (or disappointment) of taking them to a racetrack and competing on them. 

In our family, we are all involved, every day, morning and night, every day of the year.  While 

we are hobby trainers and have ‘real’ jobs during the day, our son is an emerging junior harness 

driver, and our daughter is the proxy stable manager in charge of day to day maintenance. We 

have been doing this for what seems a lifetime and really couldn’t imagine our lives without 

it.  

  

Enter 2020 and we hear rumours of some virus in China. We don’t really think too much of it. 

Soon it starts to become real, there are people with COVID-19 in Australia. We still don’t 

really think that much of it. It is not something that is going to affect us. Then people start 

talking about shutdowns and isolation. Whoa…. surely this virus cannot shut racing down. It 

starts to become a real fear. While we are only hobby trainers, our horses provide enough 

income to support continuing what we do. If they shut racing down…..well we have no money 

coming to support that. And for our son who has left school to be a harness driver, this is his 

job. We would have to support him and his car payments. And how the hell are we going to 

feed 18 horses with no money. Well we would because we would have to, but we definitely 

start to feel fear for the first time. Then New Zealand moves to Stage 4 lockdown. Racing is 

shut down there. Oh my god, what an animal welfare issue. How on earth can people support 

their horses? What will happen to those horses where people cannot afford to feed them. How 

do you get a vet out when you need them? Can you get a farrier out to put shoes on them? Will 

feed suppliers be shut down? There are so many people reliant on the racing industry…. 
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jockeys, horse trainers, farriers, vets, produces, race-day personnel, caterers, bookmakers, stud 

masters, chiropractors, the list goes on…..Thousands of people in Queensland alone. Tasmania 

soon followed suit because of a local outbreak there. Some trainers there had 100 horses in 

work…now with no income. Please don’t let that be us!!!!  

  

All of a sudden, state borders are closed. The whole world revolves around COVID-19.  

People are dying…in large numbers. This is scary. We want to keep racing; we have to keep 

racing, but will we be able to. You start to think about your own personal safety attending race 

meetings and those of your fellow trainers (especially because so many hobby trainers in 

harness racing are older and more at risk).  

 

We start to see changes. Now you have to get temperature tested before entering a racetrack. 

There is security stopping you at the gate and temperature testers with masks on. We are told 

we have to keep our distance from each other (easier for harness drivers with gigs to sit 

in…helps with the 1.5m rule). There is sanitiser everywhere and we are expected to use it 

(although anyone who works with horses knows that you constantly have cuts on your hands 

and gee, doesn’t that alcohol based sanitiser really sting). The Racing Office where you sign 

in for the race meeting is restricted to one person at a time…. meaning queues. Drivers are told 

they have to use their own colours, not trainer’s colours (to stop sharing between different 

drivers). And there are no crowds…no people, no catering, no on course betting. The racetrack 

seems like a different place and there is a change in the vibe…racing has lost a little of its 

culture. In order to reduce the number of people at racetracks and meet the social gathering 

rules, race field sizes are restricted, and rules are put around the number of personnel who can 

attend with horses. No longer can we go to the races as a family, we have to pick and choose 

who will go with the horses. It just isn’t the same watching your horse win on a TV screen as 
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it is being there in person. For those who go with the horses, it is harder work and more time 

pressure to get horses geared up and ready. They always say many hands make light work and 

I couldn’t think of a better example. And with reduced field sizes, it became harder to get starts 

for every horse, particularly at the same race meeting. So, where before we might have up to 5 

horses going to the one race meeting, this was down to one or two. For our son who only 

recently got his car licence this meant he was thrown in the deep end, having to float horses to 

the races and manage them on his own…all at age 17. Initiation of fire…. perhaps it will be a 

good thing in the long run.   

  

The face of racing is changed though. Many Group 1 races are cancelled because racing relies 

on interstate travel, particularly at the elite level. The good horses can’t get here, and our good 

horses can’t get to other states. Racing has become insular. Being small trainers we don’t have 

these elite horses, so at a personal level I suppose this didn’t affect us much. Perhaps the 

greatest regret for us was not being able to attend race meetings to watch our son compete in 

the Queensland Young Drivers Championship. We watched on TV as he blitzed his rivals by 

20 points and took the title. It would have been so nice to be the ones to first congratulate him. 

But this was not to be, and we have to take the good with the bad. We think about our lives as 

harness trainers during the COVID-19 pandemic and believe on many levels we were so lucky.   

  

For us, racing continued. It is a testament to what we can do when we work together towards 

the same goal. Yes we all made some small personal sacrifices during this time, but we did it 

for the greater good of the industry….to allow us to continue where every other sport was 

cancelled (and we frowned upon those who dared risk or threaten that for their own personal 

gain). Racing was lucky because our industry income is not as reliant on the crowds as it is for 

football or tennis….people can still bet online and watch on TV and this money is returned to 
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our industry allowing it to continue (perhaps some people even spent more money on racing in 

isolation with less competition for their betting dollar!!). As we see the curve flatten and our 

society begin to return to some level of normality, our lives will continue in this wonderful 

sport and we will reflect on these times where racing defied the odds.   

The Chappenden Family   
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Running in Indonesia   

I wake up at around 6:15am but I’m slow in the morning so I don’t get out the door for a run 

until 7:08am. My husband is much better in the morning and has a job to get to so he’s already 

back from his run when I head downstairs.   

  

I hold my hat in my hand, so I don’t have to touch any of the buttons in the lift or door handles 

to get outside. I say “Pagi” (good morning) to the front desk attendants in a singsong way. It’s 

muffled by my mask.   

  

We wear masks everywhere. It’s much more of “a thing” here in Asia. I don’t mind wearing a 

mask on a run. Not only does it help slow the spread, but I feel a satisfying rush of self-

righteousness when encountering those who aren’t wearing one. Yesterday I saw a man lift up 

his mask to spit out onto the street and felt a surge of rage. These anger bursts are a daily 

occurrence. It feels good and bad, like pushing a bruise. It’s a momentary outlet for the 

frustration of isolation, the crippling fear of dying, or even worse, my loved ones dying.   

  

It’s been a couple of months since that fear paralysed me so much that I couldn’t leave the 

apartment. Three months ago, I was terrified that something was going to happen to my parents 

and that I would never be able to see them again. Now it seems like they’re going to be okay. 

They’re worried about me in a foreign country with a healthcare system that we  

don’t trust.   

  

I start out on my usual route. The humidity hangs over everything and within five minutes  

I’m dripping with sweat. Breathing through my mouth, my mask pulses, concave then convex. 

People are walking into their office jobs and I feel guilty about being out frivolously exercising 
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when they’re trying to get to work. I try to not get too close, or get in their way, or feel annoyed 

when they get in mine.   

  

When we moved here, we had assumed it would be easier for me to get a job. When my spousal 

visa came through, my occupation said “housewife.” That made me cackle with laughter. We 

don’t have kids and I’m far from a domestic goddess. What we didn’t know was that getting 

an employer to sponsor me for a work visa was a pipe dream. When that became clear, I pivoted 

and focused my efforts on learning the language and getting a volunteer gig. Then the pandemic 

hit. My language school stopped classes and all the AusAID volunteers were sent home. My 

scope got smaller: learning Indonesian through an app, doing the washing up and exercising 

like a fiend.   

  

I dodge between the cars turning into office driveways. Something Jakarta is known for is its 

traffic and pollution. The traffic has returned. This year we have been in awe of the 

uncharacteristically blue skies and never getting stuck in traffic. No one had anywhere to go in 

their cars. Now people are returning to their offices and restaurants are opening up again.   

  

Jakarta never shut down in the same way that cities in Australia did. We have visited  

Krishna’s parents every weekend despite being from a different household. It didn’t feel so 

open everyone though. Millions of Muslims weren’t allowed to travel back to be with their 

families during Ramadan. There were so many concessions that other people had to make that 

we didn’t have to. Missing religious services, going to work even though they were at risk or 

losing their jobs altogether. These were the painful things most people here had to deal with 

that we didn’t.  
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Having jogged 4km I waddle my way back to our apartment building, red faced and endorphin 

charged. The door guy checks my temperature. It’s not accurate, the gun says 34°C. He waves 

me through anyway. They often don’t check our temperature entering this building. I’m not 

sure what they’d do with me if my temperature were high anyway.   

  

I scoop my hat into my hand again to use as a makeshift glove for the door handles and lift 

buttons. At our door I take off my shoes and mask and once inside greet my husband who’s 

already at his desk working. I go to wash my hands. I’ve never taken so much pleasure in hand 

washing in my life. We bought a bar of Dettol soap and it fills me with delight to lather up. I 

go through the motions, new gestures that I learnt from an ABC news video. Sometimes I catch 

myself rinsing off the suds before 20 seconds is up. I start all over again, paying particular 

attention to the different moves. This time moving in rhythm, singing happy birthday twice in 

my head to make sure I wash for long enough.   

  

There have been some upsides to the lockdown for me. My husband and I have grown closer. 

His long work hours had put a strain on our relationship. Now we eat lunch together and check 

in on each other during the day. Sometimes I eavesdrop on his meetings, but he’s usually 

speaking Indonesian, so I don’t understand much. Left to my own devices, lockdown has given 

me time to reflect on who I want to be and what I want to do once we return to Australia. I’m 

daydreaming about my next job, being able to run outside without a mask on and of hospitals 

equipped with enough ventilators.   

I’m looking forward to coming home.   

Julia Sharwood  
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All Creatures Great and Small  
  

  

 Self-Isolation        

The Pied Butcherbird 

landed on the balcony rail 

fluffed her feathers made eye 

contact stretched her long-

hooked bill delivered a flute-

like comforting song.  

  

The distance between us shortened  

she reached across the gap 

with trust and kindness in 

her eyes  

then, she settled in stillness her 

calmness, catching.  

  

I do not know what good I can do  

here, in isolation as 

you live your lives in 

these uncertain times 

but I’m shaping a 

poem and sending it  

filled with the butcherbird’s song.  

Margaret Clifford    
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The View from my Lockdown  

A plover methodical as a ‘mud larker’ in the 

Thames works her way through the washed-up 

debris along the tide stain. Head down she pecks 

at gems of interest  

  

High flying birds sketch shadows on a taut canvas of silver water  

way down below.  

Wings propel them north. Internal commander  

or external lodestone?  

  

A crow ‘ark-arks’ beyond the palms and bougainvillea disturbing 

an invisible dog that ‘bark-barks’ back.  

Breezes caress as I step onto the balcony Fragrances 

of tropical flora flow through a floodgate  

to my soul  

Nature hugs me replacing an absence of my grandchildren  

Calmness fills the crevasses of my mind  

I breathe deeply to fill my empty vessel, grounding 

my feet for balance  

  

I must stay here, waiting for the word  

An outsider in a painting of beauty a 

dab in an artist’s world.  

Isabel Flynn  
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Fostering Dogs While in Isolation   

Earlier this year we became foster carers for dogs for the RSPCA at Wacol, Queensland.  

We decided to be foster carers after our last pet died so we would not be tied down and 

could go away for weekends or a few days here and there.  As foster carers, if you go 

away, the dog can be taken back to the RSPCA. If not adopted while you are away, you 

can get the same dog back when you return.    

  

We have only had three dogs so far.  The first one we had for only about four weeks and 

the second one we had for about six weeks.  However, this third one arrived just before 

the pandemic started.  As a result of the pandemic the RSPCA had to lock down and so 

we kept caring for the dog.    

  

She is a Jack Russell/Shar Pei cross about seven years old.  She was picked up as a stray, 

so her background is not known.  The RSPCA called her Sabrina and said we could 

change her name if we liked as they had only had her for four days before they fostered 

her out to us.  We call her Sabby.  She is a lovely girl, the only problem being that she 

does not like other dogs. When we walk, she ignores social distancing and pulls strongly 

on the lead towards other dogs.  Given the Covid restrictions, we walk her in a park where 

there are rarely any dogs.  With some hints from the RSPCA we have started to improve 

her etiquette around other dogs, and she gets a treat if she does not pull.  She is much 

more polite now, though not quite completely ignoring other dogs yet.    

  

We have had Sabby for so long, that we have become very attached to her and she has settled 

to living with us and being spoilt.  We worry about what she will think when we take her back 
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to the RSPCA.  If she is not adopted, we hope we can foster her again and eventually adopt her 

ourselves.  

Postscript  

Sabby has been adopted by a lovely family with two teenagers and a little girl in year six.  

Amazingly, they live not far from us and are keeping in touch and remaining friends. Sabby 

has only been gone two weeks. We had had her since February because of the lockdown and 

she only became available for adoption recently. The family were the third lot of people who 

came to meet her. Broke my heart to let her go as I had become very attached to her and there 

were lots of tears. I was comforted that they were such a lovely family.  That is the problem 

with fostering. We console ourselves that we are giving a dog some love and attention till they 

find a forever home.   

  

Suzanne and Bob Murray   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

    288   

LISTEN  

What I hear the loudest is the quiet. The sounds that are missing. No planes flying overhead, 

no constant drone of traffic on the distant highway, just a lone motorbike close by on the main 

road.   

  

The everyday sounds are replaced by the whoop whoop of a pigeon, the cheep of a willy 

wagtail, the wrrk wrrk wrrrrrrk of a crow, and the guttural sounds of the flock of ibis 

majestically gliding into the upper branches of the massive hoop pine in my front yard. It only 

takes five minutes sitting quietly on my verandah, to hear a myriad of birdsong. I close my 

eyes and listen.  At least six different types of birds compete for my attention, including the 

plovers who nest in the paddock and squawk every time an intruder comes near their babies.  

  

The birds have always been background music, but now I hear them without the intrusion of 

man-made sounds, and they’ve become my isolation soundtrack. As beautiful and meditative 

as they are, they can’t fully compensate for the other sounds that I wish I could hear.   

The voices of my grandchildren with their chatter and shouts of “Grandma, Grandma. Come 

and play.” The clatter of cups and the laughter of my friends when I meet them for a coffee and 

a catchup.   

  

I sit on my verandah and watch life’s procession. The butterflies in my garden, the wallabies 

nibbling the grass in the paddock, the birds flitting from one tree to another and resting on the 

telephone lines along the way, then diving to the ground and rising up with a worm in their 

beak. I give thanks that I can experience this joy.   
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I’ve been given a gift to relax, meditate, take a breath, and enjoy what is on offer. I rise from 

my vantage point on the verandah and liberate my wild side, albeit in the confines of my lounge 

room, and join Shakira, JLo, Ed Sheeran, Beyonce, Bruno Mars, and even Suzi  

Quatro and dance with abandon. I pick the produce from my garden and channel my old Mum, 

apron, and all, and make pickles using her hand-written recipe.  I build Lego cities in 

anticipation of my little boys’ first post-isolation sleepover. I have a long talk to my sister on 

the phone and laugh till tears run down my face.   

  

COVID-19 reminds me of a funeral. It’s exciting to see people you haven’t seen for a long time 

but when you remember the reason you’re there, it makes you sad.  The coronavirus has the 

same effect on me. I relish every day and I enjoy the challenge of discovering my new normal 

and as much as I want it to continue, I remember why it’s happening and I’m sorry for our loss.  

  

Many people are suffering. There are people sick and dying, there are victims of domestic 

violence and mental illness, and people have lost their jobs. I pay tribute to them all, but I’m 

reassured that there are many more who haven’t been directly affected. I’m lucky to be one of 

them.  

  

Life has changed. I can’t help thinking mine has changed for the better. It’s been a time of 

reflection and an opportunity to consider the busyness of life. I ask myself are all the activities 

I used to do so very important. Everyone seems in such a hurry to get back to normal and I 

wonder how long will it take before I slip back into filling my diary with things to do? I hope 

it takes a while for me to catch up with the rest of the world.  

My wish is to continue to hear the birds.  

Leigh Garrahy  
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The Daily Escape  

Like convicts we’re allowed out for exercise. Once a day. Each night, before we go to bed, we 

plan what form the next day’s expedition will take. At least three times a week we take to pedal 

power — social distancing is pretty much mandatory on a bike. It’s become the  

highlight of our lives.   

  

Chorus lines of pied stilts in neon pink tights high step their way across the sandbar at the 

mouth of the creek; others yap anxiously from muddy pools in the wetlands as we pedal past.  

