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EDITORIAL
Welcome to the second edition of Hypophora, a creative arts journal. 
Produced by a small team at Wyndham Community and Education 
Centre, a not for profit education provider, Hypophora aims to showcase 
a broad range of arts and talents.

Managing a creative arts journal is a scary undertaking. This year, 
we cast the net wide hoping for submissions from everywhere and 
anywhere. Our submission window was opened around Easter to about 
mid-July 2017 and we received the vast majority of our submissions in 
the last week or so. This was a nerve racking countdown that originally 
gleaned only drawing and photography based submissions. Ultimately 
though, Volume II has great variety, including poetry and music from 
the US and even a song from Scotland. We are also pleased to see the 
return of some contributors from our first edition amongst the new ones. 

Production of this edition has been an extraordinary journey of 
learning curves, as we built from the foundation of our first issue. We 
can honestly say we enjoyed working on this immensely. 

The Hypophora team would like to recognise and give thanks to 
those who contributed to the creation of this edition. Hypophora would 
like to thank the following contributors for their generous and continued 
support:

• Bec Cole and Tamara Watt of Wyndham City Arts and Culture,
• the Wyndham City Arts Incubator group,
• Learn Local, for their greatly appreciated support of this venture,
• and, of course, Wyndham Community and Education Centre. 

Hypophora Volume II may contain mature content that can be distressing 
to some individuals.

The Hypophora Team Vol. II are:
• Jack Boddeke 
• Sam Boddeke
• Tarnia Fedele

• William Keane
• Joshua Polson
• Jackson Robbins

• Emma Schirmer
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SOLAR STORM
Emma Schirmer
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BREATHING IN DEATH
Matthew Naqvi

Breathe in the metallic residue
bitterness grows in the mouth
spit out most harmful traces, 
yet some swallowed with the saliva.

lead flows through
grasping onto internal organs
seep into blood cells.
A new home. 

Cancer is discovered months later
iron from the plant had destroyed
the workman’s lungs
lost the ability to breathe.

On his death bed, fate accepted
he wants the pain to end.
Family faces a terrible loss while
money is on the mind of the boss.
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SERVITOR
Luke Applebee

Felix slides a brush back and forth along a cake rack which is semi-
bathed in warm, grey water. His knuckles are wrinkled and raw like 
the rest of his hands.

The last filthy cake rack leans against a shelf and a box of des-
iccated coconut. Whenever a customer praises the sweet aroma out 
the front, Felix just smiles because that baby vomit stench of curdled 
cream lingers in his sleeves, slacks, hat and apron. 

Uh,’ Felix slips and grates his fist against the criss-cross of stainless 
steel. The brush falls into the sink splashing greasy water on his apron 
and the back wall. Tiny chunks of cheesecake float to the surface of 
the basin murk. With both hands he manoeuvres the rack out of the 
basin and stacks it next to the spotless dozen while holding his breath.

‘Thirty minutes; thirty minutes,’ Maria waddles through the back-
door with more dirty racks—her breasts brush against Felix’s shoul-
der—and places another five, six, seven, eight ... eight dirty racks next 
to the box of coconut.

‘But I finish in five.’ Felix holds his breath again. Curdled cream 
is one thing, but body odour and decaying teeth are something else. 

‘No, no. Not tonight,’ she leans closer, the pimples on her flabby 
chin almost touch Felix’s nose. ‘Is Christmas soon, yes? More muds. 
You clean all racks. Tins too. Thirty minutes.’ 

Breathing through his mouth was a bad choice. Felix could taste 
the acrid cigarettes and the pungent baby powder that irritates the 
sinuses. ‘Ok. So, I’ve been here for over a fortnight, right. So, when do 
I get paid?’ 

She steps a little closer. Tiny pustules punctuate the heat rash in 
the folds of her neck. ‘You clean now. Take fruit flan later.’ 

Felix shakes his head, fists clenched. 
Maria snatches a pair of dishwashing gloves and throws them at 

Felix. ‘I pay next week.’ 
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‘But you said that last week.’ 
She waddles back to the ovens. 
Felix waits until Maria closes the door. He flings the gloves across 

the room and then boots the stack of dirty racks so that they clatter 
and clang as they hit the tiles. The mixer next door revs so loud that 
nobody can hear the toilet door being kicked in or the shelves being 
pulled down. Cardboard boxes full of ingredients topple everywhere. 

Felix takes the largest knife from the magnetic strip on the wall 
and slashes boxes full of flour, sugar, chocolate, coconut, thickener—
everything he can get at. Hands covered in muck, Felix dips his right 
hand into the sink and reaches for the plug. From the elbow down his 
arm is immersed in fetid water but the coolness of the water soothes 
his temper. Fingertips pluck the plug and tainted fluid gurgles down 
the drain, leaving thick white blobs around the plughole and all over 
the hairs on his wrist and fingers. 

As Felix starts wiping his arms clean with a rag something glints 
among the sludge in the sink. He bends to inspect a piece of metal 
expecting it to be a loose nib from a piping bag or a screw from the 
shelves. It looks like a ball bearing. When Felix’s fingertips make con-
tact with the metal—zap—he steps back from the static shock. Take 
two: it shocks again; a tingling sensation runs through Felix’s body. 

He tries to grasp the thing with the rag, however, instead of any 
static, shocks the marble floods the sink with an incredible incandes-
cent white glow that spills out of the rag and illuminates the entire 
back room. In a matter of seconds, white light strobes and filters to a 
vibrant orange and tints everything. More colours—red, green, yel-
low, blue—shower sparks from the tiny marble. 

Felix drops everything and presses himself against the wall. How-
ever, sparks lash out and form tangible bonds around his elbows and 
neck and mouth and knees and forehead, pulling him closer and clos-
er and then there was black. 
 

* * *
 
In the distance of the void, there is a widening white sphere rushing 
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towards Felix. In his peripheral vision his body is a blur of colour that 
comprises the spectrum of the rainbow. There is no wind or sound 
just the widening of a portal wreathed in lightning that pushes the 
darkness further and further out of Felix’s vision. 

