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			If a little is all we can . . .
a little is what we should
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			Introduction

			In August 2024, the Creative Practice Circle (CPC) of Charles Sturt University (Australia) conducted a weeklong workshop event in Wagga Wagga, New South Wales, with attendees traveling in person or participating via Zoom link-up.

			The theme for this weeklong retreat was Cries from the Anthropocene and the CPC invited creative, scientific and research specialists to make presentations of their work and current findings to assist the CPC in addressing its goals for the retreat, which were:1

			

			
					How might the arts intersect with the grief and anxiety of living in the Anthropocene?

					What is the role of creative practice as a research methodology for exploring fear and loss?

					What opportunities exist for interdisciplinary engagement between artists, humanities scholars, scientists, activists and environmental experts in engaging with our theme? 

					What opportunities exist for working with diverse cultural communities and Indigenous peoples?

					How can we amplify our voices when it seems that nobody (that is, nobody in power) seems to be responding with a sense of urgency congruent to the known facts of the climate emergency?

					How might we account for and acknowledge the more-than-human world, and/or that of the Unknown Other — those we can’t see or hear because we don’t recognise them?

					The meaning of silence — indifference? disagreement? pain? — can seem mysterious. How do we interpret silence from the human and more-than-human worlds in the face of the Anthropocene? 

			

			small change represents the response of one attendee to what he saw and heard. Thought and felt. 

			The collection is comprised of interpretative stories told in free verse poetry from a range of points of view, because that is what I, as a poet/storyteller do. 

			Frank Prem
2025

			

			
				
						1	https://creativepracticecircle.csu.domains/research—themes/cries—from—the—anthropocene/research—theme—2024—2025/
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			retreat (to wagga)

			the man
working the coffee van
warns me

			kangaroos!

			~

			it is pre-dawn
and a coffee ‘traveller’
will be a boon
on a long journey

			coffee-man is right
of course

			the kangaroos
have been numerous
and the consequences
of striking one
while on the road
are appalling

			dead or damaged roo

			dead or damaged vehicle

			general distress

			~

			

			as I leave town
my ‘traveller’ safely ensconced
in a cup-holder
I move
at a crawling pace
through thick fog

			my mind wanders
to touch memories and rumours
of other obstacles
that might lie
in the path
of an unsuspecting journeyman

			fallen trees
have been frequent

			koalas and echidnas
crossing where 
they should not

			kangaroos and wallabies
yes
but the most recent trauma
has been deer

			for months
there have been reports
of a big sambar buck
haunting the verges
of the road to our nearest
large town —
the city of wodonga

			

			more recently
reports have come in
of a whole troop
of them
looking to cross
from one side of the road
to the other
in front of traffic

			deer
are bigger
than kangaroos

			~

			in the event
it is ducks

			a small flock
of wood ducks
settled in the middle 
of the road

			straddling the centreline
before a flurry
of panic and wings
explodes them
into the air

			a near-invisible hazard
avoided only because
I am crawling so slowly
with the headlights
of another car
shining up my clacker

			

			too close
for too long

			~

			the journey
is rapidly becoming
an eternity
adorned in pearl and silver

			~

			from the sides of the road
phantom trees
loom at me

			some
are skeletally dead things
caught in mid-gesticulation

			pointing everywhere

			nowhere

			sleek black crows
seem at home 
on the ground

			all strut
and ruffle

			preening glossily
while they wait

			fresh roadkill
can’t be far
away

			~ 

			

			the road
wears a gown
of soulless hues

			ragged
and dull

			enlivened
for a moment
by a flash of light
that suddenly illuminates
as though striking a golden brooch

			an adornment pinned
at the shoulder

			then
the moment of sunlight
is gone
and I am wreathed dull
again

			~

			culcairn
is nothing but a trap

			my plan is to travel
by main road
to wagga

			the sign at culcairn
suggested
I turn off to the right

			now I find
that am no longer
on a main road

			

			by the time
I have worked it all out
this is no longer
a straightforward trip
from point a to point wagga

			it is now a rambling day trip
through invisible countryside

			~

			carparks

			number 4

			number 5

			6

			7

			a little forward
a little back

			the university campus
can only be navigated
by carpark numbers

			building names
and their locations
are a secondary level 
of signposting
unworthy of highlight

			carpark 5

			I have arrived

			Part 2 
General Proceedings

			

		

	
		
			to tell you harder (a scientist’s lament)

			I try . . .

			she said

			we try
to uncover

			to discover
what
we do not know

			to find truth
beneath the microscope

			or where it hides —
concealed among the data points

			we draw maps
to explain
the waveforms
of our universe

			and paint the pictures
that reveal
the desperation
of our own demise

			I try . . .

			she said

			we try
to explain

			

			then we try
again
this time
a little harder

			a little deeper

			you . . .

			you are not
listening

			you

			you cannot
hear

			my voice . . .

			our voice
is a white noise
disturbing friday night

				the evening meal

				the football game

			our voice
is a howling wind
that bears no rain

			it is the waving heat
that raises vapour
from
a burning land

			and shimmers like a mirage
you may choose
to believe in

			

			or not

			I will try . . .

			she said

			we will try
to tell you

			harder
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