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			Dedication

			I dedicate this book of poetry and prose to my mum, a woman who instilled a love for reading and writing and inspired us with her passion. Mum encouraged me to write letters to my uncle in Wales, United Kingdom (UK), and my gran in Seaforth, Queensland. Her influence is evident in every word I pen, and her spirited games of Scrabble taught us the actual value of words, a lesson that continues to shape my writing.

			Mum was an intelligent woman and ahead of her time. Every day she lived the Wenona school motto, “UT PROSIM,” which means “That I may Serve.” Her selflessness while nursing in Australia and Edinburgh, UK, and as a mother was based on love and service. Looking back, I realise I didn’t fully grasp and appreciate her unconditional care for others as much as I could have during her lifetime. 

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			A smile so bright and full of cheer,

			a greeting from the morning that is held so dear.

			The chirps and twitters of wrens in the trees

			highlight the new day and that they are free.
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			What’s in a ‘moment’? … and where do they go?

			Fractions of time, so fleeting or quite so long. 

			A moment changes from your perspective:

			—that of a second, a minute, a day

			—to years passing by like a blinking eye.

			A moment can be so magical that it etches an eternal feeling

			of love in your heart, a love that transcends time.

			To love those moments and move forward is a joyous thing.

			In a moment, a bee can land on a flower, move to another, 

			and in what seems like a moment, manifest a tree that bears fruit.

			In a moment, the wind can change to a soft breeze

			that moves through the cherry blossom trees

			—raining down soft white petals like snow.

			In a moment, you can choose how you will be for the rest of your day.

			Do you choose:

			— happiness and laughter?

			— to make time for peace and tranquility?

			— the moment when you decide to let go?

			A moment is right now.

			You treasure the moment and let all else be, 

			leaving the past and the feelings put to rest.

			A moment is what you want it to be.

			A moment is always with you,

			a constant companion along your life’s journey.

			A moment is in your heart and soul.

			To feel the moment,

			to hear the moment,

			to smell the moment,

			to see the moment,

			to taste the moment,

			is to live in the moment.

		

	
		
			Covered

			Wholesome and smooth is the 

			outside cover of this notebook.

			The pages, thin and lined:

			—not so supportive

			—maybe more textured, 

			like that of parallel-veined leaves.

			The nib of my pen, while allowing ink to flow,

			takes more effort to move the words across the page

			—yet sentences form quickly to describe a scene

			of birds singing their cheerful chorus at dawn.

			The light rustle of feet and click of pens:

			—reflections of people in mid-thought

			—who knows where and how their thoughts will flow, 

			like a river with a mind of its own, full of twists and turns?

			I crave quiet and warmth to write:

			—the joy of a mug of hot chocolate

			—to watch nature and be inspired,

			especially when birds take wing.

		

	
		
			Burdekin Snow

			At the heart of the Burdekin in far north Queensland is a land of rich, dark soil

			with the Burdekin River Delta and an underground aquifer delivering abundant water that remains unspoiled.

			A land where much heavier crops of sugar cane are grown

			by multi-generational farmers and their families who live on the land without complaint in a cyclone zone.

			From bores, the water travels through channels tilled across fertile, laser-leveled fields that the farmer made.

			As the green cane shoots are coaxed to grow and reach for the sky, they are all in a line, as if they were meant to be displayed.

			A balance of fertiliser and the need for energy-filled sunshine,

			and water in the dead of night, blessed by sweet moonshine.

			Farmers watch for the shoots to transform into thick stalks that turn from green to yellow, to brown at the bottom, and for a natural thinning at the top.

			With the promise of a bountiful harvest, they crack the stout, jointed stalks open to taste the sweet, sugary juices on their tongue, confirming the readiness of their latest crop.

			The farmers embrace the rain and wind with gratitude and trepidation.

			The chance of a cyclone wreaking havoc in a second is not a good situation.

			The mayhem caused by blown-down cane is a cause for a farmer’s disdain,

			and the farmer must wait for the water-logged cane to stand up again.

			Before the harvest, the seasonal cane fires are set to remove the trash of sugarcane tops and razor-sharp leaves.

			Preparation starts before sunset, waiting for the winds, which are confirmed by a test the farmers do by releasing dirt from their hands to indicate the direction of the breeze.

			In pairs, positioned at the corner of the chosen field, a water tractor ready nearby with burners ignited, they await with smiles. 

			On cue, they walk, one left and one right, adding flame to the cane at the ground to start a fiery spectacle that lights up the fields for miles.

			The slow crackle of leaves caught by flame turns into a blaze that starts to race along and within.

			As the blaze gets louder—orange, red, white, and enraged—it leaps metres in the air, a ferocity extremely intense and unbearably hot, now an inferno able to melt skin.

			Hawks circle high above, their sharp eyes searching for bandicoots, rats, and snakes that vainly try to escape.

			Fire thermals play havoc, thick black smoke chokes, a massive roar is heard as the cane implodes, a caramelised sugar scent fills the air, and Burdekin snow floats—black ash that moves like feathers of different shapes.

			[image: ]

			The morning stillness breaks, and ash and dirt rise to the background diesel engine’s rhythmic sounds that march across the field.

			Designed to lift, scoop, top, and cut the cane, the harvester moves slowly so the farmer can believe its promise for this season’s yield.

			Broken cut stalks spill into the maws of metal cages on flat-bed trucks that cross load to journey by rail to the sugar cane mill.

			In a few days, life stirs, and shoots grow in the ashen soil, a testament to the farmer’s love of the land that will be fertilised and watered to await the next harvest with spirit and rehearsed skill.
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			Childhood memory

			After attending Sunday school, I ran home from church down our street. Mum was left to pick up my Sunday best.

			I had worn a light summer dress and white sandals, with a thin strap across my ankle and chrome buckle on the outside. I was fresh; my face, hands, legs, and feet were clean. My hair was neat and combed flat. 

			Mum had been very proud of us holding hands and skipping our way to church. 

			Brother and me together. Sisters with Mum.

			We sat inside on a pew. My thought was to be gone. To play anywhere, even in the dirt, and my dress to be off—and a little pair of cotton shorts back on. 

			After a while, the children were called forward and moved out back, through an old door, to the children’s area—to colour, draw, read, and sing. I held a picture of a donkey and Mary in my right hand. I was silent and watching, a coloured pencil in my left hand. 

			My thoughts continued to be of being outside in the sun, where I made my fun.

			Outside, the sun brings joy to my day. The sun warms my heart, my face, my arms and legs. I can play on the pavement in front of our home, drawing with chalk. The curious magpies warble a cheerful chorus, inviting others to join them.
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