I’ve never seen so many, and rarely heard them as vocal. Less competition from the constant 

coming and going of aircraft above their habitat perhaps? And it may, officially be autumn but 

no one seems to have told the birds. We come to a halt to allow a little family of ducks to 

waddle across the bike path; a frantic swamp hen attacks my husband’s tyres as two fuzzy 

black chicks frolic on one side of the path while she and a third ball of fluff are still on the 

other. On a family Zoom chat my six-year old granddaughter regales me with details of her 

brother being seen off by plovers when he got too close to their precious baby. She thinks it’s 

hilarious. He’s less amused. But isn’t this supposed to happen in spring? It may be that since 

we’ve finally had some rain there’s food and water so the birds can risk playing happy families, 

but I reckon they’re staking their claim while there’s a hiatus in the relentless march of 

environmental vandalism.     

  

And it’s not just the birds. In the last fortnight I’ve had two close encounters with snakes on 

the paths through the wetlands. I thought one was a piece of rubber from someone’s tyre until 

it slithered off. The other was bigger and convulsed its way over the path just short of my front 

tyre. Black, with pinkish sides and a metre long, perhaps more, but not very thick. At the time 
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I thought it was a juvenile, red-bellied black snake but now I wonder if it was a large eastern 

small-eyed snake. You see, I’m learning a lot from this changed lifestyle.   

 A walk along the boardwalk through the mangroves suggests the crabs are having fun too. 

Blue-backed, orange-legged mangrove crabs picnic around the pneumatophores which poke 

up like rude fingers through the mud; a fiddler crab basks on the edge of the creek, waving his 

huge red claw hopefully, unperturbed by our footsteps echoing overhead. Sadly, the only 

response he gets is from the bream jumping in the creek. And they aren’t interested in his 

attractions. They’re after pieces of bread being tossed into the creek by a couple of children.  

      

Cycling in the time of COVID 19 may preclude picnics in the park for humans, but the 

wildlife’s partying hard!   

Rosemary Stride  
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Isolation – 20/20 Doggy Vision   

My humans – Poppy and Mum – are habitually away from the house all day during the week. 

But something odd has happened lately to change their behaviour. I’m just a dog, but I’ll do 

my best to explain…  

  

Usually, our day begins when Poppy gives me breakfast,. My standard tasty kibble. When  

Poppy finishes his cereal; he lets me lick the Wedgwood. But I’m not allowed to tell anyone. 

Mum doesn’t let me eat off the Wedgwood. She growls. “It’s disgusting! Our guests eat off 

those plates! If people find out they will not come to visit us!” she says.   

  

Then I head outside to water the grass - so to speak - while Mum and Poppy argue about the 

Wedgwood. To rescue Poppy from the wrath of Mum I deposit a landmine which Mum is 

distracted by, and she promptly comes outside to pick it up and put it in the big green bin.  

Poppy later thanks me for saving him and gives me a treat.   

“You’re worth it.” he says.  

  

Mum and Poppy get dressed in their important clothes and shoes and disappear for about 10 

hours, to go out foraging for treats for me. I loll about all day, sleeping mostly, and chasing the 

occasional mud lark out of my territory while I await their return.  

  

When Poppy and Mum return home I do a dozen spins to demonstrate how pleased I am to be 

reunited with them. Poppy gives me a manly pat and Mum carries on like she hasn’t seen me 

for a month.   
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Then they change from their important clothes into their walkie-clothes, and the three of us go 

around the block as a family. We know all the neighbours, and everyone loves me. They say 

I’m the cutest puppy in the whole district and I look like “mini-lassie”. People lean out their 

car windows and ogle over me, I’ll admit, I have a certain charm in our local area.  

Poppy quietly tells me I’m a “Rock star”.  

  

But as I started to say, something strange has happened recently. I hear repeatedly on the TV 

the term “isolation”, and I wonder what that means. Let me try and explain it from my 

perspective.  

  

Poppy and Mum don’t put on their important clothes anymore, just their sloppy house clothes. 

And they seldom leave the house to forage for treats. They scarcely leave the house at all. 

When we walk around the block in the afternoons, Poppy and Mum don’t stop to talk to the 

neighbours like they used to, which means I miss out on a lot of extra attention. It seems 

downright rude and unreasonable.  

  

Poppy sits at his computer all day, downstairs, while Mum sits at her computer, upstairs. I find 

it extremely difficult to decide who to sit with. I wish they would put their computers in the 

same room so I wouldn’t have to show favouritism.   

  

I think Mum feels equally troubled by this arrangement, because she repeatedly goes up and 

down the stairs. But not in a meaningful way. She doesn’t appear to do it to get something or 

bring something, she just goes up and down, up, and down, up and... FIFTY times I counted.  

There are 16 steps! She’s either very indecisive or she’s gone completely bonkers. I just sit at 

the top step watching her. It’s exhausting! She really ought not do it because she gets herself 
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so hot and sweaty she needs to have a shower straight after she’s finished. And it’s the middle 

of the day! Bizarre.   

Other oddities are occurring too, in this “isolation” period, what with Poppy and Mum no 

longer going out to forage for treats for me I feel incredibly anxious and worry incessantly that 

the treats will run out.   

  

One day Poppy did disappear from the house, but instead of returning with treats he came home 

a short time later with just a 24-pack of human toilet rolls. Not normal! Poppy said he was 

lucky to find them because everyone was panic buying. But what about my treats?  

Doesn’t he care that I’m panicking about that?  

  

It’s nice to have them home all the time, I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, and by and large 

I’m very pleased with this new way of life, but with their constant presence, and having to 

exhaustively watch Mum climb 800 steps every day, I do feel that I am missing out on my 

restorative daytime naps.   

Emma Daniell   
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  Rituals and Sacred Spaces    
  

Self-Isolation  

 

 

  Sunday  

the cathedral doors are locked the 

pews are empty  

but within ourselves there is 

a sacred place a temple, a 

mosque, a shrine where we 

can kneel and encounter a 

bigger god the breath of all 

that exists a love at the 

heart of all life calling us 

forward to a new collective 

hope, a religion of 

humankind where we 

celebrate life  

as belonging to each 

other.  

  

  

Margaret Clifford   
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           Thoughts  

 

I was in Rome for meetings in late February. The first outbreaks of COVID-19 were hitting the 

headlines in the north of Italy, but in Rome things were still quiet. The crowds were smaller 

and the streets quieter, but bars and restaurants were still doing a brisk trade. I also popped 

down to the south of Italy to visit a friend and there was no sign of crisis down there.  When I 

returned to Australia in early March, people asked if I was going to self-isolate. A bit 

reluctantly I agreed to a three-day quarantine, little realizing what was about to erupt not in the 

north of Italy but right here is Brisbane. It came like a tsunami out of nowhere, and suddenly 

we were required to close the churches and head into lockdown. The crisis was nothing like 

Italy, but it was grave enough. Since then, my life has been livestreaming worship from an 

empty cathedral, endless Zoom meetings and spending more time at home than I have ever 

done in my life.   

  

Each of these has meant learning new skills. Mass in an empty cathedral was unsettling at first, 

but slowly I have got used to the live streaming, though the absence of face-to-face contact in 

church remains weird. At first I found Zoom meetings exhausting, especially if I did three or 

four on the trot. I am not quite sure why a Zoom meeting is more draining than face-to-face, 

but it is. Recently I had to chair a week-long Zoom meeting of forty bishops: now that was 

exhausting. But, I would have to say, it went better than we feared because by then even the 

bishops were getting the hang of it. Working at home creates a more secluded even 

contemplative style of work without the bustle and formality of the office. I am still busy, but 

it is a different kind of busyness; and life itself has a different kind of rhythm, which is not all 

bad for a man of my age. Some of the new skills we have been learning through the crisis we 

will take with us beyond the crisis. They will become part of “the new normal”. In that sense, 

the pandemic, though a dreadful thing, has had its positive aspects.   
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Will life ever be the same again? I doubt it – not in the world, not in the Church. Even though 

the pandemic seemed to come out of nowhere, we can see now that its roots go deep and raise 

serious questions about the way we live and the way the world is organized. We can also see 

how fragile we are, when even the most seemingly unshakeable institutions have been shaken 

to the core. A certain kind of ignorance and complacency are no longer options. Certainly, a 

lifestyle based on limitless consumption looks to be a thing of the past.  

  

Through all the drama we have been forced to focus on the things that really matter. Human 

lives matter: people matter, all of them but especially the most vulnerable; selfless service of 

others matters; a new kind of solidarity matters. The economy matters of course, but only if it 

serves people rather than demand that people serve it. If people have to serve the economy, 

especially if it is structured unjustly, then the economy becomes a form of idolatry; and that 

will lead to disaster again. So, beyond all the new skills we have had to learn, I find myself 

hoping that what emerges on the other side is a simpler and more human world where solidarity 

and service are understood and lived in new ways.    

On that note, I leave you with some lines from the French poet Paul Celan:  

We stand by the window embracing and 

people look up from the street.  

It is time they knew!  

It is time the stone made an effort to flower; time 

unrest had a beating heart.  

It is time it were time.  

It is time.  

     ✠ Mark Coleridge     

Archbishop of Brisbane  
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What Can I do to Help?  

“What can I do to help?” This could very well be the catch cry of 2020. We saw people with 

their backs to the wall during the terrible bushfires at the start of the year, and now with  

COVID19 people have again been facing hardships in very different and unexpected ways. But 

it is in the midst of hardship that I have heard this precious and powerful phrase asked more 

times than I am able to recall. I pastor a small church in the southern suburbs of Brisbane, and 

it has been my absolute privilege to witness our church community selflessly putting 

themselves forward desiring to love and serve each other and to love and serve the community 

well during this time.   

  

When I was ordained as an Anglican minister, the Archbishop charged me (as he did with all 

of those before and after me) to ‘equip the saints for ministry’. Unfortunately, much of my time 

in leading a church community does not consist of fulfilling this charge. There are two main 

reasons for this. Firstly, like many other jobs, my time is taken up with administration. And 

secondly, people are busy with all sorts of things and so it is a struggle to mobilise feet on the 

ground to love and serve each other when their time is their most precious commodity. I 

understand both of these reasons and try to manage my expectations. But to be honest, 

sometimes trying to equip the saints for ministry can be disillusioning. There is significant need 

in our communities as our brothers and sisters face all types of hardships. Helping people lift 

their eyes and notice those in need can be tiring. To get those same people to offer their hands 

and their hearts to help those in need can sometimes seem an impossible task.  

COVID19 has changed this dynamic in a truly beautiful way.  

  

The first significant thing that I remember about COVID19 is that my diary suddenly emptied. 

Within one to two weeks, my schedule for the next four months was completely free. This was 
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difficult as I had planned youth camps, men’s retreats, training days, holidays, all sorts of 

things, and it was as if I blinked and they were postponed indefinitely. Many people faced the 

same sudden stop – like running into a wall, stopped in our tracks. It was a terribly hard and 

emotional moment when I locked the church doors not knowing when I would unlock them 

again.    

  

However, before I could take a breath, the text messages and phone calls started coming – and 

they literally brought me to tears. “Scott, who needs help?” “Scott, how can I be of use?” 

“Scott, who needs a phone call?” There were offers to provide cash and gift cards, offers to 

shop for those who are vulnerable, offers to provide cooked meals, offers to drive past elderly 

people’s homes to check on their wellbeing and chat from a distance. Other people took it into 

their own hands to provide messages of encouragement and small gifts to those in their streets. 

Some people have told me that they finally learned their neighbour’s names and have become 

good friends after living next to each other for many years. I have been in ministry for ten 

years, and I have never had so many people offer to help. Like I said, it literally brought me to 

tears because I realised that we were finally getting it. We were no longer stuck at our desks, 

and we were finally willing to put our hands in our back pockets to give generously, and also 

to get our hands dirty as we loved and cared for our neighbours. The thing that has continued 

to amaze me about all of this is that it has continued for the duration of COVID19. I was 

expecting the generosity to dry up – but it is now the end of June (four months after lockdown) 

and I have a wait list for people that are wanting to deliver weekly care packages to the 

vulnerable people of our church.     

  

Because we were not able to meet in the church building during this time, we moved all of our 

material online for those who were able to access it that way. But because we have many older 
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people in our congregation – it turned out that approximately thirty per cent of our members 

did not have access to the internet. And so, we would print and deliver the weekly notices, 

sermon, and bible study so that we could worship together in spirit. And so, people began to 

worship in their homes just like the early church – gathering around the table with their kids. 

It was a very special time! Now that we are able to have small numbers of people in our homes, 

our younger families are opening their homes to the older members of the church so that they 

can worship together. I feel that this has changed the culture of our church for the better. Before 

COVID19, we talked about loving each other. Now we live it. And I pray from the depth of 

my heart that we never forget this lesson. I pray that we never take for granted the blessing of 

being able to gather together and fellowship. I pray that we remember the beauty and the 

fulfillment that comes from serving and loving one another. And I pray that our eyes would 

continue to turn outwards into the community – and that they would especially fix themselves 

on those in need.            

  

1 John 3:18 – “Dear children, let’s not merely say that we love each other; let us show the truth 

by our actions.”  

1 John 4:11 – “Dear friends, since God loved us that much, we surely ought to love each 

another.”     

Reverend Scott Windred  
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If ever there was… Coronavirus  

If ever there was a time more important 

to tell the ones who we love that we 

love them, now is our opportunity, not 

just to say it, but to act, to go beyond 

and above.  

  

If ever there was an opportunity more vital 

to show those for whom we care that we 

cherish them, this is our chance to 

demonstrate resolve, to invent new and 

safe ways to care.  

  

If ever there was a chance more essential to 

uphold and show those who lead us that we 

respect them, this is our moment to seize, 

to adhere to the rules, and support their 

decisions as leaders.  

  

If ever there was a moment more 

critical to send a message to the 

hopeless that we’re here for them,   

the occasion could not be more appropriate, 

to offer more, to people who cope less.  

  

  

If ever there was an occasion with more 

reason to be grateful, to tell all whom we 

need that we thank them, we must stress this 

point and make it known, that we are 

indebted to their kind deeds.  

  

If ever there was a point in our lives more 

crucial to act in ways which make it known 

to others that we value them, this is our time 

to engage inventively, to help our sisters 

and our brothers.  

  

If ever there was a more pertinent time to 

believe, to have faith in a greater good, and 

assure our fellow man that peace is within 

them, now is our opportunity to share this 

message, to show our love and our faith, 

where we  

can.  

 

 

 

 

    Emma Daniell 
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Our Church without Buildings  

During 2018-2019 I was part of an Implementation Team steering toward the amalgamation of up to 

six congregations in the south-east area of Brisbane. At this stage I was a member of one of those six 

congregations and had been for twenty-seven years.  

  

During one of our Implementation Team meetings, one of the team asked the question of what we’d 

like for our current congregations in five years. I answered by focusing on what we could do with 

our current buildings to help the surrounding community. The team member then said, “What if we 

forget about the buildings for a moment, what then is your answer?”. This changed my whole 

perspective. Now I could think about a congregation without a building as foreign as that was at that 

stage.  

  

When the vote to amalgamate resulted in my current congregation not being part of it, I decide to 

move to one of the four that were joining together.  

  

In November 2019 I started worshipping with a congregation that would in 2020 join with three other 

congregations to become one congregation with four worship communities. When churches could no 

longer worship in a building, the congregation started a single weekly worship service online. Virtual 

morning tea communities after worship were started. Virtual prayer groups, administrative meetings, 

bible studies, children and youth activities, news videos and many other gatherings went online. This 

meant that we were all coming together as one congregation in a virtual sense rather than staying in 

our own communities in a physical way. The effort of four communities coming together as one was 

a concern of the Implementation Team that I had been part of earlier.  

  



  

    303   

As a relatively new member to the new congregation I could now attend the same worship service 

(complete with monthly communion) as everyone else, start meeting others from the various 

communities that make up the one congregation in an easily accessible format from my home. I have 

been able to attend any of the morning tea online gatherings, be introduced by the minister hosting 

the gathering and then get to know the others in the group by listening and responding to the 

conversations being had either in the larger group or in a break out group smaller in number.  

  

I now see that the COVID 19 situation has forced us to “forget about the buildings” and to focus on 

the people, the activities, and the local community.  

  

I am hoping that even after we are allowed to worship in a physical building again, that the 

congregation will be cohesive enough to have regular joint worship services in any of the available 

buildings and be confident enough in the relationships that have grown during COVID 19 to cross 

pollinate any of the activities that carried over from the previous congregations.  

