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Introduction
This is the second and final edition of  the new series of  Westside. It sets itself  the unique 
goal of  sourcing established and professional writers from Western Sydney. 

To me, this new series of  Westside became especially important when the final 
edition of  HEAT was released last year in 2011. HEAT was the distinguished literary 
journal edited by Professor Ivor Indyk, Editor of  Giramondo Publishing. In addition 
to opening the door for hundreds of  Australian and international writers, it also voiced 
the stories of  dozens of  emerging and established writers from Western Sydney. If  you 
ever have the chance to flick through the pages of  HEAT, you’ll find that many of  the 
up-and-coming writers that appear in its contents also appear in the contents of  our 
Westside anthologies. This includes artists such as Fiona Wright, Felicity Castagna, Luke 
Carman, Lachlan Brown and George Toseski. I am proud to say that you’ll even find my 
name among the cohort of  writers who have appeared in the HEAT series. 

After I was successful in receiving funding from Bankstown City Council to 
produce this new anthology, I said to Ivor, ‘I want to make a journal that picks up 
where HEAT left off.’ I did not mean this arrogantly but optimistically. I first met 
Ivor in 2007 through the formation of  a new writers’ group based in Fairfield. He was 
keen to build up a literary presence in Western Sydney. This was at the same time that 
BYDS Director, Tim Carroll, and I began developing an annual youth magazine for the 
Bankstown area called Westside. With Tim and Ivor’s support, I was quickly able to turn 
the magazine into a publishing house and literary program at BYDS called Westside 
Publications. The goal of  Westside Publications was to source writing from Western 
Sydney and writing about Western Sydney. To date, Westside Publications has produced 
twelve literary anthologies and over thirty literary productions, many in association with 
the Sydney Writers’ Festival. These projects have recognised the vibrant and unique 
voice of  Western Sydney through writing. We have sourced and trained over five 
thousand writers and artists and published over one thousand individual works. All of  
the people we have sourced are from or connected to Sydney’s western suburbs, most 
are under the age of  sixteen, and many are of  Indigenous, culturally and linguistically 
diverse, and refugee backgrounds.  

Over the past decade there have been many stories in film, television and even 
literature based on Western Sydney communities. Popular films like The Combination, 
directed by David Field, and Cedar Boys, directed by Serhat Caradee, tell us about young 
Lebanese men from Western Sydney who are interested in drugs, guns and sex. In both 
films the protagonist becomes a drug dealer and has an older sibling in jail. In both 
films the protagonist is shot dead and in both films the resolution is more violence. 
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This is also a similar premise for successful Australian TV shows like Underbelly: The 
Golden Mile and East West 101. These texts have coincided with over a decade of  media 
reports about crimes such as shootings and rapes by men of  Middle Eastern appearance 
from Western Sydney. Such representations in film and media have created a limited 
and negative perception of  the Western Sydney community, but I don’t mind a story 
that makes us look bad so long as it’s honest and complex. Westside Publications has 
attempted to highlight stories and events that reveal the wonderful side of  this region 
– a side that we don’t always see in Australia – but it also identifies the dark side of  
the community. There are no stories about guns and drugs but there are stories about 
violence. There are no stories about rape but there are stories about sex.

This edition of  Westside is about the real Western Sydney. It is a collection of  stories 
and observations from the people who see and feel the spaces and places everyday. 
There are stories about being young and cruising the streets of  Parramatta and stories 
about growing old and resenting the woman next door. There are stories about taking 
Western Sydney to the other side of  the world and stories about bringing the other side 
of  the world to Western Sydney. Then there are stories that are so absurd they seem to 
have no specific cultural and geographical boundaries. 