The colour blur dissipates, the rules of gravity instantly change 
and, instead of flying into the white hole, Felix plummets to the 
gleaming white surface of the ground. Felix cries out but he cannot 
hear himself. 

Moments before impact, Felix feels something invisible but warm, 
cushion the landing on his right-side. A gust of lavender-scented 
wind tussles his hair. Simultaneously, a deafening screech assaults his 
ears. The wail warbles and escalates in pitch and tone triggering a 
headache. 

‘Stop, please stop.’ Felix screams, clamping his palms over his ears 
and rolling on his back, wincing. Everything is bright. There is no dis-
tinction from the wall, the floor or the ceiling. White bleaches every-
thing and the screeching continues. Surroundings suddenly morph 
in tune with the screeching. The beat slows and the sounds jumble 
together like psychobabble and waves crashing on a beach. 

White nothingness transforms into a turbulent orange sky. Green 
water bleeds onto the horizon and the solid ground softens into damp, 
yellow sand. A moment ago, there was a distinct smell, but now there 
is nothing. 

Felix sniffs his hands, the sand is odourless. He licks his palm, 
tasteless grit. He spits it out. ‘What the…’ The screeching noise fades 
and ambient noises begin to make sense, but something—or some-
one—is bellowing from afar. 

A gargantuan silver orb, as big as a house, descends from the light-
ning in the sky and hovers mid-air. It opens like a flower. An array 
of metallic panels unfurl and transform the sphere into an elaborate 
butterfly of triangular shapes. Lightning strikes the panels. At first the 
strikes were intermittent but then, in one raucous flash, the sky blast-
ed everything it had at the metal butterfly. 

The burst of raw electricity in that instant was guided by a split-sec-
ond reconfiguration of panels that channelled and guided the light-
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ning into beams that cast a prison of light surrounding Felix. 
Thunder shakes the ground. 
The light disperses and leaves behind a solid wall of silver columns 

that pierce the orange heavens. 
Felix did not notice exactly when the silver butterfly changed to a 

five-pointed star. 
A voice—flat, mechanical, masculine—emanating from within 

Felix’s psyche proclaims: ‘Human. Genocide. Guilty.’ 
‘Wait, what?’ Felix closes his eyes, folding himself into the foetal 

position. ‘Please don’t. Please don’t hurt me. Why? I don’t—’ 
‘—SILENCE.’ The voice booms. ‘Configuration. Decrees. Penance.’ 

 
* * *

Steam rises from the yellow mop bucket by the back door and Fe-
lix can almost taste the chemicals that sting his eyes. His apron is 
drenched and so is the entire right side of his polo shirt and slacks.

Felix cranes his head to peer up at the sink. The tap is running. 
Fortunately, most of the overflow pours down the grate beside his 
head. Careful not to slip on the slick tiles, he picks himself up to his 
soggy, cold knees and leans on a slashed box, shuddering. ‘Help, I’ve 
fallen …’ 

Felix hears Maria shout ‘thirty minutes’ over and over on the ra-
dio. The door to the kitchen was missing. And so were the walls. Fe-
lix was surrounded by dirty racks that pierced the orange sky and 
seemed to stack to infinity. 
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THE RISEN
Joshua Polson
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RELIC
Wayne Burrell
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DREAMING
Les Stillman

The Policeman stood back and slammed his boot hard into the timber. 
The lock disintegrated as the door of the flat burst open. ‘You need to 
stay back Mrs Jacobs.’

‘He’s my son.’
He held her as the other constable pushed inside. ‘We don’t know 

what to expect, please stay back.’
‘In the bedroom. He’s alive. Call an ambulance.’
Leon lay on the bed, tangled amongst the sheets, his emaciated 

body wracked with jerks and twitches. 
His mother rushed to his side. ‘My poor baby, what have you 

done?’ Gathering him to her, she pushed his sweat soaked hair aside 
and stroked his forehead. 

He calmed at his mother’s touch, his breathing easing. 
At the hospital, he was thoroughly examined, tested and blood 

taken before his mother was allowed into the doctor’s room.
The doctor frowned and ran his fingers through his hair. ‘I’ve 

never seen a case like this before. I don’t know what to tell you, Mrs 
Jacobs. There’s no indication of trauma or drug use. His heart rate is 
elevated and he’s dehydrated, but other than that…’ he shrugged his 
shoulders, ‘…he’s simply in a deep sleep.’

‘You mean he’s in a coma?’
‘No. Not as such. He’s asleep, and has been for quite some time by 

the looks of it.’
‘Will he wake up?’
‘I don’t know. I have no answers at the moment. Perhaps the blood 

work will provide a clue. In the meantime, we’ve inserted a drip to 
hydrate and feed him and made him as comfortable as we can. Does 
he have a history of mental illness?’

‘I’ve taken him to psychiatrists, a behavioural analyst, in fact, every 
specialist I can think of. He comes up as perfectly sane every time. 
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But something’s wrong. My son’s a troubled soul, Doctor. Always has 
been. It’s as if he’s lost, incomplete. I can’t really explain. He tries so 
hard, but it’s like there’s a part of him missing. I’m his mother. I love 
him. It’s hard to watch him destroy himself.’ 

‘I understand.’
‘Can I see him?’
‘Certainly. I’ll have a nurse take you to him.’ 

Leon walked in shadows. Friends and strangers came and went. Life 
flowed around him, changing constantly. Throughout it all, he knew 
he was dreaming. Frightened and desperate, he tried to wake up but 
kept slipping back into the same surreal dreamscape. He struggled 
hard but the cloying fog held him fast. At one point during his dream, 
he felt his mother’s love. He calmed, thinking he may be able to slip 
away with her, but soon the darkness returned. 