  

Cathy Thorp  
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Human Kindness 

  

I find myself in stillness  

The World has come to a halt  

I live in my own bubble  

Where the outside is shut out  

Physically distanced  

Yet socially connected  

The winter has withered  

Spring about to unfold  

The world in pandemic gloom  

With human kindness in full bloom  

  

Anne Griet Brader   
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ANZAC DAY 2020  

Five minutes. For just five minutes, we stood on the footpath, holding candles, some of which 

spluttered and died in the breeze, but we stood like so many of our neighbours, in silence, and 

brought light to the dawn.  

  

Five minutes.  

  

Later, over cups of tea and buttered toast we discussed how moving it was to see children standing 

silently in their pyjamas, the architects of the crafted poppies and chalked paths, parents with sleep 

tousled heads, the elderly in suits wearing medals and the teenager nervously playing the last post. A 

new dawn, a new tradition because of COVID 19 lockdowns, with a neighbourhood seeming to unite 

in memory.   

  

Five minutes.  

  

I stood with my family. I saw all that was around me, and I felt grateful. What would it feel like if 

this suburban calm in a veteran’s mind was replaced by the terror of another five minutes, five fingers 

held aloft as a visual shout above the chop of a Chinook’s rotor? Looking at mates in battle dress 

hunkered over their rifles, the fear on their faces reflected in others. The stony barrenness of Afghani 

soil drawing ever closer as minutes were counted down.  

  

Five minutes.  

What would it be like to hear again the sound of battle, the cries of pain, smell the fear of death? 

What would it be like to have tended the wounded? To triage and treat, wrapping broken men in the 
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silver lining of a green thermal blanket and evacuating them to a place of so-called safety. Men must 

still shake with the recall.   

  

Five minutes.  

  

This dawn on a suburban street caused me to wonder how many five-minute snatches of calm and 

peace were offered to those first ANZACS we commemorate, men living in the lee or anticipation of 

battle? Five minutes to write to loved ones, five minutes to caress photographs, to read of children 

not met, mothers anxiously knitting in khaki, fathers remaining stoically silent so far away.  

Five minutes to capture the stories of a different sacrifice.  

  

Five minutes.  

  

How did those in the hellish trenches of the Somme find five minutes to sleep, to eat, to wash and 

tend their gangrenous feet, to pray for deliverance? And how did they return after that war to end all 

wars to do it all again on the bloodied fields of Belgium, France, and the Russian Front?    

  

Five minutes.  

  

And then to an unknown country – Korea, with twenty-one other United Nations battling a new 

enemy, a new fear, the red scare of communism. We knew about war, we knew of its destruction and 

yet five years after our last encounter, we again embraced it.   

And for what purpose I wonder did we United Nations bumble into Vietnam, once again fighting a 

communist scourge without giving five minutes praise to those who returned, hearts heavy, souls 

shattered, stress disorders waiting?  
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For five minutes, family by my side, I stood at attention in my street at dawn, and reflected. For just 

five minutes annually, we make a show of remembering them all.   

We will no doubt spend longer remembering this so-called war we are fighting against an unseen 

enemy. And as we fight it in isolation, with socially distanced ANZAC services on our front lawns, 

the political rhetoric from the United States and Australia is directed at China. Demands for answers, 

the laying of blame, shouts of supremacy.  

  

If we only remember war and the sacrifice of war for five minutes annually, how do we prevent 

it happening all over again?  

  

Margie Fitzpatrick  
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A New Normal   

Six a.m. on April 25
 
was when it really hit home. We were standing in a small group on the driveway 

of a group of townhouses, listening to a pre-recorded Anzac Day ceremony. We had been invited to 

the gathering by our friend who lives there.   

Not since I had been a member of a catafalque party had I ever been to a dawn service on Anzac Day. 

And that was nearly sixty years ago whilst in my school army cadet corp.   

It was a very moving experience, and started me wondering whether, in the middle of such a horrible 

thing like the COVID19 pandemic, a far more meaningful way of honouring our fallen heroes may 

have been born. Why shouldn’t we continue to observe this special day in small, localised get-

togethers? It certainly brought a sense of personal involvement in the reason we have that holiday.   

What else changed in our day-to-day life due to our need to keep social distancing. Could we continue 

some of these practices, on even when the virus is long gone and forgotten?   

I am writing this on our front verandah, lapping up the warm autumn sunshine. A few moments ago, 

a family group of a mum, dad and three small children walked past pushing a pram. They waved, I 

waved, in a pleasant short interlude that would not have occurred prior to the pandemic. Something 

else has been born out of a worldwide tragedy. People at the moment have time to walk around the 

neighbourhood counting the toy bears sitting on deck balustrades and fences. Simple, pleasant things 

that will hopefully continue after the lock-down.   

I guess that my wife and I could be bored crazy due to the current restrictions on travel. However, 

this is not the case. We are actually enjoying the slower lifestyle that has been foisted upon us. The 

sky is so much clearer, even in old Brisbane town. The roads are much quieter. We like to awaken to 

the 6.00am ABC news, and normally this coincides with five or six aircraft climbing to around 3000 
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feet over our home, one after the other. Usually, I only hear a fraction of the news. At the moment, I 

can hear the entire bulletin, even though it IS merely on one subject!   

The fuel bill of our household has dropped dramatically too. It’s a pity, I guess, that the price of petrol 

has fallen to prices that it was nearly thirty years ago, just when we have no reason to drive the car. 

No matter, I just hope it stays down for a while yet.   

Our garden in the backyard is receiving a lot more love and care than it has for a while. Even with a 

lack of rainfall at the moment, the plants and shrubs seem to be lapping up the attention, so maybe 

their lungs are enjoying the lack of pollution in the air.   

Life for our grown-up family mirrors that of any working age group.  Lay-offs, less work hours and 

the unsure factors of the future are all weighing on their minds. They all have their mortgages and 

household outlays. They have managed to ignore what they can’t control and use their love for one 

another to foster a positive outlook on life and live in the moment.   

What are the issues that I hope WILL change after the effects of the corona virus are gone?   

Firstly, I hope that the people now stood down or who have lost their jobs completely are able to find 

satisfactory employment quickly.   

Secondly, it is to be hoped that the folks who have over-committed financially are able to climb out 

of the hole and learn from the lessons that have been brought upon them.   

Thirdly, priorities will change enough that we will continue to see that family of mum, dad and three 

kids walking past our house on the way to the park.   

Ken Baker  
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This year, it will be different ….  

 

What felt impossible has become thinkable. The coronavirus is re-writing our imaginations.  

It’s a new feeling, this alienation and solidarity all at once (1).  

  

In the south-east Queensland sub-tropics, the summer heat begins to ebb in mid-autumn.   

Late April sees an edge of early morning chill followed by balmy days. Autumn invites us into our 

gardens and parks and beckons us still to our fringe of beaches and to the Moreton Bay islands. In 

other climes and times, this seasonal aura might be called a ‘gossamer summer’ reminiscent of 

misted spider webs and wispy grey hair (2). The cusp of the changing season marks our national 

day of memorial and remembrance in Australia.  

  

On the 25 April, ANZAC Day, Australians, and New Zealanders create a pause to mourn and 

comfort, to honour, and to tell stories. Two World Wars and other regional conflicts bring the 

horrors of wartime and the high price of cherished freedoms into sharp relief. On ANZAC Day we 

gather the threads of memory.   

  

The ANZAC sunrise is the traditional time to gather, to remember. The rising dawn, the most 

potent symbol of hope and perseverance; a light for remembered pasts, of faith in the power of 

renewal and the spirit to take life up once again.  

This year, it will be different.   

  

It is sure to be different. 2020 becomes the COVID-19 pandemic year. A year in itself to be 

remembered; for the up-ending of so many aspects of our lives, the displacement of touchstones, 

the suspension of long-held certainties. Assumption, habit, and expectation begin a drift into unease 

and doubt. But some touchstones resist dislodgement.   
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Some rituals defy alienation.    

  

‘They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old ….’ (3).  

At 6am on ANZAC Day 2020, Flight Lieutenant Robert Wylie Smith, his wispy white hair 

crowning a head full of memories and stories, sits in a camp chair at the street fringe of his 

driveway beside Alma, his Scottish-born wife of 72 years. The table in front of them is draped with 

an Australian flag. The corners are held by a khaki slouch hat, a navy flight officer cap, and a 

medallion nestled in a French-blue box, a Legion d’Honneur.   

  

Lillypilly Court, Mooloolaba, echoes to the bugle call of the Last Post and the sombre reading of 

the Ode for the Fallen. The street is edged with Bob and Alma’s neighbours ranged along the curb 

in family groups keeping a respectful and necessary social distance. Their sense of relief is 

palpable. Their preparations for this softly sparkling morning have come to be.   

  

The road surface is a canvas for chalk-drawn images made by the young people of Lillypilly Court. 

The panels depict poppy fields, en-garde military figures, service emblems. Familiar symbols to 

evoke the grand Cenotaphs and the humble small-town memorials of our history. The road-edge is 

traced with candles in glass. The wavering lights and shadows, guide, and gutter.   

  

Such were the soft runway lights which farewelled the Lancaster bombers as they launched into the 

skies over the coastlines of England. Each flight-return was an uncertainty. For Bob Smith, 

navigator with Bomber Command, the runway lights marked each farewell and each return. Thirty 

one missions over Europe as part of the aircrew ‘S for Sugar’. He mapped and guided the aircraft 

across coastlines and borders, carrying a terrible cargo. The topography of France, Belgium and 

Germany swirled below. He charted towns, cities, rivers, and estuaries, occasionally by sight in 
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daylight but most often at night, measured in instrument readings, aeronautical degrees, and 

smudges of moonlight. His charts survive in carefully rendered, altitude-friendly graphite pencil. 

The power in their story retraces his steps for posterity. The Royal Australian Air Force historian 

compiling accounts for the 2021 RAAF Centenary celebrations says he has seen nothing before to 

match the detail of the experiences recorded in Bob’s notebooks.  

  

Now in his 97th year, a world away from the engine-roar and the punctuations of artillery fire, there 

is solace; gratitude born of his faith and his expressed belief that he would survive; and humility. In 

early post-war years he joined the ANZAC parades with aircrew mates. As his life and work took 

Alma and their boys on a National Bank Circuit of Queensland, the links became more tenuous. Of 

his more scattered mates he once said, ‘Veterans don’t need ANZAC Day to remember. We were 

there, we won’t forget. ANZAC Day is so everyone else can remember’.   

  

The neighbours’ first invitation was met with Bob’s wry humour, ‘Don’t tell me you are going to 

get an old vet out of bed before sparrow-fart!’ Their encouragement softened his resolve eventually 

to, ‘Well, whatever you reckon’. In the end, he is almost without words for the sensitivity of the 

street-front ceremony. He speaks to thank his neighbours and to admire their sincerity.   

  

‘Whatever you reckon’ is a shared refrain for the neighbours of Lillypilly Court. Post-box 

invitations evoke the participation of each household. Tasks agreed and delegated, labour and 

equipment volunteered. Rosemary for remembrance, poppies for the battlefield sites, ANZAC 

biscuits for homespun threads. This seacoast, street-side ceremony unites the traditional elements 

and symbols of the first ANZAC Day with the unique and personal poignancy of a ‘first’ Australia 

wide, neighbourhood ANZAC Day.   

  



  

    313   

Lillypilly Court becomes a geographic centre of story and remembrance. Story-threads drawn in 

from the east coast waters to recall the torpedo-sinking of the hospital ship ‘Centaur’ in 1943 with 

saddening loss of life; from the north-east to note the 1943-45 secret operations of Z-Force with a 

base on Fraser Island. Stories of family forbears who served their country, of those who gave their 

lives in service and those who returned. Stories from oceans away to the Scottish town of Paisley 

and Alma’s childhood memories of Clydeside air-raids; and the commitment of a young Australian 

navigator in the skies over Europe. Bob’s sisters remember his return to Australia; a 21-year-old 

with greying hair, his youth spent in the vortex of war, having already lived a lifetime. Lest we 

forget (3)  

  

On 25th April 2020, the Mooloolaba neighbours are not alone in their ANZAC memorial 

observations. A pandemic virus-war marshals neighbours Australia-wide. Gathered in driveways, 

ranged along suburban roads, clustered in backyards, in stillness on balconies, or in rural solitude. 

Mobile phones tuned to the RSL recorded ceremony sequence. Neighbours, their backs to the 

dawn-tipped rooftops, their heads inclined in reflection, their breathing marking the minutes of 

silence.   

  

In following days, Uncle Bob emails his family, proudly, with photos.   

He phones later to re-tell the story.   

‘And they thought of everything. They even had a coffee van for refreshments afterwards’. He 

pauses, as if in reflection, ‘At 8.30 I went back to bed for a bit!’   

  

For those whose ritual it has been to remember, ANZAC Day 2020 brings a quiet transformation of 

past customs. For some Lillypilly Court residents, this is the first time they feel so connected to the 

ANZAC observance – as participants rather than merely observers. The shared stories place them 
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in a previously unrealised ‘theatre of war’, so close to our home shores, to the beaches where they 

surf, to the islands of their summer holidays.   

  

In the COVID-19 year, there is an exchange of crowds in city streets for small clusters of families, 

neighbours and lone souls scattered across towns and regions, unfolding in serried sunrises east to 

west, Brisbane to Geraldton. The close-to-home stories unfold. The flicker of a myriad candles, 

tentative in the open air, fuses a shadow of pandemic alienation with the ragged solidarity of a 

nation of driveway-companions.  

Because of the neighbours, this year it has been different. ANZAC creates new memories for its 

people.  

  

Lest we forget … (3) 

1. Kim Stanley Robinson. The Coronavirus Is Re-writing Our Imaginations.  

The New Yorker, 1st May 2020. 

2. Pico Iyer. 2019. Autumn Light: Japan’s Season of Fire and Farewells. 

3. Laurence Binyon. 1914. For the Fallen. 

Descendant Book: George Dunn and Elizabeth Allen 1810-2014. Compiled for the Smith-Dunn 

Family Reunion 13 April 2014. 

 

  

Raylee Elliott Burns 

With inspiration from Uncle Bob  
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Letter to my daughter…..  

 

April 25, 2020  

Dearest Isla,  

It is still dark.  Another hour at least before the sun starts to filter through the curtains.  Everything is 

quiet.  The world is asleep (the world is in lockdown).  No need to set an alarm this morning.  I hear 

your feet first.  A thud as they hit the wooden floorboards, then quickening down the hall. The door 

flies open.  You hurry to my side of the bed. Always my side of the bed. “Mum is it my birthday 

today?”  

  

April 25, 2020.  Your sixth birthday.  ANZAC Day.  But very different from the last five.     

We tiptoe down the stairs, careful not to wake the baby.  Dad is up.  So is Jack.  In the moonlit 

darkness we pass shadows of balloons and birthday gifts.  There’s even a banner.  You squeal with 

delight.  But you keep walking past.  First we will pay our tributes to the ANZACS. This year there 

will be no street parades, public services, or mass gatherings. As a nation, we have been asked to 

mark the occasion by a simple gesture. To stand on our driveway. The extent of participation is 

unknown.   

  

We collect a candle each as we walk past the kitchen.  Dad flicks a match.  The smell of sulphur 

dioxide sparks excitement.  But these are no birthday candles.    

  

We step out the front door.  The Autumn air is cool, even for Queensland.  There is dew on the grass.  

The sky is still dark.  The candles flicker and make moving shadows of tropical plants. I see our 

neighbours.  A young family of five.  They stand quietly. Solemnly. They have candles too.  I have 

a lump in my throat, and I clench your hand tightly.  In that moment, my heart swells with  

love.  
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I see your bony little legs and wish that I had put some tracksuit pants on you.  You must be freezing.  

But you don’t complain.  I feel like the occasion has captured you, in the same way it has me.  

You hold your brother’s hand, and you stand in silence.  In the distance, a bugle plays the Last Post.  

Candles emerge along the street.  Neighbours.  Friends.  Never has that distinction been so  

irrelevant.    

  

We couldn’t go to the ANZAC Day service today.  We’re in the middle of a Pandemic.  A Pandemic 

that keeps us physically apart.  Social distancing.  Isolation.  Quarantine.  Runs on toilet paper.  Fights 

in grocery stores.  Suspicion.  Fear.  Anxiety.  And yet, here we are Isla. COVID-19 has not divided 

people.   

  

We could easily have been alone on our street this morning.  Like so much of life now, no-one really 

knows what happens next.  But there we all are.  Still scared, of course.  Still anxious, no doubt.  But 

there is something bigger at play.  Community.  Compassion.  A desire to do the right thing.  

