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ABSTRACT

The Beach is a series of short stories written around the theme of the Australian beach. Many of them are reminiscent of coastal life in Western Australia, while others may be transported to any of the coastal cities dominated by beach culture. 

The stories hold various moods as if mimicking the changes in the ocean’s current. The characters in The Beach are dealing with feelings of loss, stifled creativity, longing with moments of joy and tenderness. 
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	THE JETTY


The seaweed was clumped at the bottom of the shallow water like sacks of wheat, piled up, not moving, undisturbed by the current. Milky sunlight penetrated from above, bathing the life beneath the surface. 

It was November, the day she saved me. Pulled me out from the current, oblivious, just suddenly, caught in a rip, until it was too late, to break from the strong hold. Not a competent survival swimmer at times, when the currents grip me, and my body remembers, that parts of it remain cold and dormant, as if, an ancient tree was residing within the core, sending its hardened pathway through me. She is my shadow and mirror, together we navigate these familiar waters, finding our way to the sunlight above. 

This day, I could see her legs paddling through turquoise, strong, joy in every muscle. Fur flowing in the water. Then she would dive down trying to round the fish up, as if they were sheep in the paddocks at the farm where we spent our summers. 

The water cradled me in a blanket of velvet. November’s sun was strong and it warmed the eight-meter depth beneath the long, weathered jetty with ease. The fish moved around the subaqueous wooden pylons in a dance of flittering, splashing colour. The water’s currents the choreographer. Silver groups moving via mental telepathy. Clumped, smart, aware, un-agitated. Shy colourful ones stayed near the security of the coral, clustered like washed out woolly hat pom poms, the type the little children wear in the winter, walking in rubber boots, searching for treasures along the shore. The tiny hairs of the colourful budding, brushing against the bodies of grinning, big eyed, boldly contrasted fish. The well-ordered designs on their torsos about the size of the scar on my palm muscle. Sliced it on a rock one year. It appears, on recollection, lack of attention was the likely cause, pre-occupied looking at the beauty of the light, dappling from above. Being in a luminous painting of soft, floating pastel shades, I think I may have even forgotten to breathe, time standing still, until I felt her nudge me. We floated and paddled back to the surface, crabs, molluscs and crustaceans flowing behind us in the woven basket against the liquidity of the sea scape. Then there was breathe again. 

It was late afternoon in early summer and the tide was high, as we had seen the amount of wet sand to be in higher proportion to dry. She sniffed the edge and moved back from the incoming tide, not wanting to go in, it was my insistence that had rendered me to be fastened in thickness. The lighter, less drenched salted caramel particles were decreasing on the flat semi-circle. When it occurred in late afternoon rapidly, it usually meant the tide would also be quick to rise, before sundown. Moistness could move on the sand swiftly before night fall, occasionally a watercolour wash of a distant, pre-luminous form, even appearing in the day. The moon’s gravitational pull on the ebb and flow of the low lying bay, which provided a sanctuary with its less rapidly increasing depth than some of the more treacherous shark inhabited waters, further south, was steady and transformative, in the four main forms of circle and crescent, waxing and waning, appearing and disappearing. 

I predicted, incorrectly, that it would be three or four hours before the tide rose, and that on this evening it may indeed be a full high tide, up to the edge of the board walk. 

We were swimming not knowing our muscles would ache, swimming not contemplating that this jetty, well known, in tourist terms, as the longest in the Southern Hemisphere, or that it was just planted there into the sea bed, some time ago, standing watch on the Indian Ocean and the Roaring 40s that perpetrated its serenity. 

The light fluctuated like a light bulb, switching on and off, above us. I paddled the flippers against the heaviness of the water. After a while your body becomes the water. You don’t feel it. You don’t realize the tiredness of your muscles until you are back on land again. 

That day we dived for a long time. Down the length of the pylons, catching fish in the net. She always rounded them up, but this day remained watchful at the surface. 

My observations were perplexing, and I felt transfixed in timelessness, seeing the tiny fish dash about, colours vibrant and dynamic. Their anatomy of agility secured envy around every middle aged muscle that groaned, ached and struggled against the currents. Diving had become more difficult and I was constantly re-inventing new approaches to allude fatigue, especially in the turbulence that inadvertently, pulled my fibres toward the sand. 