There is also a unique collection of  poetry in this edition; once again we are invited 
to delve into the English language at its finest with Fiona Wright, Rebecca Landon, 
Lachlan Brown, George Toseski, Arda Barut and Andy Ko. These poets, who I have 
had the pleasure of  working with for over five years now, take us through the landscape 
and voice of  Western Sydney like no one ever has before. This edition of  Westside also 
highlights the poetry of  BYDS Director, Tim Carroll, who celebrated his twentieth 
year at BYDS in July 2011. Tim has spent twenty years creating opportunities for other 
artists and in the midst of  this we sometimes forget he is an artist himself.

I hope you enjoy the stories on Western Sydney in this new and final edition of  
Westside New Series. It is accurate because the stories are about the people and by the 
people. It picks up where HEAT left off  because it is an outlet for highlighting the 
work of  writers from Western Sydney. Thank you to all the contributors who have made 
this final publication our best one yet. Thank you especially to my Co-Editor on this 
publication, Felicity Castagna. 

We will not be producing a literary project like this in print form again. But it is not 
the end . . . 

Michael Mohammed Ahmad
Editor 
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Michael Mohammed Ahmad, backstage, Moving People
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Nine Minutes

By Amanda Yeo
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Monday, 25th October 2010: Revesby Station, Platform 3 – 2.59

- Are you Vietnamese?
I turn to my left and he’s about two metres down the platform, standing in the sun, 
while I am under shade. He has short brown hair and pores visible from Mars, and I 
immediately feel horrible for noticing.

- Pardon?
My grip on the two bags slung over my left shoulder instinctively tightens as he 
approaches.

- Are you from Vietnam?
- Uh, no.
- Where you from? China, Malaysia …

He lists them as if  he’s worldly, as if  maybe he fancies himself  as a scholar, so I politely 
inform him:

- Singapore.
- Ah, Singapore. How old are you?
- Um, I’m twenty.

Calculating eyes run over me and I forget that I’m meant to be a fully-grown woman. 
With my baggy jacket, ponytail and no makeup, I constantly pass for sixteen. Briefly, I 
wonder if  he likes his girls below the age of  consent, then quickly admonish myself  for 
my snap judgement.

- Twenty. Would you consider thirty-five? I’m thirty-five, see. Would you go with
 thirty-five? Would you give me your phone number? You have a phone?

I don’t speak. I think that maybe if  I don’t speak, he’ll leave me alone. But he knows I 
understand English now, and he knows I’m not mute, so I have to say something but 
I’m at a loss as to what.

- … I, uh, I don’t know. I’ve never really considered it.
- Is that right?

He keeps smiling. He looks like someone who smokes too much and drinks too much 
and doesn’t care how he looks, but not in a charming way.

- … I don’t … I don’t do … this …
I worry that I’m judging him based on his age and looks. To be fair, he looks closer to 
my parents’ age than mine. But maybe he’s nice, and lonely, and socially awkward, or 
mentally unwell. Nevertheless, I feel slightly relieved when my train pulls in.

- Uh, this is my train.
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- Oh, it’s mine too.
I could hit myself. Of  course it’s his train. I can’t tell if  I’m smiling or grimacing but he 
is still smiling as he follows me into the carriage.

2.17 from Town Hall to Macarthur at 3.37 (3.02 from Revesby)

I stand by the door, next to the glass wall separating the disabled seating from the 
entrance. This was intended to make my exit quick and easy, but he stands across from 
me, blocking off  everything else.

- So? You have a number?
Is this what people do? Do people just approach other people in the street and ask 
for their number? I don’t do it but maybe it’s an accepted practice in the dating scene. 
Nobody else on the platform seems to think it odd. He watches me expectantly. I think 
of  my mum and all the times she told me that remaining silent when someone is talking 
to you usually just makes them angry. The only thing that could be worse than this is if  
he got angry so I hope that honesty really is the best policy and stammer out:

- Um, I’m not quite sure how to react – this hasn’t happened to me before.
I try to force my voice to be clear and assertive, to stop playing into the stereotype of  
the demure Asian female but my laugh sounds more nervous than casual.

- Shy, are you?
- Yeah.
- I used to be shy too, up until I was around seventeen.