Comradery.  Respect.   

  

The final note of the last post disappears and gives way to silence.  It is so still.  But soon, there are 

warm nods from across the street.  Smiles even.  The sound of lorikeet and minor bird starts to pierce 

the stillness.  They are oblivious to what has transpired on our street.  Oblivious to what is transpiring 

in our world.    

  

A warm orange glow appears on the distant horizon.  Blue slowly replaces the black.    

The light starts to reveal wreaths.  Poems attached to letterboxes.  Dedications to lost loved ones.   

Newspaper clippings on fences.  Chalked names on footpaths and driveways.  Black and white photos 

of young men in military dress.    
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I keep tight hold of your hand and my heart fills with unimaginable love. I have you. I have my family.    

We slip back inside.  Solemnity quickly gives way again to excitement.   You are literally bursting.  

Let the birthday celebrations begin!   

  

The day is a blur of phone calls and facetime messaging.  The long-forgotten art of card writing has 

been reborn in this Lockdown.  You delight in opening each one.   We are constantly interrupted by 

family, friends.  All wanting to make your day special.   

Sadly, the disco invitations never got sent.  Your special sequin dress stays in the cupboard.  The lolly 

bags and food platters will have to wait another year.   

  

Instead, we do what we have been doing for weeks now. We play in the yard.  We jump on the 

trampoline.  We splash in the pool. You are unbridled joy personified.  Your brothers are all the 

company you need today.  But sooner than I care to think about, they won’t be.   

We make fairy bread.  Honey joys.  Lolly bags for drive-by guests. It is SO much fun. Our neighbours 

have sprawled “Happy Birthday Isla” across the road. Chalk has become the newest form of 

communication. Hope. Positivity. Our neighbours throw a present over the back fence.  We yell out 

our ‘Thank-yous’.  Apart, but not alone.  

  

We break fairy bread over the fence.  Afternoon conversations.  Drinks in hand.  It all felt so strangely 

normal.  How lucky are we, Isla?  

A car pulls up.  Your friend jumps on the roof.  Homemade posters.  Crazy dancing while singing you 

Happy Birthday.  You beam with happiness.   

  

Another friend arrives. We play your favourite song and you both dance, separated by the front fence. 

It is almost the disco party you so desperately wanted.  But it is so much more, Isla.  
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And now you’re in bed.  You will never, ever, have a birthday quite as special as this one.  I will 

always remember this time for its generosity of spirit.  Discovering the pleasure of not being busy.  

Not being in a constant hurry.  The comfort of family.  The joy of family.  We have spent so much 

time together lately. It makes me realise how much I love being your Mum.   Thank you for coming 

into my world six years ago kiddo.   

Happy Birthday!  

  

Love Mum. XX   

Dr Philippa Charters  
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A Birthday with a Difference – COVID 19 Style 

18 APRIL 2020  

Margaret is turning ninety-four today  

But her family may not physically cross her door  

The effects of the dreadful novel Coronavirus  

are well and truly to the fore.  

This bright and bubbly lady we know  

Indeed through many eras has lived  

In the Great Depression as a child  

And a teenager in wartime 1939 when the world went wild.  

  

Now this present COVID 19 event dominates all our days  

For baby boomers are learning to exist in somewhat different ways  

Margaret’s parents and relatives already knew deprivation Keeping 

the virus at bay is now our main motivation.  

  

So, for Margaret whom I have now known for over fifty years  

Today is no doubt one for greetings, flowers, and chocolate  

And phone conversations of interminable length  

For those queued up to acknowledge her strength.  

  

Here’s hoping that every family member, cousin, and friend  

Whom Margaret regularly claims  

Will take the time fond birthday wishes to her send  

Till this eighteenth day of April wanes.  

Mary E. Metcalfe   
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Wedding and Honeymoon  

  

Saturday, January 18, 2020, was one of the best days of our lives. We had been planning for about a 

year and the week leading up to it went mostly to plan except for the added stress of what type of 

show the weather would put on for us. Woke up to a storm but boy did it clear for a glorious afternoon 

so that our wedding vows could be said with a beautiful back drop of blue skies, a refreshing river 

breeze and just the right amount of warmth from the sun. We had sixty guests who had come from 

overseas, interstate and ‘down the road’ to help us create unforgettable memories.  

We ate, drank, and danced the night away to begin our journey as husband and wife.   

  

Little did we realise what was to come in only a few short months. If anyone had told us that night 

that an unpredictable yet deadly virus would cause the world to come to a sudden holt; that beautiful 

days like our wedding would not be possible due to government restrictions; that all domestic and 

international travel would be banned; or that the most phrases like ‘social distancing’ and ‘flattening 

the curve’ would be the norm, we would not have believed them. 

  

A few short months after our special day, the world did come to a sudden halt. We had  

our honeymoon in Vietnam booked for April and as we got closer to our departure date, so did the 

seriousness and extent of this virus. Five days before what was meant to be a romantic continuation 

of our special day, we received confirmation that our honeymoon had been cancelled. Luckily, we 

were able to gain complete credits for all aspects of our honeymoon and we started to discuss the 

option of combining our honeymoon with our first anniversary.   
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Whilst a cancelled honeymoon was not part of our plan, we were extremely thankful that it was 

cancelled before we were confined to fourteen day self-isolation in both countries. Instead, we spent 

quality time together and learnt to enjoy the simpler things in life.   

There have been positives as a result of this pandemic. We have enjoyed deeper conversations with 

our close friends and developed stronger relationships with them.  We have enjoyed exploring our 

local walking tracks and created a warm and inviting home by completing various small projects.  

We have become more resilient.  

  

Vandita  Barot  
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Frangipani Lady.  

COVID 19 has changed Australia and Australians. Some are angry, even suicidal, at being “locked 

up”, others philosophical, “She’ll be right mate”, others sad and missing family, others enjoying the 

solitude, or, for the first time in many years – cooking, saving money but  putting on weight, others 

walking and “embracing nature”.  

  

 The Frangipani Lady is embracing nature.  

  

Her mysterious figure is often sighted along the Lavender Bay Boardwalk, gliding past Luna Park, 

wandering far afield south across the Harbour Bridge to the Botanical Gardens, or north to 

Sawmillers Reserve, to Waverton, past Waterhen, through to Balls Head Reserve. She observes, 

admires, and delights in sights that she has never walked past before.  

  

 I do not know who she is. I do know what she wears. Our Frangipani Lady, a creature of habit and 

routine. This daily routine extends to what she wears. She is generally dressed in black from head to 

walking shoe – black wide-brimmed straw hat, dark glasses, black walking pants, black rain jacket 

tied around her waist, black backpack, black shoulder bag, relieved always  by a floral or red scarf, 

sometimes by  a pastel skivvie. She is prepared for all weathers and eventualities. Do you recognise 

her? Have you spoken? She adores dogs. Maybe this lady has stopped and complimented you on 

your dog or wished you both a happy walk?  

  

Why is she called the Frangipani Lady?   
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She collects her frangipanis, always perfect white petals and smiling yellow centres- never bruised - 

twice daily, then starts her famous walk along the Comic Walk aka The Peter Kingston Walk.  Along 

the Boardwalk, stretching from Luna Park to the garden at the Blues Point end, there are many comic 

statues that delight walkers of all ages. We of “more mature years”, (as our friend refers to them wot 

have acquired wisdom) to the wee folk – children, grandchildren, the young of heart. Who does not 

remember Ginger Meggs, Felix the Cat, Boofhead, Bib and Bub, the Banksia Men? The outline of the 

Phantom is shadowed beneath Mr. Kookaburra. Possibly “The Ghost Who Walks” is protecting him 

and all the friends who line this magic place.               

       

Morning. A black silhouette appears along the Boardwalk. She walks up to each tiny figure, and 

bending, gently places a frangipani or two beside each figure. She moves on. Repeats the gentle, 

caring gesture.   Soon all figures along the Boardwalk are adorned with their flower. But wait! Not 

all frangipani are on the plinth beside the relevant figure. Some are set too far back in the garden to 

be reached. The frangipani she has stretched and thrown sits bravely beside the plinth. Lonely statue 

no more. Someone has cared and tried.  

  

Afternoon. Our lady appears again with fresh flowers to replace those that have blown away. All 

replaced, refreshed, appreciated, and cared for again. But wait. Some mornings and afternoons all is 

not well. All her carefully placed offerings are on the ground. Disaster! Disregard! Selfishness!  

There is another flower lady on the case. She of the buttercup yellow daisy.  

  

Who is this “buttercup” lady? Why are her flowers more important? If she loves nature and the beauty 

and uniqueness of the walk as much as our lady in black, and it seems as if she does, what streak in 

her nature dictates that she selfishly throw away the offerings of another as in tune with nature as 

she? Seems very contradictory.  
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Can I criticize? Why not. Why destroy the caring, painstaking work of our lady in black to replace 

her thoughtful gesture with your yellow flowers? Unfeeling, unkind selfish person. Surely there is 

room on the plinth around the comic figure for two floral tributes? What about your eye for beauty? 

I doubt you have one for when our lady replaces her frangipani around yours. Then your yellow, shiny 

tributes amongst her white look so pretty.   

  

I would like to know who you are. The lady in black is more forgiving than I. She accepts. I would 

like to ambush you, without malice and without you knowing, just who see who you are. But again, 

I am stereotyping. You could be a man; you could be a child. Surely not a child with all innocence 

and caring gone? No. Not a child. Surely not a parent with a child. Please, mystery yellow flower 

person, do not pass these values on to a child.  

  

COVID 19. Haven’t you brought out some strange people and values? What are our philosophers 

thinking at home, how are our sad ones coping with missing their families? What will the lonely, the 

suicidal, do to limit their isolation? The Frangipani Lady has found her solution. Maybe we should 

all walk (keeping our social distance), embrace nature, smile, and acknowledge humans and their 

dogs, make this virus time of our lives a positive one. Then it “will be alright mate”.    

  

Lyn McGettigan  
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Travelling 

Self-Isolation  

  

Uncertainty unravels 

travel plans and livelihoods. 

A chilling fear flows 

across the nation - 

there are 

no restrictions or borders to 

keep it out. 

The arms of kindness 

reach across our doorway - 

friends phone in family 

deliver fresh vegetables a 

neighbour bakes shortbread, 

delivers the newspapers. m 

Our physical 

freedom may be 

restricted but 

nothing isolates us 

from each other. 

Margaret Clifford    
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A Wild Ride Around New Zealand    

We went for a cruise around NZ in March. The cruise ship was departing Sydney, visiting seven ports 

in NZ, and then returning to Sydney. As first-time cruisers we were very excited and a little nervous 

as to what to expect. We were particularly looking forward to cruising around Milford Sound and 

Fjordland, seeing the amazing scenery. We also planned to visit friends in Wellington and Auckland 

during the stopovers in those cities.  

  

A few thoughts come to mind after the experience:  

It was a wild ride.  

Best cruise we ever went on.  

Worst cruise we ever went on.  

We didn’t know it was an adventure cruise.  

We are all in this together.  

We are all in the same boat.  

Was anyone awake at the helm.  

Unforgettable cruise.  

  

Three days before sailing we received an email from the cruise company:  

“Due to Coronavirus, if you are on a cruise starting 9 March, you can cancel for a full refund if you 

are uncomfortable cruising at this time.”   

Our cruise started on the 8 March so what use was this to us? Besides NZ had no cases and Oz only 

had a dozen. The ship was coming from a previous trip around NZ. No worries, right? Two days 

before sailing we received another email from the cruise company:  
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“If you have recently visited, China, South Korea, Japan, or Iran, don’t bother turning up for your 

cruise. Be assured no new crew members are joining the ship from those countries.”   

OK that’s good. No problem there. Upon landing at Sydney airport on the morning of the 8th, feeling 

sleepy but excited, we received a text message from the cruise company:   

“Due to 4-hour delays in New South Wales Health clearance for the incoming ship, you will now be 

boarding at 5 pm instead of 1pm.” Ok that’s a bit of a concern.   

  

We arrived at the Overseas Passenger Terminal at Circular Quay in Sydney, to see the enormous white 

ship. Just then we received another text message:  

“Please drop your baggage at the check in and go and have lunch at our expense. Boarding will 

commence at 5pm.” We walked around Circular Quay and stopped at a restaurant near the Opera 

Hou  se for lunch. Chose a table near the water’s edge and looked back at the majestic cruise ship 

with the Harbour Bridge as a backdrop. Proudly emblazoned on its flank was its name ‘RUBY 

PRINCESS’.  

  

After lunch we wandered around The Rocks, visited the markets there and had a cup of hot chocolate. 

After a bit more time spent wandering around, we went and joined the queue to board the ship. An 

hour and a half later we finally got past customs and passport control, boarded the ship, and headed 

for dinner.   

  

The ship finally left the quay at midnight, 5 hours late, and we sat at the stern by the pool and watched 

the city lights as we steamed down the harbour and out of The Heads into the open ocean.  

  

The next two days were spent crossing the Tasman Sea and, although a little rough, everything 

seemed calm and relaxed on board. We were looking forward to getting to NZ as we headed south, 
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and the temperature steadily dropped. The only hint of anything unusual were the enhanced health 

precaution instructions:  

Wash your hands regularly for 20 seconds.  

Try to avoid using the public toilets. Preferably use the ones in your state room.  

Avoid touching handrails and hard surfaces.  

Use the hand sanitizers provided before entering the restaurant and other public areas.  

This all made sense in any case as cruise ships are notorious for flu transmission and the like. What  

I didn’t realise before boarding is that being in my mid-sixties, we would be in the youngest percentile 

of the passengers on board. Indeed, many were significantly older and frailer than ourselves.  

  

The following day we awoke at dawn to find ourselves approaching the coast of NZ. The skies were 

crystal clear; seas were calm. A perfect day for exploring Fjordland. We rugged up and went to the 

top deck vantage points to view the scenery. The crew were serving hot coffee, hot chocolate, and 

hot toddy to the mostly younger group on the top deck. An hour later we were in Milford Sound. 

Fantastic! And the weather stayed like that for the next six days. We moved on to Dunedin, Akaroa, 

Wellington, and Napier.  

  

The meals provided in the onboard restaurants were sumptuous. One of the highlights was sharing 

eight-seater dining tables, providing the opportunity to meet and socialise with other guests. We were 

in close contact with people from North America, Europe and around Australia. Social distancing 

was not a recognised ‘thing’ at that time although shaking hands was out of fashion.   

  

Every evening we attended the usually packed onboard theatre to sample the entertainment on offer. 

A great time was had by all. After Dunedin, the Aussie comedian on the entertainment staff went 

unexpectedly missing. The Cruise Director announced that the Polish magician would be  
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filling in for him.   

  

Message from NZ border control. ‘Any passenger on the ship, who has recently visited China, South  

Korea, Japan, Iran, Italy, or West Coast USA must identify themselves’.   

  

After Wellington we found out one of the onboard bands had gone missing and were dropped from 

the entertainment program. That’s a bit strange. Also, over breakfast the next day, whilst chatting to 

some Americans, we found out some of their compatriots had left the ship in Wellington to fly home, 

as they were worried about flights shutting down. The two Californians amongst our breakfast 

companions wondered what the implications of identifying themselves were.  

  

Also, after Wellington, the Italian Commodore came on the intercom in the evening to announce that 

NZ was banning cruise ships from the 17 March – three days’ time. We would be in Auckland then. 

Rumours and speculation ran rife. Would we leave the ship in Auckland and fly home?  

Would the ship miss the Bay of Islands stop and head to Sydney?  

  

We stopped at Napier, walked along the esplanade, and played putt putt golf.  Had an ice cream and 

returned to the ship for a late lunch. In the afternoon, a group of a dozen locals in vintage cars and 

period dress appeared on the quay next to the ship and played ragtime music much to the delight of 

the starboard side passengers who applauded appreciatively. Everyday life at all the ships stops in 

NZ was outwardly very normal. Only one case of Coronavirus at that time. But Coronavirus was on 

everyone’s mind.  

  

The ship then headed for Tauranga overnight. Back on board, having left Napier at 4pm, and after 

dinner, another announcement from the Commodore. All the passengers pricked their ears up at the 

sound of his accented voice. We had learned that the Commodores announcements meant bad news:  
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“Australia has just banned cruise ships except for those already heading for Sydney. Since we are  

already heading for Sydney, we will arrive two days early. No stopping at Tauranga,  

Auckland and Bay of Islands.”   