After an eternity, a figure dressed in white appeared in the distance. 
As she drew near, the darkness parted and he saw the most beautiful 
girl he’d ever seen. She was so pure, he thought his heart would burst. 
She smiled and beckoned him closer. He felt so much love he could 
hardly breathe. ‘Are you an angel?’

 ‘No,’ she said, kissing him on the cheek. ‘You know who I am. 
You’ve been looking for me and I’ve been looking for you.’ She started 
to fade. ‘Come to me.’ The darkness closed in. ‘Come to me.’ And then 
she was gone.

Leon woke with a start, crying out, ‘Don’t go.’ Distressed, he looked 
around. Seeing his mother, he said, ‘Where am I?’

Wiping the tears from her eyes, his mother said, ‘In hospital, love. 
You’ve been here for a week. I thought you’d never come back to me.’

Pushing back the covers, he rose unsteadily to his feet. ‘Where are 
my clothes? I need to get out of here.’

‘Leon, you’re unwell, the doctor will want to see you.’
He reached over and embraced her, something he’d never done 

before. ‘I have to go, Mother. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. I promise I’ll 
come back soon.
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Leon walked for hours, searching. There was no urgency. He knew 
he’d find her. Yet when he did, she looked so ordinary, not the angelic 
figure of his dream. 

 ‘Hello, Leon.’ She smiled up at him. ‘My name’s Leona.’
‘I know.’ Leon sat beside her and, for the first time since he could 

remember, he felt calm and at peace. 
‘I’m glad we found each other. I’ve been looking for you for so 

long.’ She took his hand, ‘We share the same soul, you know. It split 
on the night of our conception. That’s why we’ve felt at odds with the 
world all our lives. Now we’re complete.’

‘What now?’
‘We’ll travel through this life together. We’ll die at the same time 

and reunite on leaving our bodies. Then we’ll move on as a single soul.’ 
For the first time in his life, Leon smiled. It was a strange feeling 

and he liked it. He stood and held out his hand, ‘Come with me, I 
want you to meet my mother…’
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EYE ON YOU & DISCARDED TREASURE - Michelle Ripari EYE ON YOU & DISCARDED 
TREASURE
Michelle Ripari 
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INDEPENDENT & APPRECIATION - Jennifer RobinsonINDEPENDENT & APPRECIATION
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UNTITLED
Tarnia Fedele
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CYRIL NAISMITH’S DESTINY
Edward Fido

When I got the email from Sydney that Cyril Naismith had committed 
suicide I was saddened but not surprised. It had been over forty years 
since I had known him at Grammar. At a school which had produced 
a number of extremely successful alumni, including the country’s 
first and current Prime Ministers, he had stood out as one destined 
for greater things. He was, as the very English Headmaster declared, 
‘someone who would make his mark in the world’.

I was a couple of years behind him, and, like my friends there, not 
seen as someone who would make it big in the world. As a Catholic 
priest in Mackay I would have to confess they were right. Our group 
turned out a fair few teachers, public servants, a doctor, a Liberal 
Jewish Rabbi and me.

Unlike some of our school contemporaries, who hailed from Old 
Sydney families with houses in the Eastern Suburbs, or the squattocracy 
who graced the now defunct boarding house in Randwick, Cyril was 
an ordinary middle class schoolboy from Strathfield, whose father 
was a newsagent. He had been destined for Newington but won a 
scholarship to Grammar.

Grammar made Cyril in a way I don’t think any other school 
would. His eccentricity included adopting a very pukka ‘English’ 
accent a la Menzies or Geoffrey Robertson, plus an inordinate interest 
in the lives of the Royal family, the British aristocracy and society and 
an adherence to what was considered an ‘extreme’ ritualistic Anglo-
Catholicism in Evangelical Sydney would probably have made him a 
bit of a laughing stock at an ordinary high school. In some ways he 
seemed more out of the 1850s than the 1950s or 60s.

If Cyril had been merely an eccentric he would probably have 
disappeared from sight but his academic ability was what distinguished 
him. In a school which had won many scholarships and exhibitions 
he stood out. He won three Exhibitions in his final year at school, two 
in Maths and one in Economics and a Major Residential Scholarship 
to St Paul’s College at the University of Sydney.
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Cyril topped Commerce at university and was active in student 
politics—the Liberal Party of course—as well as being an active 
member of the Sydney University Regiment. He had many friends 
and played social tennis. He was not a sportsman of any ability, so I 
was quite surprised when he was named NSW Rhodes Scholar at the 
end of his degree. Obviously it was his leadership potential they chose 
him for. 

Cyril’s career at Oxford was as successful as his at Sydney. He 
was at Christ Church–so reminiscent of ‘Brideshead Revisited’—and 
fitted in well there and made all the right contacts. He got a First Class 
in P.P.E. (Politics, Philosophy and Economics) and won a place at a 
leading London accounting firm as a trainee. He was an Anglophile, 
and, with an English mother, intended, like so many Australian 
expatriates, to stay on and make his career ‘at home’.

As I said, I had been a couple of years behind him at Grammar, 
and, since leaving school, our paths had diverged. After obtaining my 
degree in Classics, teaching for ten years and the sad, premature death 
of my wife, I felt the call to the Catholic priesthood. I went to the 
Pontifical Beda College in Rome (for late vocations) and ultimately 
found myself in Mackay. 

I did keep in touch with my Old Sydneian group, particularly 
my old mate, Charlie Arblaster, now a successful dentist in Oatley 
and visited Sydney every few years to see family and friends, so I 
occasionally heard of Cyril’s doings on the grapevine. 

He seemed to go from success to success: qualifying as a Chartered 
Accountant with rapid progress in both his firm and as a member of 
the Institute, a junior partnership, then a senior partnership. His firm 
was international with offices in London, New York, San Francisco, 
Europe and Shanghai.

Cyril had a flat in London and a house in Kent he commuted to on 
the weekend, as did so many wealthy Londoners. 

There was the odd glitch in his life. He married a well-connected 
Toorak socialite who divorced him very soon after. I was surprised to 
hear of the engagement and marriage as I had always assumed him to 
be gay. At a boys’ school you know these things. 