He looks confident now. Red shirt, white trim – maybe he plays soccer. He’s holding a 
long white and blue umbrella like it’s a cane, twirling it casually. I can’t remember if  it 
rained today.

- When’s your stop?
- East Hills.

Why am I telling him this? Why am I telling him where I live?
- How many stops is that?
- Two or three. Where’s your stop? I ask hoping it’s the next one.  
- I’m going all the way. I live at Camden – I get off  at Campbelltown and catch
  a bus. Catch a bus to Camden. You live with your parents?
- Yeah.
- Have any brothers?
- Pardon?
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- Have any brothers?
- No.

I should have said I have five older brothers and that three of  them do weights.
- Sisters? Got a sister?
- Yeah.  

Why did I say that? If  he asks if  I have more than one, I’m going to lie.
- You have a sister?
- Yeah.
- You live with your parents?
- Yeah.

He peers at me with interest through round lenses framed in gold. A similar colour peeks 
at me through his thin lips, his teeth stained yellow by tobacco. His gaze is unfamiliar 
and unpleasant.

- When do you reckon the weather’s going to get warm?
- Yeah, I don’t know. The weather’s been weird.

A familiar landscape of  small shops and single-storey houses dashes past the glass 
doors, but the sense of  safety that usually comes with it is absent. I wonder why I ever 
thought it comforting based upon the arbitrary fact that they are within a relatively small 
radius to my home. It feels like we’re slipping into an awkward place, so I say:

- What do you do?
As soon as I say it, I realise the awkward place is better than the place we were heading.

- I’m a writer.
- Oh! I’m a writer too.

I think maybe I can steer this conversation in a more comfortable direction. Maybe if  
we talk about interests, about similarities, he’ll stop seeming so creepy, or he’ll forget 
about whatever he’s thinking about.

- Really? What do you write? Politics …?
- I’m a creative writer.
- Me too. Creative’s easier, ey? You hoping to get paid?
- Hopefully.
- I write stories and scripts. I want to get paid. You hoping to get paid?

It is strange to imagine this man having any sort of  professional ambition. My enthusiasm 
for writing causes my mind to leap on the word ‘scripts’ for a moment before I freeze 
up again. Am I leading him on?
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Panania – 3.05

The doors open to admit an elderly lady and two boys from East Hills Boys High School.  
The boys stand across the carriage, and I try to catch their eyes. Neither looks at me.

- Singapore, huh? That’s good. Singapore girls’ English is good. English is 
       Singapore’s second language, isn’t it?
- Um, yeah – 
- But you were brought up here.
- Yeah.

I decide to restrict myself  to one-word answers in the hopes that he’ll get bored. But 
then he lowers his voice and leans closer.

- I like East Asian girls. They’re nicer than Aussie girls. A lot of  them like Aussie
  guys too. East Asian girls.

I smile politely and wonder what girl would like this type of  Aussie guy.
- Can I tell you something?

He puts his mouth right next to my ear and for a moment I think he’s going to kiss me. 
I’m so rigid that one good jolt from the train would send me right over, and my heart is 
beating so hard I can’t breathe. There’s a strange feeling in my stomach I can’t describe, 
and I vaguely recollect hearing that these are the same symptoms for love. This thought 
makes me extremely nauseous.

- It’s my birthday – thirty-three, I’m turning thirty-three today – so I was
  wondering if  I could get a kiss, a kiss from a pretty Asian girl for my birthday. 

There’s one long hair on his upper lip he missed while shaving. His breath on my cheek 
smells like cigarettes. 

- I, uh, I’m sorry, no.
- Haven’t you ever made out with anyone?
- Uh …
- You ever make out with anyone?
- No.
- Ever have a boyfriend?
- No.
- Think you’ll ever have a boyfriend?
- I don’t know. Maybe.
- Are you Christian?
- Yeah.
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- What type? Anglican …?
- Oh, um, I don’t follow any specific – 
- You go to church?
- Yeah.