  

A collective groan, but at least we would get home and not be stuck in a foreign port. We had reversed 

course and headed south, back through the Cook Strait past Wellington again. Over the next two days 

we had multiple flyers pushed under our state room door.   

  

Australian Border Force – ‘You must quarantine for fourteen days. That period starts from the time 

you left the last port. That means four days is complete when you get to Sydney and a further ten at 

home. You can go to Sydney airport and fly home. You can take a Taxi or bus to get home if needed’.  

Princess Cruises – ‘We will give you a 25% refund on your cruise and 25% discount on your next 

cruise’. Next cruise? Not in a hurry.  

From the onboard doctor, the day before we arrived in Sydney – ‘If you have any flu like symptoms 

you must report to the onboard Medical Centre’.  

The mood on board was happy but reflective wondering what things were like back in Oz which was 

just going into lockdown. All the guests plied the predominantly Filipino restaurant staff with 

questions. What would they do? Would they go home? Would the cruise company look after them?  

The answer was always: “We don’t know yet. We will have a big party!”  

  

We were all very concerned for the crew who were always friendly courteous and well spoken. What 

would happen to them? How would they support their families back home?  

St Patrick’s day was epic. We had an Irish band on board and the evening’s entertainment was 

memorable (mostly). It was billed as the first and last St Patrick’s day party in the world.  The 

Guinness flowed and the singing was riotous.  
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The morning before we arrived in Sydney the Commodore and his senior staff, including the South 

African doctor in charge of the wellbeing of everyone on board, hosted a farewell party in the ship’s 

Central Plaza. A large proportion of the passengers were there crowding around the area, hanging off 

staircase balustrades and internal balconies to get a better view. No sense of social distancing or crisis 

from the ship’s senior staff as they made speeches and socialised with the passengers.   

  

The afternoon before we arrived in Sydney, the Commodore came over the speaker system.  

“We have been given permission to enter Sydney harbour and the Cruise Terminal berth is free. We 

are speeding up to arrive early at 1am instead of 7am. We anticipate that, after NSW health has 

cleared the ship, disembarkation will commence from 7am”.  

We got up and had a leisurely breakfast in the restaurant before disembarking at 9.30am. As we left 

the ship, many of the crew were on hand to cheer and clap us off. Everyone was in a jovial mood.  

  

As we left the ship our passport details were checked and we went through customs, then jumped on 

a Princess provided bus to the Airport. I should note at this point that we were issued with medallions, 

with lanyards to hang round our neck, upon boarding the ship. These were electronic tokens that 

contained our personal and location tracking details on the ship. The medallion also contained our 

credit card details for on ship purchases and passport details. We simply swiped the medallion against 

a reader to pass border controls at all ports in NZ and in Sydney. No passports required, very quick. 

We were however surprised that we were allowed off the ship with no personal health checks, 

although to be fair, international flights were still arriving at that time and people were still walking 

off planes with no checks.  

Andy Mills  
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A Tale of Two Quarantines  

It was to be the trip of a lifetime.  I had known for a number of years that I was to be made 

redundant and had decided to turn that bad news into something wonderful.  I meticulously planned, 

researched, saved, and finally boarded my flight in mid-2019. I was going to traverse The Silk Road 

overland, commencing in China, and continuing through Central Asia to Kyrgyzstan, Uzbekistan, 

Iran, Azerbaijan, Georgia, and Turkey; then home via the United Kingdom and Europe. Eight 

glorious months of just me and my backpack. It was everything that I imagined and more. The 

people, the culture, the food, the history, and the generosity of strangers - all of the necessary 

ingredients to ensure something truly memorable. And it was.  

  

I returned home in early February, flying in from Paris via Singapore. At that time, coronavirus was 

predominantly in Wuhan, China.  There were a few cases scattered around very few countries. It 

certainly wasn't the pandemic that it is now. Australia had a few cases and no community 

transmission. There was no community fear. There was no requirement for me to self-quarantine, but 

I decided to err on the side of caution and do it myself anyway.  I spent the next fourteen days hanging 

out in my apartment, reacquainting myself with its nuances, nooks, and crannies.  Lazing on the 

couch with a good book and my faithful cat, Keating, snuggled on my lap.  Talking to friends on the 

phone or through the screen on the balcony.  Friends and neighbours dropped off essential groceries 

and I happily cooked, not having been anywhere near a kitchen for quite a while.  I was looking 

forward to applying for work and embarking on a new career. I was recovered, refreshed, and relaxed.  

I had previously booked a trip to Asia for early March.  As such, I was closely monitoring the situation 

and thinking through what the best plan of action would be. And, on the balance, I decided that it 

was still relatively safe to travel. I held my breath and off I went. It wasn't very long until it all came 

tumbling down.   
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March 20th, 2020. That was the day that the world as I knew it changed. Just a short six weeks earlier, 

Brisbane had that lovely vibrant perfumed heat in the air, like life was full of endless possibilities. I 

was excited to be home after being away for eight months and was looking forward to catching up 

with my friends and family, celebrating and telling stories about my recent travel adventures.  I was 

anticipating good company, good food, and of course, good wine. Summer was in full bloom, people 

were out and about in the streets, bars, clubs, and restaurants. After my second short trip, everything 

had stopped. The streets were virtually empty, and the bars, clubs and restaurants were closed until 

further notice.  The city was silent and empty, and all that I had to keep me company were the 

thoughts in my head.  

  

When I realised the reality of the situation, I began to experience elevated levels of anxiety.  I had 

been travelling with my father in Malaysia when the World Health Organisation (WHO) declared the 

coronavirus a pandemic and the Australian Government recalled all citizens. We were very lucky to 

be able to secure a flight and quickly returned home to enforced quarantine. Airports were a blur - 

chaotic, filled with hysterical travellers, cancelled flights and random temperature checks. Not 

touching anything, eyeing my fellow travellers with distrust, concern that the flight we were on was 

fully booked.  We were packed in like sardines. At eighty three year, my father was at risk. My own 

symptoms were pretty typical of anxiety. I binge watched every channel that showed world news, 

seeing the horror unfolding in front of my eyes. My mind interpreted every little ache, sniffle, or 

cough as a sign that I was infected. The times where I felt a little hot found me reaching for the 

thermometer; a runny nose had me contemplating whether I should call my doctor.  I was counting 

the days that I had been at home alone and compared this to the incubation period of the virus.  

When I woke in the morning, I would conduct a full assessment of my body.  If all was well, I would 

calculate how many more days until quarantine would be over. I checked in with my father daily. 

Before I picked up the phone to dial his number, I mentally prepared myself for any potential bad 
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news. How would I feel if he was infected, would I be crushed with guilt; would other family 

members blame me if he died; how stupid to go travelling at such a time; I should have known better.  

My mother had died recently, and my father wanted to travel to my childhood home to tell extended 

family and friends in person.  In normal times, this decision to travel was for all of the right reasons, 

based on empathy and love. In the time of coronavirus, this decision to travel and the potential 

consequences filled me with guilt and anxiety.  

  

Finally, the fourteenth day of quarantine dawned.  I woke up, breathed a sigh of relief, went outside, 

and stood for ages, soaking up the warmth and sunshine. Neither my father nor I had become unwell 

and I was hopeful that we had dodged a bullet. It was clear that I had re-entered a changed world. 

Today through social distancing and constant hand washing the fundamental fabric of our society has 

changed, perhaps forever. I miss the lost opportunity of regaling my loved ones with my travel stories. 

They seem to have lost some of their charm. For now I will content myself with dreams of foreign 

shores and future travels.          

  

Janette Young  
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Dancing with COVID  

It is difficult to isolate the hardest part of our strange dance with Covid.   A fine line exists between 

listening to your adult son gasping for breath and being unable to help or taking him back to the airport 

five weeks later to return to the epicentre of the disease in New York City. 

 

It was to be a 12 day trip for our son, a quick trip back to attend two weddings that were fortuitously 

only a week apart.  Having lived in New York for five years he had missed many special occasions 

celebrated here in Australia.  He had returned most Christmases and for as many weddings and special 

birthdays as he could. That 12 days turned into 56. 

I collected my son Elliot from the airport early on Thursday 12th March.  We called in quickly to see 

my mother, who at 84 is in great health and lives alone.  A very wise GP had advised her that week 

to lay low for a while and see what would pan out with this virus that was prevalent in some places 

overseas.  Fortunately, she has a first floor apartment so in Romeo and Juliet style we chatted from 

the carpark.  A very wise move.  

Later that day I sat at lunch with friends. There was no talk then of cancelled travel plans and Covid 

was something that was a concern in China, Italy, and Iran. Everything changed very quickly in the 

next 7 days.   

 

Elliot returned from the first wedding with no drama.  However, then our world changed.  Elliot went 

for a COVID test.  A positive result then sent many people into 14 days of Quarantine, including the 

bridal party and all the wedding guests.  I was deeply concerned as I had spent a bit of time with Elliot 

and I work in a primary school. I quarantined myself from my husband and 19yr old son until I got a 

negative result from my own test.  Although under the same roof, the three of us didn’t see Elliot face 

to face for the next 19 days. 
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That people are kind does not surprise me but the generosity of spirit that our friends and family 

displayed whilst we ‘locked away’ was humbling.  Coffee and treats dropped at the door, fresh fruit, 

and groceries whenever we needed them and chats from the footpath to us on the verandah were a 

highlight.  One night my brother in law smoked fresh salmon in the driveway for our dinner just to 

brighten our day.  The doorbell would ring and there would be freshly baked biscuits or scones, novels 

and flowers left in our outside basket.  Our appreciation can never be fully expressed. 

 

In the beginning our son was not unwell, there was no temperature, but he did lose his sense of taste. 

However as we approached day 10 from his diagnosis things took a turn for the worse.  Qld Health 

Nursing staff (who provided wonderful daily check-ins) kept emphasising that we were not to go in 

his room.  For several nights in a row, when the air temperature dropped, the coughing would start.  He 

was struggling and labouring for every breath.  He resorted to sitting in the bathroom he was using 

with the shower hot water running continuously – creating steam to ease the gasps.  In hindsight I 

should have rung an ambulance.  I had my emergency outfit ready – raincoat, plastic cap, face mask 

and gloves. I was going in if I had to.  Every time I banged on the door with a stick, Elliot would reply 

that he was ok, he was just going to stay in there for a while.  It seemed like weeks but eventually the 

symptoms lessened.  One morning there was a major panic in our house at 11am when we realised 

that we had not heard a sound from his room.  Some frantic shouting and banging on the walls woke 

him from a deep sleep to assure us that he was still breathing. 

 

On that note, the resilience and positive spirit Elliot demonstrated during this time was 

remarkable.  He never complained, never voiced his frustrations and I know that he was trying not to 

concern us any more than we already were.  He was worried and frightened, but he never let it show 

to us. His sense of humour did not desert him. It was the same four walls and only a phone and laptop 

for company, so it is lucky that he is renowned for his ability to binge watch TV.  After 4 days of 

being symptom free, Elliot was allowed to leave the bedroom.   
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Unfortunately, our original 14 days had been changed.  As Elliot was late to develop symptoms, our 

quarantine period was extended to 18 days.  However on the day before we were to be ‘free’, Qld 

Health rang to advise that their protocols had changed.  Elliot could leave but the three of us had to 

complete another 14 days commencing from when he came out of Isolation.   Suffice to say that we 

did not take that news well.  It was a dark cloud that hung over all of us, so we decided to take the day 

to be angry, feel sorry for ourselves and have many, many drinks.  Dwelling on it too much was not 

helpful, the decision applied State-wide and it was for a greater good.  By then we were seasoned 

isolators and fell back into our routine.  My husband kept our business running as best as he could, 

and our son continued to work from home.   

 

In theory I was now on school holidays!  I cooked impressive meals and read a lot (and I mean a lot) 

of books.  From the comfort of my own verandah I watched Shakespeare recorded at the Globe theatre 

and Andrew Lloyd Webber musicals curtesy of ever expanding online content that was popping 

up.  Interestingly I found social media entertaining for a week only.  After that it was driving me 

crazy.  Schedules went by the wayside and we did things when it suited us. Finally after 32 days and 

with Elliot now resident elsewhere we were allowed out.  John was back on the road with his new 

Covid work procedures, Ethan still worked from home but able to see his girlfriend and me - just in 

time for the first day of work!   

 

There are some things that I take away from this that I will always treasure.  It was 32 straight days 

with our 19 year old son, who since he’d left school had been at Uni, work or ‘out’ every day.  It took 

a few days for all of us to settle in together, but it was wonderful to have such time with him 

again.  Elliot’s wonderful friends are beautiful souls and I love them all for their kindness.  Many 

times they would all Zoom in for the night and take him ‘away’ from his room.  They forgave him for 

sending them all into wedding quarantine – even the Bride and Groom!!  There was lot of drinking, 
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shouting at each other and laughter well into the night. Heaven knows what the neighbours thought 

was going on.  I was proud of my other children – our daughter organised catch ups and what was 

then exciting take away meals!  Our third son smoothly ran our business solo ensuring that we 

continued to have some form of income.  From the inside we watched the world outside slow down 

too.  From our verandah we watched many families pass our home whilst out for isolation walks.  The 

plane noise disappeared, the roads were empty, and the local café turned into a provedore.  I do miss 

that quieter, slower pace of life that we briefly lived. 

 

Then the moment I dreaded came and they made the decision to return to the USA.  Donald Trump 

was threatening visa changes and it was becoming exhausting trying to work US hours from 

Australia.  I wept every time I looked at Elliot, so kept busy buying sanitizer, face masks and 

antibacterial sprays for him.  These items were unattainable in Brooklyn.  I broke every social 

distancing rule when I dropped him at the airport as we held on tight and hugged.  I waved goodbye 

until I could not see him anymore.  A small consolation was that the plane was mostly empty, so he 

had no one around him.  His plan was to stay upstate in New York as much as possible to keep away 

from the crowded city.  After arrival in Brooklyn, he moved six days later to a farm house in 

Saugerties, a small rural town.  Paying two lots of rent is not easy but although he had to return to 

Brooklyn again, he will leave once more for another 5 weeks away.   I worry about him catching it 

again and the chance that  he may have his health impacted permanently.  I will not tolerate people 

saying it’s just like the flu – it’s not.  I will not tolerate complaints about the restrictions.  You may 

not know anyone who had it – I know 5! It is a small sacrifice we as a society have had to make but I 

believe it shows how much we value life - everyone’s life. 

 

 

 

Paula Lisignoli  
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Grey Nomads  

After raising four children and paying off our home in Canberra, we decided to hit the road with our 

caravan and explore this great country of ours. We agreed to support our daughter financially by  

allowing her to rent out the family home. This meant that our income was limited, but our sense of 

adventure remained boundless. Apart from short trips back to Canberra to welcome  

grandchildren to the family, we planned to travel for five years.  

  

In March 2020, our meanderings led us to Kangaroo Island.  After seeing the devastation left there 

by the bushfires earlier in the year, we were keen to spend our limited funds to support their local 

community. Our ferry was booked for 3 March 2020.    

 

By the end of the month, the Australia we knew was being transformed into a scary place that we 

hardly recognized. Terms like ‘social distancing’ became the norm and local shops started to close.  

On the 22 March, we were joined by my husband’s sister and brother in law just as the government 

declared a ban on unnecessary travel.  After eighteen months on the road on a limited budget, we 

were happy to enjoy the simple things and relaxed into a life where we walked on the beach, played 

games, and drank red wine in the evenings. It was great to have good company and make the most 

of island hospitality. After all, what else could go wrong?  

  

Four days later, our relatives found themselves unemployed and the state borders closed. Feeling 

anxious and subdued, they left us to return home. This left us wondering if we should be doing the 

same thing. The only problem was, our house was rented out long term, so our ‘home’ was in fact 

the caravan.  Just when we decided to simply stay put, caravan parks closed. We no longer knew 

what to do, which way to turn. The park we were staying at was council owned so we tried to write 

to them, explain our dilemma and negotiate a reduced fee so that we could stay on.  Our ferry to leave 
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Kangaroo Island was booked for the next day so our time to make decisions was limited. The council, 

however, remained silent despite further written requests and multiple attempts to contact them by 

phone.  

  

We started to pack, anxious when we heard stories that tourists in small towns were being abused 

and told to leave by angry locals. It felt as though we were in a different and hostile country and it 

was hard to believe that only weeks ago, we were shown warmth and hospitality wherever we went.   

