
 

 

ENGLISH: CREATIVE 
 
Denial 
 
 
Man, machine, ashore 
Does our wattle and creole extend these lands? 
Pistol, powder, at dawn 
Is this truly a problem at hand? 
Sheet, quill, no more 
This doesn’t follow the dreamtime plan. 
 
Our huts 
They shut 
For us? 
 
Talking in her sleep “It will furnish the cactus with a chance to…” 
Awakens shouting 
 
“IT WILL FURNISH THE CACTUS WITH A VERY REAL CHANCE TO FIND TRUE LOVE!” Another 
solemn morning sleeping next to the empty crater in the bed. Maybe harry wasn’t with the mid-drift. 
Maybe he slept at work. YES! OF COURSE! 
 
The large orchids and show-grade lilies tower over the light beaming into the bedroom window. 
 
The phone rings. 
 
“Hello?” 
“Oh Tiggy!” 
“You sound like you just got out of bed!” 
“That’s because I did.” 
“Oh you poor thing. That’s so unlike the proud, organized book club member, Tiggy Entwhistle I 
know. You poor thing. I feel so sorry for you, this whole ‘Harry disappearing with a mid-drif’ thing 
must be so hard on you.” 
“OH NO! I just stayed up late last night reading, ‘Who moved my cheese….’. I mean ‘Jane Austin’s 
finer works’. Nothing to do with Harry, Majorie. Don’t you worry! Everything with Harry is fine. 
Anyway, I must be off, I have to collect ‘Harry’s and mi….’ I mean just ‘my’ drycleaning from 
Chadstone. I will see you tonight at Bookclub. Until later Majorie!” 
 
How dare she ring with that ‘flibbertigibbert’. It’s not hard. Nothing is hard. Everything is perfect. 
 
Two birds fly away when another bird appears on the windowsill, next to the tall, fancy flowers. 



 

 

Anger 
 
 
Work it out, a legalized snatch 
We failed to house your rules 
Work it out, a collar and slacks 
Would you prefer a ‘Thomas’ or ‘Jules’ 
Work it out. These are the facts. 
To you and your royal jewels. 
 
Yet we sit and wait. 
All is far too late. 
This is why we hate. 
 
Sitting alone at the salad bar opposite harvester, eating. 
 
I can flower. I can flower again and again. Like the prickly, yet oh-so-kind cactus. The not so 
poisonous cactus. However I can change that for Harry with a simple hand of help from ‘Mr. 
RatSak’. Then I’d get that ‘little-miss-midrif’. NO! I’d get her first. Then Harry would have to come 
crawling back. Fat Harry. Balding Harry. Lonesome Harry. But I will not have time. I’ll have moved 
on with my cacti business and all. “AND A NEW MAN! FLOWERING AGAIN!” 
 
 
The customers at the salad bar state. Tiggy quickly picks up her tawny coloured satchel and flees 
the store. 
 
So this is where young, Mary O’Donnell spotted your liaison. Well now for you it will be ‘dangerous 
liaison; Tiggy Entwhistle’s, Cactus Productions remake.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Bargaining 
 
 
One boy, boy for sale, he’s going cheap 
Only 1788 guineas. 
One man, man for free, he’s gone weak. 
Paid out with government funded tinnies. 
One word, a word to free. We’ve been awfully weak. 
We can say his real mother’s name wasn’t ‘Lynnie’. 
 
A word for you. 
But money too? 
I’m not sure if this, we can do. 
 
Tiggy sits on her bed. Starring out the window. The tall flowers have begun to wilt. It’s overcast. The 
rain is dancing along the windowsill together. Happy as ‘one’. 
 
Maybe it was…me. I should ring……Harry. Yes. I neglected him. Too much time with the cacti. I’m 
so selfish. Always down at the local ‘Mitre 10’. I wouldn’t even find the time to sit down and watch 
the Olympics with him. Since he was always on the couch asleep. That’s why. But maybe I should 
give more. Worry less about the ‘planes in towers and suicide bombers, and plain unkindness of the 
world’. I AM THE UNKINDNESS! 
 
Gathers courage. 
 
Harry. I must call Harry. We can work it out. I can admit I was wrong too. Maybe I shouldn’t ring. 
Maybe too ‘full on’. I don’t want to be the crumbled fortune cookie, I want to be the message. The 
meaning. Not the crumbs. Nor the belly button piercing. 
 
She rings. She reaches message bank. 
 
“Hi, you’ve reached Harry and Daisy. We’re on honeymoon in Hawaii. Please leave a message. 
Aloha!” 
 
 
TO BE CONTINUED 



 

 

Depression 
 
 
Stop this train. 
It wasn’t made by me in this place. 
Stopped our rain. 
Mother nature didn’t want you to stop the race. 
You measure your main. 
But can’t read our pain. 
 
So scarred of growing older. 
Our lives less bolder. 
Our values and beliefs grow colder. 
 
“Hello Harry. It’s me – cactus- I mean Tiggy- just calling to say…to say…aloha.” 
 
The hibiscus flower behind the daisies and tall poppy drops. The rain stops momentarily. Then the 
hail pelts the flowers in the garden. The rain no longer dances on the windowsill. The only flowers 
safe, the poppy and daisy, sheltered by the tree. 
 
Tiggy drops the phone. 
 
“HARRY! HARRY! HARRY! COME BACK!” 
 



 

 

Acceptance 
 
 
Sorry. 
A lifetime. 
Sorry. 
About time. 
Sorry. 
Rightfully mine. 
 
A word of change. 
Like lifting a plague. 
Tomorrow is a new day. 
 
Four weeks later. The doorbell chimes. 
 
It’s Harry. He’s begging me to let him come back. Apparently the daisy ran away with the very little 
he had. Took it and ran. Away with Harry’s friend, Robin. 
 
“Harry, I’m SO SORRY to hear that”. 
“But I can’t let you back Harry. I’m a changed woman. Didn’t you notice the cacti are all gone?” 
“I planted some daisy bulbs. I think they’ll look good this time next year.” 
 
“I’m sorry Harry. I’m sorry for you. I have to go. ‘TOOT, TOOT’.” 
 
The front door shuts. It begins to rain. The birds nestle under the comfort of her windowsill. 
 
“I’m now a woman on the edge.” 
“Tiggy. Tiggy Waterson. Not Entwhistle.” 
 
 
  