Apart from the failed marriage–his name was never linked with 
another woman–his career kept rising and rising. That is until, just 
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fifty years old, he resigned suddenly from his partnership. Rumour had 
it that Cyril, always meticulously honest, had refused to be ‘flexible’ 
about the accounts of a multinational company whose accounts he’d 
been auditing. ‘Nothing really dishonest’ as another partner had said, 
‘Just a grey area’. To Cyril, there were no grey areas, it was always black 
or white. Not for him the questioning in court about some dubious 
asset write-down to ‘make the books balance’. I was not surprised that 
Cyril had resigned over an issue he considered ‘a matter of conscience’. 

With his contacts he found himself a position as the Bursar at an 
extremely prestigious and expensive boys’ boarding school: one of the 
few which remained all boys when most others went coeducational

Cyril was in his element there. Although he had his own house, 
he became a boarding house tutor and was in residence on weekends. 
He also taught Theology and was actively involved with the School 
Chapel. He was also an officer in the RAF section of the School Cadets 
and a fanatical supporter of his house’s rugby team. 

Old Sydneians passing through spoke of his warmth and hospitality 
and how happy he seemed to be. Then there came a report from 
Raphael, the rabbi from our group, a most perceptive man. On a visit 
to London he and his wife visited Cyril. According to Raphael and 
Ruth, the latter a clinical psychologist, Cyril seemed most unhappy. 
Ruth was a little worried about Cyril’s mental health.

This should have sounded a warning, but most of his school 
contemporaries discounted Ruth’s worries saying, ‘Dear Old Cyril, 
always a classic eccentric’.

Events moved rapidly forward with the seeming inevitability of a 
Greek tragedy. A short while later, Cyril began a period of extended 
sick leave. He stopped seeing people.

One day he rang the School Chaplain, one of the few he had kept 
in touch with and asked him to call on a Wednesday afternoon. When 
the clergyman called, there was no answer to the doorbell. Fearing the 
worst he got in touch with the police.

When the police forced entry they found Cyril slumped at his 
desk. He was dead. On the desk was the Order of Service for his 
funeral with the lessons and hymns he wanted. His will and papers 
were in order. He had left a great deal to the school and the Church. 
He had few living relatives. His parents were deceased.
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I was in England at the time for an international conference on Lay 
Spirituality and was asked to attend the funeral service to represent 
the Old Sydneians. I am not sure why, there were many more eminent 
Old Boys in the UK, including a few at the High Commission. Perhaps 
it was because I was a cleric. 

It was a blustery autumn day in Kent. Rain poured down. Not 
a sight of the sun. The service was at a very High Anglican/Anglo-
Catholic Church. I had deliberately worn civvies. They had not asked 
me to take part in the service.

The Vicar spoke in a soft, mellifluous voice. Cyril had been a 
great benefactor of the Church and various good causes. He had been 
involved with the Samaritans and phone counselling of the depressed 
and suicidal. He had waged a long, losing battle with depression and 
‘chosen to take his own life’. Whether he had sought counsel or other 
pastoral care from the Vicar was unmentioned. 

There were representatives from the Institute of Chartered 
Accountants; the City Livery Company Cyril had belonged to; his old 
Oxford College; the school and the local Mayor.

The meal was beautifully catered. The Vicar was surprised I was 
a priest. ‘You look more like a chartered accountant and how well 
you speak for an Orstralian’. He sounded a bit like the Queen and 
certainly had the Royal Manner. ‘I must dash off and speak to Wing-
Commander Blodgett-Bothers. He’s here on behalf of the RAF.’ 

I got the impression many people had known Cyril but that few 
were intimates. He had kept people at a distance. The brilliant facade 
had covered his mental problems. This is quite common. It is, sadly, 
the Anglo-Saxon way. People often don’t seek help for themselves. 
How very, very sad that is.

I made my apologies and left. I always feel sad at suicides. It’s the 
sheer loneliness and despair of it. 

--------
If you or someone you know are feeling suicidal, seek immediate help. If in Australia, 

the following numbers offer 24-hour help, support and advice: 
Lifeline – 13 11 14  

Kids Helpline – 1800 551 800 
Suicide Call Back Service – 1300 659 467

MensLine Australia – 1300 78 99 78



27 - HYPOPHORA: VOL. 1I

DARK SOULS III REVIEW
Jerome Katan

Dark Souls III is an action 
roleplaying game (RPG) that 
immerses you into a world called 
Lothric that is brimming with 
bountiful amounts of items and 
enemies waiting to be discovered. 

Story
Playing as the Ashen One, the goal 
is to find and sacrifice yourself 
to the first flame. Choosing not 
to link to the fire would result 
in the world being engulfed by 
an intense darkness much like 
a moonless night sky. Beyond 
this, Dark Souls III may appear 
to have little to offer in terms of 
a narrative, but the story arises 
from item descriptions that don’t 
cover everything in the story. The 
developers want the players to 
fill in the blanks with what they 
think should be there, giving 
this game a unique method of 
chronicling.

The World of Dark Souls
Dark Souls III takes place in a 
kingdom called Lothric, which is 
filled with a variety of landscapes 
such as: a snowy city; a dark, 

damp swamp, and an entire 
castle. These areas will always be 
filled with many items waiting to 
be pocketed and enemies waiting 
to be fought.

Difficulty
Dark Souls III is extremely 
difficult. Checkpoints are scarce 
and enemies will usually deal 
much more damage than you 
can. This isn’t necessarily a bad 
thing, but it could lead to a lot of 
frustration for some players.

Checkpoint System
The only respite available is from 
bonfires, which are used as the 
checkpoint system. Bonfires 
replenish the items that recover 
your FP (magic) and HP (Health) 
restoring items. 