He’s even closer now and I’m up against the wall.
- Christians are supposed to forgive everything, right?
- Uh …
- They forgive everything, right?
- Yeah …

I want to look over his shoulder for help, for anyone, but I’m afraid to take my eyes off  
him and everyone seems to have their back to me.

- Once, I asked this twenty-year-old Christian girl to give me a blow job, and she
  did, and afterwards I felt really bad about it, and so, you think, you think God’ll
  forgive me for that?

All I can smell is cigarettes – I can almost taste them. I’m reminded of  the pigsty back 
at high school, where the stench was so solid you could still taste it at the back of  your 
throat hours later. I try to banish the thought of  anything of  his anywhere near my 
mouth, but it’s impossible. For a moment I think the only solution is to punch him and 
run, only there’s nowhere to go and he could easily overpower me if  I made this about 
physical strength. Besides, I suspect that wouldn’t be very Christian of  me. These guys 
want to shock people. That’s how they get off, isn’t it? He wants to see me distressed.  
Play it cool.

- Yeah, if  you mean it.
- Oh yeah, yeah I do – 
- And you promise not to – 
- Yeah, I do – 
- And try not to do it again.
- Oh yeah, yeah. I really mean it. From my heart.

He puts one hand to his chest and thumps it to emphasise the point. For a moment he 
looks as though he’s going to reach out and touch my chest, and I tighten my fist around 
the strap of  my bag, keeping my forearm protectively in front of  me. I promise myself  
that if  he touches me I’ll punch him. I will. I will. I will.  

- This is my stop.
- Could you give me a – he mumbles, and I try not to look scared. He couldn’t have 

said what I thought he just said.
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- I’m sorry – what? 
- Could I get a hug?

We’re running alongside the station now, slowing down, but not quickly enough.
-  ’Cause I think a hug, you know, would get me more inspired to ask God to 
 forgive me.

He holds out his arms and I think there’s no way I’m getting away without encountering 
them. I deeply regret that my stomach is too proper to allow me to empty its contents 
onto the man’s shoes.

East Hills – 3.08

The doors slide open and I can see the platform less than a metre away, passengers 
streaming past in the afternoon sun. The two boys disembark while I try to edge past him.

- I’m sorry, I don’t … no.
- Oh, it’s alright then. It was nice meeting you.  

He extends his hand, a compromise, and I automatically shake it. It’s soft and warm and 
stiff. Then he finally moves, shifting slightly to the side so I still have to brush past him 
to reach the door.  

- Good luck with your writing.
- Thanks – you too.

I step off  the train and hurry away, and it is only then that it occurs to me that I don’t 
know where his hand has been.
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Passing of the Eye II

By Peter Polites 
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The gates of  the school sat under a straight pale Eucalyptus tree that was growing 
through black asphalt. They sat on a curve in the road, framed by large brick 

overhangs that resembled buttresses.
Sometimes when Pathos arrived early to school, he took the leaves of  the Eucalyptus 

tree and serrated their edges. With his bitten nails he would rip a leaf  apart along the 
lines of  the veins. The smell of  the leaf ’s oil reminded him of  the eucalyptus lollies in 
his father’s car. They sat in a small rectangular tin next to his father. Pathos used to shake 
them and hear hard, translucent, yellow raining against metal as they drove around a 
maze of  culs-de-sac. He tried remembering what happened next or even details of  his 
father but something in his mind blanked.   

He walked past the same paperbark tree every morning. It was carved with names. 
Two names stuck out: ‘James’ and ‘Lucky’.  The letters overlapped, sewing them together. 

His name was there too: on its own. 
He heard three synthetic horns of  the bell as he rounded a corner into the school. 

The children on the playground were scattering like marbles. They ran to the front of  
their demountable classrooms.  