  

We had started to feel like locals after staying in this particular park for close to two weeks. A friendly 

council worker approached us and was shocked that our efforts to contact his employer were left 

unanswered.  He advised us to leave the problem with him.  

  

It was a relief to find a friendly face, but we no longer dared to hope for the best and kept packing 

up. Our council worker, Stack, returned but sadly was not able to get a response either. However, he 

was not a man so easily thwarted by circumstances and advised us to leave the predicament with him. 

He promised to have a word with the missus.  

  

Later that day, Stack informed us that he had an Airbnb that was usually rented out but was now 

sitting vacant due to the COVID 19 restrictions. He offered us the job of caretakers and showed us 

Dudley Villa, a one hundred and ten-year-old house decorated with period furniture and nestled on 

five acres. We moved to this piece of paradise and felt completely overwhelmed. After our months 

on the road, a flushing toilet and hot shower felt like luxuries so staying here felt like an extravagant 

five-star honeymoon.  
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Stack and his wife Helen called in often, usually laden with apples, lemons, tamarillos, garlic, 

potatoes, eggs, smoked fish, pizza and even a rabbit. They advised us to stay until the borders opened 

again and it was safe to travel. Keen to repay their kindness, we asked what we could offer in return, 

but they responded that looking after the property was enough. Stack advised us that he hoped if his 

own daughter found herself stranded in the same way, that a stranger somewhere would do the same 

thing. It was typical of the two of them that they thought of someone else rather than themselves.  

  

For us, COVID 19 has demonstrated that despite, ‘social distancing’ we are all  

connected.  When calamity strikes and it feels like there are no options left, there are always people 

like Stack and Helen who keep our faith in the innate goodness of people alive. They reminded us of 

what is really important and renewed our faith in the country we love.   

 Tammie Goedecke  
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I Wonder….  

I do not think I have heard the word unprecedented used as frequently as it has in 2020 - the year that 

will be remembered for the Coronavirus pandemic and the pandemonium it caused. Eventually, this 

year will be yet another milestone in our memory and we will no doubt talk about times pre-pandemic 

and post-pandemic. I wonder…will our generation be defined by how we emerge from this surreal 

experience? As a teacher, I wonder what we will learn?  

  

I look back on the last six months and wonder if we could we have predicted everything the new year 

would bring. The world watched as our beautiful country and the precious wildlife it supports was 

ravaged by bushfires. They were dark days. People lost their homes and their livelihoods. Too many 

lives were lost, and their loved ones still mourn them and have only their now treasured memories. 

Many continue to try to piece together their lives again. I wonder how these people; their family and 

friends are going now as winter is upon us with the cold and long nights that season brings?  

  

Then, as the bushfires eased and the rain came, the Coronavirus took over the news headlines. We 

all started to learn about the origin of a Novel Coronavirus, what a wet market is and how important 

hand washing, and hand sanitiser is in the face of a looming pandemic. No longer was hand sanitiser 

something we packed when we headed off on our overseas holiday, it became commonplace 

everywhere and in short supply. I still wonder why toilet paper became such a sought-after 

commodity.  

  

We were shocked in those early months of 2020 as the death toll continued to rise to an 

incomprehensible level in countries in the northern hemisphere. In the midst of all this I headed 

overseas to Jordan and Israel with twenty-one other adventurous colleagues. Looking back, I 

wonder…were we crazy?   
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When we left Brisbane on 7 March from a busy Brisbane International Airport we could not have 

ever imagined what would unfold in one short week. Our world was turned upside down. We never 

made it to Israel. While at the Dead Sea, on our second day in Jordan, Israel announced compulsory 

isolation in a private home for all visitors. Crossing the border to experience those wonderful sacred 

sites was out of the question for our group.   

  

We changed plans and stayed in Jordan visiting the wonders of this magical country. The Dead  

Sea, Petra, Wadi Rum, Aqaba on the Red Sea, and the country’s capital Amman. As the week went 

b, the usual crowds dissipated as travel plans were changed and alerts from the Department of  

Foreign Affairs and Trade (DFAT) became more concerning. On the Saturday night in Amman the 

DFAT message was confronting – ‘If you are in Jordan and you need to leave, we recommend you 

leave now’, and Australians were told ‘do not travel overseas’. I wondered what was to come.  

  

Leaving Amman on Monday 16 March, just twelve hours before the borders closed, was chaotic. 

Emirates changed our plane from a Boeing 777 to an A380 in the early hours of that morning. It was 

not until around breakfast time that we had confirmed seats for all in our group. Our flight took us 

via Dubai. Only six members of the group could get a flight into Brisbane without leaving the airport. 

The rest of us had two nights in Dubai to get the next available flight to Brisbane. Dubai was like a 

ghost town. The shopping malls were all but empty, the roads quiet and tourist sites deserted. The 

airport on the day we left was eerily quiet.    

  

We returned to Australia after a strange but fabulous week in Jordan, to enter compulsory self-

isolation in our own homes for fourteen days. I was wondering how I would fill those days in my 

rather small two-bedroom unit in Taringa.    
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I was amazed at how quickly the days passed. Friends delivered groceries (including toilet paper!), 

coffee and a muffin and other treats every now and then to keep me going. I followed the rules and 

wondered how many people were not as obedient as myself. I wondered how those without family 

or close friends managed.   

  

For me, the experience of isolation and the period that followed was not all that different from 

‘normal’ life. I work in education. Our schools continued to operate so our students could continue 

their learning and we continued to support them. Life felt quite normal, except meetings were done 

online or by phone and emails needed attention. Gatherings were cancelled and the roads were quiet 

on the drive to and from work. I wondered what life was like for the many people who lost their jobs.  

  

I felt blessed to still be busy and have the opportunity to support the great work of the principals, 

teachers, and staff in our Catholic schools. They were remarkable and we owe them a debt of 

gratitude for all they did during those very challenging weeks and the work they continued to do as 

the pandemic went on. I wonder how I would have managed if my work had not continued to keep 

me busy.   

  

When I reflect on these past months of disruption I feel I was, in a way, ‘robbed’ of something. I had 

wondered during my return from Jordan what life was going to be like as the world shut down.  

Being an introvert, the thought of the ‘stay home’ message, appealed to me. Prior to the restrictions 

imposed on our day to day living to control the spread of this pervasive virus, life was very busy for 

me. Work demands and associated meetings and official functions, social catchups, shopping and 

attending to life’s daily needs took most of my time. On the plane trip from Jordan, I thought about 

all the reading I wanted to do, the spring cleaning and culling that needed attention, the Netflix shows 
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I could binge on while in isolation. I would exercise, eat healthy meals, and lose weight. I wondered 

what I would do with all that time.   

  

I learnt that time goes very quickly, the days soon slip away. In spite of meetings and other 

commitments being cancelled, the days soon filled with the other demands. The reading is not done, 

not one Netflix series watched, but some of the culling and spring cleaning has brought a sense of 

satisfaction. I also discovered online shopping and managed to snap up a few bargains. I seem to 

have settled into this ‘new normal’ very well. I wonder how I will adjust when the rhythm of pre 

COVID-19 life returns.  

  

As the restrictions ease and we breathe a collective sigh of relief that the toll on people’s lives has not 

been as great as others in the north of our globe, I wonder what we have learnt.  

  

On the ABC news one of the reporters called this time a ‘punctuation mark in our lives’. I am 

contemplating how life can be different as we move past this ‘punctation mark’ in what has been a 

very long sentence.   

  

My hope is that we rediscover how the simple things in life are to be treasured, how precious family 

and friends are, how the time spent with them is sacred.  My hope is for a world where we are kinder 

to ourselves and one another, more human, less rushed and have empathy and compassion, 

particularly for those in need in our community.  I wonder, when we look back on the 2020 pandemic, 

what we will see? 

  

Pam Betts 
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Wisdom, Grief and Loss   
 

 

Self- Isolation 

 

This adversity, like a tsunami for 

many  

shattering their lives and livelihoods 

sweeping them away from their 

roots, all that holds them together.  

  

  

This adversity, entangling lives  

of others,  

shaping testy households juggling 

work demands, children’s 

schooling, keeping boredom and the 

black dog at bay.  

  

This adversity, a chilling call 

for some  

to be at the front line, at danger 

points in unknown zones clothed in 

the fear of transmission and the 

absence of those they love.  
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This adversity, unrolled a soft challenge  

for us  

to stay at home, keep safe but 

the days are shapeless and long 

and there’s a longing to hold 

others to fully love all we love.  

  

This adversity reveals our 

shared vulnerability, our 

fragile interconnectedness 

and asks us questions.  

Earth turns slowly waiting 

for our answers.  

  

Margaret Clifford   
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Extended in Isolation  

Stay home, they said. Don’t meet in offices. Don’t meet in coffee shops. Use the phone. Use Skype. 

Use FaceTime. Use Zoom. Get used to a world of conversations built from need, not from a need to 

be noticed.  

  

Perfect, I thought after waiting decades to confidently air my natural introversion. No more feigned 

extroversion, no more camouflaging what comes naturally (maybe shyness, maybe arrogance, maybe 

just nothing to say).  

  

Somewhere between Summer becoming Autumn and Corona becoming COVID, the world shifted  

to a pace I preferred. Splendour in isolation.  

  

It started like every significant event of my life (including most weekends) with a list of what to do. 

All this time. All mine. A garage to clean. Years of old files to organise or shred, a few kilos to lose. 

New riffs to learn on the guitar. And all in my own time. No distractions or meetings over coffee, 

lunch or (worse) PowerPoint. Just me and those closest to me.  

  

It’s not that I don’t like people. It’s just that…..I don’t love all of them, all of the time.  

  

Then the phone calls and texts started. Just checking in that you’re okay, they asked. Sometimes we 

hadn’t spoken for months. I’m fine. I’m loving this, I’d reply. I think I’m made for these times. I’m 

getting through my work, loving being at home, getting lots of exercise and keeping well. But thanks 

for asking (I have a garage to clean). But gee, it’s good to catch up.  

As Lent became Easter, I was the one doing the asking.  
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“Hey, how are you finding ISO?” I’d ask before waxing lyrically and at length how I was using the 

time, loving the freedom. Loving not having to pretend I was an extrovert to a world that didn’t put 

much store on the inner world we introverts proudly claimed. Tender in isolation.  

  

Then I started to Face Time. And Zoom. And Skype. Not for work but for beers. I found myself in 

WhatsApp groups discussing red wine, Zoom groups comparing the best rugby league tries of all 

time and with my muso mates on Skype trying to figure how we could synchronise our instruments 

for a jam session. I stopped short of FaceTime Pilates because there were plenty of other and solitary 

ways to exercise - walking, running, boxing, stretching.  

  

The quiet hours quietly disappeared.  

  

Work colleagues, once they had ditched exotic backdrops, found how to do PowerPoint on Teams, 

how to work on live documents, how to perfectly replicate the office from the corner of a spare 

bedroom. Without the nuances of behaviour that might tell you who was having an off day, who 

really didn’t want to be there and who was physically but not mentally there.  

  

But I kept control of my own surrounds. The tethers to a desk were more like ribbons, easily broken. 

The needless conversations could conveniently be casualties of poor broadband. I could practice a 

riff, prepare dinner, duck out for a walk or reclean the garage at will. And still get my work done.  

  

And talk about fit. The world might have been waiting for COVID, but I was ready. Fitter and healthier 

than I’d been for 30 years, I boasted to a former colleague while lacing on my shoes to go for an 

afternoon run. Slender in isolation.  
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Then I died. Alone.  

 

It happened on the side of a road, just two hills from home. Don’t remember a thing except running 

out the front gate then waking up in a hospital with leads attached, a cut to my head and the news 

that I’d suffered a heart attack. Life ended (temporarily) in isolation.  

  

But you’re never really alone. I was saved by a collection of passers-by. Some diverted traffic. 

Some pumped life into my heart and lungs with their bare hands until paramedics arrived with the 

paddles that powered me back.  

  

Then the phone calls and texts started. Just checking in you’re okay, they asked (this time with a tone 

of anxiety). So did the flowers, then the home cooked meals to tide over a family whose certainty 

had been swept from under them.  

  

Next, the casual visitors started to drop by. Some, I hadn’t seen for months. We all agreed we were 

glad to be catching up because the outcome could easily have been different. The decades we’d 

invested in each other could have been exhausted just like that.   

Rendered in isolation.  

  

People. You’ve got to love them. They always rise to the occasion. And isolation? It’s overrated.  

Sixty-five beats a minute reminds me why. Anyone for coffee?    

David Fagan  
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Hold tight    

In the days leading up to lockdown, I spent every bus trip to work in fear of someone not yet 

getting it.   

I’m of a scientific mind. As soon as I heard the words ‘global pandemic’, I knew things were about 

to change. I didn’t know how much, but I only feared we wouldn’t go hard, far, or long enough.   

Right now, I’m one of the luckiest people still alive. I live comfortably. I’ve stayed in work, so far. 

And I live with someone I deeply love.   

My feelings through lockdown would only have been more intense and more difficult if anything 

about me or my life were different. If I lost my job, or I didn’t have one to start with. if my white 

skin didn’t come with all the built-in privilege that it does. If I felt alone, vulnerable, or unsafe.   

The emotions I lived through in lockdown still cut deep though. It reminded me of grief. Or 

something close to it. I lost my dad and my oldest brother in the last 18 months. That grief and those 

emotions are still vivid. The nomenclature of death still fills my work- from-home room. The 

documents, the photos. The messiness of it.   

Over a few white cold days, lockdown held the echoes of grief. It touched on the edges of a similar 

pain. As if I walked through the ashes of a previous loneliness.   

The day we rushed into lockdown; I wasn’t panicked. I’ve worked from home before. Most writers 

have. I was glad to be getting rid of the peak hour trek. I’ve got a good pile of previous health 

problems. Every step on a bus is another grim lottery ticket purchase.   

I knew I’d be fine at home.   
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Funny how you ‘know’ things, isn’t it. For the most part, I was okay. But those few bleak days 

threw me right off-kilter. Shoved me under the wheels of ancient emotions.   

I was busy and needed. Possibly the most in need a plain English writer could ever be. I was safe. I 

had food and company. But those feelings still caught me off-guard.   

In the before times, on a usual day, I connect to friends and families through a steady stream of safe 

and tender touches. A comforting hand on a shoulder. A warm hug of welcome. I’m an introvert, 

yes. But I like to chat. I’m a book nerd, who loves to see you. A quiet type, who wants to hear your 

laugh. I thrive on your vivacity, and on the proximity of your smile.   

It happened a couple of weeks in. I felt like I’d vanished somehow. Not completely, and not from 

everyone. But enough.   

A million small interactions had been stolen away. My nerve endings atrophied, and the light turned 

grey. The windows stayed shut, even as the sun shone in.   

These moments were stolen by the cruellest virus imaginable.   

What choice did we have?   

  

And that’s the thing, isn’t it? That lack of choice. Yes, I’ve worked from home before, but I chose to 

do that. I’d go out for lunch, or for a walk in the breeze. Go sit in the library and watch the people. 

Lockdown wasn’t like that. It wasn’t my choice to go into hiding. There is another time I vanished 

from view. When I was a little kid, for a good couple of years. Oh, I was still around. Still turning up 

to places. I existed, unseen. Unnoticed. My parents were suffering, and I’d slipped from their view.   

It took me a while to realise that’s what those early days in lockdown started to feel like. Once I 

did, I found ways up and out. One day I cut my own hair. Another I checked in with a friend, and 
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on another I called my mum. Every day, another something. One day at a time. A little selfcare. 

A little care for others. A little more control.   

It’s funny, I can’t remember much from that time as a kid. But I remember the feeling. Maybe 

‘remember’ is too structured a word. If I hold my chest, curl my fingers, I can call up how it was.  

Surround myself in a million disconnections. It’s a tiny, peculiar sensation. Yet it can drown you.   

Once I realised what was happening, my head started to clear. The sun shone a little, and I could 

feel it warm my bones. Friends called and laughed, and I could sense their joy.   

Things here have started to unfurl. To ease. It’s not the yet same as in the before times. It’s still a 

new and fragile thing.   

I fear for some of us though. If you’re alone right now, I wish I could reach out and hold you. 

Talk to you and remind you of your beautiful heart. Ah, if you can hear me, hear this: you’re 

worthy and there is love here for you. You are good enough and you are not alone.   

This is a time we’ll never forget. And for me, it me took me back to a time where I felt forgotten.   