Play Styles
The wide variety of weapons and 
play styles makes Dark Souls 
III a truly unique experience to 
everyone who plays the game. 
For example, you may play as a 
tanky character who can take hits 
and deal a lot of damage while 
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someone you know might play 
as a mage who uses fire to attack 
enemies or perhaps as a quick 
character who may be frail and 
can’t deal much damage, but can 
easily avoid enemy attacks. This 
gives the game more replay value 
by being able to play through it 
a second time in a different style.

Bosses
Most areas will end with a boss 
fight. As usual, in the gaming 
world, bosses usually have better 
movesets, deal more damage and 
have more health than regular 
enemies. Bosses will usually 
require you to make little to 
no mistakes in order to thwart 
them. Although they are difficult, 
losing to them still feels fair and 
learning from one’s mistakes 
makes it easier the next time.

Online (Player vs Player)
Despite having an online mode, 
Dark Souls III is created to be a 
single player experience. Playing 
against other players tends to 
cause a fair bit of lag resulting 
in attacks failing to connect 
and somewhat of a frustrating 
experience.

Online (cooperative)
If trouble arises whilst defeating 
some bosses, or even while 
traversing certain areas, players 
can summon a friend to their 
world. Enemy defences and HP 
will scale for each extra friend 
summoned, which increases the 
difficulty. Up to three friends 
can be summoned, but this isn’t 
always the best decision as it  give 
enemies a huge HP boost.

Ratings
Story: 7/10
Difficulty: 7/10
World: 9/10
Replayability: 8/10
Bosses: 7/10
Online: 4/10
Overall: 7/10

In conclusion, the massive 
immersive world, the difficult 
gameplay, the diverse enemies 
and high replay value include 
something for everyone and help 
make Dark Souls III a fantastic 
action RPG that is sure to impress 
anyone who is a fan of the genre.
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I HAVE NO INTENTION OF 
LEAVING MY BODY #10, 11, 12
Darren C. Demaree

#10
I have no intention
of making myself a claw
to dig deeper into

the scar I perfected
here in Ohio.  Some
disturbances

should be left alone.
Surely, I will be called one 
of Ohio’s disturbances.

#11
More than a little bit
of me believes
that my death

will be the unseating
of a captain that calmed
a terrific monster. My body 

alone will know which 
discrete flags mean there 
is real moonshine for sale.

#12
Some of the other
kite rides end 
with electricity

& that was always
my dream.  Of course
you can put keys

inside my shroud.
Don’t bother raising me.
The sky will know.
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MY TIME TO DIE 
Oaklin Charlesworth

‘It’s my time to die,’ I mutter to no one and everyone, peeking out onto 
a grey winter afternoon heavy with fog in all directions. 

An icy breeze rushes past my face, bringing with it the scent of 
rain and I pull up the collar of my trench-coat, as if that will make 
all the difference. It doesn’t do a damn thing. I can’t see more than 
twenty yards. Our first line of barbed wire and booby traps are only 
just visible, but past that, our second line looks like a silhouette on 
different shades of white and grey. 

‘Sorry sir?’ asks my Sergeant, waking me from my daydream. 
We stand together in a quagmire of mud and fear, he in the mud 

and I atop a small stool, drinking in the fear. I glance at him and he 
glares back, his light blue eyes sharp and his thick brown eyebrows 
furrowed, having obviously heard me, yet still having the audacity 
to question me. I like that about him, his uncaring impertinence, his 
unwavering belief that he and I are equals, in spite of the military 
establishment and civil society vehemently opposing his position. 

‘Nothing,’ I return, offering him a curt grin, my voice breaking 
from lack of use. 

‘Alright then,’ he replies, mirroring me, ‘we got Germans to 
slaughter.’ 

I nod, returning to my peeking. 
‘See anything?’ he asks. 
‘I can’t see a damn thing through this fog, Fletcher. Not a damn 

thing!’ 
Hearing his surname piques his attention and I listen to the papers 

of a yet to be built cigarette ruffling between his agile fingers, having 
become attuned to the joyous sounds of his tobacco art. 

‘Well, lieutenant Thompson, hopefully we can see some action 
today and finish this God forsaken war that was meant to be over 
with two years ago. I’ve got a farm to get back to.’ 
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‘Don’t you also have a wife and child to get back to?’ I ask, trying 
to make out anything in the near distance but failing. 

He chuckles. ‘As I said, I’ve a farm to get back to. You’re the one 
who prattles on about his little Lucy—seems like you’d be in more of 
a hurry to get back than me.’ 

I turn and hop down off the stool, joining him in the mud and 
joining him in his chuckle, basking in the glory of my little Lucy, 
as she prances through my mind, her red curls bobbing, her smile 
warming me like no trench coat can. He lights his cigarette, drags 
deep, savouring the momentary escape and offers it to me. I acquiesce 
with a smile, my hands shaking more than usual, as anticipation wets 
my mouth. I drag as deep as he did, maybe deeper, feeling the sweet 
burn work its way down my throat and into my lungs, the smoke 
slowly calming me. My shaking eases. But still I fear that when this 
fog clears and we are given the order to attack the German lines, it 
will be my time to die – my time to join the casualty list, like old 
Freddy the tailor who thought he’d fight for King and Country and 
young Charlie who thought he’d have a short term escape from what 
he imagined was a boring upper-class life at Cambridge, studying law 
or medicine. I can’t quite remember. 

So many men have died under my command that I struggle to 
remember them all. There was Winston and Tommy and the other 
Charlie and Paul and Simon and so many more: names of men I knew 
sometimes only for a few hours or days and others who I’d known 
since the beginning of this dreadful bloodbath. The list of my dead is 
so long I try not to think about it anymore. I try not to think about 
the fathers and sons and brothers who will never go home: men who 
will be forever entombed in this quagmire of mud and fear. The more 
I think the more my hands shake, so I will myself not to. I try in vain 
to forget and live each moment as it comes. But sometimes, of an 
evening, when I lay in my bed, I allow myself to wallow in despair’s 
depths, crying into my bedding when it all becomes too much, trying 
to ensure no one else hears me, trying to ensure my cries remain 
anonymous and hidden, like the Germans in the fog ahead. 