This particular day, I had taken in too much water. Probably gasped, or moved forward too quickly, thinking I was on land or perhaps lunged with the net. She still picked up the snorkel from the four wheel drive, but she knew, mostly I refused to use it. My lungs were efficient, and I could fill the entirety of my body with air. I showed her, in demonstration, breathing deeply on the cool firm sand, feet wide, standing like a Red Cedar Tree. On, this day, however, I was gasping. The rip had moved so fast to our warm quiet diving spot, and I was further along the jetty further than I realized, down near the depth where creatures seemed ancient and silent, but speaking of how they hold on to the pylons without faulter. 

She had anticipated it. She had known. I wasn’t thinking about rips that day. Gasping for air at the surface, she was pulling me to shore, steady, athletic, robust, unyielding. 

I lay stuck into the wet sand. The sun blistering its heat down onto my face. 

She was licking the salt from my nose with her tongue, right into my nostril and across my closed eye lids, eyes not knowing what the reverse colour of the sun could possibly be. 

She nuzzled my face until my eyes were open and I was looking into her deep watery pools of honey gold.  

It was November. The day she saved me. 


	THE MARRON GIRL


She was there, across a room full of people.

Her in her black dress, me in my best shirt and a borrowed tie.

I watched her dance. 

I turned my back. Stood at the bar. Ordered a drink. 

She moved like the river. How it flows slow. Where the deep currents are. 

That’s what I hum to myself as I walk along the banks of the deep flowing, broad river that boarders our property. I go there every day, at dawn, just to see the moon say goodbye and the early day light, colour the water and sky with soft pink and gold. There isn’t a lot to do around these parts, no libraries, no theatres, not even a drive in. I don’t mind though; the river has its own story. Each day I go to the same spot and look up to the sky and across the water, and there, in this stillness, there is a story, something that makes me feel part of this place. 

After the darkness of the bar I saw the figures walking across the edge of the other bank. Dreamtime people, walking with x-ray drawings of giant goanna and mythical creatures. They carried the memory of my childhood, a scruffy mut barking in the storm as we tried to secure the fences. It seemed a hopeless tale. Tongue tied and these stories and things inside my head that I just can’t get out, not to anyone, not that I give my self a chance. It’s easier to sit and watch the water.

At the bar I just watched as she danced like a swan in murmuration of smaller birds. Had my drink. Tried to dance a bit, then stood back again. 

The room was too dark, I thought. It had been turned from front bar to night club, but there wasn’t a Discotec feel to the place, it still smelt like the front bar of a nowhere town. I read in the local paper it was an attempt by the Greater Shire to provide a ‘social space’ for the ‘younger generation’, so they would be less likely to ‘engage in delinquent activity’, or words to that effect. Things happened round these parts that no one likes to talk about much. I don’t know why someone would take it on them selves that hard though, it’s no one’s fault if there isn’t work or people gossip. 

Just got to do what you like to do, that’s what I’d like to write back to the paper. There is a ‘to the editor’ section. I’d write something about how the river is, like the fruit along the river, there are apricots and plums there, that taste real good. I’d say they are juicy and sweet except I don’t want everyone to know about this place. There would be other places, I could use an example, except I’ve never been anywhere else, so I couldn’t really say. I have never seen snow or a river freeze over, but those places have their own type of intelligence, that you wouldn’t understand by sitting at for five minutes. 

As she danced she looked muscular. I thought I could say, ‘you must be missing your old school friend’, but then I just stood and sipped my drink, thinking she had strong thighs and people didn’t really talk about things, that were swept under the carpet. 

Stood at the bar, had a few drinks, for what seemed to be a long time, maybe an hour. Till I relaxed. Moved to the dance floor slowly. The band was a local group, played their own stuff. Nice looking lead singer. Couldn’t sing too good. I like the oldies. Mum taught me to jive to her old records. Still play them, even though she’s gone. Most people stay married around here, nowhere to go, no ideas of what to do. When I sit at sunrise, sometimes the river just tells me that they went their own way like the tributary that branches off at the next turn. 

A younger girl, my sister’s friend came up to me and I danced with her for a while. Looked like she was doing an jig, and I was trying to think of that song, with the lady with the fruit on her head, but it was all 70s stuff and I didn’t like the thought of wearing a jumpsuit although some had thought why not, a few shiny ones were in the now packed out bar. I was just thinking of the one from the river, the who danced slow. Lots of girls are pretty rough around here, FIFO’s, fly in fly out, or local farm girls. I just spend a lot of time planning the crops and watching, waiting, to see if there will be marron in the river and if the crops will be plentiful.

I watch her dive to check her nets. I can see her clearly from the back paddock. She dives into the still brown water in her shorts and tank top. In the afternoon she lays down to dry her clothes in the summer sun. Eats apricots and avocado she’s grown on the property next to mine. 