But I survive, and I thrive. Now and then.   

Whoever you are, please hang on. Stay strong and stay safe.   

Hold tight, my friend. We need you.   

Rosalie Wodecki 
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Connections 

 

“Heather, get real,” said my exasperated friend. “It’s almost mid-March and your nursing home is 

headed for lock down. I am scared about where your head is going to be when it happens. Heather 

there will be no more coming out every day to meet your shopping mall pals for coffee and chats.”  

  

It was an unwanted but ultimately galvanising moment. Further into that confronting wake up call, it 

soon became clear that my worried friend had hit upon the idea that moving me onto Facebook  could 

be a partial solution to the impeding huge loss of my supportive community at the local shopping 

centre, knowing as she did of the stifling isolation of a nursing home lockdown.   

  

Now many weeks later I am indeed in an aged care lockdown. No visitors, no recreational program, 

no physical interaction with the outside world. After a recent procedure in hospital, I have also known 

the further isolation of quarantine. While still in the very early stages of learning Facebook, I find 

myself daily looking to it for social connection. Although nowhere near the same as being with actual 

friends, nevertheless Facebook goes someway to filling the friendship gap and for this I am grateful.  

  

During the interminably long days I find myself practicing positive self-talk in the form of a repeated 

affirmation, mantra, or prayer. From the moment I wake, I call that mantra to mind, assigning a corner 

of my mind to keep repeating it no matter what I am doing throughout the day.  

As a calming agent at the very least, it is brilliant.  

  

I think of two things which give me life and comfort and daily commit to achieving these. Without 

the physical connection to friends I turn to the greenery of plants, imbibing the beauty and peace.  

Sometimes I choose to watch a comfort movie like the Big Chill or episodes of the ever-enduring 

MASH or Call the Midwife. A favourite book can also deliver the same element of inner comfort.  
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I get comfort too in reaching out to others by phone, text, Messenger, letter or greeting card. All of 

which are intended to say to the other “Ï know you’re there, I care.”  

At each day’s end, I consciously search for and recall a moment from the day that gave me life. No 

matter how small the gesture, I practice gratitude. I train myself to notice and later to bring these 

moments back vividly. Today there is an abundance. A staff member appears and offers me a surprise 

chocolate ice-cream in a cone and a much-loved song is unexpectedly played on the radio.  

I sing along….  

  

Remember and bask in it until these days of isolation end.  

Heather Stabler  
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Joy in Grief  

It’s a sunny day in April, a few weeks into lockdown. My daughter and I have baked a cake. We have 

read The Cat in the Hat. We have played hide and seek and explored the junk in the attic and built a 

fort out of boxes.  With the walls closing in, it’s time for our daily outing.  

  

I drive to Sydney Park, and we sit on the hill overlooking the city. Kites duck and dive in the sky 

above and swallows skim the grass, flirting with their own shadows.   

  

Allie is quiet. I’m not sure if lockdown has taught her stillness - how to sit with her thoughts – or if 

it’s something that just comes when you’re four. Her shoulder presses mine as she looks at the kites, 

the city, the stretch of cloudless sky. I look at her hair shifting in the breeze, the shadow of her lashes 

upon her cheek. I squeeze her hand, warm in mine.  

  

We walk back to the car. Apply hand sanitiser (she knows the drill). And as I clip her into her seat, 

she turns to me, her eyes shining.   

‘Where did Grandma go?’   

Every time she asks, I resolve to think of a better answer. Something not quite hollow as the honest 

one: that I don’t know. That no one knows for sure.   

‘I don’t know,’ I want to comfort her, but I refuse to lie. I won’t spin a tale of a heaven I don’t believe 

in. ‘No one knows for sure.’  

‘I wish I could have kept her forever.’   

  

Fat tears roll down her flushed cheeks. I wipe them away, my eyes burning too. I want to take her 

grief from her. Rip it into tiny pieces and let the wind take it. I want to give her a better answer than  
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‘I don’t know’; something comforting, some solid adult wisdom she can cling to at the tender age of 

four.  I want to ask my mother what I should say.   

 

My mum died months before the pandemic hit. Before we talked incessantly about case numbers and 

scanned empty supermarket shelves and dodged strangers on the street, mouths clamped shut, breath 

locked in our chests.  

She died of metastatic cancer. One runaway lung tumour, missed on an x-ray, that spread like wildfire 

and gobbled her up in big bites. Every time I looked at her, it was as if there was more missing. More 

flesh, more colour carved away. Towards the end she reminded me of a baby bird.  

Skin as thin as tissue paper, tight and translucent across her bones. Her hair a halo of white floss.   

  

She died, and I wasn’t there.   

  

I didn’t make it in time to hold her hand or say the things I’d always assumed I’d get to say one last 

time.  I love you. Thank you. Nothing new. Nothing overly profound. But when she died, those unsaid 

words became weights, and I sank to the bottom of myself.   

  

I plundered forward with life, feeling like I was walking a tightrope with a shotgun wound; constantly 

trying to keep my insides from spilling out and making a mess of everything. When people asked 

how I was doing, I responded with ‘getting there’. I had no fucking idea where ‘there’ was, but I 

knew I had to get on with things. Pack the lunches, load the washing, send the emails.  

The world wasn’t going to come to a grinding halt any time soon.  

  

Or so I thought. 
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My daughter teaches me a song she learnt at preschool (before it closed). We sing it to the tune of  

Where is Thumpkin each time we wash our hands:  

Wash our hands, wash our hands,  

Front and back, front and back,  

In between, in between,  

Now we’re clean, now we’re clean.  

  

We plant lettuce and beetroot. We grow a crystal in a jar.  We draw chalk butterflies on the footpath, 

tie a teddy to our balcony, erect a tent in our backyard. We spend Good Friday eve roasting 

marshmallows and gazing up at the stars.  

Life slows.   

The streets go quiet.   

  

Addison Road, King Street, Parramatta Road. I walk them in the late afternoon, until headlights rush 

past and powerlines criss-cross black against the fading sky. Sometimes I listen to the  

Eurythmics, my mother’s favourite. But it’s in the silence she eventually comes to me. In the strange 

stillness that holds in the streets like breath.   

  

I start see her in the small things.   

In early-blooming Wattle. In late-flowering gum. In a squawking squadron of cockatoos, feasting  

on a fruit tree.   

  

I see her, feel her, as autumn deepens, and leaves speckle the footpaths red and yellow.  She loved 

autumn. She loved nature. She loved solitude.   
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What would you think of all this? I wonder, as if she walks beside me.  A year ago, you were here.  

A year ago, we could have discussed it.  

  

Grief comes. It creeps in, like a possum across a ceiling. A different kind, gentler than the initial 

surge that sliced me wide open. This is bittersweet. A dull ache in my bones, as if I’ve walked a long 

way.  

  

The things I would have said to my mother become things I know she knew. She returns to me, little 

by little, until I know what she would say.   

She would tell me I can’t fix everything. That I can’t shield my daughter from pain or stop life from 

happening to her or cut her off from a world that is changing in frightening ways.  

But I can be by her side. I can hold her hand for as long as time allows.   

  

We’ll remember 2020 as the year the world rolled off its axis. A time of loss and horror and anxiety 

and collapse. But sometimes, amongst chaos and fear, we find other things too.  

I don’t know where my mother went, but she came back to me in the quiet  

  

Emma Lord  
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Last Rites  

Life changed for everyone when the pandemic reached Australia. Physical distancing was hard for 

most, #StayAtHome the catch cry from the media, mass unemployment, battening down the hatches 

within our own homes, distancing from our older loved ones, Grandparents separated from their 

grandchildren with the fear of spreading the contagion as we all watched the infection rates rise each 

day. For me personally, the hardest restriction to bear was being unable to visit my father who lives 

in an aged care facility.  

  

During the pandemic my father, who struggles with memory problems, turned 90 years old. We had 

planned a special family gathering to celebrate but this would not come to pass. In late March, the 

facility placed restrictions stopping any visitors from entering except in cases of compassionate 

visitation granted at the discretion of the manager.  

  

My sister and I were forever grateful that we were given special compassionate leave to visit with 

Dad for an hour on the day of his 90th birthday 1st April 2020. He was delighted when he was escorted 

to the outside courtyard where Ang and I were waiting with a special morning tea to celebrate with 

him.   

  

Dad’s 11 grandchildren & the rest of his family all sent messages for me to put on a large handmade 

card filled with photographic memories over the years. Such lovely heartfelt messages wishing Poppy 

well on his special birthday. Many cricket references which made Pop laugh ’90 not out’, ‘good 

innings Pop!’  We were so grateful to have had the opportunity that day to just sit with Pop and 

reminisce and remind him of why we couldn’t visit throughout the week as we had been doing 

previously.  
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The visitor restrictions remained in place until Monday 27th April. Protocols were different, bookings 

for visits had to be made, questions answered, temperatures routinely taken on arrival, with visitation 

of no longer than two hours in the resident’s room to help the facility with risk reduction. I understood 

the need for this. Watching the distressing stories of infection rates and ever-increasing numbers of 

the deceased here and overseas was heartbreaking.  

  

My sister and I had been keeping in contact with Dad during lockout with daily phone calls. When a 

loved one has dementia, it is difficult to get a clear picture of how they are travelling. I knew that 

Dad had been diagnosed with gout in his feet and legs but thought he was recovering. When I walked 

up to his room and saw him in the bed with the rails up, it was such a shock. I thought he had pain 

but had been mobilizing with his walker adequately enough. I stepped into his room, he was asleep, 

and backed out quietly as tears spontaneously streamed down my face at how diminished and pale 

he looked propped up in the bed.  

  

The next day he was worse. He did not realise I was there remaining in an agitated asleep. His 

breathing was laboured. I asked the staff to send for the Pastoral care worker. When Ian Lee came to 

Dad’s room I told him, tears streaming down my face, that Dad values his Faith in God above all 

else. He often told me of his sadness when people do not get the chance to be anointed at the end of 

their lives. His unerring faith in God, his love of the Mass and of the sacraments has been steadfast 

his whole life. Ian looked at Dad and understood. He assured me he would organise an anointing for 

Dad as soon as he could. In these times of COVID-19 it is difficult to get someone at short notice.  

  

Ian came back to Dad’s room with one of Dad’s fellow residents, retired priest, Fr Jerome. God love 

Ian and Fr Jerome, getting gowned up, gloves and mask in the event Dad ended up being positive for 

a contagion (his results came back the next day negative). The men came into Dad’s bed side and it 
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is no exaggeration to say Dad responded with calm ease when Fr placed his hands on Dad’s shoulders 

and said, ‘Tony we are here to anoint you’. I saw Dad exhale and take his palms out from under the 

covers without opening his eyes and place his palms face up on top of the covers.  

  

As Ian began with the reading, words can’t describe the peace and calm that settled in Dad’s room. 

It was, without question, the most spiritual moment I have ever felt. As Fr Jerome came forward, 

resting his hands-on Dad’s shoulders he said, ‘you are a good man Tony, you have been very blessed.’ 

‘Do not be afraid’ and then making the sign of the cross with oil on Dad’s forehead and in each palm 

he anointed Dad. Through my tears I saw Dad physically relax, his breathing settled. It was not like 

anything I had experienced before, and I was filled with gratitude to these two men and the grace 

they had brought to Dad in this moment of suffering. It was a profound moment to witness and is 

certainly the closest I have felt to being in the presence of God.   

  

The comfort given to Dad in that moment and to my sister and I, knowing that Dad had been anointed 

in such a beautiful and moving ceremony and that, should he go to Heaven, it would be how he would 

wish, with God’s blessing and grace.   

                   Viv Pearcy  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

  



  

    363   

 

K.M. Smith Funerals  

 

From the time Kate Mary Smith first began offering funerals to the people of Brisbane, K.M.  

Smith Funeral Directors have stood alongside Queensland families through two World Wars, the 

Great Depression, and the Spanish Flu, to name a few of the unprecedented events in our 137 year 

history that, like COVID19, leave no one in the community unaffected.   

The funeral service for Brisbane’s Catholic Emeritus Archbishop John Bathersby happened in the 

middle of March 2020, just on the cusp of the COVID19 lockdowns when public gatherings were 

limited to 500 – the exact number of mourners seated in the Cathedral that day. As fate would have 

it, months before we had placed a large order for some branded hand sanitisers and these we gave 

out as people arrived. No doubt for many it was the last hand sanitiser they would have been able to 

lay their hands on as, like toilet paper, it disappeared from supermarkets and wholesalers alike 

overnight.   

A week later, the number of attendees permitted at funerals dropped to 50 and then to a maximum of 

10 people with the possibility of reducing even further. The real hardship was that the maximum had 

to include funeral staff, the clergy or celebrant and the streaming operator, vocalist, or organist. It 

makes sense that families began to take on these roles themselves with funerals led by family 

members, instruments played, and songs sung by family members with people opting for venues with 

live streaming built in.   

We packed away half the seating in our chapel, paced out the distance required between mourners 

and placed an individual packet of tissues to indicate where people could safely sit. It looked more 
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like an exam hall than a chapel. We went through our premises and removed items that were not 

single use, like water coolers, tissue boxes and bowls of refreshment mints,  

and worked on minimising the number of staff on a service without compromising our service.  

Behind the scenes the saying “Hope for the best, prepare for the worst”, summed up our activities as 

we watched our counterparts in Italy struggle with a death toll that strained all elements of looking 

after a deceased and their family, and threatened to be our shared fate.   

To date none of our plans for responding to an extreme death toll have had to be actioned -the areas 

prepared, the equipment purchased (or specially designed) and the protocols developed remain 

unimplemented. For this we are most relieved. We read statistics differently as funeral directors. 

Since Kate Mary Smith’s time, over all our years in business, our company has known that behind 

every number, be it 1 or 100, there is a family, there are friends, colleagues, neighbours, 

acquaintances and often medical or support staff, impacted by a death. Our job is to care for those 

who have died and those they leave behind. In this whole pandemic funeral directors have been the 

last (and often the forgotten) essential service providers, although this is not new. People today more 

than ever take issue with death and often this flows over to avoiding contact with any business 

attached to it.   

The closest we came to caring for someone who died from COVID19 was an elderly lady who had 

died prior to her Coronavirus test results being returned. We cared for her as a COVID19 case until 

the results came back negative.   

For the first time in our company’s long history, there was a work desk set up in the coffin room at 

our head office as staff that couldn’t work from home were spaced throughout the building. Lunch 
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times and working hours were staggered and staff meetings held on Zoom after an interesting attempt 

to use Facetime as a meeting platform.   

It was eerie to have no traffic outside our head office in the inner-city suburb of Bowen Hills. Usually 

crossing the road to the local café was a wait and dart affair, but for days and then weeks it was a 

ghost street. We noticed too that people were behaving differently and not that this is unusual around 

death, it was much more so on all fronts – more sensitive, demanding, and emotional as the 

uncertainty of the time escalated. We experienced heightened responses to just about any situation, 

families, and staff alike.   

The strangely beautiful thing is, for all the families that had gatherings limited to 10 instead of the 

funeral they would have wanted, we noticed that their goodbyes were still, if not more so, meaningful, 

moving and intimately spacious. It is clear that speaking words or prayers to ten people is different 

to addressing an audience ten or twenty times that number, but it is definitely not a lessening, if 

anything it is more reverent as the ten people present are totally present and aware that they are 

representing many more than themselves. Celebrants and Clergy speeches include those at home 

watching as funerals stream live into lounge rooms across the nation and the world.   

Messages are read and absences noted with flowers placed on the coffin on behalf of those who had 

to stay away. No catering to go onto with catch up over cups of tea and tasty treats, instead it is driving 

to the funeral in your car, often with other household members, no memorial book to sign, no kissing 

or hugging of fellow guests, sitting spaced what seems a chasm apart for the service, then a brief chat 

before saying goodbye and heading home. It sounds cold but these small events have been most warm 

and regarded as a valued privilege our aforementioned families in Italy would have loved to have had.   

“I don’t think of all the misery, but of the beauty that still remains.” ― Anne Frank   

 



  

    366   

We are nothing if not adaptive, as has been shown throughout the ages in challenging times.  

One question that will only be answered in time is what will funerals be like post-COVID19? Will 

the restrictions we’ve had to abide by leave us appreciating the freedom to gather together and 

farewell someone in numbers limited only by a venue’s capacity? Will we share hellos in person 

instead of watching in our lounge chairs? Will we be able to partake in a funeral service without 

having to worry about what, or who we are touching or standing alongside? Or will funerals never 

go back to the way they were, after the way they have been in these extraordinary times?   