I draw my revolver and flick open the cylinder, making sure it’s 
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loaded. It’s always loaded. I eat with it loaded. I defecate with it loaded 
and I sleep with it loaded, just in case I’m woken by a German bayonet. 
Six bullets. Six chances. The dead I’ve buried weigh on my mind just 
as much as the dead I’ve killed inside our trench and beyond. Fletcher 
looks at me knowingly. He sees most of everything. 

Offering me the remains of his cigarette, he suggests, ‘you’ll be 
fine, sir.’ 

I take it and finish it, nodding. ‘Yes, fine.’ 
Extinguishing it in the trench’s wall I draw my sword. I draw Percy. 

It had been my father’s and his father’s and so on down a line of male 
heirs that stretched back past the coronation of Elizabeth the First. It 
was a well-made cavalry sword from the masters of Toledo that had 
tasted more blood than most men who’ve ever lived. I trace the edge 
with the nail of my thumb, ensuring it’s razor sharp. 

‘Perhaps Percy will wet his appetite today,’ I murmur. 
‘Perhaps he will,’ suggests Fletcher, admiring my Toledo steel. 
I grin at him. ‘Do you hear everything, man?’ 
He mirrors my grin for a moment and then it falls away, replaced 

by a scowl, his eyes changing to murder. 
Turning around sharply towards the front of our trench, I hear 

Fletcher shout, ‘Germans!’ hear our machine guns open up with a 
volley and then we’re in the thick of it, as grey clad killers descend, 
fallen angels shouting German. 

A young man, with the face of an angel, who couldn’t yet have seen 
his sixteenth birthday crashes in, almost on top of me, his bayonet 
fixed and his darting, dark blue eyes a mix of fear and exhilaration. 
Thrusting the tip at me, I manage to turn and his attack glances off my 
thick coat harmlessly. Percy in hand, I act automatically. Thrusting 
half of him into the young man’s chest, I push on the pommel with my 
off hand and force it all the way to the hilt, clipping the angel’s wings. 
He gives me a startled, incredulous look, as if he’d never envisioned 
the possibility of death. We stand nose to nose, close enough that I 
can tell he hasn’t washed in days. Glancing down at Percy and then 
up again at me, the exhilaration drains from his face, his eyes dulling, 
as they always do, leaking from the wound Percy’s opened up in him, 
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warming my hands with a crimson stream. Frowning, he realises he’s 
finished and I rip Percy clear from the angel faced boy. He falls into 
the mud, face first, already dead. 

Watching, his blood pool around him, into the sodden mud of our 
trench I consider giving up. I almost throw Percy down: retire from a 
game no man can win. But Fletcher’s guttural cries drag me back and 
I whip around to see him set upon by two burly butchers. One stabs 
at my man with his bayonet while the other swings a huge great-axe 
at his head. I’d seen men bring their own weapons into the field. I was 
one of them. But never had I seen a weapon that so definitely belonged 
back in the dark ages from whence it had come. Fletcher manages to 
duck the axe but the bayonet finds its mark three times before I can 
get to him. Seeing Fletcher fight for his life draws the killer out of me 
and I charge like a deranged beast, swinging at the axe wielding Hun. 
I cleave his axe hand off at the wrist and the obscene weapon falls into 
the mud. Turning into me he groans, his teeth stained and his eyes 
bloodshot. He’s no angel. He’s just like the rest of us: anointed by battle 
and transformed into the fallen. 

Still on automatic, I slash at him, catching his throat with just 
enough of Percy to end him. He staggers back against the trench’s 
wall, gripping his neck as he pours out onto his dirty hands, making 
what was stained brown and black crimson instead. The demon with 
the bayonet hasn’t yet seen me, as he makes a pin cushion of Fletcher 
and I make my move, slashing his back, cleaving him from shoulder 
to flank. He yelps like a kicked dog and reels around, sufficiently 
distracted, sufficiently riled and sufficiently opened. 

‘Come on you Hun bastard!’ I hear myself shout, ‘Come at a man 
on his feet!’ 

He shouts something in German at me over the din of machine 
guns and artillery and screaming and dying and charges at me, his 
bayonet aimed at my heart. I try to parry his thrust but the angel’s 
blood has made my grip slippery and he knocks Percy from me, 
smashing my sword hand in the process. I stagger back. He grins 
with teeth like his friends, sniggering mechanically. I react, again 
on automatic and reach for my revolver with my off hand, finding 
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it. Seeing what I’m about to do, he tries to beat me to it, stabbing at 
me with his bayonet before I can bring my revolver to bear. I feel the 
bayonet tear through my coat, shirt and flesh quickly, lodging in my 
bowels. I fire one round, wide. He pushes me into the trench’s wall and 
we lock eyes, body to body. I can feel him turn the bayonet inside me 
and I scream from my depths, brightening his hard grey eyes. 

Knowing it’s my time to die, I decide on one last flurry. It’s jammed 
up against him. I pull the trigger. The first shot tears through the front 
of him from navel to hip. Its power forces him to stumble a few paces 
back, allowing me to bring the barrel to bear. His grin fades. I pull 
again and again, blasting four more holes in his stomach and chest. 
Faltering, his eyes glazing over, he drops his rifle and lurches forward, 
falling into me. 

We slowly collapse to the ground together, his face nuzzling into 
my chest. I try to push him off, but his size and my wound have sapped 
my strength and finally all I can do is cry out to anyone and everyone, 
the stink of my bowels wafting up from where the demon opened me 
up. 

As I lay dying, I stare up at the sky. It’s still encased in a grey sheet, 
its monotony broken up every now and then by an artillery shell 
exploding. 

Watching from the sidelines, slowly bleeding out, my eyes fall 
back down into our trench, to the men fighting and dying around 
me. I catch Fletcher out of the corner of my eye, dragging himself 
towards me. The strength of the man is something to behold, his face 
hardened by determination. With each painful movement he inches 
closer, always maintaining eye contact. 