He walked towards his class line. At the end of  it were James and Lucky. James’ 
blonde hair lived against the sun. It tumbled with turrets and curls. James was different 
from the other kids. They all had dark skin and dark features. They had ‘not-from-
here’ rituals. James had an earring, a golden sleeper, and expensive sneakers he called 
Kicks. He wore them with athletic white socks pulled above his ankle. And he bought 
his lunch everyday: canteen lamingtons, sausage rolls that flaked with pastry and meat 
pies; strawberry milk, pink and delicious; and bottomless cola. The children sighed and 
looked over enviously when they unpacked falafels, salamis and stuffed vine leaves. 

As they stood too close next to each other in line, Lucky playfully pushed James 
on the shoulder. Lucky was from a family of  Cyprian refugees. His skin was burnt and 
looked like it was made of  copper: so did his hair. He was the first to grab James. During 
playtimes Lucky was the fastest at Bull Rush. He skipped and weaved in between the 
others showing them for the clumsy children they were. With his body he could balance 
soccer balls on his feet, spin basketballs on the tips of  his fingers and use his Bull Rush 
skills as a League wing. His limber athleticism serenaded James and when Lucky was 
made captain of  various teams James was always picked first. 

Lucky forced the friendship. Pathos and James grew like a seedling. It started one 
time when their teacher, Ms Kibble (or was it Mrs Killball?) paired Pathos and James. 
Ms Kibble or Mrs Killball was too young to be a teacher. She had dark, slick-backed 
gelled hair, dark kohl around her eyes and drop earrings. She was ahead of  her time and 
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made sure that the children spent more time doing activities that grew their self-esteem 
than any kind of  trivial bourgeoisie academic learning. 

One time an exercise was to draw each other. Pathos studied James closely, an 
excuse to stare at him. He drank him in, finding the right yellow for his hair and the 
perfect pink for his cheeks. As James sat for his portrait, his eyes were away somewhere. 
Finally, by accident, not wanting to lift the pencil from the paper, the boy drew one of  
James’ legs disproportionately larger than the other.

‘Pathos! Look how big you made my leg!’ James huffed. Before the boy could 
apologise, there was a wry smile on James. ‘I think it’s funny you made me a spastic,’ 
James said. It clicked for both and their emotions caught in a net. 

When it rained – loud like a snare on the corrugated library roof, making it hard to 
read – they sat closer, their mouths in each others’ ears with the intimacy of  a shared 
book, almost touching hands, the moisture of  their breath in each others’ ears, an object 
irrelevant. 

Pathos lined up behind Lucky and James and overheard them talking. 
‘Cherry bombers are so much better than metal conkers,’ said James.
‘What are you talking about? Metal conkers are the b–’ said Lucky and James 

interrupted him: ‘My dad, who is mechanic, said that you pretty much get metal conkers 
anywhere. Anywhere where they work with engines and stuff.’ James wiped the back of  
his hand across his nose leaving a glistening snail trail. 

Against the demountable wall: James, Lucky and Pathos shared the last three spots. 
James and Lucky were next to each other and Pathos was behind them. 

‘Don’t you think I’m your best friend?’ Lucky said to James. 
‘Sure you are,’ James answered. Pathos looked at him, betrayed, almost ready to 

protest. James winked at Pathos. ‘Sure. You’re my best friend, Lucky.’ 

I keep the windows open when I drive home at dusk, away from the city down the 
highways. A stream of  cool black air hits my face, keeping me awake. About five hundred 
metres in front, the driver of  the next car drops a cigarette – it falls in line behind the 
car. It explodes in red sparks of  fireworks when it hits the asphalt. 

The burst of  fireworks is my last memory of  last night. No wait. The last memory I 
have is the smoke from the fireworks. It seeped in from the balcony as I fell into the arms 
of  the closest faceless man. He was wearing a suit. I dribbled on the expensive material as 
he pushed me towards the double bed. I was grateful for cold sheets. 

I sit on the car seat, uncomfortable. I start to notice a dull wet pain up my colon 
and around my anus. I try and remember James. His moist breath. His delicious winks.  
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