ENGLISH-CREATIVE WRITING

Belonging Generic Creative Writing

It was Dilini’s first multicultural night at Waverly High.

The concept of multicultural night seemed unfamiliar to this young immigrant. Back in India, culture
was not something to be confined to one specific day of the year.

It was inherent. It was the smell of dosai and chutney at 6:30 am. It was the sacred ‘maadu’ or cow,
plodding casually across the highway during peak hour traffic. It was the hazy outline of a soaring
ancient temple amongst the dusky afternoon skyline.

She missed the strangely comforting chaos and imperfections of her home land. She missed her
dear friends.

The ambience was nothing spectacular. There were no golden beaches to sunbake on. In fact, on a
hot day, the umbrellas would be up to provide shade from the blistering hot sun. However, Dilini
enjoyed walking barefoot on the bare reddy brown earth, her feet sinking gently into the ground with
each step as the soil would almost embrace her back.

Here, the picture perfect and lush rich green lawns were a disappointment. When Dilini first arrived
at her uncle’s home, she ran across the backyard only to wince in pain as she experienced an
unpleasant prickling sensation, spending the next half hour with tweezers to pull out the 20 or so
bindies that had embedded in her feet.

“Dilini? You’re on in 5.”

Dilini took one last look at herself in the dusty mirror, fiddling with her belt nervously and also
ensuring the ‘bindi’ was correctly aligned in the centre of her forehead before she walked out of the
dressing room to the stage.

She was beginning to have doubts for having agreed to Principal Mrs Fawcett's kind request for her
to perform an Indian dance for the evening. Dilini walked down the corridor on her first day with a
full length skirt that her mother had insisted be taken down rather than up and a large fingertip
streak of holy ash or ‘vibhuti’ across her forehead, her hair smelling of coconut oil and plaited back
into a long ponytail. But here things were done differently. She’d only been at Waverly for 3 weeks
and was still trying to acclimatise to the distinct clashes between the Eastern and Western ways of
life.

From the boys and girls ‘hooking up’ in the locker rooms before lessons began, to the daringly short
30 cm length skirts worn by the girls and boys with their shirts hastily worn out, it was all so different.
She clasped nervously to the itchy fabric of the black side curtain as she heard the compere
introducing her item.

‘Dah-leee-neee will be performing a....".

She smirked at Anna’s inability to pronounce what was to her, a seemingly simple six letter name.
She realised that the Aussies were always going to elongate and transform her name no matter how
many times she would assist them in pronouncing it correctly each time they politely asked for help.

The anklets of tiny bells on Dilini’s feet tinkled softly as she walked onto stage, her hands in the

traditional Namaste gesture and her heart racing uncontrollably. It was a dizzy cocktail of excitement
and trepidation.
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The introductory beat to the song raged through the halls speakers and the audience burst into
cheering and applaud as Dilini took a deep breath and closed her eyes.
‘Jai Ho!’

The peacock blue of her heavily embellished skirt glowed in the lights as she swirled across the
stage with such controlled vivaciousness and rhythm that was so vibrantly beautiful to observe.

Her hips moved in ways the audience had not seen before and the intricacy and co-ordination
between her large kohl outlined eyes and neck movements left a lasting imprint in the audiences
wowed minds.They showed their appreciation by clapping to the beat of the catchy song.

In those few minutes, she found herself transported back to a familiar feeling of home.

In those few minutes, Dilini had made an impressionable mark on her peers and teachers, the
seemingly arduous road to establishing a new life made a little less arduous that night.
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