‘It’s alright old man,’ I mutter to him, ‘it’s alright. There’s no need 
to fight anymore. Let it be.’ 

The world begins to close in as the heavens open up, wetting my 
face. Shivering, my mind goes back to my little Lucy, playing in our 
wheat fields with her spaniel Dangerfield and the fresh water that 
drips down my face, into my open mouth, turns salty. 

Arriving at my side, Fletcher pushes the dead German off me 
and he and I look into each other’s eyes. I can’t even raise my spent 
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revolver, smoke curling up from its muzzle and from the holes I’ve 
made with it in the dead German who lays haphazardly beside me, his 
head resting on my shoulder. I let go of my revolver and drops into 
the mud. Glancing around I search the chaotic scene for Percy. 

‘It’s alright Fletcher. It’s my time to die, old man.’ 
He tends to my wounds, even though he’s drenched in his own 

blood that seeps from numerous wounds from all over his torso, 
shouting, ‘You’re going to be alright sir, you’re bullet proof!’ 

I nod, unable and unwilling to argue anymore. ‘Alright, alright, 
John.’ 

John Fletcher looks up at me, his attention piqued at my utterance 
of his first name. 

‘Damn right, Harold!’ 
I grin, murmuring, ‘How dare you call me by my first name, 

Sergeant.’ 
‘Shut up Harold, you have a little girl to get back to! You still need 

to...’ 
He’s cut off by screams all around us of, ‘Gas!’ 
Searching my body he finds my gas mask and fastens it to my face. 

Through dirty eyepieces, I watch him put his own on and realise it’s 
been broken in the fight. Leaning over me he searches the German 
but finds only disappointment and finality. I find the strength to offer 
him my hand. 

He nods, taking it and leans back next to me, knowing his fate. 
‘Your little Lucy needs you. You’re the only family she has.’ 

I don’t have the strength to argue, squeezing his hand in 
acknowledgment. 

‘It’s alright Harold,’ he suggests, smiling wanly as the thick yellow 
cloud rushes through our trench, ‘look away.’ 

I refuse his request and maintain eye contact for as long as he 
can, as the sickly yellow horror takes the breath from his lungs and 
replaces it with its own deadly design. I watch the horror. I watch him 
shake violently, gasping, spitting up bloody foam and I grip his hand 
as hard as I can, sobbing as his shaking and gasping slows, until it’s 
over, until he’s over, until I sit between two dead men, one my saviour 
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and the other my killer. My eyelids begin to close involuntarily, as I’m 
wrapped up in a dirty blanket, the colour of mustard. 

An unnatural warmth that I haven’t felt since childhood, when I’d 
almost died in my bed fighting German measles, flushes through me 
and I know, I finally know, muttering, ‘It’s my time to die.’ 

As my eyelids close to slits, the world goes away and I see an 
undulating shape approach from the yellow haze and, for a moment, 
it looks like my wife, Gloria who died bringing my greatest gift into 
the world. As I try to reach out to her, everything falls away and I’m 
alone in the dark. 

Some time later, I don’t know when, I wake in agony and realise, 
it hadn’t been my time to die. With the realisation that if I survive 
my wounds I may go home to see my Lucy again, to bask in her 
radiant light, a great happiness fills me up. But that happiness is offset 
by the knowledge that Sergeant John Fletcher, my man, won’t be 
accompanying me. Laying in my cot, I stare up at a dirty ceiling and 
don’t bother to hold back the tears. 
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MEN WHO CHASE THE 
MIRAGE REVIEW
Anon

The Bay Leaves are a duo, made up of 
brother and sister pair Jess and Tim 
Bailey. Their talents complement each 
other perfectly throughout their debut 
album that doesn’t have any reserva-
tions about mixing genres and styles, 
yet manages to culminate in a cohesive 
and thoroughly enjoyable forty seven 
minutes of local music.

It’s difficult to pinpoint the influences of this DIY mixed and mastered 
album. Men Who Chase the Mirage ventures into country, blues, pop, 
ballads and rock. It even has some Western film inspiration and a 
Spanish tinge to a track or two. With its tasty electric guitar playing, 
admiral compositions and arrangements, well-written and executed 
lyrics, everything is unified beautifully by Jess’s vocals that are deliv-
ered in whatever way the song calls for.

The foundations of each song are so sturdy that they could be 
stripped back and still retain their essence or, modified drastically, 
and not lose their groove. This also means that repeat listens are a 
must.

The shortest track, that I always repeat a few times, ‘Falling’ (of 
which an alternate non-album version can be heard on this edition’s 
audio compilation), is perfectly placed on the album. Jess offers a 
change up in range and tone showing the versatility of her voice, al-
most calling forth the spirit of a sixties songstress. It’s one of the many 
songs on the album with an amazingly natural transition to another 
impressive and addictive chorus.
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The change up offered on ‘Falling’ further accentuates the perfect 
tones for the next track ‘The Perfect Lie’ (of which Hypophora was 
lucky enough to feature an alternative non-album version on in its in-
augural audio compilation). A few extra instruments are offered here 
and composed and mixed beautifully, offering an extra-special touch. 
The reverb added to the vocals lends itself wonderfully to the feel of 
the track. 

At the end of 2014, ‘He Who Danced with the Devil’ was the first 
Bay Leaves song I heard. It made it difficult to wait for this album 
knowing their amazing talent. It’s a cinematic song, reminiscent of 
something Chris Isaak might have added to his 1989 Heart Shaped 
World album.

‘Into the Blue’--the album’s rockiest track—yet again displays 
another level of diversity in Jess’s vocal range. The song is arranged 
in such a way that makes you hungrier and hungrier for the chorus 
as it progresses and, when it finally kicks in you’ll want to turn your 
speakers up.

‘You’re the Only One’ could one day find its way onto a David 
Lynch film soundtrack with its haunting reverb effected vocals and 
beautifully toned guitar.