In the winter the river flows sturdy and the water is cold. I walk a long way through the muddy thickets of grass, measuring the water level with my eye.

I tried to wave hello once, but she didn’t see me. So I just left bread by her door. I bake my own. Don’t like the bread delivered. The next day she left fruit in a basket. Apricots and nectarines. So juicy I ate the whole lot. 

Went back to the bar and watched her move. The river was around her. Holding her. A disco was not unlike the stories the river brought up, it seemed. 

At the end of the glass she came up to me and said hi. Thanked me for the bread and asked if I liked the fruit and how the crops were going. I couldn’t talk. Just looked at her eye lashes and the curls in her hair and got dizzy on her sweet smell. Blossoms. She made a joke about my dancing. I tried to laugh. 

Her arms looked soft and velvety like the skin of an apricot. Not bony. Not cold. Warm. I could feel her warm body next to me. It was like sitting in the sun by the river and she felt like a friend, like that scruffy mut I’d talked to about everything.

The music stopped. The light came up and I saw her eyes. Blue with a patch of brown in them. A solid violet colour like the light violet flowers mum had planted by the side of the house. The brown patch just the size of half a rain drop but square. Colour of golden brown toffee, the type Mum had made once for the school fete. Sticks in your teeth, but tastes real good. 

Her eyelids were blinking a lot. She was talking about marron, while her eye lashes fluttered in time with her thoughts. Real gentle, like the breezes in the gums where the marron are.

Her skin was the colour of moonlight on the river. Sometimes I watch the old black and white movies where the men wear gloves when they are dancing with the women in lovely dresses. I don’t know how it could be that a farm boy would be like those elegant gentlemen and know where to place a glove, but I know I can’t speak and the music has stopped. 

Strange. Just felt her warm. A peck on a cheek is something an old aunt would do at a reunion, not really something I would like would happen in a discotec. You’re supposed to feel free, I guess, I don’t really know. I can still see the stains on the bar and it reminds me of hard work, like the time the tractor got stuck in the mud. 

I said goodbye quickly. Went out for some fresh air and cooled down. Felt like an uncontrollable heat had got into me. Thought I might faint, because it wasn’t steady like the river at dawn.  

I was walking thinking and thinking, going over in my mind how I could stop the business of the lights and the music, and just remember the swimming for the marron at dawn. 

And then she was next to me. 

‘You forgot this,’ she said. 

She held out my wallet. 

I didn’t move. Was just staring into her eyes, sort of swaying and feeling queasy. 

Then she lifted up my hand, put my wallet in it and walked off. 

“See ya,” she called from her window of her beat up old station wagon.

And I was left standing there, feeling dizzy.

Just then a car stopped at the traffic lights of the empty street, brrrm brrrm, revving the engine. As I walked up, the figure in the window looked a lot like her, but I thought she had gone. I ran as fast as I could toward the car as it took off. I couldn’t really think and just ran.

I stood there, in the darkness of the empty street, panting for a long time. Out of breath. The coast was no more than 500 metres down the boat ramp, the harbour, quiet, still, in the night, seals sleeping on the boardwalk.

The dreaming creatures barked and groaned as I walked among them. Leaning over the scratchy, fishy wooden walkway, the tide was high and I washed my face in the salt water. The moon was watery there, full, bobbing on the ocean. I breathed the tears back up and wiped my cheeks, maybe you miss your folks even when you are old. I lay there for a long time, as if I was swimming there, in the brightest and clearest of day and just thought of when they were both together. Keep going he’d said with his walking stick as I put the nets over the fruit trees. Keep going, you’ve only got an entire orchard to protect. 

I looked into the reflection of the harbour with the lights that shone for the boats to arrive on dawn, and I could see her eyes and his hands, one in the same, where I had been born from. 

I’ll write to the editor one day, and tell them about the river, about how quiet it is, you can even hear the flap of the water birds, pelicans, shoal duck as they take off fast and the landing of their feet on the water, and that is it, nothing else. Not frogs or crickets or raucous groups of birds, they happen, but at other times. I’ll write about how good the coffee tastes when you just sit for a while. 


	SHE


The clock ticked as I watched. She was undulating rhythmically. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. It took five hours to study all her movements. Four hours until there was release. 

The clock ticked. A slow drip of a drain pipe tick, gently pulsating onto cement. For four hours it tapped away in the background in this fashion, while I watched and opened the windows for moments to hear her more clearly. The sound was too intense. I closed them instantly. 

At the third hour of watching and waiting for her to unveil her power, there was a moment of boredom. When I twitched and wanted it to be











































	CIRCUS
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