K.M. Smith Funerals  
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The Funeral without Hugs  

Today I attended a funeral. I read the eulogy. The eulogy for a young man who took his own life four 

days before his birthday. He left a partner and a son, both here today. Sadly, his parents and his 

brother are not, although their sorrow runs deep, and their grief is overwhelming. I read the eulogy, 

written by his mother, my cousin. Pat and her husband live interstate but their son Gary decided to 

spread his wings and move to Brisbane in 2012. No one is blaming Covid 19 for his death. He had 

his own personal demons that he tried so hard to overcome, sadly it all got too hard and he chose the 

only way out he could see to alleviate his enormous suffering. 

 

Because of Covid 19 Pat and Tom were not able to leave Melbourne to come to their son’s funeral. 

They attended via live streaming. Such a foreign concept not so long ago. It seems everything in our 

world has been turned upside down by Corona Virus. Is this our new normal? What is normal?  

 

I don’t think I know anymore.  

 

I cannot begin to imagine the pain this family is going through. We, at the funeral, were unable to 

touch, hug or even sit together, all of us missing this simple act of humanness, particularly at this 

time of sorrow.   

  

It was four months ago, following the birth of my granddaughter and the height of this nasty, stealth 

like virus that it hit me; the power of a hug and how much I had taken this simple gesture of love for 

granted. Looking back today it seems selfish to feel so frustrated that I couldn’t hug my new 

granddaughter nor my daughter, selfish that I couldn’t be at the birth of Little Miss Piper June, 

couldn’t visit the hospital laden with pink balloons, flowers, and bucket loads of granny love. We 
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had a plan, I was to be at the birth of Victoria’s baby, visit regularly whilst they were in hospital and 

be there once they were discharged home. None of this happened.   

  

 My granddaughter arrived safely, and my daughter came home from hospital with her beautiful baby 

and her husband by her side. Pat and Tom will never see their son again, he has not made it home yet. 

He will though, when Covid 19 is over and his ashes are lovingly delivered to Melbourne into the 

care of his parents. Gary and his brother Damien were loved by them the moment they were chosen 

to be his parents by adoption.  This new family moved from England to Melbourne when the boys 

were 3 and 5 years old. From the minute they stepped off the plane onto Australian soil they 

immediately became Aussie kids. The beach on the Mornington Peninsula was their first stop after 

exiting the plane and within a very short time they were ripping off their shoes, discarding their clothes 

and with their skinny little legs and white English bodies, running along the beach in the sunshine. I 

don’t think those shoes were ever put back on the boys’ feet.  

  

My cousin didn’t get to hug her boy again, she didn’t get to tell him how much she loved him, nor 

did she get to tell him how they loved having him in their life and how much joy he and his brother 

brought to their little family. I hug my daughter every time I see her, I smother my granddaughter 

with kisses and get rewarded with the most brilliant smiles, smiles that melt my heart. Even though 

we are still in the grips of Covid 19 we are still hugging, perhaps now though, not as publicly as we 

used to.  For now.  

  

Christine Oldham  
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Losing Lester   

10 July 1951-1 May 2020  

  

Lester went into hospital on 2 October 2018 with what was thought to be pneumonia.  We certainly 

were not prepared for the diagnosis of mesothelioma which we were to receive later.  

Lester died on 1 May 2020.    

  

We had decided to nurse Lester at home.  The Covid-19 virus and the restrictions that went along 

with that reinforced our decision to have Lester at home where he could have family and friends visit 

him.  Sometimes we did our entertaining in the lounge room but many times we entertained our 

visitors in the bedroom, as Lester was not well enough to get up and out of bed.  Throughout the 

whole process Lester was the perfect patient. He was in continual pain - whether it be a low level of 

pain controlled by the myriad of drugs that he was taking or the result of the drugs starting to wear 

off before he received his next doses.  His quiet wit continued to shine through.    

  

Sometimes I would lie beside Lester and just cuddle him until the medications kicked in.  He would 

tell me how good this felt and the relief that it gave him.  I thought that it was the medications finally 

working but now I realise that it was more than that.  At the time I did not fully appreciate it but 

looking back I see these times as so much more precious.  As the months wore on and Lester 

continued to lose weight people remarked about his loss of weight, but never about his loss of  

‘wit’.  The ‘old’ Lester was always there.   

  

If Lester needed to be admitted to hospital for his final days I was told that I would have had restricted 

access to him due to the regulations of the virus.  This was something that neither of us wanted to 

even think about.  We did not want to think of Lester lying in a hospital room alone with no one  from 

his family with him.  Our family and friends rallied around us.  Our children (in their thirties) took 
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over the day to day projects – paying bills, getting groceries etc.  This enabled me to give my full 

attention to looking after Lester and making sure that we had all the medications on hand that he 

would need.  My ‘big’ outing during the restrictions was to the pharmacy.  I became familiar with the 

staff even sharing with them through tears what was happening.  

  

It was difficult for our grandchildren.  Initially they were whisked through the garage, told to wash 

their hands and then they went to play outside. If Lester were sitting up in the lounge chair our 

granddaughter would talk to him through the screen door and ask how he was feeling.  Once the 

grandchildren had been home from school for some time their parents then felt comfortable enough 

to let the children visit Lester inside.  This was so much better for us all to have the little ones with 

us.  All our granddaughter (who had not long turned six years old) wanted to do was ‘help look after 

Granddad’.  If Lester required medication or a drink of water, she wanted to be the one to take it to 

him.  Her soft caring heart shone through throughout the whole time Lester was sick.  Our grandson 

who was younger had his own way of caring for his grandfather.  Just prior to Lester’s funeral Javi 

explained to me about how granddad’s body was still down here on earth, but his soul was up in 

heaven with Jesus.    

  

Limiting the number to ten people to attend the funeral was difficult.  I had to sign a document saying 

that we would have no more than that number present.  The funeral home that we went with had 

another office down in Melbourne.  The same restrictions applied down there as we had up here in 

Brisbane.  Although the people had agreed to only ten people on the day of the funeral down in 

Melbourne one hundred and fifty turned up.  The police were called in and the funeral was cancelled.  

This was something that we certainly did not want to have happen.  Many of the things that normally 

accompany a funeral – flowers, music, candles, audio etc provided by the funeral home were not 

possible.  This we overcome by providing our own friends, two of whom were ministers.  Our son-
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in-law provided the music via his phone.  We did not need microphones etc as we were a small group 

and could all hear each other.  Our children compiled a short series of photos covering Lester’s sixty-

eight years of life here on earth which we were able to play on a laptop during the service.    

  

As the restrictions start to lift and once our lives return to normal, we plan to have a celebration of  

Lester’s life down at our Meadowlands Church.  This will be a time for our friends and family to get 

together and say a final farewell.  

  

Although hampered by the restrictions, Lester was still able to enjoy the company of our many friends 

in various ways.  We also gained many new friends – especially in the medical field.  Lester’s own 

doctor, Ian Williams, was a great support coming out during out of hours times to help us through.  

  

Lester had an old blue HR Holden which he had hoped to restore when he retired.  This of course did 

not  happen.  Our daughter Kathryn organised for a gentleman from the Holden Club to come out 

and visit Lester.  This chap checked out the car and has given our children instructions on how to go 

about restoring a car that was made even before either of them had been born.  This chap had also 

offered to get members of the organisation to do a ‘drive-by’ of their old cars which they had all done 

up for Lester to see.  Unfortunately, time beat us there and this did not eventuate.  Our daughter did 

manage to get Lester’s car started – the battery had died due to lack of use.  Once the battery was 

charged, we all managed to pile into the car with our daughter driving, Lester and I, our son-in-law 

Ruben and our two grandchildren Zoe and Javi, around one exceptionally large block before bringing 

us all safely back home.  Our son-in-law Ruben was able to video this activity on his mobile phone.  

Due to the new technology of this age – something which certainly was not available when both 

Lester and I were growing up – we do have a lot more memories than what we ever thought that we 

would have.   
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Lester was an amateur farmer in our suburban house block size of land.  He had his veggie patch and 

we also had a hen house with six chickens.  We have short videos of our grandchildren feeding the 

chickens/collecting the eggs (dropping the eggs) or picking the passionfruit off the vine in the 

backyard.  Having these memories on video will enable our own memories never to fade.  

We wanted Lester to live on and make a lot more memories, but this was not meant to be.  We made 

the best out of the time that we did have.  

         Kay Steen                                   
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world.  
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    374   

Dr Genevieve McGovern is a GP in Brisbane. She is married with three children. When she is not 
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sewing and quilting. When she found herself short on masks, she turned her skills to making 
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Dr Saibal Guha is a Brisbane based psychiatrist who is married with adult children.   
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mobile service to participants of the National Disability Insurance Scheme. She has additional 

qualifications in paediatric physiotherapy, special needs teaching, and yoga teaching. She lives with 

her husband and pet dog and enjoys regularly Wednesday caring for her grandchildren. 
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Dr Douglas Ashleigh is the Deputy Executive Director of Brisbane Catholic Education and the  

Director of Learning Services. Doug has many years’ experience as a leader of school systems after 

a successful career as a primary school principal.  

Steven Griffiths is a science teacher and academic director at a state high school in Queensland. 
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Cathy Thorp has been married to Peter for thirty-three years and lived in Brisbane for thirty eight 

years. She is an accountant / bookkeeper having mostly worked from home for her husband's 

accounting business. Her greatest achievements are her three independent sons.  

Food and Fitness  

Nathan King works within the Australian food manufacturing industry. He lives in Brisbane with 

his wife and children. 

Marj Osborne is a food and travel writer living on the Gold Coast. A former teacher-librarian, she 

believes that it is stories that connect us, yet each one of our stories is unique.  

Narelle Oliver and Vivienne Braddock are married and run a permaculture farm in suburban  

Brisbane. They have one son Oscar and provide neighbours with food, nurture, and a place to 

exchange books and stories on their corner block of land.  

Julia Moloney has worked in a variety of roles which have taken her to interesting places around the 

world. As an archaeology student she developed a fascination for the ways in which people live and 

this fascination fuels her desire to travel. In her piece Julia turns the lens from others, to herself. 

Lachlan and Nathan Hannah are a father and son team from Brisbane's South.  When not running 

they enjoy movies and playing with video games.  During the week, Nathan is busy completing grade 

4 while Lachlan is hard at work for one of Australia's financial regulators.  

Jack Dixon DOB: 2/12/1991 is an Australian swimming champion who has achieved four World 

records in Morelia, Mexico, Florence Italy, Nova Scotia Canada, and Brisbane.  

Alison Jones is originally from St George Qld, but after a work accident at 18 years old robbed her 

of her sight and both her eyes she started a life in the city. Fifteen months after being discharged from 

hospital she was to represent Australia in a Paralympic sport.   
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The Chappenden Family are passionate about their horses and harness racing. When they are not 

feeding, training, or caring for their horses, the spend time doing ‘real’ jobs.  

Julia Sharwood is an Australian expat living in Indonesia with her husband Krishna, a TV, and 

several running apps. She loves them all equally.  

All Creatures Great and Small  

Isabel Flynn – has retired from counselling and teaching and turned to poetry and writing. She loves 

this new life in her autumn years.  

Suzanne and Bob Murray – live in Brisbane, are married with children and grandchildren. Together 

they love fostering dogs for the RSPCA until they find new and happy homes.  

Leigh Garrahy - was born on the Gold Coast and lives on the family property in the Gold Coast 

Hinterland with her husband of over forty years. She discovered a love of writing after retiring from 

a professional career in finance. She is writing her first novel.   

Rosemary Stride arrived in Brisbane as a ten-pound POM in 1975. Originally a nurse, she later 

completed an Arts degree at UQ and taught secondary English for seventeen years. She was 

awarded a Master of Arts (Writing) from JCU in 2016.   

Emma Daniell is married with one fur-child. She loves writing short stories and poetry and is writing 

her first novel, incorporating experience as a Registered Nurse, and a bilingual lover of travel.   

Rituals and Sacred Spaces  

Archbishop Mark Coleridge is the seventh Catholic Archbishop of Brisbane. He has served four 

decades as a priest, bishop and archbishop and is the current president of the Australian Catholic  

Bishop’s Conference.  

The Reverend Scott Windred has served as Assistant Priest at St Bartholomew's Anglican Church 

in Mt Gravatt for the past two years. He son Ezra, was born in September 2020.  In November, 

Scott will begin a new role as the Priest in Charge of St Barnabas’ Anglican Church in Sunnybank.   
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Anne Griet Brader is a multicultural, multilingual European. She works both in the private- and 

public sector throughout Europe. In her thirties she switched careers to become a neurological 

physical therapist and university level teacher.   

Margie Fitzpatrick is the daughter of a former soldier. Retired, she lives in Brisbane.  

Ken Baker lives in Brisbane, Australia, and is the author of two unpublished novels. He has, for 

many years, written training manuals for retail companies, government traineeships and motor and 

caravan dealers in Australia.   

Dr Raylee Elliot Burns is a researcher and educator involved with learning and teaching in schools 

and tertiary settings. Raylee reads and writes itinerantly: observations, speculations and ruminations 

about travel, friends, family, especially grand-children, and the unfolding of life.  

Dr Philippa Charters grew up on the Gold Coast and married her childhood sweetheart. She has 

three young children and works as a GP in Brisbane. 

Mary E. Metcalfe is a member of Queensland Family History Society and Toowoomba & Darling 

Downs Family History Society Inc. and has had her family history stories published in the journal of 

these two societies. She featured in the 23 April 2013 Who Do You Think You Are story of Michael 

Caton. She composes narrative verse to mark important occasions in the lives of her family and 

community. 

Vandita Barot is a 32-year old passionate teacher who loves to organise regular catch ups with 

friends. She enjoys sunshine, the water, taking time out for herself and her family.  

Lyn McGettigan was born in the city and raised in the bush. She married a publican and has written 

a book, “Behind the Bar Room Door – Tales of a Publican’s Wife. She graduated from UNE in 2001 

with a BA in Archaeology (Aboriginal) and Paleo- anthropology.   

Travelling  

Janette Young completed an honours degree in Psychology at The University of Queensland and 

worked in many different roles in the Human Services sector. Her passion is travelling the world.   
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She has explored, lived, and worked in, many different countries and cultures.   

Paula Lisignoli is the mother of four children, the eldest of whom is Elliott. Paula’s story is that of a 

mother watching helplessly as her son suffers.  

Tammie Goedecke is retired and travelling around Australia with her husband. She has four children 

and an increasing brood of grandchildren.   

Pam Betts is the Executive Director of Catholic Education in Brisbane. As such she leads a system 

of over one hundred and forty schools educating students from Prep to Year 12. Pam’s role is to 

promote the mission of Catholic schools to teach, challenge and transform.  

Wisdom, Grief and Loss  

David Fagan is director of corporate transition and an adjunct professor of Business at Queensland 

University of Technology where he runs the Real World Futures program. He was editor and editor-

in-chief of Queensland’s major newspaper The Courier-Mail for a decade and was News Corp's 

editorial director in Queensland before joining QUT. He is author of Wake Up - The nine h#shtags 

of digital disruption (UQP - 2017).   

Rosalie Wodecki is a plain English writer and editor. At night, she likes to let the weird, gothic, 

and sci-fi words come out to play. Before COVID, she loved to swim, ride, walk, and sword-fight, 

but now she contents herself with a bit of backyard medieval sword swinging.   

Heather Stabler was a committed primary school teacher known for her innovation, passion, and 

depth of understanding of her students’ needs. Her career was prematurely curtailed by the impact of 

multiple sclerosis on her physical wellbeing. Now resident in a care facility, Heather has lost none 

of her zest for life and interest in people.  

Emma Lord is a freelance writer and creative writing tutor. She has written for the Sydney Morning 

Herald, the Huffington Post and Essential Baby, and is currently working on her debut novel.  

Viv Pearcy is a mother of six who tells her story as the daughter of an elderly man in aged care. 

Devoted to his care and wellbeing, Viv describes a special moment in his last weeks.  
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K.M. Smith is a Brisbane based family owned funeral director business with a history spanning six 

generations. 

Christine Oldham started writing little stories about a year ago after thinking she had left her run 

too late, was too old” or just not good enough. This is the first story she has put forward to be read 

by anyone except family.   

Kay Steen is retired and has two children and two grandchildren. She lost her husband and best friend 

during the Covid pandemic.   

  

   