‘Lullaby’ begins with a pounding drum loop, then the guitar en-
ters the arrangement perfectly before The Bay Leaves end the album 
with another cinematic tune. The production and vocal arrangement 
is exceptional and the twinkling piano line makes you want to replay 
the album all the way through again.

The Bay Leaves do Wyndham and Australia proud with their de-
but album. The songs are authentic, true, organic and alive and make 
up the rarest of album types: those where all songs are single-worthy. 
Men Who Chase the Mirage manages to sound classic and current, 
finding a home amongst the kinds of albums that do not age.
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Enquiries: unstrungmusic@gmail.com 
or 0409 856 071 

www.unstrungmusic.com.au 
Wyndham Arts Incubator - Old Shire Offices 

Cnr Watton St & Duncans Rd, Werribee  

at

Steph Payne is teaching with techniques learnt at the intensive James Hill Ukulele 
Initiative, the only certified ukulele teacher training program of it’s kind. www.JHUI.org 

                          School programs & kids private lessons available.  
Steph has a current  

Employee Working With Children Card  
& Victoria Police Check.

Monday nights - Small Group Ukulele Classes 
Learn to read sheet music & tabs, play melodies, chords, duets, scales & to sound great. 
Learn Music skills that transfer to any other instrument.

Friday mornings - Wyndukes Ukulele Jams 
All levels welcome. Chord strumming & singing melodies plus riffs and tips to play better.

Thursday nights - Singing Workshops, Ukulele Jams, Private Lessons 
Varying program of singing and ukulele activities. Private lessons available. 
Follow Unstrung Music on Facebook to hear what’s on. www.facebook.com/unstrungmusicau
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Featuring: 
American Goner

(Hailing from North Carolina, US)

Bitter Lake 
(Atmospheric Progressive Black Metal from Scotland)

Isserley
(The saddest girl in Australia)

Kyle Bobby Dunn
(Drone ambient from Montreal, Québec)

Lehmann B Smith
(Multi-instrumentalist extraodinaire from Melbourne, Australia)

The Bay Leaves
(Talented brother and sister duo from Wyndham, Australia)

Shweh Win Hton
(All-round nice guy from Wyndham, Australia)

and more...

DOWNLOAD OR STREAM AT: 
hypophora-wcec@bandcamp.com

or https://www.hypophora-journal.com/ 

HYPOPHORA:

Audio Compilation 

VOLUME II
A diverse collection of genres and talent...
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Luke Applebee
Luke Applebee is a father, a husband, a professional writer and a 
gamer. He goes by many names. 

Wayne Burrell
Wayne Burrell has always enjoyed taking photos. He likes the fact that 
when you take a still image of people or a place, it’s a snapshot of a 
point in time that will never occur again. It’s all about enjoying life 
and making a record of the good times.

Oaklin Charlesworth
Oaklin Charlesworth is one of those crazy kids who can lock himself 
away for hours at a time in front of a computer, or typewriter or even 
pen and paper to write. He currently resides in Avondale Heights but 
has called many places home at one time or another.

Darren C. Demaree
Darren C. Demaree is the author of six poetry collections, most 
recently ‘Many Full Hands Applauding Inelegantly’ (2016, 8th House 
Publishing). His seventh collection ‘Two Towns Over’ was recently 
selected the winner of the Louise Bogan Award from Trio House 
Press, and is due out March 2018. He is the Managing Editor of the 
Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird Poetry.  He is currently living 
in Columbus, Ohio with his wife and children.

Tarnia Fedele
Tarnia Fedele is a self-taught artist who specialises in fantasy/
mythical creature portraits. She prefers to work in coloured pencil. 
Tarnia works in colour, usually mixing two different tones together, 
sometimes sticking with one colour palette. Believing that the eyes 
truly are the windows to the soul, Tarnia focuses on the eyes to draw 
the audience in and to evoke deep emotion.

Edward Fido
Edward Fido was born in Mumbai in 1947. His ancestors went out 
to India in the early 1800s with the British East India Company. He 
came to Melbourne as a boy in the late 1950s and was educated at 
local schools and the University of Melbourne and worked as a public 
servant.
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Jerome Katan
Jerome Katan is a seventeen-year-old male who just likes playing and 
talking about games. 

Matthew Naqvi
Matthew Naqvi is a writer, editor and writing group facilitator. He is 
the web editor of The Footy Almanac. His writing has appeared in 
Offset, Veronica, The Regal Fox, Fight Australia!, Stereo Stories, and 
Little Raven. Follow him on Twitter @MatthewNaqvi.

Joshua Polson
The one and only Joshua Polson likes to make sculptures because it is 
enjoyable to try to make an object out of a ball of clay from nothing.

Michelle Ripari
For Michelle Ripari drawing has been part of life for as long as she can 
remember. She hasalways loved graphite and ventured intoworking 
with colour pencils since 2014,which she adores.Although not 
been formally trained as anartist and solely self-taught, Michelle 
iscontinuously learning and evolving with herskills and technique.

Jennifer Robinson
Jennifer is fifteen years old and has been taking photos since primary 
school. She hasentered many photography competitionsand won 
awards. Her passion is to captureamazing events in the world and 
she hopesto one day be successful and travel aroundthe world to take 
more amazing photos.

Emma Schirmer
Emma has a love for drawing, digitally and traditionally, especially 
when it involves video games in some form. She is mostly self-taught - 
she’s rarely had any lessons in art since primary school and has picked 
up some tips here and there from random books/articles. Everything 
in between has simply been trial and error.

Les Stillman
Les Stillman lives in the Western suburbs of Melbourne. He is an 
aspiring writer, currently working on two books: A science fiction 
novel called ‘Arena’ and an historic romance called ‘The Covent 
Garden Nun’. Les is part of the Wordsmiths of Melton, a writing/
critique group. 
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Hypophora is a  youth-managed creative arts journal 
dedicated to exploring a vast range of artforms. 
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